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Family Secrets

Saturday, September 5th, 2008 - Just outside Indianapolis, Indiana

 
From the back seat, Emily lazily curled the short hair at the back of my neck around her index finger.
Her touch felt like magic, and my eyelids grew heavy while my best friend, Alex Harrison, dealt with the traffic quagmire ahead.
Emily leaned forward and positioned herself between the front seats and continued to glide her fingers up the back of my neck, gently massaging as she went. “I told you we should have left at noon.”
Beside me, Alex hadn’t seemed to notice his cousin running her fingers through my hair or if he had he wasn’t saying anything. Either way, I didn’t care. I loved it when Emily touched me.
Alex glared out the windshield and laid on his horn. “Fucking traffic.”
For me, the traffic was a blessing. It meant more time with Emily. Ahead, a long line of cars jammed the off ramp to Interstate 69. “Jesus Alex, it’s Labor Day weekend, relax.”
“Jack, you don’t understand my mom,” he said. “She asked me to come home last night, but —
“You and Jack felt the need to party with those girls from Alpha Chi,” Emily said. “It’s okay. At least one of us was at the pool training.” Emily leaned a few more inches forward, and her soft breast mashed against my shoulder while her minty breath curled down my neck.
My cock surged in my shorts. What the fuck was she doing? Trying to get us busted? I fought the urge to reach down her top and pop out her nipple.
“Your mom will be just as pissed,” Alex said.
“My mom doesn’t give two fucks what time I get home,” Emily said. “In fact, I’ll bet you a shot of Fireball we beat her to the party.”
“I’m just shocked there’s this much traffic in Indiana,” I said.
Emily laughed, and Alex frowned.
“Normally there isn’t,” Alex said. “Most of these people are just passing through.”
Emily pushed her long dark hair behind her ear, rested her chin on the back of my seat and sighed. “Jack, I’m sick of sitting in the back seat. Let’s trade.”
“Christ, Em, we’re almost there,” Alex said. “Relax.”
“Your AC sucks. It’s hotter than a fucking blast furnace back here,” she said.
“You could’ve driven,” Alex said.
“Do cousins always bicker, or are you two special?” I asked.
“He’s more like my brother than my cousin,” Emily said. “And lots of brothers and sisters bicker.”
Alex rolled his eyes. “Fine. I’ll turn up the AC.” He turned down the temperature and kicked up the fan.
The air barely turned cooler, not that I thought it was hot to begin with. In fact, between the AC and Emily’s attention, I was more than comfortable.
“I have a better idea.” Emily pulled herself between the gap in the front seats and climbed onto my lap.
Alex’s eyes bulged, and he gaped at his cousin, who was busy adjusting herself on my lap. “Jesus fucking Christ, Emily. What the hell are you doing?”
She turned the vents on her chest and sighed. “Much better.”
“God, Jack. I’m sorry,” Alex said. “Some people just need to be the center of attention.”
Emily pulled down the visor on the passenger side and opened the mirror so she could see me. “You don’t mind, do you, Jack?” Her tone was coy and cool. She knew what she was doing.
My cock hardened under the swell of her insanely fine ass and from my angle I could see straight down the front of her gray tank top emblazoned with the words Indiana Swimming and Diving Team. I made out the edge of her white lace bra and visually devoured her cleavage swelling from inside its tight confines. I cleared my throat and looked for a good place to put my hands. “It’s fine as long as it’s not much longer.”
Emily smiled at me in the mirror and wriggled her ass against my cock. Her diamond stud nose piercing, positioned halfway up her nose, glistened in the sunlight and her blue eyes sparkled with mischief.
Ahead, the traffic broke and Alex stepped on the gas, surging up the interstate and taking the left lane like an Indy race car driver. “Fucking finally.”
I rested my hands on the soft swill of Emily’s hips while my cock fully expanded and painfully pressed against the front of my boxer briefs. “Okay Mario, you want to slow down?”
The car surged forward and Emily rolled backward against me.
I fought the urge to reach up and cup her tits in my hands, but I used the distraction to knead her ass cheeks between my fingers before sliding one hand inside her shorts where Alex couldn’t see.
“Jack, you might have to go human seatbelt on me if he insists on driving like a lunatic,” Emily said while she squeezed my cock between her ass crack.
“We’re almost there,” Alex said. “I know a shortcut.”
We passed through the Indy suburbs, most of which were under heavy construction. When the Mayor James Brainard Welcomes you to Carmel, Indiana sign appeared, the construction got even worse.
Emily reached into her pocket and pulled out her iPhone. She started tapping on the keys while I stared out the window, gently massaging her bare ass cheek in my hand.
“What’s with all the roundabouts?” I asked.
“The city is going crazy building them,” Alex said. “They’re everywhere. Traffic has gotten horrible over the last twenty years. It’s supposed to make everything flow smoother.”
I felt the phone in my pocket buzz and I pulled it out. There was a new message from Emily.
Emily: Do you think we could get away with a quickie without Alex noticing?
Me: That would be a hard no.
Emily: Lol. That’s not the only thing hard in this car. Your cock is making me wet… again.
Me: It’s your fault I have a hard-on
Emily: We fucked like three hours ago and you’re already hard? You must really have a thing for me. (smiley face emoji) (eggplant emoji)
Me: You are grinding my cock so… yeah, it’s hard.
Emily: I promise I’ll fuck you later if you’re a good boy at the party.
Me: I can’t wait. Maybe tomorrow you can show me around your city. Kind of like a date. (smiley face emoji)
Emily frowned, closed her phone and tucked it away in her lap.
If there was one good way to shut her down, it was anything involving the word date. I stared out the window while Alex navigated the back roads of his home town. Ten minutes later we rolled into a long driveway that wound through the woods before ending in an impressive but eclectic house with a modern architectural design that surprised me. Two dozen or more cars lined either side of the driveway, and even more sat in the large circular pull-up in front of the house.
“You’re rich?” I asked.
Alex’s shitty 2001 Toyota Camry didn’t give off the air of a guy rolling in bucks.
“My mom does well with her art and she’s made some solid investments,” Alex said as he tucked into a spot near the front door. “That doesn’t mean she spoils me.” He killed the engine, pushed open the door and climbed out.
“She’s rich,” Emily whispered. “Don’t let him fool you.”
I opened the passenger door, and Emily climbed out grinning back at my erection still tenting my shorts. “Don’t let either of our moms see that thing or they’ll eat you for lunch.” She winked at me and headed for the front door.
I adjusted my cock so it wouldn’t out me, and it was, thankfully, already returning to its pre-Emily size. I shut the car door behind me and met Alex just below the front steps. Emily had already disappeared into the house.
Alex greeted me with a smile. “Ready?”
“You’re sure your mom doesn’t mind me crashing a family party?” I asked.
“Dude, no. She was the one who insisted. Besides, it’s not like you can jet home to Miami for Labor Day weekend. My mom is way cool with it.”
I followed Alex through the double stained-glass front door and into the house.
Conversation buzzed from every room and Katy Perry’s I kissed a Girl played from speakers deeper in the house. In the foyer, an old guy with white strands of hair decorating an otherwise bald, liver-spot riddled head and an old woman with gray hair and a gaudy floral dress were busy chatting with Emily.
“There he is,” the old guy’s face lit with a broad smile and he pulled Alex into a bear hug. “It’s good to see you, grandson.”
“Thanks Papaw,” Alex said.
The old guy let go of him and yelled over his shoulder. “April, get in here. Your son’s home.”
“Be right there,” a feminine voice called out from what looked like the kitchen beyond a modern twisting staircase.
Jack stepped aside and gestured toward me. “Papaw this is —
The sound of shattering glass followed by a loud gasp killed every other conversation in the room.
I turned toward the sound and came face to face with the most beautiful red-head I’d ever seen, who looked like she’d just seen a ghost.
◆◆◆
 
She had hourglass curves and her creamy porcelain cleavage popped from the front of a low-cut crew-neck black t-shirt. Her hips flared just enough to notice, and her plump pink lips glistened with lip gloss. She wore her red hair pulled back into a tight ponytail and straight bangs covered her forehead. I’d seen pictures of her and Alex in our room back at the fraternity, but they didn’t do her justice. She was as stunning a MILF as I’d ever laid eyes on, but right now she gazed at me like I was the devil incarnate.
“April, honey, what’s wrong?” Papaw said.
“Mom, are you okay?” Alex went to her side while Emily stared between the shattered glass and me.
Emily frowned at me as if I’d done something wrong. She muttered something about a broom and dustpan before disappearing into the crowd.
The old woman came to April’s side, her face a mask of worry. “Honey, you’re trembling. What’s gotten into you?”
April stared a hole straight through me and her jaw hung open while the blood drained from her face.
I knew I should have stayed on campus. Why had I let Emily and Alex talk me into it? “I’m sorry, Ms. Harrison.” I said. “Did I do something wrong?”
“Mom, why don’t you come in here and sit down.” Alex guided his mother into a study tucked off the main foyer.
Papaw and presumably his wife glared at me as if I’d physically struck their daughter.
“I’m Alex and Emily’s team mate from school,” I said. “I… don’t know what just happened.”
Emily returned with a broom and dustpan while April’s parents went into the study to check on their daughter.
“What the hell did you do to her?” Emily asked.
“Me? I didn’t do shit. I walked in the front door and boom, it was Hiroshima part two.”
She sighed and glared at me as if annoyed. “Just help me with the fucking glass.”
I took the dustpan and knelt while Emily scooped the glass into it.
“Hey Jack,” Alex whispered from behind me.
I turned and glanced over my shoulder.
Alex stared down at me from the open study door. “She’s okay. She wants to apologize.”
Emily rolled her eyes at me. “I’ve got it. Go.”
I followed Alex into the den.
Ms. Harrison sat perched on a love seat with her mother beside her and Papaw standing over her with a hand resting on his daughter’s shoulder.
“Mom,” Alex said. “This is my best friend, Jack Love. Jack, this is my mother April.”
“I’m really sorry, Ms. Harrison,” I said.
She shook her head and did her best to smile up at me. “I’m sorry, Jack. You look exactly like someone I lost a long time ago. It’s my fault — not yours. And please, call me April. I’m not that old.”
Her voice was smooth and feminine and made me feel all gooey inside. “I can leave if —
“No,” she said sharply.
Alex and his grandparents jumped while I stared into her green eyes and lost part of my soul.
She relaxed her shoulders and plastered on a thin smile. “I wouldn’t hear of it. What kind of host would I be to let that happen? Any friend of Alex’s is always welcome in this home.”
Papaw’s body seemed to ease, and he smiled cordially at me. “I’m John Harrison and this is my Margaret. It’s nice to meet you, Jack. You swim at the university with Alex and Emily?”
“Yes, sir,” I said. “I’m a sprinter.”
“Papaw, Jack is the youngest team captain in Indiana history.”
Papaw perked up and stood a bit taller as he drank me in. “Well, that says something about a man’s character.”
“He broke the Big Ten records in both the hundred and the fifty freestyle events,” Alex said.
“That sounds impressive,” Alex’s grandmother said.
“Thanks.” I turned to Ms. Harrison and put on my best smile. “And thank you for letting me crash your family party. It’s very kind of you.”
April stood and took my hands, smiling. Her skin felt cold and clammy, and her hands faintly trembled. “You’re very welcome,” she said. “I’m sure you guys must be hungry. There’s plenty of food in the kitchen.”
Alex led me into the kitchen and we grabbed plates of food while he introduced me to his family and friends. About twenty minutes later I felt a pair of hands sink into my back pockets and when I turned around, I found Emily smiling up at me.
“You’re not mad anymore?” I asked
She shrugged. “The way April looked at you….” She shook her head. “It was like you two knew each other or something. Maybe I was a little jealous, but if you tell anybody I’ll deny it.”
“I would remember meeting her,” I said.
Emily raised an eyebrow. “Maybe I’m right to be jealous. Are you into MILF’s and didn’t tell me?”
“I don’t know about MILFs, but she’s awfully easy on the eyes,” I said.
“Then you’ll be happy to know she’s not only single but has a twin sister.”
I felt my stomach twirl and my cock twitch. “Your mom is her twin?”
Emily grinned. “My mom is named Mae and don’t you dare make any jokes, they’re sensitive about it.”
“April and Mae? Seriously? Their parents didn’t look like psychopaths.”
“At least they aren’t identical,” she said. “Come on and I’ll introduce you.”
“Your mom’s here?”
“She got here like ten minutes ago. I told you we would beat her.” Emily took my hand and led me through the house.
I watched her tight ass move in her red shorts and wished I had taken her up on that quickie in the car.
Emily led me onto a broad exterior deck fronting an impressive lap pool. There was a hot tub tucked in one corner and a gazebo off the pool, complete with an outdoor bar. April and Mae were deep in conversation when Emily led me to her mom.
April flinched when she saw me, and Mae’s eyes flared for a moment before returning to normal.
“Mom, this is my teammate and friend from school, Jack Love.” Emily smiled up at me. “Jack, this is my mom, Mae Gilbert.”
While April dressed Labor Day casual, Mae dressed more conservatively. She was a stunning blonde beauty with her hair pulled back into a braid that fell over her front shoulder and had the dangerous curves to match her sister. Her lips were a touch tinner than April’s but her hazel eyes sparkled with an intensity that almost made me look away. Her complexion was flawless and her features refined and perfect. She looked like she had just stepped from the pages of a catalog, and I wondered about the color of her bra and panties hidden behind her white silk blouse and matching silk skirt that ended just above her knees.
Mae extended her hand and smiled. “It’s nice to meet you, Jack.”
Her skin was warm and soft, but the woman had fire in her eyes. She looked like the kind of woman who was used to getting her way the consequences be damned. “It’s nice to meet you too, Mrs. Gilbert.”
“Please, call me Mae. Emily does.” She glanced at her daughter and laughed while Emily rolled her eyes. “You know April and I went to the same college as you and Emily when we were your age.”
“Emily never mentioned that to me.” Emily never mentioned much of anything to me besides demanding me to pull out my cock.
“We sure did,” Mae said. “We were in the same sorority — Delta Gamma.”
“All three of you were in that sorority,” Emily said. “Remember?”
Mae’s expression darkened, and her smile faded. “Now isn’t the time to drag up those old bones, is it?”
A man with blond hair, clear blue eyes, and decked out in a Ralph Lauren commercial stepped up behind Mae. “Sounds like the conversation is getting good.” The man let out a short dad laugh and squeezed Mae’s shoulder.
Mae wriggled free of his touch and sipped on her wine, letting her gaze drift off into nothing.
“Jack, this is my dad, Tom,” Emily said. “Dad, this is Jack and no, he’s not my boyfriend.”
He extended his hand. “Thomas Gilbert. Pleased to meet you.”
His grip was firm and his chin square and solid. I noticed Emily’s eyes roll when he corrected the familiar use of his name. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Gilbert.”
He nodded crisply and stepped back. Calling him Tom looked like it was off the table.
“If you’ll excuse me,” April said. “I need to check on the caterer.” She walked off with barely a sideways glance in my direction.
“Jack, I’ll ask you since I don’t trust Emily. Are you and my daughter an item?” Mae asked me.
Emily’s face went flush, and she whirled on her mother. “God, mom. Really? I told you, we’re not a couple. I don’t have a boyfriend, okay?”
“I think your mom was just making conversation,” Mr. Gilbert said. “There’s no need to react.”
Emily closed her mouth, and her jaw muscles flexed before she turned back to her mom. “I’m going to crash here for the weekend if you don’t mind.”
“I think that’s a great idea,” Mae said frowning at her daughter.
“Come on,” Emily said taking my hand. “I’ll introduce you to some of my friends from high school.” She dragged me away from her mother and into the house before dropping my hand. “Sorry. She can be such a bitch.”
“What did she do wrong?” I asked genuinely confused.
She shook her head. “I swear I think I was born into the wrong family. They both like my brothers so much better than me.”
“Why would you say that?”
Her expression soured, and she huffed. “Forget it. It’s family stuff.”
“Em, if you ever want to talk, I —
“Jack,” she said interrupting me. “I love fucking you but let’s not over complicate things. Okay? If you want a girlfriend, we can cut off our arrangement any time you’d like.”
“Sorry, Emily. I thought —
“Emily Gilbert? I swear to God girl, you look great,” a female voice said from behind us.
“Marcy?” Emily’s face lit up, and she zipped past me hugging a tiny cute brunette with pixie hair and a bangin’ body.
“Emily!” Marcy’s energetic tone matched her perky body. She beamed and squeezed Emily with genuine zeal. She stood all of five-two with small firm tits, a pert nose, creamy skin, and an ass built for bouncing. She looked over Emily’s shoulder and our eyes met.
I smiled at her and tipped my head.
The girls broke their hug, and Marcy extended her hand to me. “Hi. I’m Marcy Gallagher.”
I took her hand. Her grip was light, her skin soft and warm. “Jack Love. Nice to meet you.”
“Jack and I go to school together,” Emily said.
“Where are you from, Jack Love.” Marcy grinned up at me eyes sparkling.
“Miami,” I said. “I came to Indiana to swim.”
“Oh, you’re a swimmer too?” Marcy reached out and touched my arm.
Emily stood over Marcy’s shoulder and folded her arms over her chest. She sort of… simmered while she watched her friend flirt with me. Technically, she had no right to complain. After all, she had refused all my attempts to properly date her.
“Did you and Emily go to high school together?” I asked.
“Best friends.” Marcy hooked her arm around Emily’s elbow. “I set Emily up with her first boyfriend.”
I turned my gaze on Emily and raised an eyebrow. “Boyfriend? Pray tell.”
Emily grimaced. “We broke up years ago.”
“Are you and Jack together?” Marcy asked leaning into Emily expectantly.
“God, no.” Emily said a little too flippantly. “Jack and I are friends.”
“Is that so?” Marcy said turning back toward me. She bit her lower lip and gazed up at me her eyes smoldering. “What’s your major, Jack Love?”
Emily’s expression soured slightly but if her best friend flirting with me bothered her, she could’ve spoken up.
“Jack!” I heard Alex shout from across the room. “Hey, Jack. Come here.”
I turned around and spotted Alex chatting with three hotties near the bar.
Alex waved me over.
I turned back around to Emily and Marcy.
“Alex looks like he’s got his hands full,” Emily said. “Better go play wing man.”
Marcy’s shoulders sagged and her expression turned pouty. “I’ll talk to you later?” She rubbed her thumb across my forearm.
“Absolutely.” I smiled at Emily, and she gazed at me like a predator who had found her next meal. I recognized that look and my stomach turned over in anticipation.
Emily turned back to Marcy. “Come on. There’s a guy here I want you to meet.” She pulled her friend away from me while I peeled off toward Alex.
I weaved past a group of forty-year-olds and crashed headfirst into April coming out of the kitchen.
She bobbled an appetizer plate and her eyes widened.
I reached for the plate and grabbed her hand.
April fell forward, and our bodies collided. Her big bouncing tits mashed against my chest and I curled my hand around her waist to keep her from falling and spilling the food.
“Shit. I’m sorry, Ms. Harrison,” I said.
April gazed up at me in surprise. Her nostrils flared and her lips parted. “It’s okay, sweetie. And it’s April.”
“That would make a magnificent picture,” a voice said from beside us.
April and I turned to find Papaw smiling at us.
“Great idea.” I handed Papaw my phone and briefly explained how to take a picture on an iPhone 3.
I slipped my arm around April’s waist and she leaned into me, placing her palm flat against my chest.
Papaw snapped two or three photos before handing me back my phone. “If I didn’t know better, you two look like a couple.”
April blushed, and her cheeks turned crimson while I opened my phone and showed her the pictures.
“Wow, you have a great smile, April.”
She peered at the photos and I felt her boob mash against the side of my arm. “You are a very handsome young man.”
“Thanks.” When I looked up, I found April gazing directly into my eyes.
Her pink lips glistened, and the smattering of freckles across her nose looked adorably sexy. But her eyes got me. My heart thundered while I felt my soul slip into her ocean green eyes. Her body felt warm and gooey-soft pressed against me, and I reluctantly let her go. “April sunshine,” I said without thinking.
April’s jaw fell, and her eyes glistened. “What did you call me?”
I frowned at her, confused. “April sunshine?”
“Where did you hear that?” Her voice trembled.
I shrugged. “It’s the opposite of April showers and you look anything but gloomy.”
April lowered her eyes and pressed past me without saying another word before she disappeared into the crowd.
I turned and watched her go. What the hell just happened? I felt a hand on my shoulder and I turned around before coming face to face with Alex.
“Dude, where have you been?” He squeezed my shoulder before turning back to the girls. “This is him. My buddy, Jack.”
Alex introduced me to Erika, Sloan, and Charlotte, who turned out to be juniors in the tri-delt sorority at Indiana. Heavy flirting commenced and before I knew it, we had converted an hour and three pitchers of beer into the prospects of a solid evening and plans for meeting up with them later that week on campus.
We were ready to take the party poolside when I caught Emily staring at me out of the corner of my eye. She had her arms folded over her ample chest and had stolen her friend Marcy’s pouty expression.
Part of me wanted to pull Emily into my arms and tell her how I felt, but the other part of me wanted to teach her a lesson by shagging one of the sorority girls in the back seat of Alex’s car.
But down deep, I didn’t believe Emily responded to jealousy in the same way normal people did. Hell, she probably wanted me to make a play for another girl. She was infuriating and exciting all at the same time. She drove me crazy in a way nobody else did, and she had a way of camping out in my brain and squatting there for days at a time.
My phone buzzed in my pocket. I fished it out and glanced at the screen. I had an incoming text from Emily.
I turned around and glanced at where she was a moment ago, but she had moved on. I opened the lock screen and pulled up the text.
Emily: Meet me in the utility room.
Me: Where is it?
Emily: Just find it. Hurry.
“Jack, you coming?” Alex stood by the back door with the sorority girls standing behind him. He held a fresh pitcher of beer and the music thumped on the back patio.
I held up my phone. “I’ve got to return this call. Can I catch up to you in a few?”
Alex rolled his eyes. “Seriously? Right now?”
“Hi Jack,” a female voice said from behind me.
I glanced over my shoulder and found Marcy staring up at me, batting her eyes. “Hi Marcy.”
“Is now a good time?” She said. “I thought we might find a nice corner and chat.”
“Jack, dude. Don’t leave me hanging,” Alex said.
Buzzzzz
I glanced down at my phone.
It was a picture of Emily’s tits encased in her white lace bra.
Fuck. I glanced at Marcy. “I’m sorry, Marcy. It’s my mom. She’s called twice.” I turned to Alex. “I’ll be ten minutes.”
He rolled his eyes and disappeared through the door while Marcy flashed me an awkward smile. “Come find me afterward, okay?”
“Sure thing.” I walked out of the kitchen and meandered through the back hallways of April’s large house until I stumbled on a door with light spilling through a crack in the door frame.
I pushed it open and found Emily leaned back against the dryer, staring at her phone.
“You know what gets me wet?” She said without looking up.
“What?”
She turned toward me and pulled off her tank top, revealing her white lace bra. “That every girl at this party wants to fuck your brains out.” She pulled down her shorts and a matching white lace thong came into view.
My cock unfurled in my shorts and I stared at her, jaw agape.
She peeled off her panties and smiled at me wickedly. Her tits jiggled inside her bra and her long dark hair spilled over her naked shoulders. Emily’s bare shaved pussy smiled up at me while I drank in the soft curve of her womanly hips and her rippled abdominal muscles leading to the sweet V-shape of her spectacular pussy. Her long powerful legs glowed with a summer tan and her bikini bottom tan lines drove me wild with desire.
All the other girls at the party combined couldn’t hold a squirrel’s whisker to Emily Gilbert. She was in a different league. I licked my lips and my cock surged. I went to close the door behind me.
“Leave it open,” she said.
I dropped my hand and turned to face her. “You want to get caught?”
She stepped up before me without answering and pulled my shirt up and over my head before running her hands down my chest.
I leaned into her and my head buzzed while the scent of jasmine floated from her hair and flattened me like a two-ton steam roller.
Her pink lips glistened and her naked blue eyes sparkled while we held each other’s gaze. Emily worked the button on the front of my shorts while I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips.
I felt her tongue dart from her mouth and trace my upper lip. My cock hardened and strained against the front of my shorts while Emily’s warm breath trailed down my cheek.
“Did you want to fuck those girls?” She lowered my zipper and reached inside my pants before taking my throbbing cock between her fingers.
“Yes,” I said, knowing what she wanted to hear.
Emily moaned and opened her mouth before our tongues intertwined. She freed my cock from its holster and started to slowly stroke me.
I ran my hands down her back and unclipped her bra, allowing it to spring free.
She broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, her eyes awash in wanton lust. “I want you to fuck Marcy while I watch. Would you do that for me?”
“Should I come inside her or save it for you?” I curled my hands inside her bra cups and squeezed her ripe 36C’s, one in each hand.
Her nipples hardened under my touch and she ran her fingertips up my glans and gently squeezed my tip. “I want all your cum inside me.” She tugged on my lower lip between her teeth before letting go. “I love the way it feels when it leaks out of my pussy and runs down my inner thigh.”
“Do you want me to fuck you right now?” I asked.
“God, yes,” she hissed.
I slid my hand down her flat stomach and worked two fingers through her soaking wet lips. “I want you to come on my dick Emily. Don’t hold back.”
She groaned and threw her head back while I kissed along her neck and slid two fingers inside her tight wet hole. “Put it in me, Jack.”
I slipped my fingers from her pussy and held onto her hips while I easily hoisted her on top of the dryer.
Emily frantically pulled at my shorts shoving them down to my ankles and grabbing hold of my muscled ass digging her fingers into each cheek.
My enormous cock swayed in front of her pussy like a King Cobra ready to strike. I pushed her bra higher up her chest and freed the best tits I’d ever seen.
They were full and ripe with perfectly formed areolas and pink nipples that ripened spectacularly when sucked. Her bikini top tan lines drove me insane, and I edged forward, dragging my tip through her soaking wet trench.
The door to the utility hung wide open, and Emily was anything but a quiet lover. I leaned past her and set the dryer dial before hitting the start button.
The machine came alive, humming and vibrating beneath Emily’s ass, causing her titties and ass to shake and jiggle.
I pushed my tip into her honey hole and worked it forward and backward, teasing her with the fucking to come.
“Put it in me,” she snapped and pulled me forward while kneading my ass cheeks between her fingers.
I slipped inside her, and she let out a fevered moan of desire.
“Fuck, you’re huge,” she said kissing her way down to my chest. “You’ve ruined me for all other cocks.”
Her wall conformed perfectly to my shaft, and she squeezed her pussy muscles while my cock pulsed inside her.
“I bet you say that to all the guys.”
“You’re right,” she said, pushing her hips forward and locking her legs around my waist. “But you’re the only guy I let come inside me.”
I drove forward with a hard thrust, bottoming out inside her and eliciting a quick grunt from Emily. “I don’t want you fucking anyone else but me.”
She kissed my shoulders and drove her hips forward while we started fucking on top of the dryer. “You — don’t — own — me,” she said between grunts.
“How many times have I fucked you?” I watched my glistening cock move in and out of my beautiful secret girlfriend while I held onto her tits, rolling my thumbs over her hard nipples.
“A million times,” she said, barely able to talk.
“Who else are you fucking?” I asked her.
Our skin slapped together while Emily let out a moan so loud, I thought for sure someone would hear. “Just you,” she said.
“We’ll fuck Marcy together,” I licked outside her ear and I felt her nails dig into my back while I slammed into her harder and harder.
“Yeeessssss…. Ungggghhhh.” She squeezed her legs tight around my waist and pulled me into the hilt.
My balls constricted, and I felt the furious rush of semen powering up my shaft while Emily grabbed hold of my hair in her fists and whispered in my ear, “I’m coming — I’m coming — I’m coming.” She was breathless and rolled her head back while I watched her tits sway in counterclockwise circles.
I grunted and moaned while I locked my hips and fired a load of hot jizz deep inside Emily’s womb. I flood her with an ocean of cum, grinding my cock in and out while my dick continued to spurt, whitewashing her canal with layers of glue-thick spunk. I had no idea if Emily was on birth control and I wasn’t about to ask. The fucking was way too good to ruin it with a condom.
I kept my cock buried inside her while we both recovered our cardio.
She leaned back against the dryer control panel, stretching out like a cat. “I’ve never fucked on top of a dryer,” she said.
“I’d fuck you on a bed of broken glass,” I said.
She laughed, and her pussy spasmed around my cock, forcing it out of her hole.
I stood back and watched my cum drizzle from her pussy and pool on top of the dryer. “That’s a lot of cum.”
“You think I’m cute, don’t you?” She smiled up at me, her eyes teasing. “Is that why I make you come so hard?”
“Kinda, sorta.” I smiled and leaned forward kissing her navel and reached up sliding my hands over her tits. “Did you mean what you said about not fucking other guys? Or was that the fucking talking?”
She stayed quiet for three heartbeats before answering. “Don’t ruin it, okay?”
“Baby, what am I ruining?”
“Don’t call me that.” She sat up and fastened her bra behind her back. “We should get back to the party.”
“Emily, why won’t you go out on a date with me?” I pulled up my pants.
“Why do we need to date?” She picked up her thong and stepped into it. “You get to skip all that lovey dovey bullshit and get right to the fucking. Isn’t that what all guys want?”
“I like the lovey dovey bullshit,” I said. “I like you, Emily — a lot.”
Her chin quivered, and her eyes misted over with the tears. “If you go all fucking weepy on me, then we can’t keep doing this.”
I sighed and reached for my shirt. I would’ve loved to throat punch the guy who broke her. “Okay. You win. I’ll shut up about it.”
She put on her shorts and tank top before taking a quick look at her reflection in the washing machine to check her hair. “I just need a fuck buddy, not a boyfriend. Can we be fuck buddies, Jack?” She gazed up at me, having regained her composure.
I smiled at her. “We’re the bestest fuck buddies ever.”
She smacked my ass and gave me a quick kiss. “Good. Give me a two-minute head start before you come out.”
Two minutes later, I returned to the party and ran into Mae Gilbert standing in the back hallway sipping on a glass of chardonnay. It was almost as if she were waiting on me.
“Why, hello again, Jack.” She smiled at me. A few errant strands of blonde hair escaped her long, complicated braid. “I’ve been trying to find a moment alone with you. Is now a good time?” She slightly slurred her words, but she looked more tipsy than drunk.
“As good as any,” I said.
Her hazel eyes sparked with curiosity and she took another sip before she inspected me from head to toe. “You look an awful lot like a boy I used to know. His name was Jack, just like yours.”
“Is that so?” I asked.
“What’s your father’s name? I swear the resemblance is uncanny.”
“My dad’s name is Archie, but he passed about five years ago.”
“I’m sorry to heart that, hon. Is your mother still alive?”
“She is. She lives in Miami. She’s remarried now.”
“That’s good to hear.” She stared at me for a long time, as if appraising me somehow.
“Did I do something wrong? Between you and your sister, I feel like I’m not wanted here.”
“You’ve done nothing, baby.” She inched closer to me and ran her fingers along my jawline while gazing into my eyes. “You have my Jack’s eyes.” Her voice came out throaty with a slight quiver. “What I want to know is how? What year were you born?”
“1988,” I answered truthfully.
Mae slid her fingers through my hair and edged closer before wrapping her arms around my shoulder and setting down her wine.
I felt the swell of her full breasts press against my chest and her soft lips on my cheeks.
“You smell like my Jack.” She ran the tip of her tongue down my cheek and over my bottom lip before kissing me full on the mouth. Our tongues met, warm and wet, and I slid my hand down to the swell of her ass and squeezed. It was full, firm, and tight. Even though I’d just busted a nut, my cock swelled in anticipation.
She broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes while she continued curling my hair around her index finger. “You taste like my Jack. I wonder if you fuck like him?”
I swallowed away a lump in my throat and tried to still my pounding heart. “Mrs. Gilbert, I….”
“You don’t remember me, do you?” She kissed me again, licking my lips and smacking her together while she continued stroking my hair.
“I would never forget a woman as beautiful as you,” I said.
“Mae Harrison,” an icy voice said from down the hallway.
We both turned to find April standing a dozen feet away glaring.
“Leave him alone,” April said.
Mae backed away and picked up her wine before turning to face her sister. “Why? So you can have him all to yourself? Nothing’s changed, has it?”
April’s cheeks flushed deep crimson. “I can’t believe you.”
“Jack, dude, come on,” Alex’s voice broke the spell. He stood over his mother’s shoulder and stared down the hall at us. “You’ve been gone like thirty minutes.”
“Jack, just go,” April said without looking at me.
I glanced between April and Mae and felt another brick stack in the wall of history keeping them apart.
Alex wrapped his arm around my shoulder and pulled me toward the kitchen. “I’m interested in the blonde, but the other two are fair game.”
“Huh?” I couldn’t stop thinking about Mae and the way she kissed me. Fucking her must have taken iron control.
As the evening wore on, the guests dwindled until only April, Emily, Alex, and I remained. We helped April clean up the mess, but she barely said two words to me and wouldn’t look at me either. Whoever she recognized in me, she wasn’t over it and wouldn’t be anytime soon.
“Alex, why don’t you show Jack to the guest room,” April said. She and Emily chatted in the kitchen over two glasses of wine.
“Night,” Emily said, offering me a wave and a casual smile.
“Good night,” I said to both of them, but April didn’t look up.
After the grand tour of the upstairs, Alex set me up in the guest room, which had a far nicer bed than any I was used to. Two straight party nights plus a booty call from Emily had left me exhausted. After using the bathroom, I returned to the guest room, stripped down to my boxer briefs and crashed. Two minutes later, I fell fast asleep.
◆◆◆
 
The bedroom door creaked, and I fluttered my eyes open. A thin ray of light appeared at a seam in the doorway and I glanced down at my phone — 2:04 AM. I’d been asleep for barely two hours. Had Emily decided for another after hours rendezvous?
The door opened wider, and I propped myself up on my elbows.
A silhouette appeared in the doorway — a woman’s silhouette. I was about to call out Emily’s name but stopped myself. Something was off. She had on a short robe that ended at her upper thighs, and she had curves that Emily didn’t have. Not that Emily wasn’t curvy, she certainly was but Emily was collegiate swimmer curvy not crazy hot MILF curvy. The only crazy hot MILF in this house was April Harrison.
My heart picked up a beat, and I swallowed away a lump forming in my throat. My mouth was dry and cottony and I would’ve given my left arm for an ice-cold water. “April?” I flicked on the tiny bedside lamp and gazed up at her. “Is everything okay?”
April gazed down on me, her eyes registering the same anxiety I had seen all night. She wore a short pink kimono style silk robe with oriental designs cinched loosely at the waist. Her silken red hair, thick and fiery, flowed well past her shoulders.
I drank in her smooth creamy skin and my cock unfolded inside my boxer briefs. Even in the dim bedside light, her green eyes pulled me in. “Ms. Harrison, what’s going on?”
She shut the door behind her and when she turned back to face me her braless tits shimmied slightly beneath her robe. “What happened to you, Jack? You disappeared without saying a word? I was worried sick.”
I gazed on her, too afraid to move while my cock swelled under the sheets. “I don’t know what you mean.”
She crossed the room and perched on the bed beside me. Her robe fell open slightly, revealing the steep curve of her inner breasts. She pushed a lock of hair behind her ear, giving me a full view of her flawless face. Light freckles scattered the bridge of her adorable nose and her pink lips looked even fuller than they had when I’d first seen her.
“How are you still so young? You remember nothing?” She placed her hand on my thigh and my heart beat so fast I thought it might explode.
“I wish I did,” I said.
April held my gaze and pulled the sash of her robe before slipping it free of her shoulders. Her breasts were full, ripe, and perfectly proportioned. Her pink areolas were smooth and slightly larger than quarter-sized, and her nipples were half-hard and perfectly centered. “I need to feel you.” Her eyes watered and she bit her lower lip while she locked her eyes on me.
My cock strained against my briefs and felt precum ooze from my tip while my bulge noticeably tented the comforter cover.
April pulled back the comforter and exposed my lean swimmer’s body and smooth muscular chest. She stood and pulled off her robe, appearing before me topless, wearing nothing but a pair of pink satin panties.
I wanted to ask her why she was doing this and who exactly she thought I was, but I wasn’t about to stop this banging-hot MILF from rubbing her naked body all over me.
April hooked her thumbs inside my briefs and I raised my hips while she tugged and freed my massive cock from its tight constraint. Like a home run hitter warming up in the on-deck circle, my cock swayed and swished, bobbing from side to side.
Her eyes glazed over with lust and April climbed onto the bed knees first before sliding her naked body over mine. She dragged her creamy natural D-cups over my balls and cock while her nipples visibly stiffened under our contact.
My cock hardened while April slid higher up my body, dragging her tits across my stomach before arching her back and raking her nipples over my chest.
I inhaled the scent of vanilla and strawberry drifting from her hair and reached down to run my fingers through her thick red locks.
April’s legs intertwined with mine and she ground her panty-covered mound over my granite-hard rod. She edged higher, her tits now pressing against my upper chest when she rose and came face to face with me for the first time.
Her green eyes pulled me in, and she licked her lips before closing the gap between us.
I ran my hands down her smooth back and squeezed her delicious heart-shaped ass in both hands. When our lips met, we kissed softly, but April never closed her eyes.
She opened her mouth and our tongues came together like coiled serpents hell-bent on procreation. Her moans filled my mouth, and I slid my hands inside her panties, kneading her soft flesh in my palms. She tasted of mint, and the fragrant aroma of strawberries surged up my nostrils.
I bucked my hips pressing my cock into her satin panties feeling the heat from her vagina radiate over my stiff manhood. Was Alex’s mom really going to fuck me with her son one room over?
April broke off the kiss, licking a strand of saliva from my lips before she kissed my nose and gazed deep into my eyes. “We shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t help it. I’ve missed you so much.”
April Harrison clearly wasn’t playing with a full deck, but she was ten shades of smoking hot and I wasn’t about to bite the hand that fed me. “I… I can’t remember.”
She kissed my lips, then my chin and worked her way down my body while I watched her tits glide down my chest. When she reached my cock, she pushed her long hair back over her shoulder while she grabbed the base of my shaft between her warm fingers. “Oh, how I missed this fat cock.” She licked my tip like an ice cream cone and I grabbed a couple of pillows and propped myself up.
Her warm tongue lit up my pleasure centers, and she lapped up the precum oozing from my cock like it was the nectar of the Gods.
April stroked my cock in her hand while she wrapped her lips tight around my tip and sucked. She swirled her tongue over my glans and worked her way up and down on my shaft while continuing to slowly stroke.
While Emily’s blow jobs were off the charts, nothing could beat pure experience. I gazed down on the incredibly endowed and knockout hot ginger goddess and wondered what alternate reality I’d stumbled into.  Part of me felt guilty taking advantage of a woman clearly not in her right mind, but she was so fucking hot I couldn’t help myself.
April gazed up at me while she continued working my cock in and out of her mouth, sucking and licking while never stopping the handjob.
My orgasm was fast approaching, and I gripped fistfuls of sheets and gritted my teeth. Pleasure unlike anything I’d ever felt rolled over my cock in warm, soupy waves. April’s lips and soft fever-hot mouth combined with her gentle moans and the mind-bending sounds of her licking and sucking to push me over the edge. “I’m going to come.”
She didn’t answer and kept on bobbing up and down on my cock while she gazed up at me.
I stared into her serene green eyes as my orgasm consumed me and I let out a long moan and fired ropes of warm milky spunk into April Harrison’s beautiful mouth.
She locked her lips around my cock in an airtight seal and her tongue slithered over my tip while I gushed out a flood of milky cream into her perfect mouth.
April opened her mouth wide and held out her tongue, showing me an ocean of cum pooled on the surface. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she closed her mouth and swallowed.
“Holy shit,” I said.
She sat up on her knees, tits jiggling, and curled her fingers under her panties. “I need you inside me. I’m practically burning up.”
I swallowed hard, and my breath caught in my throat. “Are you sure?”
Outside my window, I heard the muffled sound of a car door slamming shut.
“Shit,” April said.
“What’s wrong?” I sat up and watched as April hopped off the bed, her beautiful body jiggling and bouncing while she gathered up her robe and darted out of my room.
I scooped up my boxers and peered out the window while Mae Gilbert hurried toward the front door. My phone told me it was almost 2:30 AM, which put the visit distinctly in the odd category.
I hurriedly put on my boxers and a pair of gym shorts before I pried open my bedroom door.
From downstairs I heard the muffled sounds of April and Mae’s raised voices, but I couldn’t make out their words. Carefully, I crept out of my room and down the stairs until the edge of the foyer came into view.
“…before you doing something stupid,” Mae said.
“I’m a grown woman, Mae. I can do what I want.”
“It’s not him,” Mae said. “No matter how much we want it to be true. He hasn’t aged a day.”
“You think it’s a coincidence?” April said. “Something is happening that’s beyond our ability to understand.”
“I want it to be true as much as you, but he clearly doesn’t know us from a hole in the wall.” Mae’s volume was rising fast.
“He’s right upstairs,” April said. “You have to stop shouting.”
“What if it is him? Then what? Are you going to ask him about Stella?” Mae practically hissed out the name.
April went quiet before whispering. “I’m not talking about this. Not here. He could be listening.”
I heard Mae’s footsteps on the hardwood and I darted back up the stairs, my heart hammering. I leaped inside my bedroom and eased the door shut, pressing my back against the wall while I gasped for breath.
Their voices faded, and I didn’t dare move for fear they would hear my footsteps crossing the room. A few minutes passed, the front door shut, and I took the chance to tiptoe to the window.
Mae got into her car and shut the door before firing up the engine.
I slipped back into bed and lay there motionless, waiting for April’s return, but she never came. An hour later, I was on the verge of sleep when I heard the bedroom door open.
I feigned sleep while I heard the door shut and the light patter of bare feet cross the room.
My heart thundered in my chest, and the promise of sleep vanished. I could almost feel my cock sliding into April’s buttery warm pussy.
I felt the covers shift and a warm body slide under the sheets beside me. An arm wrapped around my chest, followed by the sound of sniffling.
I rolled over and came face to face with Emily. “Em, what’s wrong?”
Her eyes were puffy and red with crying. “I’m sorry for being such a bitch to you. You deserve better than me.”
She wore an over-sized night shirt with an image of the Beatles emblazoned on the front. The shirt rode high enough up her body to reveal a pair of simple white cotton panties. Her nipples poked through the fabric and her tits swayed slightly as she edged closer to me.
I wanted to say something, but what? I was afraid the truth would scare her away, but I had to say something. “Let me love you, Em. That’s all I want to do.”
She held my gaze, and her blue eyes glistened under a thin layer of tears. “I’m scared.”
“Of what?”
She kissed me softly on the lips. “For tonight will you hold me? We can talk tomorrow. I promise.”
I pulled her body in tight, and Emily rested her head on my shoulder. Her body instantly relaxed and her breathing grew deep and heavy. Thirty seconds later, she slept peacefully.
I kissed the crown of her head and closed my eyes. “I love you, Emily Gilbert… with all my heart.” Seconds later, sleep consumed me.
◆◆◆
 
I woke with bright moonlight light streaming through the guest room’s thin white curtains. It took me a moment to get my bearings before the memories came flooding back — April and Mae’s strange reaction to my arrival and my late-night encounter with April. Then there was the matter of Emily. She had promised me we could talk, but somehow, I doubted it.
I reached over and found the spot beside me empty. Emily had left, which was probably a smart thing to do considering our relationship was still a secret.
I picked up my phone — 4:26 AM — too early for any reasonable person to be up and moving around the day after a big party. I had no new messages and no phone calls, but a powerful urge to pee.
I got out of bed, threw on my shorts and t-shirt, then silently made my way across the bedroom. When I opened the door, it creaked slightly igniting my memories of my encounter with April. Her incredible body and lips caused my cock to surge. The visit to April Harrison’s home had been the strangest day of my life, and part of me wanted to convince Alex and Emily to head back to Bloomington early. But I found myself drawn to the MILF twins and hoped to have time to speak with April one on one before breakfast.
Moonlight filtered through a pair of windows high on the second story wall, and I gazed up to catch the full moon hanging low over the western sky.
I vaguely recalled the configuration of the upstairs from Alex’s brief tour. His door was next to mine while April’s was further down the hall to the left. Emily’s room and the bathroom were off to the right.
I headed off down the hallway to the right and bypassed the bathroom to check in on Emily. With a gentle nudge, I pushed open her door and peaked inside — her bed was empty.
What the hell? I doubled back to the bathroom and found it empty. After relieving myself, curiosity took hold and I couldn’t fall asleep without finding her. I tiptoed back down the hallway and peaked inside Alex’s room.
I could see the back of his head resting on his pillow and his deep breathing told me all I needed to know. April wasn’t in his bed.
I worked my way downstairs checking every room and found Emily nowhere. I glanced out the front window and found Alex’s car exactly where he had parked it yesterday.
I frowned and rubbed my chin. I’d left my phone upstairs and at this point, my best option was to text her. I crept back upstairs and grabbed my phone. There were no new messages or missed calls.
I started to draft a text to Emily and remembered I hadn’t yet checked April’s room. I didn’t have the balls to actually open her door, but listening was definitely an option. It was likely Emily had crawled into bed with her aunt. After all, they seemed very close and it wouldn’t be that unusual.
I slipped my phone into my pocket and crept down the hallway towards April’s room when something caught my attention.
A thin ray of light peeked out from under a door Alex hadn’t mentioned during his grand tour.
I stopped outside the mystery door and pressed my ear against the heavy oak — nothing. There was only one way to know for sure. I turned the knob and the door silently swung open on its hinges.
A short flight of steps ascended to what looked like an attic.
I crept up the stairs, carefully closing the door behind me. Thankfully, the steps, like the door, didn’t creak or groan.
Stacked boxes and crates sat against one wall. An antique table complete with an antique lamp sat near a pair of small octagonal windows with moonlight pouring through. Warm light from the lamp blanketed the room in soft curves and silvery shadows.
Emily sat on a soft area rug beside an open footlocker, still wearing her nightshirt with a blanket draped around her shoulders. She gazed intently on an old Polaroid photo she held in her hand.
“Em?” I whispered.
Emily looked up at me. Her eyes were clear and bright and when she smiled at me, butterflies swirled in my stomach. She held out her hand. “Come here, baby.”
Baby? What had gotten into her? I crossed the room and sat down on the rug beside her. “What are you doing?”
She held up the photo for me to see. “I love this picture.”
The photo showed April, Mae, and a stunning blonde, perky but stacked, standing together arm-in-arm. The blonde was shorter than April and Mae, but with tits and hips that dominated the picture. They wore matching bikinis and beamed, happy and eager like nothing else in the world mattered. The girls stood atop a broad flat stone, the sun shining and a lake far below them in the background.
“Who’s that?” I pointed to the blonde.
“That’s my Aunt Stella,” Emily said.
A sudden chill rifled down my spine, and Mae’s words played back in my head. “She’s so beautiful.”
“She is, isn’t she? When I look at this picture, I feel connected to her somehow. It’s as if we are soulmates.” Emily ran her finger over Stella’s face. “That’s weird, isn’t it?”
“Do you ever talk to her?”
“She died in 1987,” Emily said. “This picture is the last one ever taken of her.”
“Em, I’m sorry. What happened to her?”
Emily reached into the footlocker and brought out a scrapbook. She spread it out on her lap and opened it to the first page, revealing a yellowed news article.
The headline read, Indiana University Co-Ed Vanishes. A picture of Stella’s yearbook photo appeared in the article below. The article was dated September 9th, 1987.
“My mother and April won’t talk about it.” Emily flipped the page to another article. Foul Play Suspected in Death of Stella Harrison.
“How did she die?”
Emily shrugged. “They never found her body.” Emily flipped through pages of articles. Police Identify Two Suspects in Case of Missing Indiana Co-Ed, Police Refuse to Reveal Mystery Suspect, Stella Harrison Disappearance Remains Unsolved. The date on the last article was October 2nd, 1988.
“Apparently one of her professors was the prime suspect. He had pictures of her in his house and had been stalking her, but the police never found evidence definitively linking him to her disappearance.”
“Who was the second suspect?” I asked.
“April’s ex-boyfriend.” Emily pointed to a yearbook photo of a handsome dark-haired college student named Greg Weaver. “Turns out he and the professor had one thing in common — they were both obsessed with Stella.”
“They couldn’t connect him either?”
“Nope,” Emily said. “Her disappearance remains unsolved. Nobody was ever arrested.”
“Damn.” I peeked into the trunk and pulled out a stack of old childhood photos of Stella, Mae, and April during happier times. “April should frame some of these.”
“April and Stella were very close. She never really got over her death,” Emily said. “I think it’s too hard to be reminded of her.”
“What’s this?” I pulled out a small black-velvet bag stuck between two pictures of Stella from grade school.
She frowned. “I don’t know.” She picked up the bag. “There’s something inside.”
I peered over her shoulder while Emily dumped out the contents of the bag onto her palm.
A pair of rose-colored diamond earrings sparkled in the bright moonlight pouring through the attic windows.
Emily gasped and rolled the earrings around on her palm. “They’re beautiful.”
“That’s pink diamond,” I said. “My mom has a pink diamond ring. It’s super rare.”
“I wonder if they belonged to Stella?” Emily asked.
“Try it on,” I said.
“Oh, I don’t think I could do that,” Emily said. “It feels wrong.”
“You said you felt connected to her, right? It couldn’t hurt to just try it on.”
“Do you think April will get mad?”
April didn’t seem too mad about anything last night. I slipped my arm around Emily’s shoulder and kissed her forehead. “I don’t think she’ll mind, baby.”
“Get your phone out. I want a picture.” She removed the diamond stud from the side of her nose and replaced it with one of the pink diamonds.
I pulled out my phone and pulled Emily into a tight hug. It took a bit of effort, but I flipped the phone around and took a picture of the two of us.
Emily gazed at the picture and smiled. “I love it. Send me a copy.”
I attached the picture to a text and fired it off to Emily.
She put away the scrapbook and the pictures before curling her arms around my chest and pulling me into a hug. “Thank you, Jack.”
“For what?” I kissed the top of her head and pulled her in tight.
“For not giving up on me. For putting up with my moods and tantrums and for being an overall amazing boyfriend.”
“I’m your boyfriend?”
Emily gazed up into my eyes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Jack, I love you. I have from the moment we met.” Her voice cracked and tears welled in her eyes.
“Em, I don’t understand. Why the push back?”
Fat teardrops rolled down her cheeks, and she curled her finger around my short neck hair. “I’ve never been with a boy.” Her chin trembled, and she paused as if to regain her composure. “Jack, before six weeks ago, I thought I was lesbian.”
“What? Emily, I’m lost.”
“I’m attracted to women,” Emily said. “But I’m just as attracted to you, and I’ve never been in love until I met you. I was confused, and I’m sorry. But I’m done resisting, so if you want to ask me out again, there’s a good chance I’ll say yes.”
I wiped away the tears streaking her face and stared at her under the pure moonlit night. “Will you go out with me… tonight and tomorrow night and maybe even the night after that… on a date?”
She grinned and kissed me softly. “That’s a long date.”
“I’ve got a lot of catching up to do,” I said.
“Yes. We’ve still got a couple of more hours until tomorrow starts,” Emily grinned seductively. “We could get a head start… if you want.”
“Oh? What did you have in mind?”
Emily sat upright and pulled her t-shirt over her head. Her breasts jiggled and swayed beneath the silvery moon, and momentary shadows played over her chest and stomach. Cast in silver streaks of illumination, her blue eyes took on an almost ethereal presence while the pink diamond in her nose glimmered. Her nipples hardened before my eyes while I ran my hands over the curvy flare of her hips.
I gazed at her slack jawed. “Wow. Em, you’re so… beautiful.”
She leaned forward and pulled my shirt off before guiding me back on the rug. “I will show you how I take care of my man.”
Emily stood long enough to peel off her white cotton panties. Her muscles rippled while she moved and her breasts swayed perfectly. She tossed aside her panties then knelt before me, gazing up at me, her eyes nervous. “It feels like our first time,” she said.
I nodded and felt my heart race while she bit her lower lip and smiled. “It is our first time.”
A smile flickered across her face before she gently tugged my shorts and briefs off, leaving them in a heap beside her panties. “Jack, I have a confession to make.”
“What’s wrong?”
“I’m not on birth control. I’ve never had the need.”
“Emily, I’ve finished inside you at least a dozen times.”
“I like the way your cum feels inside me,” she said. “It’s like taking a little piece of you with me wherever I go.”
“What if I get you pregnant?” I asked.
“It wouldn’t be the worst thing, would it?” she said. “But I’ll start taking the pill if you want me to.”
I sat up and drew her into a kiss. Our lips parted and our tongues danced before we broke it off. “We can figure that out tomorrow.” I cupped one of her breasts in my hand, rolling her stiff nipple between my fingers while kneading her sweet flesh.
“I’m not ovulating,” she said. “It’s safe if you want to come inside me… I mean, if you want to.”
All the talk about coming inside her had stiffened my cock to ready-willing-and-able status. “God, Em. I can’t believe how lucky I am.”
We kissed again, our mouths urgent and our tongues exploring. “I’m the lucky one. I see how the girls look at you.”
I slid my hand down her back and cupped her ass cheek in my hand. “Maybe we can have another girl join us sometime if you want, I mean. I don’t want to deprive you.”
She reached down and curled her fingers around my shaft while she gently stroked. “You would do that for me?”
“It could be fun,” I said. “As long as we do it together.” Our kisses came fast and furious, our mouths hungry.
“I was afraid to ask, but I’d like that very much.” She whisked her fingertips over my head and across my glans, causing my cock to twitch. Emily gazed into my eyes and licked her lips while she straddled me, sitting squarely on my lap. “You feel like you’re ready to fuck me, baby. Do you want to slide that fat cock inside my tight little pussy?”
“God, I do so much.” I squeezed her ass cheeks, kneading her soft flesh and ran my fingers down her backside before brushing her soft wet lips from behind.
“I’ll be your little cum slut, Jack. Would like that?” She stroked my shaft and sat up, allowing me to slide my fingers inside her slippery hole.
“Yes. You are my cum slut — forever.” I plunged two fingers into her entrance and Emily groaned while goose bumps rippled across her chest.
“I love it when you touch me,” Her voice cracked, and she bit her lip while she bounced up and down on my fingers.
“Would you like my baby growing inside you?” I whispered to her.
Emily groaned, and I felt a fresh release of her juices drizzle down my fingers and onto my palm. “Yes,” she hissed and worked my cock faster and harder. She leaned forward and rubbed her tits across my face.
I pulled her nipple between my lips and sucked, swirling my tongue around her areola and pretty pink bud. I licked my way down her steep inner breast and pushed her tits around my face while I kneaded them between my fingers.
Emily shifted her weight backward, and she dragged my fat cock head over her swollen labia. “You make me so wet. God, you drive me crazy.”
My tip caught on her entrance, and Emily lowered herself onto my shaft, groaning as she went. “Tell me you love me, Emily.”
“Baby, I love you so much.” She pushed lower and moaned while she sank backward and slid her palms across my smooth, muscular chest.
I slid my hands up her thighs and squeezed her hips while I felt her body move in slow motion. I edged my hips up driving my cock further inside.
Her walls suctioned my shaft, fitting me like a custom-tailored second skin. I felt her muscles flex and move making room for my manhood while she continued lower taking all of me inside her.
Fully impaled, she rested with my cock pulsing inside her while her every micro movement reverberated along my shaft. “Nothing beats real dick,” she said. “And you have a big one.”
I cupped her ass and rocked my hips upward while Emily move forward and backward, my cock plumbing her depths. We entered an easy rhythm and the sounds of our lovemaking carried through the small attic.
Emily’s raven hair glistened in the moonlight, and the shadows crisscrossing her breasts danced with each delicious jiggle. She was a perfect mixture of strength, curves, and beauty, and in that moment, I knew I would love her forever.
She moaned rocking on my cock, increasing the tempo while I met her speed, powering my hips upward and penetrating her more deeply than I ever had.
Beneath us, the floorboards groaned and our skin slapped together while Emily moaned, squeezing my cock with every pounding thrust. Faster and harder we fucked and Emily’s tits slapped together while her stomach rolled in undulating waves.
“So deep….” She said closing her eyes and digging her nails into my muscled chest.
I reached up and cupped Emily’s heavy breasts and squeezed. My cock throbbed inside her, my lust intensifying, and I knew I couldn’t hold out much longer.
“That’s it, baby,” she said breathlessly. Emily arched her back a moment before she fell forward and ground her hips in quick circles while her nipples raked my chest. “I’m coming… so hard.”
Emily’s body quaked, and she leaned forward, mashing her tits against my chest before our mouths met and tongues lashed.
I ran my hands along Emily’s ass and lower until I reached her pussy where the heat from our fucking radiating across my hands. I groaned and my field of vision flashed while a powerful orgasm surged through my body and I launched wave after wave of hot cum inside my beautiful girlfriend. “Oh, Em. Baby, that’s it.”
Emily continued grinding her hips, milking my cock of every drop while she kissed along my cheek and licked outside my ear. “It feels so warm inside me,” she whispered, her breath curling inside my ear.
I grunted, and a second powerful orgasmic wave sent salvos of hot jizz deep inside her unprotected womb. We had fucked many times, but never basking in the fresh glow of unabashed love, and the difference was stark.
Our bodies moved as one, connected by our love for each other and the moonlight radiating across the attic floor.
I emptied myself inside Emily until I had nothing left to give. I had made love to Emily three times in twenty-four hours and once with April. I felt drained, but happier than I’d ever been.
Emily and I kissed in the afterglow where she rested with her body atop mine and my cock still buried inside her.
She kissed her way back along my jawline to my lips where our kisses softened.
I ran my fingertips along the curve of her arched back and Emily propped herself up until we came face to face.
She kissed my nose and gazed into my eyes. “That was amazing.”
“I can’t wait to do it again later,” I said.
Emily smiled and kissed my lips. “You owe me a dinner date first.”
“Yes, ma’am. I can’t wait.”
Her eyes gleamed and then shifted her expression suddenly concerned.
“What’s wrong?” I asked her.
“This is a hard thing for me, Jack. To give myself to someone so… willingly. I guess I want to make sure this is real for you. Because if it’s pillow talk, it will break my heart.”
“It’s real for me, Em. I won’t break your heart. I promise. I love you, and I’ve never told that to anyone before.”
“You haven’t?” She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me again.
“I’ve never felt about anyone the way I feel about you. You’re all I ever think about.”
“I don’t think I could take it if we broke up,” she said.
“We won’t. I promise. What do you think Alex will say?”
She laughed. “I think he’ll give us all sorts of shit, but he’ll like us together. You’re his best friend and he’s like my twin brother.”
“Sometimes brothers can be weird about their best friends dating their sisters.”
Emily kissed my chest before laying her head down on it. “He loves you as much I love you. It will be fine. You’ll see.” She yawned. “I’m so tired.”
I reached over and pulled Emily’s blanket over us before grabbing my shorts, briefs, and t-shirt using them as a makeshift pillow for my head. “I love you, Em.” I kissed the top of her head.
“I love you too, Jack.”
Seconds later, sleep took us.
◆◆◆
 
The shock of waking up outside, naked, in the middle of a forest is difficult to convey. But that’s where I found myself the morning after Emily and I made love under the attic moon.
Mottled sunlight filtered through a thick canopy of branches, their green leaves basking in their full summer ripeness.
Emily was gone and I couldn’t help but wonder if I was inside the most vivid dream I had ever experienced.
A stream gurgled in the distance, and then I heard the low rumble of thunder somewhere off in the distance. The air stirred, bringing with it a light refreshing breeze and the promise of heavy rain.
I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and looked around.
Forest floor, shrubs, trees, and muddy earth surrounded me. Birds flickered from tree to tree, tweeting their morning greeting and going about their daily business.
I found my shorts and t-shirt balled up under my head butt was naked otherwise. Memories of yesterday flashed through my head and I slapped myself to awaken from the dream.
Nothing changed.
Panic rose from my gut and an uneasy sinking feeling settled heavy in my stomach. “Hello,” I shouted.
Nothing.
I swallowed away a lump in my throat and reached for my shorts. Had Emily and Alex pranked me somehow? Cart the new guy off into the woods and watch him freak out? That had to be it.
I found my phone in my shorts pocket and palmed it while I slipped on my underwear, shorts, and t-shirt. I slid open the lock screen. It was down to twenty-five percent battery life. I had no calls and no texts and worst of all, no signal. “What the fuck?” I said aloud, frowning at my phone as if it might suddenly spring to life and we could all get a big laugh before eating a massive breakfast and fucking Emily in the shower.
I tiptoed through the dense forest wondering where the fuck they had transported me, all the while shouting hello. After ten minutes of gingerly walking barefoot over a carpet of twigs and rocks and sharp shit of all kinds, I reached an old two-lane road that bore no resemblance whatsoever to the four-lane roundabout empire Alex had driven through yesterday. I checked my phone again. Nothing.
“If you guys are watching, this shit is officially no longer funny. I’m fucking lost out here.” I raised my voice loud enough for anyone nearby to hear, but silence and the shifting wind answered me back.
In the distance, thunder rolled again and a light patter of rain reverberated off the leaves and the steamy black top road before me.
A second wave of panic rose inside me, and I checked my photos to make sure I hadn’t lost my fucking mind. There was the picture of Emily and I from the attic, and another of April and I snapped in the kitchen during the party, and more of Emily from when she sat on my lap in Alex’s car.
As I stared into her face, a pang of longing left me feeling gut-punched. Emily wouldn’t have left me out here like this, and if she had, she would’ve ended the prank by now. So, if it wasn’t a prank, how had I ended up out in the woods?
I plodded along the two-lane road with the occasional car whizzing past. It was odd that traffic was so much thinner than it had been yesterday, but maybe it was the Labor Day holiday weekend? I walked for fifteen minutes, never finding April’s house or anything remotely resembling her street.
Finally, I reached the edge of what looked like a small town. A smattering of house lined the side of the road, and I made out a town square in the distance.
I walked for five more minutes and came to a sign that read, Welcome to Carmel, Indiana, Mayor Jane A. Reiman.
Two things struck me. First the city had appeared vastly larger yesterday than today, and second, I could have sworn there was a different mayor on the sign Alex drove past. As I walked down Main street, I couldn’t shake a creeping feeling that I didn’t belong. There was an old-fashioned movie theater with only two features playing. The first was the timeless classic Can’t Buy Me Love, and the second was an old movie called No Way Out.
I checked my phone again — no signal. Small town or not, I should have had a fucking cell signal by now. A quick reboot of my phone provided no luck. It was odd for sure.
But even more odd were the cars parked along Main street. It was like I had walked onto the set of Back to the Future for present day Marty McFly. Only the street looked anything but present day. It could have been a movie set or even an old car show, but most of the cars had that old boxy ‘80’s look to them even though most were brand new. And the old cars looked like something dragged out of the ‘70’s. I’d never seen so many Ford Escort’s gathered on a single street.
For the moment, the rain had stopped, and the sky was overcast. The heat had picked up some but was still a far cry from what I was used to, and my stomach rumbled. I reached into my pocket and found a crumpled twenty-dollar bill and walked down the street to a McDonalds.
Like everything else in this strange little town, the inside felt off. I spotted a gaggle of teenage girls in big hair, and a dude actually wearing parachute pants. But what felt really odd was the predominance of jeans and the utter lack of yoga pants. I had become so used to seeing women in tight, form fitting attire, I wasn’t used to seeing the opposite.
Maybe it was because this was a small town in Midwestern USA? My native Miami’s culture couldn’t have been more different. I stepped up to the counter and frowned at the menu.
“Welcome to McDonalds. Can I help you?” A pimply teenager said wearing a paper hat.
“Is this a reduced menu or something?”
The kid laughed, revealing teeth wrapped in braces that looked straight out of fucking Moonraker. “No. It’s the same as it always was.”
I grimaced slightly but kept a straight face. “I’ll take a Big Mac, a large fry, and a large coke.”
The kid tapped a few buttons on an old-fashioned cash register and smiled up at me. “That will be $3.87.”
My jaw dropped. “How much?”
The kid looked nervous. “It’s $3.87. They just raised the price on the Big Mac.”
I looked at him, astonished. He thought that was expensive? Who was I to argue? I handed him my twenty, and he handed me my change.
Less than sixty seconds later, my food sat on a tray in front of me, everything wrapped in paper. “Hey, I ordered the large fry, not the medium.”
The kid frowned. “That is the large, sir.”
I pointed to the small red fry box. “That’s a medium.”
The poor kid looked unsettled. “We don’t sell a medium, sir.”
It wasn’t worth making a scene over, so I let it go. I picked up the tray and headed to a table.
I sat down and bit into a fry and my taste buds roared their approval. The fry was perfectly crispy and tasted so much better than I remembered. “What the fuck did they put on these?” I mumbled aloud and stared at the fry.
A group of high school kids who sat two tables over stole glances in my direction, each snickering. The girls again had the big hair and all four of them wore straight up blue jeans with no holes or cutouts of any kind. They were straight up mom jeans.
But it was the guys Carmel High School letter jacket that stopped me cold. Emblazoned on his chest were the numbers 88.
That couldn’t be right. He had several patches on his sleeve shaped in the state of Indiana. There was a figure of a guy swimming on one of them. “Hey,” I said to the kid.
He swung his head around. “Yeah?”
“What year do you graduate?”
The kid frowned at me. “Eighty-eight. Why?”
He wasn’t fucking around. My head swam and my stomach rolled. I was either delusional or had stepped through a fucking time machine.
“Hey man, you okay?” The guy said.
I spotted a newspaper on a nearby table and staggered across the room. I snatched the paper up and read the headline.
Reagan to Meet with Thatcher in London
There was a picture of Ronald fucking Reagan on the front-page shaking hands with Margaret Thatcher. I was no historian, but I remembered Reagan died at least four years ago. Besides, this wasn’t news, it was history.
“It can’t be.” But deep down I knew it was true. The clues were everywhere and my mind had refused to believe them. My breaths came quick and shallow and my head buzzed. I was about ten seconds from hurling. The paper trembled under my shaking hands, and I glanced at the date line at the top of the page.
Sunday, August 2nd, 1987.




Sorority Girls

August 2nd, 1987 Carmel, Indiana

 
How had anyone in 1987 survived without the Internet? My phone was all but useless. I could forget about GPS, social media, text, internet, or even emails. Shit, I couldn’t even use my phone as an actual phone since cell technology barely existed. For all intents and purposes, 1987 wasn’t much different from 1957 except for one major difference. These people were on the brink of a game-changing technological innovation that would affect almost every aspect of their lives, yet they remained blissfully unaware. I envied them that.
I’d parked my rear end on the curb outside the McDonald's and spent the last few hours contemplating these revelations along with how to deal with my more immediate and pressing situation. I had limited money, nowhere to stay, and no idea how to get back to my own time. I’d racked my brain trying to figure out how it had all happened. After I’d awoken, I had noticed no obvious dimensional portal, whatever the hell that looked like. Even if I spent the next week wandering the woods, I wasn’t sure I’d find anything worthwhile.
After reflecting on the previous day’s events, a few things became evident. The first was that both April and Mae weren’t crazy. They knew me from the time I spent here in 1987. What rattled me was the fact that they had lost contact with me somewhere along the way. That meant I either figured out a way home or there was a forty-year-old doppelganger me somewhere in 2008 who had ghosted April and Mae. The third outcome was the grimmest, which was that I had died or gone missing somewhere between 1987 and 2008.
The second piece of breaking news that left me more than a little shaken was my relationship status with April and Mae left no doubt that I had been intimate with both women. On the one hand, yay for me. What were MILFs in 2008, were no doubt campus hotties in 1987, which meant I could look forward to some good times ahead. But the fallout from 1987 sex may have led to the birth of two children, both of who were potentially mine — Alex and Emily. The thought of Emily being my daughter made me sick to my stomach, but so did her never being born. Given the choice, I would pick her life every time.
All that aside, I had no proof that I was the father to either child, only that it was possible.
The third revelation was the one I felt best about. I had a chance to stop JFK’s assassination — just kidding. But I had the chance to prevent harm from coming to Emily’s Aunt Stella. If I remembered correctly, Stella disappeared on or around Labor Day, 1987 which meant I had a month to find her and figure out how to prevent it from happening.
My gut also told me that the key to returning to my time rested in the hands of April and Mae Harrison. I just had to find them, which brought me back to square one. How did I go about tracking them down without the Internet? I didn’t know Papaw and Granny Harrison’s first names, or even if they lived in the state of Indiana. I could track down all the Harrison’s in the phone book, but that could take months or even years. Harrison was a common last name. The only thing I knew for sure was that during the fall of 1987, April, Mae, and Stella attended Indiana University. I also knew their sorority courtesy of the future Mrs. Mae Gilbert — Delta Gamma.
With any luck, the girls were taking summer classes or had stayed on campus during summer break. I was already familiar with the campus, barring any changes during the last twenty years. That should at least give me a leg up.
I had a little over twenty dollars on me, and a wallet filled with identification from the future, which was of dubious value. I had my cell phone with the charge rapidly depleting and was good for taking pictures or staring into the face of my beautiful Emily. I also had my skill as a collegiate swimming champion. I knew that the university ran summer swim camps and with any luck I could find a job right there on campus while I tracked down my three lovelies.
My next stop was the bus station across town where I bought a one-way ticket to Bloomington for the low 1987 price of twelve bucks. After purchasing my ticket, I went across the street to an IGA and picked up a loaf of bread and a jar of peanut butter. It was sustenance enough to keep me upright for at least a couple of days.
I waited on a bench outside the bus station, munching on a peanut butter sandwich and staring at Emily’s picture on my phone. “I’ll get back to you, baby. I promise.”
◆◆◆
 
Indiana’s outdoor pool sat across the street from Assembly Hall home to the 1987 national basketball champions. If I had only arrived a few months earlier I could’ve made a killing on the office pool.
But I wasn’t interested in basketball, I was interested in the pool, and judging by the string of teenagers walking between the pool and the dorms, I had come to the right place. I made my way up to the outdoor check-in desk and smiled at an extremely pretty brunette with a deep summer tan, green eyes, a pert nose, and gorgeous white teeth.
She wore a red one-piece swimsuit with white lettering emblazoned across two very perky tits — Lifeguard. She appeared college age and her nipples, while not erect, clearly pricked the front of her suit. The Midwest produced some truly stunning women, and Ms. Lifeguard was a prime example.
“Hello,” I said. “I’m wondering who I might speak with about a swim counselor job.”
The raven-haired stunner stared at me for a long moment, as if she’d seen a ghost. Then she turned away and reached for a Kleenex.
“Sorry. Should I come back?”
She turned back to face me, dabbing at her eyes and nose. “No. Sorry. It’s these damn allergies.”
“Ah. No worries,” I said.
Her body was both lithe and shapely with hips that no doubt matched a world-class ass. I couldn’t help but wonder what lurked under her swimsuit and hoped for a chance to find out.
“Greg Weaver is in charge of the camp counselors,” she said. “You’ll have to speak with him.”
Despite the heat, goose bumps flashed across the nape of my neck. I remembered a guy named Greg Weaver from the article. Emily said he was April’s boyfriend and had been a suspect in Stella’s disappearance.
“Is he here? I’d like to speak to him if possible.”
“He’s running a practice,” she said. “I’ll take you to him.” Cute lifeguard girl buzzed me in and I met her outside the door leading from the office to the pool deck.
“What’s your name?” She smiled at me, kicking off a flight of butterflies in my stomach.
“I’m Jack Love. What’s yours?”
“I’m Summer Shepard. Nice to meet you.” She held out her hand, and I shook it.
Yes, you are. Her skin felt warm and soft, but her hand trembled slightly. Despite a twenty-year jump across time, it hadn’t taken long for my cock to catch up. “Nice to meet you, Summer.”
“He’s right over there. Come on and I’ll do the intro.” She turned and started across the pool, revealing an ass that could start wars. I decided that I couldn’t decide between which I liked more, her ass or her tits. They could have an all-out brawl for most perky and second place was still a clear-cut winner. Her suit slipped into her crack, showcasing her ass cheeks in their entirety.
The pool buzzed with activity. Hundreds of teenage campers filled the massive ten-lane, fifty-meter outdoor pool. Coaches wearing Indiana red and white circled the pool, watching form and technique, occasionally pulling kids aside for one-on-one instruction. A separate diving well was home to towers ranging in height from three meters to ten meters with campers flying off performing spins, twists and tucks of all kinds. Above them all, a stunning blonde sat atop a high lifeguard chair, twirling a whistle around her finger.
But despite Summer’s insanely cute booty, the blonde goddess also begged my attention. She wore the same red lifeguard suit, but her face was buried beneath a visor and mirrored sunglasses. Her tits looked next level perfect, but that was about all I could tell from half a pool-length away.
Blondie followed me with a long stare while Summer led me to a tall, dark, and chisel-jawed counselor wearing a gray Indiana Swimming t-shirt and matching red shorts who I presumed was the infamous Greg Weaver. Not much had changed in twenty years, other than the font type. My t-shirt also read Indiana swimming which could help me or hurt me but either way, I would know inside the next ten seconds.
Buff dude, Greg Weaver, gazed across the pool with his arms folded over his chest, seeming not to notice us. A whistle hung around his neck and he wore a pair of mirrored shades similar to blondies. His hair was army short, and he had a Miami Vice style five o’clock shadow.
What was with the ‘80’s and mirrored sunglasses? Did you get one with the purchase of a Rubik’s Cube? Greg Weaver physically reminded me a lot of myself, but hopefully I didn’t come off appearing like an unapproachable douchebag.
Summer and I stopped beside Greg, who then pretended not to notice us.
I internally rolled my eyes and wished like hell I didn’t have to kiss this guy’s ass for a job.
“Hey Greg,” Summer said. “Got a sec?”
Without acknowledging us, he blew into his whistle and waved two other young hot swim counselor dudes over from across the pool.
Fuck my life. Why did people have to act like this?
“I’m busy,” he told her. “I’ll talk to you later.”
The poor girl was taking my shrapnel, and I wouldn’t have it. “Hi. My name is Jack Love. I just arrived in town and was hoping you might need another swim counselor to finish out the summer.” I would have offered my hand, but he looked like the type who would have ignored it.
Without even looking at me, Greg Weaver frowned. “What’s with the shirt? You aren’t a swimmer here.”
Technically, I was, but not for another twenty-one years. “I bought it in the bookstore.”
“Fucking poser,” Greg mumbled under his breath.
“What’s that?” I asked.
“Sorry, dude. We only hire swimmers.”
“I am a swimmer,” I said. “I’m from Miami where I swam.”
“I love South Beach,” Summer said. “My cousin lives in Fort Lauderdale. We went there for spring break last year.
“You should see it in July. The bars down there are epic.”
“Epic?” Greg smirked. “Oh, and by the way, you aren’t a swimmer. I know the recruits and you aren’t one of them.”
“I’m a transfer,” I said.
“What do you swim?” Summer asked me.
“The fifty and hundred free,” I said.
“Those are your events, aren’t they, Greg?” Summer said before turning to face me. “Greg holds the Big Ten record in the hundred.”
Considering I held both records twenty years later, I would likely leave Greg eating my wake. But I was here for a job, not to piss off the hiring manager. “Impressive,” I said.
Greg’s lackeys appeared over his shoulder while blondie stared down at us from atop her throne.
“We’re down two counselors,” dude number one said. He was tall and lanky with dirty blond hair and an enormous Adam’s apple. “Rusty had to go home for the rest of the summer.”
“Jesus Tom, we can’t let any idiot walk in off the street and coach the kids,” Greg said. “We have standards to uphold.”
“Let’s see what he can do?” Tom said.
“You two should race,” Summer said, gazing up at me with a sparkle in her eye.
She was fucking adorable, and I made a mental note to find out where she lived later.
Greg rubbed his chin and grinned. “I’ll tell you what, Dr. Love, if you can beat me in the hundred, I’ll hire you.”
“I don’t have a suit,” I said.
“Summer will set you up,” Greg said. He stripped off his shirt, revealing six-pack abs and a sleek, muscled chest.
“Fine. But if I win, you can’t hire me for a day then fire me,” I said. “It has to be for the rest of the summer.”
Greg gazed at Tom and dude number two and grinned. “Sure, chief. No problem.”
Summer and I walked side-by-side back to the office.
“I hope you fucking kick his ass,” she said. “He’s such a smarmy prick.”
I chuckled. “Tell me how you really feel.”
Inside the office, Summer pulled out a skimpy red speedo and held it up to me. “Twenty-eight waist?”
“Yep.”
She licked her lips and eyed me playfully. “I’ll need the suit back after you crush him.”
I took the suit from her and smiled. “You can have it back so long as you take it off of me personally.”
She raised an eyebrow. “You’re just as cocky as Greg.”
“But not nearly as big of an asshole,” I said.
She giggled and pointed toward the change room. “Lifeguard shower is in there.”
“Will you be out here guarding me with your life?”
She giggled again and twisted back and forth, smiling up at me adorably. “Just holler if you need mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.”
“Better yet, follow me inside and you can make sure nothing goes wrong.”
She rolled her eyes. “You beat Greg, and then we’ll talk.”
I went into the changing room, took off my shorts and t-shirt and put on the speedo. The suit fit perfectly but made my junk practically see through. My swimmer’s body was lean and long without an ounce of fat, and I had shoulders broad enough to park a Jeep.
I took one last look in the mirror, nodded with satisfaction, and headed out to find Summer.
Summer turned around and faced me. Her eyes widened.
“I’m ready,” I said. “Do you have some goggles I can borrow?”
Summer’s gaze locked on my cock.
It lay sideways across the front of my Speedo like a fat roll of quarters straining the thin nylon. I could only imagine what it would like wet.
“Are you sure that’s big enough?” she asked.
“The suit or…?”
Her cheeks reddened before a wide grin split her face. She laughed and gaped at me playfully. “Oh my God, you’re such a fucking perv.”
I smiled back at her. “Just checking.”
She peered around behind me, checking out my ass before she gave it a loving smack. “Me too, Dr. Love.” She fished a pair of goggles out of the desk drawer and we headed back to pool.
If blondie was staring earlier, now she was practically coming out of her chair. She turned her body all the way around to check me out, before pushing down her mirrored shades.
The camp swimmers had cleared lanes five and six. Greg stood behind the starting block in lane six, going through his pre-race ritual.
I stepped up behind the block in lane five and Greg tried to stare me down while I put on my goggles. Intimidation had never worked on me in the pool. I was an outstanding swimmer, and I knew it. I loved it when guys got in my grill before a race. It gave me even more motivation to humiliate them. Besides, I had at least an inch on the future murder suspect, with longer arms, broader shoulders, and faster times. Greg Weaver was about to discover he wasn’t the hotshot he thought he was.
“Holy shit,” I heard a camper say from two lanes over. “That guy is a fucking monster.”
Even Greg Weaver gazed at me, his eyes flickering with uncertainty.
Greg and I climbed up on the starting block. We bent down into the ready position and dude number two blew his whistle to start the race.
We were off the blocks in a flash, but I had twenty years of swimming physics on my side, including a dolphin kick off the start that took me halfway down the pool. In 1987, nobody used the dolphin kick off a freestyle start even though it was perfectly legal.
I emerged a body length ahead of Mr. Wonderful. By the turn I had extended my lead by another half a body length. Off the turn I went straight into another dolphin kick, emerging with a two body-length lead. Three strokes later, I was halfway down the pool and had extended my lead to nearly three full body lengths. I kicked into overdrive and cruised into the wall, touching in just under 50 seconds.
I came up for a breath and Summer was bouncing up and down cheering while Blondie stared down from her princess tower, jaw agape. The camp swimmers gawked in awed silence, and so did Tom and dude number two.
Three and a half seconds later, Greg touched the wall, ripped off his goggles, and pointed his finger at me accusingly. “You fucking cheated, man.”
“We’ve got kids watching us,” I said. “Go easy.”
Greg backed off a fraction and lowered his voice. “That kick is illegal.”
“Is it?” I asked. “Go get the rule book and show me where it says that.”
“It’s a legal kick,” Blondie said from the big chair.
We turned to face her, and something about her voice pricked my subconscious.
“And it’s fucking brilliant,” she said.
“Did you memorize the rule book or something?” Greg asked.
“Or something.” She smiled, revealing a row of perfect white teeth.
“She’s right,” Tom said. He held a copy of the rule book in his hand. “It says nothing in here about that kick.”
“It seems you guys could really use someone who could teach it to you,” I said.
“Hell, yeah,” said an anonymous camper from the first lane.
Everyone laughed, and Greg stared at me, shaking his head in defeat.
“It wasn’t just the kick,” Tom said. “The dude went a sub fifty. Even on the stroke he was torching you. No offense.”
“I don’t believe it.” Greg tossed his goggles on the pool deck and climbed out.
“When do I start?” I asked.
“Tomorrow,” Greg said without looking back. “Seven A.M.”
I grinned and pulled myself out of the pool.
Summer ran across the deck grinning and gave me a high-five. “You kicked his ass.”
“Mission accomplished.” I tossed her the goggles. “I tried to tell him I could swim.”
We walked into the lifeguard office and Summer tossed me a towel. “You think you can teach me how to swim like that?”
“What’s your stroke?” I asked her.
“Butterfly, but I also do some freestyle.”
Now it made sense. Butterfliers always had great asses. I ran the towel over my body and wrapped it around my waist. “Sure can. How about you lend me that shower as a trade?”
“Go for it, Jack.” She practically eye-fucked me while she picked up a lollipop and rolled it over her tongue.
I slipped inside the changing room, closed the door, and turned on the water.
Steam curled from the showerhead and the water hissed as I tossed the towel on a bench and stepped into the shower. The hot water felt like magic after nearly two days without one. I relaxed, exhaled deeply, and let the heat soothe my aching muscles.
Outside the shower, I heard the changing room door creak open then shut before the lock slid into place. A shadow appeared outside the curtain a moment before it noisily rolled back revealing the lithe form of the gorgeous Summer Shepard.
“I told you I needed that suit back.” Summer eyed my cock hungrily.
“And I told you to come get it yourself,” I said.
“I don’t want to get my suit wet.” Her gaze traveled up my body and back down again.
“Then take your suit off. Come and get it.” I pulled the drawstring on my Speedo, and it hung loose around my waist.
“I need to shower anyway,” she said as if rationalizing away her lust. She pulled down the shoulder straps on her one-piece and peeled it over her beautiful tits. They sprang free, jiggling slightly as she wriggled the suit over her lithe midsection.
Summer’s tits were a shade more than a handful and every bit as perky as I imagined. Her perfectly proportioned areolas gave rise to perky nipples that stood erect and looked mouthwatering. I couldn’t wait to sample them.
My cock thickened, and my tip snaked out the top of my Speedo.
Summer eyelids grew heavy with lust as she slipped the suit past her hips, revealing her slender dark landing strip and ripe pink pussy lips. She locked her gaze on my growing erection while she stepped out of her suit and tossed it aside.
My cock twitched and pushed higher, standing straight and tall like a rocket ready for liftoff. I drank in her soft curves and firm, flat tummy and could almost feel my testosterone surging through my veins. “Wow.”
Summer stepped into the water until only inches separated us. She hooked her thumbs inside my swimsuit and freed my cock entirely. “Give it to me.”
“Oh, I’ll give it to you, sweetness.” I placed my hands on her hips and slid them behind her back and lower until I cupped her perfect, compact ass. My cock bounced against the flat of her tummy and I squeezed, sinking my digits into her perfect fat-free ass.
Summer’s tan lines were fucking insane with a sharp delineation between her deep summer tan and her creamy forbidden flesh beneath. Judging by her tan lines, she had spent plenty of time in a bikini and I continued fondling her ass while my Speedo dropped around my ankles.
Her firm springy ass cheeks bounced back every time I dug my fingers deeper into her sweet young flesh and I vowed to fuck her from behind before we left the shower.
Summer giggled and wrapped both of her tiny hands around my monster cock and slowly stroked. “I’m not sure you can fit this thing inside me.”
Her long dark hair glistened with water and hung straight down her back. Her green eyes sparkled as she looked up at me, and I felt my cock harden impossibly beneath her gentle but firm hands. If all the girls in this generation were as uninhibited as Summer, I wouldn’t be in any rush to leave. “I’ll have to soften you up first,” I said.
I leaned down and our lips met while Summer continued to stroke my cock.
Her body trembled under my touch and stared deep into my eyes. “I….” She pulled away from me and bit her lip as her eyes glistened.
“What’s wrong?”
“I don’t know, but is it crazy for me to feel so strongly about you? We just met.” She continued sliding her fingertips up and down my shaft, fondling balls with a touch so loving it felt like we had been together for years.
I touched her cheek and kissed her gently on the lips. “It’s not crazy. Let’s see where our feelings lead us.”
She held my gaze and nodded. She seemed ready to say more, but didn’t. Instead, she kissed me again deeper this time opening her mouth to mine and our tongues danced.
Summer’s mouth tasted like Big Red chewing gum, cinnamon and sweet. I moved one hand to her perky tit, squeezing her nipple between my fingers while it stiffened under my touch.
She broke off the kiss and spoke, her words coming in a rush. “God, Jack, please fuck me.” She dove back in opening her mouth as wide as he could kissing me urgently and passionately.
I ran my hand down the back of her ass, slipping inside her ass crack and riding it like a river down to her sweet pink honey pot.
Summer moaned in my mouth while she worked my cock faster and arched her back.
I slipped my finger inside her tight pussy and felt her walls clench around the foreign intrusion.
Summer groaned and mashed pushed hips backward, forcing my fingers in deeper while she sucked my tongue inside her mouth. She stroked my cock faster, her hand moving in a blur, aided by the hot water dribbling down onto my cock.
I worked my thumb high up her labia and swirled her budding clit with a light sweeping touch.
Summer broke off the kiss and ran her fingers through my hair, kissing along my neckline while the water cascaded over our bodies.
I worked my thumb in tiny clockwise circles over her clit while plunging my fingers in and out of her exquisite tightness.
Summer’s moans grew louder, and she licked her way up my neck before suctioning my earlobe between her lips. “Where have you been all summer?” Her breath hot and sweet curled inside my inner ear and I felt my balls constrict.
“Looking for you,” I said before latching onto her neck and sucking, hickey style.
“God, that — feels — so good. Unnngghhh….” Her words came out halted and breathless.
I continued my relentless assault on her neck, determined to leave my mark on the wholesome brunette lifeguard.
“Jack, baby, I’m going to come,” she said.
Taking that as my queue, I switched directions with my thumb and worked over her clit up and down with a quick burst of speed.
Summer twitched, and she moaned into my ear. “Cooommminngg, baby.” Her body quaked and her hips bucked on my hand while I continued to suction her neck as if my life depended on it.
Summer licked and sucked my earlobe while an orgasm washed over her.
When I finally pulled away from her neck, I gazed on the bright red mark I’d left behind. She was mine, and everyone needed to know it.
Summer stepped backward while my hand slipped from her pussy. She gazed up at me, her eyes glazed over with wanton lust. “Fuck me, Jack. Please? I need you inside me.”
“Bend over,” I commanded and Summer turned her back to me and presented me with an ass rivaling Emily’s.
She glanced over her shoulder at me. “Don’t hold back. Okay?”
My cock wagged behind her ass and I leaned forward, placing my hands on her hips. “You belong to me. Got it?”
“Yes, baby. I’m yours.” Summer braced herself against the shower wall and flopped her wet hair back over her shoulder.
I dragged my swollen tip through her slippery pink folds, eliciting soft moans from Summer. When I reached her hole, I pushed forward driving my cock halfway inside her insanely tight pussy before pulling back.
She groaned and arched her back. “That’s it. Fuck me. Take what’s yours.”
I thrust forward slamming my cock into her tight hot pussy fully impaling her with my steel girder.
Emily let out a sharp cry and her body tremored before she stifled her cries into a long deep moan.
I held still for two heartbeats, savoring her tightness.
Her pussy quivered while my cock pulsed and I wriggled forward, feeling her walls squeeze and stretch around every inch of my bulging manhood.
“God — so fucking big.” The last word caught in her throat while I pulled back and slammed it home, sending a ripple through her tight little ass.
I grabbed hold of her hips and powered in and out, fucking her hard and fast.
Summer grunted and moaned, repeating my name while I pushed deeper with every penetrating thrust. My upper thighs slapped against her ass, sending ripple waves up her cheeks and causing her tits to sway in clockwise circles under her chest. Warm water drove down onto Summer’s back and her golden skin glistened under the shower’s harsh light.
I pumped harder and faster, watching my cock power in and out of her hole, her pussy lips clinging to my shaft with every pass.
“Harder, daddy,” she said.
I brought my hand back and slapped her ass — hard.
Summer yelped and clenched her teeth together before lowering her head and pushing back hard on my cock. “Yes, baby. I’ve been so bad.”
Smack.
“Yes,” she hissed. “Harder. I’m so wet for you.”
Smack. Smack.
Red hand prints glistened on each of Summer’s flawless ass cheeks while I continued to pound her, thrusting harder and faster, my cock burning up with her heat.
Summer raised her shoulders and tossed her head back while I felt her pussy spasm in short, hard micro bursts sending ripples down my shaft. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.” Her words rang out in the shower, breathless and uneven while her second orgasm powered through her body.
I rammed deep inside her pussy and squeezed her hips, pulling her body down onto my cock while a rush of molten cum surged up my shaft and sprayed Summer’s womb with an eruption of white milky spunk. “Ohhhhh… fuuuuuccckk.” I fired load after load, filling her fertile womb with my potent sperm.
Summer ground her hips in a quick circular motion, milking my shaft with every contraction. “That’s it,” she said. “More.”
I slowed down my thrusts while I pumped the last few bursts of jizz inside her.
She stood up straight, leaving my cock buried inside her while she reached behind her and pulled me into a kiss. “Can we do this every day?”
“We can do it every hour, if you keep calling me daddy.” I ran my hands up to her tits and continued plumbing her pussy with my fading hard-on.
“I’ll be your bad little girl anytime you want.” She kissed me softly and stared into my eyes again, seeming like she wanted to say more.
“I meant what I said about you being mine,” I said. “If you have a boyfriend, break up with him.”
Summer nodded and kissed me again, biting my lower lip before smiling. “Okay, daddy.”
I pulled my cock from her pussy and watched strings of milky spunk trail down her inner thigh before splatting on the linoleum and circling the drain. “There’s a lot more where that came from.”
We spent the next ten minutes actually showering, and I lathered every inch of Summer’s firm body, not missing a single spot. After using shampoo and conditioner, we dried off and got dressed. Summer hooked me up with fresh camp counselor gear, including t-shirts, shorts, and swim trunks.
By the time we left the shower room, the hickey on Summer’s neck had already darkened, and I grinned approvingly.  “If you had a boyfriend, he’ll probably ask about that hickey,” I said. “Sorry.” But I wasn’t really sorry. She was grade A hot, and I loved leaving my brand on her.
She shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. I’m dumping him.”
“Good for me. Bad for him.” I curled my arms around her waist and kissed her softly on the cheek.
She giggled and squeezed my hands. “I’ve got to go. But I’m sure I’ll see you later tonight.”
“Tonight?” I asked.
Summer shot me one last glance as she walked out. “You’ll see.”
◆◆◆
 
I hadn’t made it a dozen steps out of the pool when I spotted Blondie leaning against a white convertible bug. She had ditched her visor, but the mirrored shades remained.
Her body was unreal. With big tits, slim hips, and long powerful legs, she looked like 1987’s Playmate of the Year. Her wavy, golden hair hung loose over her shoulders and she twirled a set of car keys around her index finger. She wore a loose white tank top over her lifeguard swimsuit and no bottoms. One pink flip-flop dangled from her toes and when she saw me, she gave me a crooked grin. “Hey new guy, come here.”
Her voice rattled me, and I knew her in an instant. A wave of adrenaline washed through my body and I did my best to reel in my excitement. I sauntered toward Mae Harrison, not too fast and not too slow. “Did I run on the pool deck?”
She grinned, flashing her white teeth and dimples. “Where did you learn to swim like that?”
“My dad taught me.” It was a lie, but much easier to explain. “He’s full of bright ideas.”
She pushed her sunglasses up on top of her head, revealing hazel eyes that sparkled with fevered intensity. “You sure know how to make things interesting.”
My legs turned to mush, and I felt my head spin. I almost blurted out her name, but I stopped short. I pulled it together long enough to respond. “A little bruised ego never hurt anyone. By the way, what’s your name?”
“I’m Mae. Mae Harrison and you’re Dr. Love.”
I hadn’t expected to find one of the Harrison girls so fast, and now I didn’t know what to say or do. I couldn’t exactly ask her thoughts on time travel or her sister’s looming disappearance. “Nice to meet you.”
“We’re having a party tonight for the staff. Some of my sorority sisters who stayed on campus this summer will also be there. You should come.”
“Point me in the right direction.”
She reached into her bug and pulled out a ballpoint pen. “Shoot, I have nothing to write on.”
I raised up my shirt, exposing my six-pack. “How about right here?”
She didn’t blush or show the faintest shred of modesty. Instead, she slid her hand around my waist and scribbled her name, address, and phone number on my abs. “Come over any time after eight,” she said. “But don’t hit on the red head unless you want to piss off Greg more than you already have.”
Having a hot girl write her number on your body didn’t happen much in 2008 — not with text messages so easy to exchange. Suddenly, I didn’t miss my cell phone. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
She opened her car and got in. “After what you and Summer did, you’ll already have made an enemy or three. No need to knock the hornets’ nest completely off the limb.”
I felt my cheeks flush, and I shifted on my feet. “Can you blame me?”
“Nope. She’s as sweet as summer wine. Maybe we can split a bottle sometime.” Mae grinned wickedly as she dropped her sunglasses into place. “See you tonight, Dr. Love.” She fired up her engine and sped off, leaving me in a cloud of dust.
◆◆◆
 
I used a major chunk of my dwindling funds to purchase a change of clothes from the Goodwill, including a pair of shoes. I dined on two delicious peanut butter sandwiches and found an old backpack behind the dorms that someone had dumped. I was essentially a homeless person and desperately needed a cash infusion. With any luck, I could crash with Summer at her house, assuming she was going to Mae’s party.
Mae’s apartment was in a new complex across from the football stadium called Varsity Villas. At least a dozen parties raged across the complex, with kegs sitting on back porches and front doors hanging wide open. Sun-drenched twenty-year-olds walked from party to party, tossing back red Solo cups filled with warm beer and traveling in small herds.
I arrived fashionably late — 8:45 PM. John Mellencamp’s Pink Houses pumped from somewhere inside the apartment and the front door stood halfway open.
Okay, Jack. Time to put on your big boy pants. I took a deep breath and stepped inside.
I stood inside a short hallway. The kitchen was off to the right and the living room straight ahead. A staircase down the hall on the left ascended to the second floor. Beyond the living room was a sliding glass door that hung open leading to a small wooden deck where a keg sat inside a plastic blue tub. A few guys hung out on the deck drinking from plastic cups. I recognized two of them, Greg and Tom.
My heart beat so hard and fast I thought for a second I might pass out. That I might see April and even Stella at any moment left my face buzzing. What I knew about the future turned what would have been an ordinary summer party into an extraordinary event. Stella wouldn’t live to see Labor Day unless I saved her.
I walked down the hall and peered into the kitchen on my right.
Mae leaned against the kitchen counter chatting with Summer. An enormous hickey lit up the side of Summer’s neck, and I couldn’t help but grin when I saw it.
The girls both looked ‘80s hot, but not in the over-the-top-way modern TV shows and movies depicted. Mae wore a white mini-skirt with a loose black top showing enough cleavage to catch the eye. She wore her hair in a braid not dissimilar to 2008 fashion. Her makeup was just slutty enough to induce a boner, but not overly done. She wore a pair of black sandals and her legs stretched out for miles.
Summer’s long raven locks hung straight down her back and she had pumped her hairdo with plenty of volume and she looked fucking amazing. Her skin practically glowed and her eyes sparkled. She wore a jean skirt and a tight black top with a hint of her nipples pressing through the front.
Summer’s eyes lit up when she saw me. “Jack, you made it.” She stepped up and kissed me on the lips parting her mouth slightly offering her tongue. The kiss was brief but boner inducing. She dropped back and scooped up my hand. “I broke with Lane right after work.”
“Yeah, and now he’s pissed,” Mae said. “You could have given me a heads up before he arrived.”
Summer slid her fingers inside mine and squeezed. “Sorry, but I was too excited to wait.”
“That may be the case, but don’t flaunt Jack in front of Lane. Not tonight. Okay? I’m sure Lane’s fragile ego is bruised enough. You don’t need to humiliate him.”
Summer frowned. “You want me to pretend not to like Jack?”
“I don’t want to see poor Jack get his ass kicked two minutes after he arrives,” Mae said. “Tonight, let me take the wheel, okay?”
Summer’s expression soured. “Whatever, but don’t think you’re taking Jack all for yourself.” She dropped my hand and leaned back against the wall.
“You don’t own him,” Mae said. “Jack’s a big boy and can make his own decisions. Besides, who said we can’t share?”
“I’ve seen you swoop in. I know how you work.” Summer sipped on her beer and glared at Mae.
“Stop sulking,” she said. “You’re too pretty for that.” Mae turned to face me. “Jack, are you thirsty?”
I wrapped my arm around Summer’s waist and pulled her into a quick, deep kiss. “Don’t worry, baby. I’m not going anywhere.” I gave her ass a squeeze and stepped back.
Summer glanced over my shoulder at Mae triumphantly. “He’s still with me.”
“But tonight, he’s with me.” Mae said. “For everyone’s sake. Got it?”
“Tonight, he’s sleeping in my room in my bed,” Summer said. “Got it?” Her voice was defiant.
I had to admit, having two scorching hot sorority girls fighting over me three hours after my arrival in town was fantastic. When one of them was Mae Harrison, it was a best-case scenario.
Mae rolled her eyes and grabbed my hand. “Come on, Dr. Love. I’ll introduce you to the crew.” She pulled me out of the kitchen while Summer simmered, glaring after her.
She led me into the living room where three cute girls and dude number two from the pool sat around a shot glass, a pitcher of beer, and a quarter.
The girl nearest to us, a dirty blonde with a nice body, bounced the quarter off the table and it clinked off the shot glass. “Shit.”
“Drink,” dude number two said.
The girls looked up as Mae led me into the family room.
“It’s Jack Love — Dr. Looovvveeee,” dude number two said. He chuckled like a backwater Beavis and Butthead and had the bloodshot eyes to match. He nodded at me, wearing a shit-eating grin and a black Led Zeppelin concert t-shirt.
“That’s Pete,” Mae said as she adjusted her grip on my hand, intertwining her fingers in mine.
“’Sup,” Pete said, grinning.
“That’s Becky,” Mae said, pointing to the dirty blonde who had just missed her shot.
Two more girls sat beside Pete on a long couch. One was a redhead, and the other had long brown hair.
“Anna, this is Jack.”
The redhead waved back at me. “Nice to meet you.” Her hair hung down to her shoulders, and she had a petite figure. She was cute, but a little mousy for my tastes. Her beer cup was almost full, and she didn’t look like she was in a hurry to down it.
“And that’s Cindy,” Mae said.
The brown-haired girl smiled and gave me a sweet wave. She had nice tits, long legs and a gorgeous smile. She wasn’t quite to Summer’s level of scorch, but she was knocking on the door. “Hi Jack.”
“Nice to meet you,” I said.
They’re all my sorority sisters. “Well, every girl at the party will be one of my sisters, including my actual sisters.” She laughed and squeezed my hand.
My stomach swirled at the mention of her actual sisters. “Do your actual sisters live here too?”
“They sure do,” she said. “I think April is on the deck with Greg.” She lowered her voice and whispered, “Greg is April’s boyfriend.”
I wasn’t sure why she whispered, but I couldn’t wait to meet 1987 April.
Pete bounced the quarter, and it badly missed the shot glass. “Oh well,” he said and downed half his beer in a single swallow.
“Come on,” Mae said. “Let’s get you that drink.”
She led me through the sliding glass door onto the back deck, already crowded with swimmers, including Greg.
“Everyone, this is Jack,” Mae said, still holding my hand.
“You already know, Greg,” she said.
Greg nodded at me, subdued by the thrashing I gave him in the pool.
I tipped my head in return.
“That’s Tom,” Mae said, pointing to the guy who helped me land the job at the pool. He had dirty blond hair and a prominent Adam’s Apple. Tall and lanky, the guy looked like he could have used a cheeseburger. He stood next to the keg and a plastic bag filled with red solo cups.
“Nice to meet you.” I extended my hand and Tom shook it.
“That was a hell of a swim,” Tom said.
“Thanks.”
“This is Lane,” Mae said, gesturing toward a brown-haired guy standing beside Greg. He stood over six feet tall with boyish good looks and a physically fit appearance.
“Hey,” Lane said, voice monotone.
Recalling my conversation with Summer and Mae, Lane was Summer’s ex-boyfriend. “Hello.”
Mae turned me around and my stomach dropped like a barrel over Niagara Falls.
April Harrison stood before me looking absolutely mesmerizing. She wore her fiery red hair back in a tight ponytail. Her skin was even more creamy and smooth than in 2008, and her freckles more pronounced. Her tits shattered my already sky-high expectations. She wore a black and white midriff shirt cut low in the front, revealing deep porcelain cleavage.
She sat up on the corner of the deck railing with a beer in her hand and a sweet smile on her face. Her lips were as full and pink as I remember and her nose tiny and pert. She wore a pair of cutoff jean shorts exposing her long, smooth, flawless legs ending in her dainty feet tucked into a pair of Birkenstocks. Her hips flared outward, and even at twenty-one she had established an hour-glass figure to end all hour-glass figures.
I almost gasped at her beauty and felt my pulse tick up while Mae introduced me.
“This is my twin sister, April,” Mae said. “I’ll save you the jokes. She’s April and I’m Mae and our parents are fucked in the head.”
April laughed sweetly and extended her hand. “Nice to meet you, Jack.” She oozed femininity, and I got hard just listening to her voice.
I could almost feel Greg’s eyes on my back as I took April’s hand and shook.
Her skin was warm and supple, her grip neither firm nor limp. She was fucking perfect, and I felt my jaw hanging open just drinking in her insane curves. “Thanks for inviting me.” I forced my mouth shut and gazed into her beautiful green eyes.
April didn’t look away and locked onto my eyes a few seconds longer than appropriate. “You are so welcome. I had to meet the man who eviscerated Greg in the pool.”
Somewhere behind me, Tom chuckled, but it was April who held my attention.
I felt an immediate visceral connection with her I had only ever felt with Emily, and I knew in that moment, I would walk through a minefield for a chance to be with her. Not that Mae wasn’t gorgeous, but there was something about April that crawled into my soul and took up residence. If April had this impact on me, how would I feel about Stella? And where was Stella anyway?
April’s gaze drifted to Mae’s grip on my hand, and she pursed her lips before sipping on her beer.
“You’ll meet our little sister Stella later,” Mae said. “She’s at a friend’s house.”
I repositioned myself so I could see everyone on the deck.
Tom handed me a beer. “Here you go. Drink up.”
I took the beer and nodded. “Thanks.”
Mae finally let go of my hand long enough to refill her beer before she took up the spot beside me. We made idle chitchat, and I stole glances at April far more than anyone else, and every time I did, she stared right back at me, smiling sweetly.
Fuck me, but I was in trouble. Now I understood why 2008 April had reacted so intensely. We shared a connection that went back twenty years. There was no denying our chemistry, and I was sure she felt it too.
But Mae had picked up my hand more than a few times while we shot the shit about swimming and the dolphin kick I had used in the pool. Mae was a glamour goddess straight out of the pages of Sports Illustrated. She was like a 1987 version of Kate Upton and had the curves to match. I had never bagged twins, but if 2008 was any indicator, I would before my time in this golden age ended.
Summer stepped onto the deck and filled her beer at the keg before gazing at Mae and I. Her hickey had darkened since this afternoon.
Lane held out his hand. “Hey babe, come stand beside me.”
Summer rolled her eyes and took up a spot between April and I before leaning into me and curling her fingers inside my jeans pocket.
I cringed at the awkwardness of the situation and apparently Mae felt the same way because she stifled a chuckle while everyone on the deck looked away.
In the background, Bob Seger crooned the line “shakedown, breakdown, you’re busted.” April laughed, choking on her beer while Summer’s face went pale.
Greg turned to April. “Hey babe, can you bring me that bag of chips from the kitchen?”
April’s eyes flashed hot before quickly retreating to their cool, serene emerald green. “You have two legs… babe.”
Lane and Tom oohed while Mae smiled with a hint of satisfaction. Summer slapped April a high-five and Greg grimaced.
Through the open sliding glass door, a stacked brunette appeared who I hadn’t seen before. Her expression conveyed urgency, and she ignored everyone, making a beeline for April.
All eyes turned on the girl while she whispered something in April’s ear and April hopped off the rail, tits bouncing, before following the girl into the house.
“What was that about?” Greg said, standing and gazing into the house.
“Leave it be,” Mae said. “If she wanted you, she would’ve asked for you.”
A few seconds later, April appeared on the deck and whispered into Mae’s ear.
Mae nodded, picked up my hand, and pulled me into the house with her.
We followed April and the stacked brunette through the front door and down the steps to the parking lot.
A perky, diminutive redhead barked in the face of a guy who looked like a linebacker for the football team. “… and she was never your girlfriend to begin with.”
Mae let go of my hand and followed April and the stacked brunette into the parking lot to confront the big dude and his friend who was an even bigger dude.
That’s when I noticed the girl from the ancient news clipping in Emily’s scrapbook. She stood a few feet behind her sisters with her hands folded over her ample chest, gazing worriedly at the guy arguing with her friend.
To say that Stella Harrison was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen was stating an objective fact.
She stood five-feet four inches with golden blonde hair and a flawless complexion. She was the perfect mix of April and Mae and seemed to take the best features from both sisters and combined them into a beauty so extraordinary she would literally stop traffic. Stella wore a pair of tight faded blue jeans with holes in the thighs. Her ass looked like it came straight out of a superhero comic book and her thighs looked strong and muscular, although her jeans covered all the good parts.
Her curvy hips gave way to a small waist and tight flat tummy. Like April, Stella wore a midriff showing less cleavage, but her tits pushed the shirt a good six inches off her stomach.
She wore her hair in a loose ponytail that hung over her right shoulder and from my angle it didn’t look like she wore any makeup and she certainly didn’t need it. She had ocean blue eyes just like Emily’s and ripe pink lips even more succulent than April’s.
My stomach rolled, and my breath literally caught in my throat. It was like staring at a beautiful ghost, and a wave of adrenaline rushed through my body, sharpening my heart rate and leaving my legs wobbly. She was thunderbolt material. It was love at first sight, and I’m sure every guy on campus felt the same way the first time they saw her.
My legs walked involuntarily toward her like she was the sun and I but a helpless planet pulled in by her gravitational force. I couldn’t imagine anyone topping April, but Stella had somehow done it. Only her unborn niece could rival Stella for pure beauty, but Stella simply sucked all the air out of the room.
I stopped beside her, but she didn’t look up.
Rather, she stared at meathead number one and number two. “That’s not true,” Stella yelled above the noise. “I never gave you my phone number or told you where I lived.”
I was so lost in Stella’s presence that I’d forgotten about the confrontation.
“She’s got a boyfriend,” April said, pointing back at me. “She doesn’t need another one.”
I stared ahead slacked-jawed when I felt Stella’s arm curl around my elbow and she gazed up at me, her blue eyes silently pleading for my help.
Her touch sent an avalanche of goose bumps cascading down my back and chest while a butterfly farm took flight in my stomach. I licked the dryness from my lips while I felt Stella’s hand curl around my forearm and her fingertips graze my wrist.
I would’ve stepped into oncoming traffic for her. “Guys,” I said above the shouting. “What’s the problem?”
“They want to come inside the party,” the redhead said.
“He won’t leave Stella alone,” the brunette added, pointing at the smaller of the two big guys with spiky blond hair wearing an IU Football letter jacket.
“We aren’t doing anything wrong,” he said. “Stella and I have a class together. I just wanted to talk to her.”
“Clearly, she doesn’t want to talk to you.” I said, touching her hand that was resting on my arm.
Stella inched closer to me and brushed her hair out of her face. “I have a boyfriend, Ronny. We’re practically engaged.”
The blond dude frowned as if he weren’t buying it. “Bullshit.”
Stella reached out and grabbed a fistful of my shirt before pulling her face into mine. Our lips met, and she kissed me full on the mouth before our lips parted and our tongues flashed wet and warm.
I nearly collapsed. A second burst of adrenaline spiked throughout my body, and I fought a wave of dizziness threatening to take me out. Her mouth tasted cool and minty and when her warm breath curled up my nostrils, I inhaled deeply, pulling in her essence.
She broke off the kiss just as abruptly, leaving my head spinning.
“See,” she said aggressively. “I love him. I don’t want you.”
She curled her fingers inside mine and I felt punch drunk with lust, passion, and a feeling I’d never experienced at that level. To call it love was cliche, but it was beyond anything I’d ever felt. It was an instant, all-consuming, and overwhelming attraction.
“Come on, Stella,” Ronny said. “You can do better than him.”
I regained my composure just enough to brainstorm a plan. While I was strong and athletic, I had no chance of defeating two hulking football players. Direct confrontation would lead to a bleeding Jack lying broken and crumpled on the ground and perhaps requiring an ER visit. No, this situation called for tact and straight up common sense. “Are you a scholarship?”
“Yeah. So, what’s it to you?” Ronny asked.
“If your coach finds out you’re stalking a girl against her will and you end up in a fight outside of her apartment, what do you think will happen to your scholarship?”
The second meathead who had remained silent until now, whispered into his friend’s ear and nodded. “Sorry, Stella. It won’t happen again. I thought… well, I thought wrong.”
“What the fuck is going on?” A voice shouted from the front porch.
I turned to find Greg Weaver jetting down the steps toward the jock. He had his hands balled into fists and his teeth clenched. “I’ve told you before, you need to leave her the fuck alone.” Greg said before shoving Ronny hard in the chest.
“Greg, cut it out,” April said. “Jack already dealt with it.”
Ronny couldn’t let a direct threat go and shoved Greg hard. “Don’t touch me, you little fucking piss ant.”
Stella squeezed my hand even tighter and hid partially behind my back. “Greg is such an idiot,” she whispered in my ear.
Her breath felt like an electric current on my neck and I wasn’t about ready to take a punch for Greg Weaver.
Greg rushed Ronny with his fists up. But the predetermined outcome played out like a bad movie script. Ronny smashed his fist into Greg’s nose and Greg hit the deck holding onto his nose. Ronny flexed his hand and stepped away, looking only slightly perturbed.
Ronny nodded in my direction. “Sorry, dude. Good luck. You’ve got yourself a hell of a girlfriend.”
With Greg wallowing around the ground, Ronny and meat head number two disappeared across the parking lot.
Back up on the front porch, Greg’s friends watched from afar, all of them too bright to fuck with two football players over a non-confrontation.
April knelt on the ground beside Greg. “Why did you do that? I told you Jack had already dealt with it.”
Greg’s hand came away bloody while he stared up at Stella, who was still clinging on to me.
“Why are you holding his hand?” Greg asked.
“Oh? Right.” Stella unwrapped her hand from mine and stepped back. “I’m Stella Harrison. Thanks for that. Sorry about the kiss. He’s been a problem of mine for a while now.”
Why hadn’t I seen the meathead’s name in the news article? He seemed like he would have been worthy of investigation. But it was likely the guy had an alibi and the cops never pursued him.
“She attracts them like flies,” Mae said, coming up beside me. “I don’t know what it is about her. I think she’s just so pretty and sweet the boys can’t stay away.” She glanced down at Greg while she made the last comment.
April pulled Greg up off the ground. “Come on. I’ll get you a bag of ice.” She carted him off to the house while I turned back to Stella.
“I’m Jack Love — the new guy.” I grinned. “I started working at the pool today as a counselor.”
“Greg made the mistake of challenging him to a race,” Mae said. “Let’s just say it’s been a bad day all around for Greg Weaver.”
Stella’s jaw dropped, and she smiled up at me, her blue eyes ripping out my heart. “Then you must be fast.”
I shrugged. “I guess so. I just moved here from Miami. I’m taking classes at IU this fall and hoping to make the swim team.” That was a lie, but if I ended up staying here, it would be true enough.
“Thanks for the assist, Jack.” Stella said. “These are my friends, Dixie.” She placed her hand on the brunette’s shoulder. “And that fiery spark plug is Trish.”
The redhead smiled up at me. “Nice to meet you Jack. What year are you?”
“I’ll be a junior this fall,” I said. “Bio major.”
Trish’s eyes lit up. “That’s Stella’s major.”
I turned back to Stella. “Pre-med?”
Stella nodded. “I want to be a pediatrician. I love kids. What about you?”
“The plan is med school. Beyond that, we’ll see where life leads me.”
“Come on,” Dixie said. “Let’s party.”
And party we did. The music was an ‘80’s hit parade, which was pretty awesome since it was all new to them. I had to stop myself from mentioning songs that had yet to be released, and without the ability to Google anything, it was nearly impossible to know what year anything came out. How had anyone in this decade ever won any party arguments?
We played quarters, euchre, did shots, danced, and Pete got several people high. Summer was three sheets to the wind, and I spent most of my evening going between Mae, April, and Stella chatting with them all evenly.
Stella wasn’t much of a drinker and sipped her beer. April didn’t like beer and preferred mixed drinks or wine. Mae was a party girl but didn’t seem to get drunk no matter how much she consumed.
Greg recovered enough to do a keg stand, taking turns between Tom, Lane, and they even included me. What struck me as odd was the complete lack of cell phones or social media, and I absolutely adored it. Everyone engaged in the party and no one knew better. There were no incriminating photos taken. No drunk dialing, errant texts, or social media posts you pulled down the next day. It was a freeing feeling knowing you wouldn’t end up on someone's feed.
As far as hard partying went, my generation had nothing on these Gen-Xers. The ‘80’s rocked, and that was a fact.
Around 2:00 AM, Stella and her friends retreated to Stella’s bedroom upstairs to sleep. April and Mae beat back Lane, who wanted to take a passed-out Summer back to his place. They told him to hit the bricks while I carried Summer up to her bedroom and placed her comfortably in bed. April and Mae wrapped their roommate in a blanket, turned her sideways, and propped a pillow under her head.
April and Greg got into a semi-heated discussion at the front door where he wanted her to come home with him, or better yet, stay at her apartment. She told him she was tired and sent him packing.
“We’ll clean this mess in the morning,” April said before she kissed Mae on the top of the head. “I’m going to bed.” April dipped her head down beside me and kissed me softly on the lips. “Thank you, Jack. I loved meeting you.”
Holy shit. My head spun and my cock lurched. Even at 2:00 AM, she was a dime. “You too April sunshine,” I said without thinking.
April smiled at me curiously. “Where did that come from?”
“April showers bring May flowers, but you are anything but gloomy.” I shrugged. “Sorry. It’s cheesy.”
“No.” She kissed me again, letting her lips linger on mine a moment longer. “I think it’s sweet.” She gazed over my head at Mae, who curled up beside me on the couch. “Be nice to him or I’ll take him for myself.”
Mae smiled at her sister. “I saw him first.”
April smiled demurely. “Summer saw him first. She told me at least a hundred times tonight.”
They both laughed and stared at each other like two alpha wolves ready to fight over a bloody chunk of meat.
April yawned again and stretched her hands over her head, showcasing her spectacular chest.
I gazed on her curves, and my cock twitched. What I wouldn’t give to fuck her.
“Really April? Could you make it any more obvious?” Mae asked.
April winked at me. “Goodnight, Jack, and good luck.” She made her upstairs but turned with one hand on the railing. “Leave some for the rest of us, okay, big sister?”
“I’m one minute older than you. Stop calling me that.”
April blew me one last kiss before disappearing up the stairwell.
Mae didn’t waste a single second. She crawled onto my lap and hiked her skirt up around her waist before leaning into me and kissing me full on the lips. “I’ve wanted to do that all day.”
I felt my cock stiffen beneath the weight of her superb ass. “What will Summer think?”
“Baby, we share everything in this house.” She kissed me again, this time opening her mouth and dragging the tip of her tongue over my lower lip.
I wondered just how far the sharing went. I leaned into her kiss and nibbled on her lower lip pulling it into my mouth before kissing her long and deep, our tongues writhing in a wash of wanton lust.
After a few minutes of kissing and slow grinding, I pulled Mae’s skirt up and slid my hands down the back of her panties, taking her beautiful ass cheeks into my greedy paws. “I never got the grand tour of the upstairs,” I said.
She grinned at me wickedly. “Hmm… are you asking for one now?”
I kneading her bare cheeks and kissed her chin. “Only if it ends in your bedroom.”
Mae peeled herself off my lap and reached for my arm while she gazed down at my cock tenting the front of my jeans. “Looks like you can do a more than swim.”
I took her hand, and she pulled me upstairs. There were four bedrooms and one bathroom upstairs, and Mae led me to hers near the back of the apartment overlooking the deck.
She had decorated her bedroom in chrome and glass. Her bedspread was white and a mountain of fluffy pillows lined the headboard. She had a desk that doubled as a makeup table and a walk-in closet jammed full of clothes. The rug was a plush off-white color while a black area rug dominated the space beside her bed.
Mae shut the door and tuned on the lights. An overhead fan gently whirred overhead while soft light from her desk and bedside bathed the room in warm incandescence.
“Nice digs,” I said.
“It’s cozy enough for me… and you.” She pulled at the ponytail holder keeping her braid in place and ran her fingers through her hair. Her golden blonde hair matched Stella’s almost perfectly and fell in cascading waves over her shoulders.
I just stared at her with my jaw open.
“You like to watch, baby?”
I licked my lips and nodded.
Mae grinned and pulled her loose black top off, revealing a spectacular set of tits encased in a black lace bra.
“Good, God. They’re perfect.” I reached out and touched them, squeezing them while they jiggled and bounced inside the cozy confines of their lace prison.
“We Harrison girls were all blessed with bodies. Not that I need to tell you. Between me, April, and Stella, you didn’t quite know which way was up, did you?”
I reached behind her back and worked free the clips of her bra. Like mother like daughter, her tits barely moved as her cups fell free. I slid my hands up and under, feeling her warm flesh and her hard nipples rake my palms.
Mae reached down and raised my t-shirt over my head, forcing my hands off her prime real estate while she tossed my shirt aside. “You’re built like Adonis himself,” she said. “It was all I could do to keep April off of you.” She sighed. “But I suppose she’ll get her turn.”
My stomach rolled at the mere mention of April’s name. Knowing that she was one room over wearing next to nothing made my cock twitch in my jeans.
Mae slid her fingertips down my chest and over my abs, licking her lips as she went. “They’re like speed bumps.”
I pulled her bra off her shoulders and tossed it aside. Her tits were round and soft with small areolas and firm pink nipples. They bore a striking similarity to Emily’s, and I almost felt home when I brushed my fingers over her nipples. “Yep. Perfect.”
Mae giggled and worked the zipper at the back of her skirt while I stepped forward and kissed my way down her neck to her shoulder. She smelled of jasmine and violets. It was a scent so erotic my cock hardened in anticipation.
Mae wriggled free of her miniskirt, revealing a pair of white silk panties beneath. “Lay back on the bed, baby.”
I ran my hands down the arch of her lower back and cupped her ass cheeks in both hands. Her ass was small and firm, much like Summer’s, leading to long silky-smooth legs devoid of even a dimple of fat. My cock pressed achingly hard against my jeans and I resisted the urge to slide my hand down the front of her panties and go pussy diving.
Instead, I did as she asked crawling back on the bed while Mae leaned forward and worked loose the button on my jeans.
Her tits hung beneath her, jiggling and swaying while she continued working on my zipper.
I reached forward and cupped her tits, rolling my thumbs around her areolas and over her stiff nipples.
Mae pushed her hair back over her shoulders before she tugged on my jeans while I raised my hips.
My glistening cock sprang free, standing tower tall and shaved down.
Mae’s eyes sparkled as she drank it in. “It’s shaved smoother than a newborn ass, but it’s as big as a Cadillac. I’ve never seen one like it.”
In bushy 1987, shaved private parts hadn’t yet become the norm, but that didn’t mean Mae didn’t appreciate a clean-shaven cock. She licked her lips and crawled across the bed while I edged backward and pulled a pillow under my head.
“I’m going to suck you dry, Jack Love.” She started at the base of my balls and licked her way up my nuts to the bottom of my shaft, using a subtle touch to stroke my cock.
Her fingers felt electric, and I gazed down at her, watching her tongue and lips ride the roller coaster of my fat cock.
She continued licking her way up the back of my shaft and flattened her tongue on my glans before licking my tip like a fucking lollipop.
I gently rocked my hips, inching my head inside her mouth and watching it glide over her smooth, buttery lips.
Mae took my cock inside her mouth and my tip bulged inside her cheek, pushing it out while she continued swirling her tongue along the back of my shaft.
I grabbed hold of her fluffy comforter and squeezed. My toes curled, and I fought the urge to prematurely fire off a massive load in the back of her throat.
Mae wrapped her warm, lithe fingers around the base of my shaft and gently stroked. She used her lips, tongue, and mouth to form a cocoon of sensation that enveloped my tip in toe-curling pleasure. She wrapped her lips around my engorged bulb and sucked precum from my tip, swallowing every drop.
My head slid deeper inside her mouth while the sucking sensation intensified. I felt her tongue curl around my head and she released, creating a loud popping smack. A long thin string of cum-filled saliva stretched from her lip to my tip. Mae walked it back, diving to my head while pulling in every drop.
She sealed her lips around my head and started again, sucking my tip and stroking my shaft. Her head bobbed up and down eliciting deep slurping and sucking sounds that left me moaning. Mae dragged her tits over my upper thighs and sucked harder using my cock as a straw. Mae was making good on her word. She really was sucking me dry.
I slid my fingers into her hair and grabbed two handfuls while I pushed her lower and drove my hips upward.
Mae uncurled her hand from my shaft, and I pushed my cock deeper into her mouth, edging the back of her throat. She let out a low guttural gagging sound and held my cock in place.
My cock pulsed and twitched while Mae’s throat muscles tightened around my tip. I eased my grip on her hair and Mae came off gasping for breath while strings of cum-filled saliva stretched from her lips down to the swell of her breasts. She gazed up at me, her hazel eyes dripping with lust, and licked around my head before dragging my glans over her lower lip.
Watching her make love to my cock sent me over the edge. I arched my back and groaned while a fountain of jizz erupted from my balls.
Mae opened her mouth and held out her tongue while I painted her lips, face, and mouth white. She stroked my cock, milking every drop onto her glistening tongue.
Only after I’d emptied the last drops onto her tongue did Mae swallow it whole before coming back and licking me clean.
I sank my head back onto her pillow and pulled in deep breaths of air, trying to still my racing heart. At least I knew where Emily had acquired her gift. Mae Harrison was a sexual savant.
Satisfied that my dick was clean, Mae crawled forward straddling my body as she went. She dragged her tits over my cock and stomach, up my chest and lowered herself until she came face first with me. “Now you can last. We’re fucking ‘til dawn.” She kissed me softly while I felt my tip slide along her slippery trench.
At some point, Mae had removed her panties and was already soaking wet.
I felt her big tits squeeze against my chest and I ran my hands down her back before cupping her bare ass in my hands. “What if I have morning wood?”
She gyrated her hips, dragging my head deeper into her swollen lips with every pass. “Fuck me awake,” she said. “I don’t mind a bit.”
I groaned, and she sank lower onto my shaft and my tip sank into her warm, tight entrance.
Mae paused and kissed me softly before gazing into my eyes. “Look at me when you penetrate me,” she said. “I want to remember this moment forever.”
I held her gaze, noticing every fleck of green and gold in her beautiful hazel eyes.
She bit her lower lip while she gyrated her hips, inching her way down my cock.
In one smooth motion, I thrust upward, driving my cock inside her to the hilt.
Mae’s eyes flashed with pain then pleasure while she opened her mouth and gasped. “God, you’re huge.” She was breathless, pulling in quick, sharp breaths.
I squeezed her ass and pulled her cheeks apart before inching deeper and bottoming out on her cervix. “Are you okay?”
She groaned and bit her lip, panting while she dug her nails into my shoulders. “Yes,” she spit out while nodding quickly. Mae sat motionless with my cock pulsing inside her and her pussy writhing around my thick shaft.
“Do I need to pull out?” I held firm to her ass, gyrating my cock around in tiny circles.
Mae hadn’t as much as blinked while she stared intensely into my eyes. “No. Cum inside me. I need it inside me.” Mae’s body relaxed and her breathing eased while she kissed me again, this time parting her lips and licking me with her tongue. “Always inside me,” she whispered.
She stated slowly at first, moving her hips and sliding her body up and down. We fucked like that for several long minutes, kissing and touching while our bodies found a natural rhythm.
For all her tough girl exterior, Mae was an incredibly giving lover. That surprised me, and I wondered how much of what I’d seen during the party was an act. This was who she was — loving and vulnerable. She would be an easy person to fall in love with, and if I ever saw 2008 Mae, I would make sure she knew it.
She pushed herself off my chest and rode me cowgirl style. Her big natural tits swayed and bounced, slapping together with every squeak of the bed. Her headboard gently banged against into the wall and her soft moans made my cock pulse inside her.
We fucked harder and faster, skin slapping and our bodies glistening with a sheen of glowing sweat. “God, Jack, please fuck me like this every night.” She lost herself in the moment, opening her mouth and closing her eyes. Mae bounced on my cock, taking me in as deep as she could.
I reached up and cupped her tits, squeezing them together before pinching her nipples and feeling them harden under my thumb.
Faster and harder we fucked, the bed shaking with high-pitched squeals and the headboard pounding the wall. Mae didn’t care. She fucked me harder and her tits slapped together while our bodies bounced off each other with every pounding thrust.
“That’s it, baby,” she said breathlessly. “Right there. God, Jack. You’re so big.” She froze atop me and micro thrust her hips while her body shuddered in orgasmic bliss.
Her pussy squeezed my cock in a vise and I pushed down on her hips and thrust upward while a molten eruption blasted from my balls and I sent thick ropes of spunk deep inside my beautiful golden blonde Aphrodite. I grunted and pushed, filling her up with load after load. Was this when I got her pregnant with Emily? Or was it another time? I pulled her down onto my body and kissed her again, gazing into her eyes while I continued to paint her walls white.
Like a broken stallion, she rode me until our bodies stopped from exhaustion. We lay together motionless, my cock buried inside her, our bodies sweaty and hot. We kissed and hugged, touching and rubbing until Mae finally slid off my cock.
I gasped at the sensation of sliding back out of her beautiful pussy. “Shit,” I said. “I enjoyed being buried inside you.”
She stretched out beside me and kissed me long and slow. “You’re a lot of fun, Jack Love.”
“Baby, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet,” I said.
Mae rolled off the bed and dragged my hand with her. “Come on. You can fuck me again in the shower.”
For the second time in twenty-four hours, I fucked in the shower. Two showers, two sorority girls, two orgasms. That Summer and Mae were also roommates may or may not hurt me, but I was too far gone to care. The apartment was a treasure trove of amazing women, and I wasn’t in a hurry to leave.
We lathered up and went to bed naked. Mae had silk sheets that felt cool on the hot, sweaty summer night. Her clock read 4:18 AM, which meant we would operate on only two hours of sleep before our shift started at the pool. We dozed off together with a naked Mae Harrison wrapped in my arms, one of her golden tits cupped in my palm.
◆◆◆
 
I woke before the alarm went off. Gray pre-dawn sunlight filtered through Mae’s curtains. A quick glance at the clock told me it was 6:16 AM. Mae lay beside me, sleeping peacefully on her back, her face angelic in the morning light.
My morning wood absolutely raged, rock hard and ready to go. It was like my cock had become addicted to so much fucking, I couldn’t help myself. How would Mae react to a wake-up fuck? She had told me to go for it. Did she mean it?
I pulled back the sheet revealing Mae’s stunning, playboy quality body, and parted her legs gazing on her soft curly thatch of blonde pubic hair. Doing my best to not wake her, I climbed between her legs and dredged my tip along her pink pussy lips.
Mae responded subconsciously, grinding her hips while she grew slick with a fresh release of her juices.
My balls ached, and I couldn’t hold off any longer. I eased forward, planting my hands on either side of her bouncing tits, careful not to lay the weight of my body atop her. I pushed forward and slid into her pussy and groaned. My cock twitched so hard and fast I thought I might cum.
Mae blinked her eyes open and smiled. “Fuck me, baby. Hard.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss.
I rammed into her with a hard grunt.
Her tits jiggled, and her body rocked. She wrapped her legs around my waist and kissed me while I hammered into her over and over.
The bed squeaked with protest, and Mae’s soft grunts filled the room. I watched hypnotically as her tits swirled on her chest and her stomach muscles rolled with every hard thrust.
Mae kissed along my cheek and whispered in my ear. “Come whenever you want, baby.”
I groaned and fucked her harder and faster, the headboard pounding and Mae’s tits floating as if on a cloud. Morning fucks were the best fucks and I couldn’t hold off long. I moaned loud and long while I erupted inside her, my cock gushing loads of fresh cum deep inside her womb.
“That’s it, baby. You can fuck me whenever you want, Jack. I’m yours.” She kissed my ear and ground her pelvis, milking my cock dry.
I continued to gush into her, ramming her over and over until my body went quiet and I gasped for breath.
Mae ran her fingers along my back and then up through my hair before she brought her face even with mine. We gazed into each other’s eyes. “Morning, lover.”
I kissed her and squeezed my cock inside her. “Morning to you. I’ll make the coffee.”
◆◆◆
 
Mae and I brewed some coffee and made toast while Summer came strutting into the kitchen, smiling and perky. She wore her lifeguard swimsuit under a tank top and a pair of shorts.
“Morning, Mae. Morning, Jack.” She poured herself a cup of coffee and headed straight for me.
She sat down on my lap and kissed me full on the lips while Mae watched. Summer wrapped her arms around my neck while she gazed over at Mae. “Next time we either fuck him together or it’s my turn.”
I choked on my coffee, and the girls laughed.
“You were the one who got too drunk,” Mae said. “I thought we would have a threesome.”
“You know I’m a lightweight. You got me drunk on purpose,” Summer said.
Mae shrugged and bit into her toast. “That was your choice.”
Summer wriggled deeper onto my lap and I felt her tight ass shimmy up my cock. “I’m serous Mae. It’s not fair to keep him all to yourself.”
“I think April and Stella might fight you on him.”
Summer glared. “April has a boyfriend and Stella likes girls.”
“Don’t be so sure about that,” Mae said. “I’ve never seen Stella look at a boy the way she looked at our Jack. He might be the one.”
Thoughts of Emily came roaring back. No wonder Emily felt such a deep connection to her aunt. “I don’t think April or Stella want me in that way,” I said.
Mae rolled her eyes. “You might as well just stay here for the rest of the Summer,” Mae said. “We’ll keep you busy.”
“Tonight, you can sleep with me,” Summer said. She slid around on my lap until she straddled me and met me face to face. “I’m horny right now, actually.” She kissed me softly before prying my lips open and moaning.
“You can fuck him on your break,” Mae said. “We have to get to work.”
Summer sighed and reached down, feeling my already hardening cock inside my shorts. “What a waste of a perfectly good hard-on.”
The doorbell rang, and Summer hopped up from my lap while Mae answered it.
Pete stood in the doorway dressed for the pool. “Morning ladies.” He gazed past them and saw me standing outside the kitchen. He looked neither angry nor surprised at my presence inside the girls’ apartment at 6:45 AM. “Jack, can I talk to you for a second? Better yet, I’ll give you a lift to the pool.”
“If it’s about Lane, tell him to fuck off,” Summer said.
He frowned at her. “No. Lane ended up taking some other girl home from the party. You’re off the hook.”
Summer smiled. “Good. Less drama for me.”
What the hell did Pete want from me? The last time I’d seen him he was stoned out of his gourd calling me Dr. Love. I glanced between Mae and Summer. “I’ll catch a ride with Pete and meet you guys at the pool.”
Summer gave me a quick kiss. “Bye, baby.”
I followed Pete out of the apartment, and he smiled at me over his shoulder. “Are you the sexual Midas or something?”
I shrugged. “Just lucky.”
I hopped into Pete’s car, which was some sort of early ‘80s shit-can Buick. He climbed into the driver’s side and shut the door behind him.
“What’s up?” I asked him.
“I’m hoping you can tell me,” he said. He pulled my iPhone out of his pocket and held it up. “What the fuck is this thing?”
My stomach dropped, and I snatched it out of his hand. “What the hell, dude? That’s mine.”
“Which is why I picked it up out of the couch cushions last night,” he said. “It came out of your pocket. What is it?”
“It’s nothing,” I said.
“Look dude. I may be a stoner, but I’m also a particle physics major with one of the highest GPA’s at this fucking school. I recognize a piece of technology when I see one.”
“I can’t tell you what it is,” I said. “It’s a prototype and a big secret. My dad would kill me if he found out it leaked.”
Pete sighed. “It’s busted anyway isn’t it?”
I pressed on the buttons, and the phone didn’t respond. The battery was drained. But that gave me an idea. “It’s not busted. The battery is dead, and I don’t have the charger. It’s at home in Miami.”
“What is it?” Pete asked.
“It’s a camera plus a lot of other things, including a phone,” I said. There was no need to spill the beans on the entire Internet. They would all find out soon enough, anyway.
“No fucking way.” His eyes bulged.
“I’ll make you a deal,” I said. “If you can figure out how to charge it, I’ll unlock the phone and show it to you.”
“Deal,” he said, reaching for the phone.
“Wait.” I snatched it back. “I have two more conditions. One, I need a hundred bucks, and two, I need two fake IDs. One for me and one for Stella.”
Pete rubbed his chin, but I knew the conditions were no stretch for a guy who had weed hook ups in 1987. “Deal.” He pulled out his wallet and handed me a hundo.
I handed him the phone. “How soon can you have the IDs?” The fake ID would help me not only get into bars but give me a fucking identity in this decade. And if I ever wanted to take Stella out for a drink, she needed an ID too.
“Tonight. Meet me outside of Nick’s at 7:00 PM sharp.”
“Oh, by the way, there’s a lock screen on that phone,” I said. “If you enter the wrong password over three times, the whole thing erases. So, don’t try to unlock it until you bring it back to me. Also, this doesn’t mean you get to keep it. The phone is mine. Got it?”
“Got it,” he said. “But if you’re fucking with me, I’ll get that hundred back from you one way or another.”
“I’m not fucking with you. Now let’s go to work.”
◆◆◆
 
The workday progressed without too much drama. I coached the kids and made good on my promise to teach Tom a few tricks. Pete snapped my fake ID picture with a cheap Kodak camera, and at lunch, I went home with Summer and fucked her in her room. She told me I still owed her a sleepover in her room, to which I wholeheartedly agreed. After work, Mae and Summer said they had some sorority duties to take care of, but Mae handed me a key to the apartment as we walked out of the pool.
“That’s the spare, baby. You can come and go as you please.” I kissed her goodbye and headed home for a quick shower and a change of clothes.
I found what few clothes I had washed and folded neatly on Mae’s bed with a note on top.
I did yours with mine.
XoXo Stella
That Stella had taken care to round up my clothes and wash them gave me hope that maybe Mae was right. But the mere thought of Stella Harrison’s naked body pressed against mine left me with a boner so hard, I thought I might have to relieve myself before going to meet Pete. But a quick glance at the clock told me I needed to hustle if I was going to be there by 7:00.
I showered, shaved, and put on my fresh clothes before heading out with a hundred-dollar bill burning a hole in my pocket.
One thing that hadn’t changed in twenty years was Nick’s English Hut on Kirkwood Avenue. I knew where to find it because 2008 me had been there about a hundred times. I found Pete relaxing against a mailbox, this time wearing a Pink Floyd concert t-shirt.
He grinned at me when I approached. “Here you go, my good sir, two brand new IDs courtesy of Pete’s Pirated Printing.”
I looked at the IDs. They looked perfect by 1987 standards and even had mine and Stella’s actual names on them. “Damn. They’re good. You made these?”
He bowed with a flourish. “I am a man of many talents.”
“Any luck with the phone?” I asked.
“No. But I’ll keep you updated,” Pete said. “Did it come from NASA?”
“I can’t say. That is, my father wouldn’t tell me.”
“Right.” He nodded. “If I may ask, what is the harem master doing this fine evening?”
“Who?”
“Come on,” Pete said. “You’re banging Mae and Summer for sure. It’s only a matter of time until you hit April and Stella.”
“I’m not that good,” I said.
“Well, if you hurry, you might catch April and Stella down at the Von Lee. They were in line for a movie a few minutes ago.”
April and Stella? That was too good to pass up. “What are you up to this evening?”
“Heading over to the Bluebird to catch the Why Store,” Pete said. “You should come by later.”
“Maybe I will, but then again, let’s see what happens at the Von Lee.”
Pete and I traded goodbyes, and I headed up Kirkwood toward the movie theater.
◆◆◆
 
Bright lights lit up the exterior of the Von Lee, an old theater restored into a movie house. Movie goers flowed in and out of the doors and bright lights lit up the placard announcing the movies playing inside — No Way Out, North Shore, and Can’t Buy Me Love.
April and Stella stood in a short line outside the box office when I appeared behind them.
“North Shore or Can’t Buy Me Love?”
April and Stella both whirled toward me before a smile broke across both of their beautiful faces.
“Jack? Are you here alone?” April asked glancing past me.
“Guess which movie we’re seeing,” Stella said, grinning from ear to ear.
“I am here alone, and… Can’t Buy Me Love?” I gazed down on Stella’s beautiful face expectantly.
“Ding, ding,” Stella grinned and took my hand. “Come with us.” She wore a black V-neck t-shirt and a pair of skin-tight jeans showcasing every one of her spectacular curves. Her cleavage jiggled and the edge of a black lace bra flashed when she bounced all bubbly and warm.
Her skin felt soft and warm, and my body buzzed with desire. A wave of adrenaline washed over me, cranking up my heart rate and leaving my mouth cottony dry. I squeezed Stella’s hand before glancing between both women. “I don’t want to crash girl’s night out.”
April hooked her arm around my elbow and inched closer. “Nonsense. Why see a move alone when you can take both of us?” She wore a pink angora sweater cut low in the front, offering a spectacular view of her cleavage and her matching pink satin bra.
“Then I insist on buying the tickets and the popcorn,” I said.
The three of us went inside to see the first run of a movie I’d already seen a half-dozen times on TV. I bought a big tub of popcorn and extra-large drinks. A smattering of people entered the theater ahead of us, taking seats mostly near the front and middle.
“Mind if we sit in the back?” I asked holding each girl’s hand.
“I think that would be best,” Stella said, rubbing her thumb across the back of my hand.
“I agree,” April said. “It’ll be easier to get to the bathroom.” She ran her hand up my forearm and squeezed my bicep.
When we reached our seats, I sat down while April and Stella took seats on either side of me. We munched on popcorn through the opening credits, and when the main event started, I slid my arm around both April and Stella’s shoulders. They leaned in tight, each nestling their head in the crook of my shoulder.
I worked my hand down April’s shoulder and stroked her upper arm. She smelled like fuzzy cotton candy and I could see straight down the front of her top. Her satin-encased tits squeezed together and her creamy skin woke the beast in my pants.
On my right, Stella sat up on her seat and curled her feet under her body. I ran my fingers up the back of her smooth neck and into her soft golden locks before gently massaging her head.
Stella leaned in close, moved her hand to my inner thigh, and sighed contentedly.
As the movie played out, the crowd watched the on-screen geek transform into a stud in charge of his own mini-harem. Unlike the movie, my mini-harem was only two conquests away from fruition and I held the keys to victory under each arm.
I gazed down into April’s stunning green eyes and she met my gaze, her expression demure. Without thinking, I leaned down and kissed her.
She met my kiss with eager anticipation. Her lips parted, and our tongues met hesitantly at first before intertwining as our kiss deepened.
She tasted of strawberry and mint and her lips seemed to melt in my mouth, tender and smooth. I felt warm lips brush the side of my neck and a darting tongue travel toward the back of my ear.
I broke off the kiss with April to turn and find Stella’s angelic face waiting for me.
Stella smiled at me, her blue eyes twinkling. She ran her fingers through my hair and tilted her head, searching my face with her eyes.
My stomach dropped and my heart raced forward at a million miles an hour. Her touch felt like ten-tons of TNT detonating in my psyche. Nobody had ever affected me the way Stella Harrison had. A woman who could send me into orbit with a simple touch, and I felt powerless under the weight of her stare.
She kissed her way up my jawline until our lips met for the first time.
I nearly fainted from the rush of blood to my head, and my legs went weak with a hard flush of adrenaline. I kissed her slow and soft, running my tongue over her moist plump lip. She tasted of honey and nectar, sweet and sensuous. Stella’s breath curled over my upper lip and we opened our mouths together, our tongues meeting for the first time.
Stella ran her fingers through my hair while April kissed along my neck and slid her hand up my shirt, running her fingers over my abs and up my chest.
My cock threatened to tear a whole in my jeans and I shifted my hips, sliding my hands under Stella’s shirt and up her back until I touched her bra strap.
Our kiss deepened and Stella’s soft moans filled my mouth while I ran my hands higher to her shoulders before tucking them inside the front of her shirt and cupping each of her spectacular lace-encased tits in my hands.
April removed her hand from beneath my shirt and I felt a gentle tug on the front of my pants.
I raised my hips off the seat and April unbuttoned my pants before I heard my zipper lowering.
I kneaded Stella’s tits in my hand, sliding my fingers inside her bra cup and tweaking her stiff nipple between my fingers.
She continued to moan, sucking my tongue into her mouth while gliding her fingers through my hair.
April pulled at my jeans while I kept my hips raised off the seat. A second later I felt the sweet release of my cock breaking free of the tight confines of my boxer briefs. A moment later, I felt April’s fingers circling my shaft.
The movie played on with the crowd, seemingly unconcerned with our back-row antics.
April slid off her chair and tugged on Stella’ elbow.
My blonde beauty reluctantly broke off our kiss and gazed down at my cock bathed in the soft light emanating from the movie screen. Her eyes widened before she slid off her seat and joined her sister on the ground if front of my glistening rod.
The action pulled my hand away from Stella’s perfect tits. But the tradeoff was worth it.
April and Stella sat on their knees in front of my rock-hard cock before they turned to each other and kissed, tongues and lips enmeshed in soft sensual bliss that hardened my cock to another level.
I rested my hand on each of their heads before the girls broke off their kiss and turned to worship at the altar of Jack’s golden cock.
With the flat of their tongues out, April and Stella stared at my base and licked their way up my shaft until meeting at my tip. They covered my swollen cock head with their mouth and kissed, swirling their tongues over my tip while locking their lips. Tongues twisted and lips glided over my burning cock flesh and I bucked my hips, looking for a mouth to bury my manhood.
My cock slipped into Stella’s mouth and she sucked on my tip, licking away the pre-cum oozing from my hole while April slid her tongue back down my shaft before pulling my ball between her lips.
With one hand circling my base, April slowly stroked while Stella bobbed up and down, her lips forming a perfect seal around my swollen cock head. Her tongue flashed over my glans and down the back of my shaft while April licked my balls and continued stroking my cock.
With their undivided focus on my cock, my hope of lasting long was slim to none.
I groaned as softly as I could while I felt the first inkling of an orgasm tickle my balls.
April licked her way up my shaft while Stella came off my cock with a gentle pop, gazing up at me, her blue eyes alive with sexual energy.
April plunged down on my cock, gliding it over her lips and tongue before burying it in the back of her throat.
Stella climbed up onto my lap and straddled me, burying her knees into the seat on each side of my hips. She pulled her t-shirt over her head and her tits slightly jiggled inside her bra. She gazed into my eyes and her full pink lips glistened under the soft light.
I met her gaze, my heart pounding, while April continued bobbing up and down on my cock.
Stella leaned forward and kissed her way along my jawline until she reached my ear.
I unfastened the hooks on Stella’s bra and it fell free, exposing her smooth back while I worked the straps over her shoulders.
April’s tongue swirled over my tip and she stroked my base before diving back down and taking my cock into the back of her throat.
Stella licked my lobe, and I felt her breath curl inside my ear. Then she whispered so only I could hear, “is it crazy that I think I love you?”
My stomach plummeted from the clouds and landed on the pavement with a hard smack. It was as if a dream had come true. I groaned and drove my hips upward face-fucking April while she bobbed up and down taking the entirety of my massive cock into her mouth.
I reached up under Stella’s chest and grabbed her bare breasts in both hands, feeling her nipples harden under my touch. I plunged my nose into her hair and breathed in her sweet lavender scent. I kissed behind her ear and whispered. “You are forever in my soul. It’s not crazy, my love.”
Stella sat up and her bra fell free, revealing to me, for the first time, the finest tits I had ever seen in my life. They were flawless. Big, but not too big. Perfectly round and spaced close together giving her tits massive cleavage. Like a cherry on top, she had perfectly round, pink, quarter-sized areolas capped off with perky erect nipples. I could drown in her tits and die happy.
I lunged forward hungrily, pulling a nipple into my mouth while kneading the other in my hand.
Stella ran her fingers through my hair while April brought me to the precipice of glory itself.
The damn broke and with Stella’s nipple buried between my lips I groaned and fired off a massive load into April’s warm wet mouth. My cock twitched, spurting load after load down the back of the beautiful red-head’s throat.
I slid my face between Stella’s tits and squeezed them around my face while working my thumbs over her nipples. My cock continued to gush and April dutifully swallowed every drop.
With my balls drained, April licked and sucked, making sure not to leave anything behind.
Stella leaned forward with her tits mashed against my chest and blanketed my faces in kisses before she gazed into my eyes. “I’ve never felt this way about a boy.”
That sounded awfully familiar. Maybe someday, in the distant future, she would meet Emily and they would connect for real. It seemed they were formed from the same mold, and it was probably why I felt so strongly for Stella. “It’s chemistry. You and I belong together.”
April tucked my cock back into my pants and zipped me up while Stella got dressed and returned to her seat. The second half of the movie progressed with deeper intimacy than before.
I ran my fingers through April’s hair while she laid her head against my chest. Stella positioned herself the same way as April on my opposite side and slid her hand up my shirt, playing with my nipple as the movie continued. Throughout the movies second half, the girls traded long, lingering kisses and I had the feeling I’d stepped in between what would have been a date.
I concluded that April and Stella were connected in the same way as Stella and I. It helped explain the strange disconnected behavior I felt from April in 2008. She had never married, or at least she still had her maiden name. Had she ever been married? Or had Stella’s death so devastated her, she never recovered? I vowed to never let a moment of harm befall my beautiful Stella, and if I ever returned to 2008, I hoped to find her there waiting for me with her sisters.
◆◆◆
 
Hand-in-hand, the three of us walked home, and my thoughts drifted to Emily. If I could have brought her with me to 1987, my life would have been perfect. As it was, a deep pang of longing left me feeling empty. Somehow, I had to reconnect with her while letting no harm come to Stella, April, Summer, and Mae. They were now my everything and although they didn't know it, they needed my protection.
When we reached the apartment, I pulled both beauties into a tight hug. “I wish we could freeze time right here in this moment.”
April gazed up at me and frowned. “What’s wrong?”
Stella buried her head against my chest and squeezed me tight around my waist. “Maybe we can if we squeeze each other tight and never let go.”
I kissed the top of Stella’s head and slipped my hand into April’s. Somehow, I had come back in time. However that had happened, I was convinced it was the universe’s way of righting a wrong. Nothing else mattered other than protecting the four souls living under this roof. Now I just had to figure out how.




Girl Power

August 9th, 1987 Bloomington, Indiana

 
Mae and Summer’s soaking wet lifeguard suits sat discarded in a pile at the back of the shower stall. Steam billowed through the wide gap in the curtain, and their voices echoed off the linoleum walls.
I peeled off my Speedo, my cock hard with anticipation, and stepped into the shower stall behind them.
Mae stood with her back facing me. Hot water cascaded over a million-dollar body that glistened beneath the changing room’s bright lights. Her long blonde hair, limp with water, reached halfway down her back. Soap suds covered her firm, exquisite ass while she worked shampoo into her hair, her tits jiggling into view from behind.
Summer stood in front of Mae with her head back and water streaming down her long raven hair. She worked a bar of soap over her already soapy tits and glanced past Mae’s shoulder before her gaze locked on me.
I smiled when our eyes met and held my finger to my lips hoping to enlist Summer as a coconspirator.
Summer’s lips turned up in acknowledgement before lowering her gaze to my fat cock. She licked her lips and worked the soap bar into her pussy, her eyes growing heavy with lust.
I tiptoed toward Mae, my cock wagging from side to side while the blonde goddess tipped her head back with her eyes closed and worked the shampoo deep into her scalp.
Summer winked at me and inched closer to Mae, lathering the blonde’s superb tits with soap.
I stepped up behind Mae and wedged my cock in her ass crack like an extra-large bratwurst stacked in a fluffy-white, freshly baked bun. I ran my hands over her hips and slid my fingers down her tummy in search of her smooth-shaven pussy.
“It’s about time,” Mae said, not acting even a little surprised.
“Busted,” Summer said before she inched closer and mashed her soapy tits against Mae’s.
I ground my cock into Mae’s ass, slipping and sliding under a layer of soap suds. My cock hardened, and I resisted the urge to drive my cock home. “Have we already established a routine?” I worked my hand lower and slid my fingers inside her pink folds, already slick with her juices.
Mae wriggled her ass against my cock while soapy water cascaded over her shoulders. “In three days, this shower has seen as much action as my bedroom.”
“And you haven’t exactly been a stranger in our beds,” Summer said. She slid her hands around Mae’s hips and reached for my soapy cock.
“I’ll have to work on my act. Predictability leads to boredom.” My cock hardened to the point of seeking relief while Summer’s fingers nimbly flashed over my head and shaft.
Mae pushed her ass backward and leaned forward, her tits swaying. “Baby, your cock is never boring. Now, stop teasing your girl.” She glanced over her shoulder and smiled at me, her eyes wicked.
Summer unwrapped herself from Mae and came around behind me while Mae leaned forward against the shower wall.
I dredged my tip through her hot fiery folds before slipping inside her moist, pink pussy.
Mae moaned and leaned further forward, resting her forearms against the wall. “God, baby. Fuck me and don’t hold back.”
Summer pressed her lithe body against my back and kissed my neck while she ran her hands over my chest. I felt her nipples harden against my shoulders while I pushed forward and drove my cock into Mae’s pussy like a railroad spike.
Mae grunted and her tits jiggled while water splashed onto the linoleum. “Yes,” she said, her voice cracking. “Harder, Jack.”
Her tight pussy wrapped my cock in a warm tight embrace. She flexed her abdominal muscles and her pussy twitched.
I held onto her hips while I plumbed her depths in a quick clockwise motion.
Summer ground her pussy against my ass while she licked her way around my ear. Her warm breath slid down my neck and sent a chill racing down my spine. She moaned softly while her hands roamed my six-pack abs.
I hammered Mae’s pussy hard and fast. The sounds of her heavy breathing and hard grunts mixed with the hard-slapping skin-on-skin contact of our fucking.
“That’s it, baby,” Mae said with effort. “I’m almost there.”
I slapped her ass and fucked her harder while the friction from her tight pussy sizzled my cock. “Come for me, baby.”
Mae moaned and raised her head while her legs shook, and her pussy twitched. “Cooomminnnggg….” She slowed the rhythm of her hips and changed directions, moving in a tight circular motion while her orgasm ran its course.
Behind me, Summer pulled my face around to meet hers before kissing me, parting her lips and exploring my mouth with her tongue. She rubbed her firm little body all over my back while I slowed the pace of my thrusts and let Mae slip off my cock.
Red and pulsing, my shaft swayed from side to side like an angry wolf cheated of a fresh kill. I whirled around and grabbed Summer’s ass in both hands, lifted her off the ground, and pinned her against the shower wall.
She gasped and locked her legs around my waist while I wasted no time and drove my cock inside her to the hilt.
Summer’s perky tits jiggled and shook while I rammed her hard and fast, feeling her wall muscles clench and flex at the foreign intrusion.
I nearly came from her tightness and paused just long enough to catch my breath and kiss her long and deep.
Mae took up where Summer left off, coming up behind me and kissing her way up my neck to my ear.
Summer ran her hands over my muscled chest and moaned into my mouth while I stroked in and out, picking up the pace of our fucking.
I watched my cock slide in and out of her bare pussy, remembering the shave session the girls and I had conducted during yesterday’s shower session. Pink and perfect her lips glided over my shaft stretching over my manhood like a second skin.
She broke off the kiss long enough to breathe, then opened her beautiful green eyes that peered straight into my soul. Summer bit her lip and her face contorted with pleasure while I hammered in and out, causing her beautiful titties to bounce and jiggle.
I picked up the pace, driving into her as deep as I could, hammering her pussy while her body rippled with pleasure.
Behind me, Mae ran her fingers down my ass and probed inside my crack while she curled her tongue inside my ear.
I felt the first inkling of an orgasm cresting on the horizon and I leaned forward, pressing my chest flat against Summer’s tits and throwing my body weight into the thrusts.
Summer locked her ankles around my waist and pulled my hips forward, holding my cock deep inside her pussy. She ran her fingers through my hair and licked my other ear before groaning. Her body went rigid and her pussy twitched in short orgasmic micro-bursts that lit up my cock like a firework’s show. “Ohhhhh… baby, I love you so much,” she whispered.
I grunted and dug my fingers deep into her ass while I blasted a thick jet of cum deep inside Summer’s womb. My orgasm ran wild, and I filled her with thick strings of sticky baby batter. I had become addicted to coming inside Summer Shepard and dreaded a life that didn’t include her. I kissed behind her ear while I continued unloading inside her pussy. “I love you too.”
With our libidos refreshed, the girls and I happily finished showering before we dressed and headed for Mae’s car. Greg Weaver stared us down on the way out, looking more annoyed with every passing day. It didn’t help his mood any that April had officially dumped him the morning after our movie date.
We climbed into Mae’s car and she fired up the engine before we headed down 17th Street toward home.
“Jack, can we go on a date tonight?” Summer asked from the backseat.
“You went on a date with him last night,” Mae said. “It’s Stella’s turn tonight.”
“What about tomorrow?” Summer asked.
“April asked me to help with her art class tomorrow,” I said. “But Saturday I thought the four of us could go to the quarries.”
Bloomington had a long history with limestone excavation and had supplied the nation with some of the most beautiful stone the world offered. The excavation process left behind deep pits filled with crystal clear lake water. The limestone walls made for great cliff diving and a shitload of fun. In 2008, Alex showed me the entrance to a secret quarry that nobody knew about.
“Yay,” Summer said excitedly. “Just the five of us, right?”
Mae and I traded a glance and a smile. “Just the five of us. There’s a great spot to do flips. You’ll love it.”
When we got home, we found April and Stella waiting inside. April had already made a salad and kabobs while Stella was dressed to the fucking nines leaning against the refrigerator watching April cook.
She wore a form-fitting gray one-piece lycra dress that ended just above her knees. It was cut low in the front, showcasing the best cleavage I had ever laid eyes on. Her long blonde hair hung loose over her shoulder with thin micro braids appearing occasionally in her glistening wavy mane. Her blue eyes sparkled, and she wore just enough makeup to highlight her full pink lips and amazing eyes. She destroyed the ten-point scale.
“Wow.” I stared at her like a fucking goof, my jaw hanging open, and my legs weak and rubbery.
“Jesus, girl,” Summer said. “You’ll start a bar fight looking that fine.”
Stella’s firm, powerful legs gave way to an ass built by God himself. She was a star sprinter on the university’s track team and had earned all-Big Ten honors the year before. She stepped forward, slipped her arm around my waist and kissed me on the cheek. “That’s why I have my boyfriend to protect me.”
“Look how sweet they are together,” April said. “Jack, where are you taking her?”
“Dinner at the Snow Lion,” I said. “Maybe the Bluebird after that.”
“I can’t get into the Bluebird,” Stella said.
“Dressed like that, nobody will stop you,” Mae said.
“I’ve got it all covered,” I said.
Stella edged closer, squeezing my waist tight. “See? My boyfriend is looking out for me already.”
Summer giggled. “You like calling him that, don’t you?”
“Jack’s the first boyfriend she’s ever had,” April said. “She might as well get her money’s worth.”
“Before dinner, I have a little surprise in store,” Stella said.
“What?” I asked.
“That’s why it’s called a surprise, dummy.” She gazed up at me, eyes sparkling, and I couldn’t help but stare straight down the front of her dress. I caught the edge of a white lace bra working overtime to haul in those magnificent globes.
If she didn’t let me fuck her tonight, I might have to kill myself. I’d spent a maddening three days chasing after her, but she hadn’t so much as kissed me since the movie theater. Not until I took her on a proper date, she said. So, a proper date I had arranged. And I wouldn’t let her out of my sight looking like that. I’d have every swinging dick on campus chasing after her. As it was, they already did.
“In that case, I’ll change into some clothes that may make me worthy of holding you on my arm.” I bent to kiss her, and she gave me her cheek.
“No kissing until you wine and dine me,” she said.
I kissed her on the cheek while the girls looked on adoringly.
“It’s like they’re going to the prom,” April said. “Let me get my camera.”
“Don’t you hurt our baby sister,” Mae said. “Or I’ll take it out on you.”
“You already took it out on me an hour ago,” I said.
“I think it was you doing the taking out,” Mae said, grinning.
Summer stepped up to Stella and whispered in her ear.
Stella nodded. “That’s the plan.”
Summer bounced up and down excitedly. “Is it okay if I’m just a little jealous?”
Stella grinned. “I was the jealous one last night. You looked amazing in that black dress.”
I took the break in the action to excuse myself. I headed upstairs to Summer’s room, which doubled as my own, and changed into something more date appropriate. I fished mine and Stella’s fake IDs from my wallet and pocketed enough cash to pay for everything. By the time I returned, April stood by the front door with a Polaroid camera and I grabbed Stella’s hand before we headed out the front door.
The girls gathered around while April took pictures of us. Mae handed me her car keys. A few minutes later, Stella and I pulled out of the apartment complex.
“Where to for this big surprise?” I asked.
She edged closer to me and rested her hand on my inner thigh. “Kirkwood. We’ll walk from there.”
I turned down College avenue and headed south.
Stella leaned over and kissed me. “If I forget to tell you later, I had a wonderful time tonight.” She smiled and straightened her arms, which caused her insanely fine tits to squeeze together.
I bit my lip and sighed. “Me too, baby.”
Then she surprised me by kissing me softly on the lips. “I am so crazy for you,” she said. “What’s wrong with me?”
“Wrong with you? Nothing. Don’t you believe in love at first sight?”
She wrapped her hand around my bicep and brushed her thumb over my skin. “Until I met you, no. But when we kissed that night in the parking lot, I saw shooting stars.”
I laughed. “I almost passed out.”
“I feel like… we belong together,” she said. “It’s like God put us on earth to love each other.” Her cheeks flashed red, and she averted her gaze.
“I love you too.” I slipped my hand on her leg and curled my fingers inside her inner thigh.
“You really do?” She asked me, her expression serious.
“I’m certain of it,” I said. “Like lay-down-in-front-of-a-moving-train-for-you certain of it.”
I parked on Kirkwood and Stella and I walked hand-in-hand down the street toward campus.
She attracted the unwanted stares of every swinging dick who passed by, including those behind the wheel. We heard whistles and catcalls, but Stella ignored them all.
“Does that happen everywhere you go?” I asked her.
She shrugged. “It’s embarrassing. I don’t see myself like that.” She curled her fingers in mine and squeezed. “I just need one guy who loves me.”
“You found him.” I was more determined than ever to make sure no harm came to Stella. The thought of someone raping and killing her made me physically ill, and I pushed that nightmare scenario out of my mind.
Stella stopped outside a piercing and tattoo parlor and gazed up at the sign. “This is it.”
“Are we getting matching tattoos?”
Stella shook her head. “Come on.” She pulled me through the front door and up to the counter where a goth girl covered in piercings and tats gave us a warm welcoming smile. “Welcome to Ray’s. How can I help you?”
“We have a 6:30 appointment,” Stella said. “The name is Stella Harrison.”
The girl opened her appointment book and nodded. “You guys want matching earrings?”
Stella gazed up at me expectantly, still clinging to my hand. “I thought…”
“Yes,” I said. “That’s exactly what we want.”
Stella beamed, squeezed my hand, and kissed softly on the cheek. “I love you,” she whispered before turning back to the girl. “My boyfriend and I want matching studs.”
Twenty minutes later, Stella and I walked out with matching stud earrings. Since she already had her ears pierced, she added a second piercing higher up her lobe while I added my first and only. I insisted on buying us matching studs, which Stella at first adamantly refused until she finally relented.
We walked out of the shop hand-in-hand with Stella grinning from ear to ear. She stopped me on the sidewalk and gazed up at me. “Jack, I didn’t even ask if you were okay with it. I just thought it was something we could share that’s only for us. Are you mad?”
“Mad? Are you kidding me? I love it almost as much as I love you. I’ll think of you every morning when I look in the mirror.”
She squeezed my hands. “I’m so relieved.”
I scooped her up into my arms and spun her around before laying a giant kiss on her lips.
Stella wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me back, parting her lips before our tongues met. She broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Where to next?”
I set her down and scooped up her hand. “We’re going Tibetan tonight.”
“I love the Snow Lion,” She came in close and wrapped my arm around her shoulder.
Between the tattoo parlor and the restaurant, a dozen guys practically fell over themselves staring at Stella. I could see why it got old, and I also understood why she spent so much time wearing jeans, oversized t-shirts, and baseball caps. She wasn’t a piece of meat. She was a living, breathing person with a beautiful mind, a loving heart, to go with her terrific body.
By the time we finished dinner, the stars had come out, and the nightlife had kicked in. The bars were jumping and lines formed outside of Kilroy’s and a dance club called Hooligans. Stella and I walked back to Mae’s car and headed for a Bloomington icon — the Bluebird. The Bluebird was a bar that specialized in local live music.
When I pulled the car up to the curb outside the bar on College Avenue, Stella looked worried. “Jack, we’re twenty. We can’t get in.”
I fished in my pocket and came out with two fake IDs. “One for me and one for you.”
She stared down at the ID and smiled. “It’s all my info,” she said.
“Except for the birth date,” I said. “Now you were born July 1st, 1966.” I handed it to her, and she slipped into her purse.
“You knew my birthday?” she asked.
“I asked Mae. It’s not a big deal, I just thought we might go on a lot more dates like this and why shouldn’t we be able to have a little fun?”
She pulled me into a kiss and opened mouth wide, our tongues lashing together.
My stomach entered roller coaster mode, and I leaned into the kiss, soaking in her warmth and tasting the sweet mint on her tongue.
She curled her fingers through the short hair at the nape of my neck before breaking off the kiss. She gazed into my eyes and smiled. “You are so getting lucky tonight.”
I swallowed away the lump in my throat and pushed aside the hard-on tenting my jeans. “I — I — uh… okay.” I stammered like a fucking idiot and Stella giggled before kissing me again.
“You are so sweet.” She took my hand and the guy barely even looked at her ID.
Her cross examined mine like I was on trial for murder, lobbing questions at me such as my star sign and my home county. After surviving the rectal probe, I took Stella’s hand, and we walked inside together.
The bar was dark and smoky, but only half full. The night was young by college standards, but the first act was already playing and they weren’t bad. It was odd hearing rock music from the ‘80s that wasn’t ever popular, and it didn’t sound all that different from live music in 2008.
“I’ll flag down the bartender,” Stella said. She stepped up to the bar and waved at the bartender, who ignored everyone else and made a beeline for her.
“I’ll have a Jack and Coke,” she said before gazing at me over her shoulder. “What do you want, baby?” She pulled my arms around her waist and squeezed my hands while I drew the ire of every guy within ten feet of us. The bartender went from interested to annoyed in the span of a single heartbeat.
“Uh… I’ll do a gin and tonic.” I leaned over her shoulder and put my cheek against hers, which seemed to further annoy the bartender before he set off to make our drinks.
Across the dance floor, I noticed Greg and a few of his non-swimmer buddies chilling in a booth just off the dance floor. Two half-full pitchers of beer sat on their table, and they were chatting up two girls I’d never seen before.
I made a mental note to find a table far away from them.
The bartender returned with our drinks. I slapped down some cash and took Stella’s hand before leading her through the growing crowd. More than one guy jostled her copping a cheap feel as we passed, which annoyed me to no fucking end.
On stage, the band played a Journey cover and the dance floor was only half full. I chuckled to myself, noting that even in the ‘80’s, bands played ‘80’s cover tunes. It was the decade all other decades relied on.
“How’s this?” I found a small table tucked away in a corner close to the dance floor that offered an excellent view of the band and easy access to the bar.
“It’s perfect.”
I held out Stella’s chair, and she sat before I took up the chair beside her.
Stella inched her chair closer to mine until she practically sat on my lap. She found my hand and rested her arm on my thigh while we sipped on our drinks and watched the band play.
“I can’t believe we’re in here,” she said. “I thought I’d have to wait another year.”
That hit me real fucking hard, and I felt a hollow pang rifle through my stomach. She didn’t have another year. Fuck, she didn’t have another month unless I figured out how she had vanished. I leaned in and kissed her. “No more waiting for anything. I think we should do or say whatever we want from here on out, no matter how crazy it might sound.”
A broad smile lit her face. “Like what?”
“For example, someday, I will marry you. That’s how much I love you.”
Stella’s mouth fell open and her eyes widened. “You’re serious?”
“When you know, you know,” I said.
“I feel the same way,” she said. “I’ve been imagining what our babies would look like, and you know what else?”
I kissed her lips with a loud smacking sound. “What?”
“The name Stella Love is so cool.”
It was cool. I grinned. “You’re my Stella love.”
She slid her hand inside my thigh and kissed me harder opening her mouth before our tongues flashed together.
“You’ve got to fucking be kidding me,” a slurred voice said in front of us.
Stella and I turned to find Greg Weaver standing over our table, swaying slightly on his feet.
“Hit the bricks, Weaver,” I said. “I’m on a date with my girlfriend.”
He laughed. “Your girlfriend? Fuck that. She’s not with you. She’s with me.”
Stella laughed. “I am with Jack and please leave before we involve a bouncer.”
Greg stared at her, his mouth hanging wide open, too stunned to speak. “Please tell me this shit isn’t real. I thought you didn’t date guys.”
I slid my arm around Stella’s shoulder, and she squeezed my hand. “Turns out she does. It’s you she didn’t want to date.” I waved him aside. “Please move. You’re blocking our view,” I said.
Stella giggled and her tits followed, her cleavage shaking and jiggling all while Greg stared down at her, his eyelids half closed and his eyes bloodshot.
I gazed straight down Stella’s top, noting the steep curve of her inner breast and the white lace clashing with her golden skin. I exhaled sharply before turning my attention on Greg. “The things I’m going to do to her later, you can’t even imagine.”
“Stop,” Stella said playfully. She curled a lock of her golden hair behind her ear before kissing me and sliding her hand further up my leg until it rested an inch from my cock.
Greg wiped his mouth with the back of his hand in what seemed like an effort to regain his composure. “Did you know he’s fucking your sister and Summer every single day at the pool? The guy’s a fucking player.” Greg said, his voice incredulous.
Stella smiled up at him. “Do you want Jack to fuck you too? I’m not sure you’re his type.”
Now it was my turn to belly laugh, and that’s when the bouncer showed up over Greg’s shoulder. “Is there a problem?”
I raised an eyebrow and looked at Greg. “Is there a problem, Greg?”
He clenched his teeth and glared at me. “Fuck you, Love.”
“That’s what I’m going to do to Jack later, isn’t it, baby?” Stella said while flashing him her baby blues.
The bouncer put his hand on Greg’s shoulder, and Greg shrugged it off. “I’m going.” He stormed off much like he had after I kicked his ass in the hundred free.
Stella and I spent the next few hours dancing, sipping our drinks, and when the slow dances came around, I held her tight and we exercised our rights to full-on PDA. She was very much a hands-on girl, and I loved every second.
Greg and his buddies took off shortly after Stella’s verbal take down. By the time we left the Bluebird, the clock read 1:06 AM. The drive home was short, but before we made it halfway home, Stella had unbuttoned my shirt. She slid her hands over my bare chest and abs before going lower and unfastening the button on my jeans. She licked her way around my ear and reached inside my pants before fondling my shaft in her warm, nimble fingers. It was all I could do to put the car in park before she slid onto my lap, straddled me, and kissed me long and deep.
Our tongues twined and Stella rocked on my lap, dry humping me in the front seat. Her tight gray dress rode up around her hips and I cupped her firm, track-star ass in each of my hot and hungry hands.
Stella moaned softly into my mouth and worked my shirt over my shoulders before sliding her palms down my chest and over my rock-hard nipples.
We were about five-minutes from full penetration, and sitting in the front seat of a convertible bug wasn’t how I had imagined our first time together. “Baby, let’s go up to your bedroom,” I said between kisses.
“Uh huh,” she nodded but couldn’t stop kissing me while she ran her hands over my chest and wrapped her arms around my shoulders.
I pushed open the car door with my foot and held on tight to Stella’s ass and upper hamstrings while I easily hoisted her out of the car without breaking stride.
The power moved seemed to please her as her kiss deepened and her breathing grew more rapid. She locked her legs around my waist and ran her fingers through my hair.
I managed to shut and lock the car holding her steady with one hand I couldn’t help but glance down her top and watch her ripe, full breasts squeeze tight against my chest.
The house was still and dark, which meant the girls were asleep or still out partying. Either way, I headed straight up the stairs with Stella while she continued to kiss me like her life deepened on it.
Inside her room, I pushed the door closed with my foot and lowered the stunning blonde beauty onto her bed, laying her down gently on her back.
Stella had decorated her room in pastel blues, yellows, and pinks. Her queen-sized bed was fluffy with plenty of pillows and a thick down-filled comforter. Candles, plants, and picture frames covered her dresser, desk, and shelves over her bed. Her bedside lamp glowed, bathing the room in warm incandescent light.
I broke off the kiss and stood above her, gazing down on her petite and curvy body. She gazed up at me, her blue eyes heavy with lust, and she licked her lips before reaching for the zipper on the side of her dress.
I took off her shoes, rubbing her tiny toes between my fingers and gently massaging the soles of her feet.
Stella worked her zipper down the side of her dress until it sprang open revealing her smooth golden-toned body, all curvy and perfect. Her tits jiggled and swayed inside her white lace bra, and her matching lace panties disappeared into a tight V-shape between her thighs.
A surge of adrenaline raced through my body, and my breath caught in my throat. There wasn’t a blemish, an ounce of fat, or a single imperfection anywhere on her body. Every curve was perfectly proportioned, every muscle lean and sensuous. Her flat tummy gave rise to tits with only one direct rival, my sweet Emily, who hadn’t yet been born.
I stepped forward and hooked my fingers inside Stella’s panties before pulling them over her hips and down her legs. After I tossed them aside, I gazed on her smooth, blemish free, pussy. Her pink slit glistened, barely noticeable between lips so flawless I felt my cock surge in my pants. She was a masterpiece in a league all her own. An overwhelming urge to taste her pussy washed over me and I ripped off my shirt while Stella sat up, her eyes locked on mine.
She unhooked her bra and her tits spilled free. Full and firm, her tits were perfectly round with steep cleavage, round quarter-sized areolas and nipples without a blemish or imperfection. Completely naked, Stella Harrison nudged her way to the edge of the bed and pulled down my already unbuttoned jeans.
My hard cock sprang free, bouncing and swaying while Stella tracked it with her gaze.
I stripped off my shirt, and removed my shoes, socks, and jeans until I stood before her naked, my cock jutting out in front of me like a water divining rod in search of buried treasure.
Stella reached for my cock, sliding her fingers around my shaft while she gently kissed my tip. She licked her way around my bulging head and up my glans before gliding the flat of her tongue over the pre-cum oozing from my cock.
Her tits swayed from side to side and I reached down, cupping them in my hands before squeezing her nipples gently between my thumb and index finger. “Lay back on the bed, baby.”
Stella glanced up at me, her eyes wide as if in surprise. She reluctantly released my cock before shimmying back on the bed and spreading her legs.
I crawled onto the mattress between her parted legs and kissed my way up her stomach before cupping one of her beautiful tits in my hand and gently kissing around her areola and nipple. I moved higher, my cock dragging across her pussy, touching her wetness before we came face to face.
She leaned up and kissed me softly before taking my face in her hands. “Jack, I’ve never been with a boy before.” She bit her lower lip and her eyes registered worry.
I kissed the tip of her nose. “We’ll go slow. Okay?”
She smiled and exhaled before she visibly relaxed. “I love you.”
I kissed her lips and then her chin. “I love you too.” I worked my way lower with my hand, kneading her tit and kissing my way down the deep valley between her breasts. Her skin felt warm and soft on my lips and I moved lower, kissing my way across her tummy.
Stella ran her fingers through my hair, and her breathing grew shallow and rapid. Her tits bobbled and shook while I moved lower and drank in her nipples standing erect.
I moved my face between her legs and rolled the fat part of my tongue up her slit, tasting her sweetness for the first time.
“Oh, baby,” she said breathlessly. She edged her hips up off the bed, giving me complete access to every nook and cranny of her pussy and ass.
I spread her lips with my thumbs and slid the tip of my tongue down her outer lips, making a trail all the way around.
Her tight, pink labia glistened with her juices. Her pussy was as textbook perfect as the rest of her, and she tasted like pure sweet sugar water without a hint of sour. I would eat her pussy for hours if I wasn’t so desperate to fuck her.
“Ohhh…,” she said, her voice sweet and soft. She writhed her hips against my tongue, fucking my face in the most mild-mannered way possible.
I worked my tongue deep in her trench, licking my way into her entrance and diving into her entrance before tunneling deep with the tip of my tongue.
Stella gasped and grabbed fistfuls of my hair while I ran my fingers through her labia and held her pussy open.
Goosebumps flashed across her chest and stomach before retreating a second later.
I worked my way up and down her pussy, lapping up the fresh flow of juices before I uncovered her hidden gem buried in her sweet pink folds. When I curled my tongue over Stella’s clit, she jerked her hips and squeezed her thighs tight around my face.
Bingo. I continued thrashing her clit with my tongue while I slid one finger inside her tight canal. Her wall muscles squeezed around my finger and I worked it in slow circles, in, out, and around while the motion of Stella’s hips intensified.
“Baby, you’re going to make me come,” she said.
“Let it go, my sweet,” I whispered.
I kept up the pace with one finger and tried to slip a second inside her, but her tightness made it impossible. I sucked her clit into my mouth and rolled it between my lips and Stella gasped, flooding my face with a fresh release of juices. I lapped it all up, honing in on her clit while I continued to finger-fuck her pussy.
“Oh, baby… commminnnnggg.” She huffed and panted and locked her legs around my shoulders, lifting her hips high off the bed.
I buzzed my lips over her clit and Stella moaned loud and long, mashing her pussy against my lips, nose, and tongue, her hips writhing and her body shaking. I soaked it all in, licking her clean from her pussy to her inner thighs and back to her tiny little asshole.
Stella gently pulled my hair, urging me toward her.
I came up for air, kissing my way up her inner thighs before crawling between her legs, my cock granite hard. I sat upright with my knees planted on the bed near Stella’s ass. I leaned forward, bracing myself with one arm by Stella’s chest while I dragged my tip over her hot wet pussy.
Stella ran her fingers over my bicep and gazed up at me, her body relaxed and her eyes heavy with lust. Her tits swayed and jiggled while I worked my tip through her trench, feeling every nerve ending come alive.
“If it hurts, I’ll stop,” I said. “Okay?”
She smiled and nodded. “I trust you.”
I pushed my tip into her entrance, and the tightness nearly took my breath away. I paused, stopping myself from coming and let my gaze wander up Stella’s magnificent body. I couldn’t believe I had the privilege of fucking her, and I vowed to never take her for granted.
Her pussy pulsed around my tip and I leaned forward, letting my cock go and hovering my body over hers. “Ready?”
“I love having you inside me.” She ran her hands up my arms, squeezing my bulging triceps muscles.
I pushed deep sinking my cock halfway in and Stella groaned digging her fingers into my arms. Her pussy was beyond the tightest I had ever felt, and my cock would surely tear her tiny tight pussy apart, but I was already halfway in.
Stella panted, and her tits jiggled while her blue eyes registered equal amounts of pain and pleasure. “Baby, you’re filling me up. Your penis is so much bigger than my toys.”
“We can stop.” That was the last thing I wanted, but I would die before I hurt her.
She shook her head. “I want to feel you come inside me.”
“Are you on birth control?” I asked.
“No, but I’m not ovulating,” she said. “Please don’t pull out.”
“Baby, are you sure? What if you get pregnant?”
“Then we’ll have a baby together. Is that so bad?” She asked her eyes wide and innocent.
God, she was so fucking beautiful. “No. We can have all the babies you want.”
She edged her hips higher, taking more of my cock inside. “Good. Then please shut up and fuck me.”
My cock twitched. Stella didn’t cuss, and the rare use of profanity somehow made her even hotter. I thrust forward and my cock slid the rest of the way home.
Stella gasped and wrapped her arms around my neck before pulling me into a kiss.
We kissed while she adjusted to my length and girth. I felt her pussy pulsing in waves and I wondered how much pain she was hiding from me.
“I’ve never been so happy,” she said. “I love you so much.”
“I love you too, princess.” My mind latched onto the fantasy of a Stella, Emily threesome. I’m not sure my heart could survive, nor was I sure I had the sexual prowess to pull it off. Bu so help me God, I would die trying.
With my cock fully buried inside my beautiful blonde princess, I plumbed her canal in smooth clockwise circles while I inched in and out, slow-fucking her in careful, calculated strokes.
She moaned and pulled me into a kiss, her tongue probing inside my mouth. She pushed up with her hips and I stroked in and out, picking up the pace, feeling every inch of her pussy ripple around my red-hot cock.
We entered a steady rhythm, the bed squeaking and Stella moaning while she hooked her feet inside my legs and fucked me back.
I had no hope of lasting long my first time with her. She was just way too hot. I felt her nipples rake against my skin and watched the motion of her tits as they floated on her chest, rolling in quick, tight circles.
Stella’s abdomen flexed with every push and I gazed down our bodies and watched my cock slide in and out of her pussy. No man would ever know her body the way I did. I would save her and marry them all, but she was all mine now and forever. Of that, there was no doubt.
She grunted as I fucked her harder and faster, bottoming out with every push. The bed squeaked loud and fast with the rhythm of our motion. Our skin slapped together and Stella ran her fingers down my chest to my stomach and flattened her palm just above my cock, feeling my body move into hers.
“Oh, God, Jack. I’m coming again.” She tightened her legs around mine and went rigid while my field of vision flashed white and the most powerful orgasm of my life roared up from my balls and I lost control firing torrents of cum inside her pussy filling her womb with an ocean of fertile spunk.
“I feel you inside me,” she said breathlessly, digging her nails into my back while I continued pumping, filling her with load after load of fresh hot cum.
“Ooohhhh Steellllaa.” My orgasm continued unabated as I lost all control and spurts of cum jettisoned into the beautiful blonde, painting her insides white.
“That’s it, baby. Let it go.” She pulled me into her arms and kissed me softly while my cock twitched, continuing to drain cum inside her.
We lay together heaving while Stella wrapped her legs around my waist and stroked her fingers up and down my back. She kissed my shoulder softly with my face buried in her neck.
“Jack?” she whispered.
“Yes?”
“Will you move in to my room with me?”
“Yes,” I said without hesitation.
“I’ll work it out with Summer,” she said. “But I don’t think I can sleep another night without you.”
“I may not get much sleep in here,” I said.
She grinned and kissed my nose. “Sorry in advance. But I’m pretty heavy on the affection in case you didn’t notice. That means lots and lots of sex.”
I already felt myself getting hard again. “I’m not complaining.” I rolled off Stella and laid back on the pillows beside her.
She propped herself up on one elbow and put her chin on my chest, staring up at me. “I’ve got one more gift for you.”
“Another gift? You’re spoiling me.” I reached down and ran my fingers through her hair.
“Be right back.” She rolled off the bed and walked naked across her bedroom.
Her beauty was unparalleled and when she moved, the sex oozed from her every pore. It would be impossible for me to tire of her, no matter how many years passed.
Stella opened her dresser drawer and dug around for something in the back.
I watched her tits sway, the steep curves of her ass, and the way her muscles shifted in her legs. She had enchanted me in her spell and I was in deep. If I couldn’t stop the tragedy to come, I didn’t think I would ever recover.
She found whatever it was she was looking for, shut her drawer, and walked back to the bed smiling. “I had our ears pierced for a reason.” She held out her hand and inside sat two diamond stud earrings. They weren’t ordinary diamonds, they were pink, and I’d seen them before in April’s attic and again in Emily’s nose.
My stomach bottomed out, and my chest suddenly tightened.
Stella must have noticed because she frowned. “What’s wrong?”
“They’re so beautiful,” I said. “I can’t possibly —
Stella pressed her finger to my mouth. “My grandmother gave April, Mae, and I each a pair. They’ve been handed down through many generations of women in our family. She told me that someday I should share them with my one true love. The earrings are magic. No matter how far apart we might be, they let us find our way home to each other.”
For fear of ruining the moment, I resisted the urge to grill her. The earrings had crossed my mind at least a dozen times while I racked my brain trying to figure out how I’d traveled through time, but I’d discounted that theory. Magic wasn’t real, and jewelry didn’t send people back in time — at least that was what I thought. I thought it more likely that I’d entered some space-time intersection and got sucked into some weird vortex.
But here was Stella with the earrings connecting them to some sort of family legend that connected with my own personal experience. It was too much of a coincidence.
Stella inched closer to me and sat on her knees facing me. She leaned forward and removed the temporary stud from the tattoo parlor and replaced it with the pink diamond. All the while, her beautiful tits swayed in front of me and it was all I could do to keep my hands off of her. As much as I wanted to grope her, I held off. She was sharing an intimate moment with me and I didn’t want to treat her like a piece of meat.
She took out the stud from her ear and replaced hers with the second pink diamond. “Jack, these earrings bond us in a way not even wedding rings could. Promise me to never take it off.”
I pulled her into me and kissed her softly. “I promise. So, does this mean we’re married?”
“It runs deeper than marriage,” she said. “The magic in these earrings is real. Our love for each other will channel through them, bonding us across all space and time.”
“So, if you’re lost, I’ll find you?” I asked.
“And I’ll find you.” She kissed me again and crawled into my lap, straddling me naked.
“How do they work exactly?” I asked.
“Like I said, they’re powered by pure love,” she said. “The longer we’re together, the more powerful the bond.”
That meant whatever happened to her on Labor Day weekend, I could find her. But if that was the case, then why hadn’t I found her the first time I was here? Why couldn’t I prevent her disappearance? What made me think I could do it now? Was I playing out a predetermined chain of events I couldn’t possibly alter? I didn’t want to think about that as a genuine possibility. “Where did they come from? Initially, I mean.” I ran my finger over the diamond in Stella’s ear.
“I don’t know exactly, but the power works. My grandmother swore by it,” she said. “And she isn’t one to make up stories.”
I wrapped my hands around her hips and cupped her ass in my hands. “I don’t plan on losing you… ever.”
“Good. Because I’m not going anywhere.” She kissed me again and opened her mouth before our tongues met.
My cocked stiffened, and I entered her. Stella rode me face-to-face, our eyes connected. We came together a second time, and I grunted, filling her with my seed, not caring a whit if she got pregnant with our child.
We fell asleep together, naked, tucked away under the cozy confines of Stella’s comforter and slept until late the next morning. I woke to her riding me, her tits swaying, her mouth open, and head thrown back. I came inside her again and one more time when we showered together.
When Stella and I finally made it downstairs, April, Mae, and Summer sat around the breakfast table happily chatting. Stella grinned from ear to ear and April smiled up at us, beaming.
“Our girl’s in love,” April said.
Mae gasped. “You gave him your earring?”
Summer smiled and looked happy, but not surprised. I came around the table and kissed every one of them good morning, while they showered Stella and I with compliments.
“This is a big deal,” April said to me. “I hope you realize what you’ve committed to.”
“I’ll love her forever,” I said. “Is that good enough?”
April kissed me full on the lips. “So long as we all get to share.”
“Of course,” Stella said. “But Jack’s moving into my room. Sorry, Summer.”
Summer shrugged. “We have sex every day at the pool, anyway. But don’t think I’ll let you have him all to yourself.”
“I know,” Stella said. “But I need him next to me every night, and if it means I’m being selfish, then so be it.”
“Good for you, sweet girl,” Mae said. She stood up and pulled me into a kiss using plenty of tongue. “But I got dibs on afternoon delights in my room.” She smacked my ass and kissed me one more time. “Are we on for later today?”
“Absolutely. I’ll bring the baby oil,” I said.
She gave me one last kiss before heading for the front door. “Gotta run. See you guys later.”
“Oh,” April said to me. “Pete’s waiting for you in the kitchen. He said he needs to talk, and it’s important.”
Had he finally found a way to charge my phone?
“He was very cryptic about the whole thing,” April said. “He mentioned something about not ruining the surprise.”
I started for the kitchen and April grabbed my hand. “One more thing, love. You promised to help me today with my art class.”
I leaned in and kissed her full pink lips and tasted vanilla and sweet cream. “A herd of elephants couldn’t keep me away.”
April smiled with satisfaction and kissed the tip of my nose.
When I entered the kitchen, I found Pete sipping on a cup of coffee, his expression grim.
He looked up at me as I reached for the coffee mugs. “Dude, we need to talk — now.”
◆◆◆
 
Pete drove me across the street and parked in the gravel lot outside the football stadium. His utter silence and stoic expression tipped me off to bigger problems than my dead cellphone. Had he busted it?
He killed the engine and turned to face me. “Who are you really? And don’t fuck with me.”
Shit. My cheeks flushed with heat. “You know who I am.”
Pete’s shoulders sagged, and he let out a held breath. “Jack, I cracked open your phone.”
I gritted my teeth, and I lurched toward him before catching myself. “Why the fuck would you do that? I told you not to mess with it.”
“You told me not to enter a password,” Pete said. “I kept my promise.”
“Did you break it?” I asked.
Pete looked annoyed. “Jack, the tech in that phone is so absurdly futuristic I don’t even know what the fuck I’m looking at.”
“I told you it’s a prototype,” I said.
Pete shook his head. “I’m not a dope, you idiot. There are dates on the internal motherboard stamped with the year 2008. How is that even possible?”
My face buzzed, and I felt my stomach teeter on the brink of throwing up. I pushed open the car door and got out, sucking in fresh air.
Pete got out on the driver’s side and came around beside me. “This is going to sound crazy, but did that phone come from the future?”
I leaned back against Pete’s car and rubbed my eyes. “Did you figure out how to charge it?”
He brought the phone out of his pocket and handed it to me. “It’s charged. I made it to the lock screen and I’ll tell you right now, there is no operating system on the planet that looks like that.”
I clicked on the home button and found the battery sitting at a hundred percent with the four-digit pin entry staring me in the face. “Do you believe time travel is possible?”
Pete didn’t flinch. “Theoretically it’s possible, but practically it’s not. You’re talking wormholes and power at a level that borders on impossibility.”
How much should I tell him? I didn’t want to fuck with the future. There was the butterfly effect and all that, but if I had been here once before then we had already had this conversation, which meant this conversation didn’t matter. At least that was my rationale. Besides, this was too big of a problem for me to take on alone, and Pete was a fucking genius. “I’m wondering how much I can trust you,” I said.
“You gave me your phone,” he said. “I could have gone straight to the FBI. But here I am.”
I nodded and held out my hand. “Hi. I’m Jack Love, a junior at Indiana University, and technically I haven’t been born yet.”
Pete’s jaw fell open, and he leaned back on the car gaping at me. “No fucking way.” He ran his hands through his hair and stared toward his feet, his expression incredulous.
I fished out my wallet and produced my driver’s license from 2008. “Here. See for yourself.”
Pete took the license and inspected it thoroughly. He handed it back before looking at me as if I had dropped in from another planet. “Is your DeLorean parked around the corner? Or should I be on the lookout for Iranian terrorists?”
I grinned and put my license back in my wallet. “No DeLorean and no Doc Brown. Honestly, I don’t know how I got here or how to get home.”
“Why don’t you fill me in, but let’s keep the info on a strictly need to know basis.”
I laid everything out from my visit to April’s house to when I ended up in the woods. I told him about Alex, Emily, and Stella’s looming disappearance. I included everything I knew up to Stella’s revelation last night regarding the earrings.
“You had sex with Stella last night and again this morning and you were both wearing the earrings?” Pete asked.
“Yes.”
“And you’re still here,” he said. “The earring angle may be a red herring.”
I opened my phone and showed him the picture of Emily from the night in the attic. “This is Mae’s future daughter, Emily.”
“Jesus, she’s stunning,” Pete said, taking the phone from me.
“More importantly, she’s wearing the earring.”
“In her nose,” Pete said. “Yeah. I noticed.” He spent a few minutes opening apps on the phone, but very few of them worked except for a few games. “What connection is it saying is missing? The phone company connection?”
I wasn’t ready to open the can of worms regarding the entire Internet. “Maybe it’s better I don’t tell you,” I said.
He didn’t push but opened my text messages and saw recent entries from Emily, including the picture Emily sent me from the car. “She looks like a brunette Stella,” he said. “They could be twins. Jesus dude, can you spare a babe for the rest of us?”
After having spent so much time with Stella, I looked at Emily through fresh eyes. They bore a striking resemblance to each other, which made sense. After all, they were family. “The thing is, I love Emily just as much as I love Stella. Why wouldn’t the earring Stella wore send me back to her?”
“Why did Emily’s nose ring send you to Stella in the first place?” Pete asked.
“Because I had already fallen in love with her, but I didn’t know it,” I said.
He handed me back my phone. “I don’t know, dude. This shit is mind bending, and I’m just a common college stoner.”
“How do I stop Stella from getting hurt?”
“Stay with her,” he said. “Especially on Labor Day weekend. Don’t let her out of your sight.”
Knowing that I had been in 1987 before, wouldn’t I have done that already? But what else was there? “That’s the plan, but it feels pretty thin.”
Pete surprised me by pulling me into a quick guy hug. “Don’t worry, Jack. I’ve got your back.”
“Thanks,” I said, returning his hug.
“I’ll let you know if I think of anything else,” he said. “Need a lift home?”
“Nah. I can walk.”
He opened the driver side door and peered across the top of his car at me. “By the way, that fucking dolphin kick makes sense to me now. I bet everyone uses it in 2008?”
“They sure do,” I said.
“One more thing,” Pete said. “Apple makes that phone? I suppose it’s worth buying some of their stock?”
I mimed locking my lips and throwing away the key.
Pete banged on the top of his car and pointed at me. “I’ll take it to the grave, buddy. Oh, and if you somehow get back to 2008, look me up.”
◆◆◆
 
I had no sooner walked in the front door, before April appeared in the hallway. “You ready, lover? We have to be there in fifteen minutes.”
April wore a pair of cut-off jean shorts, a red tank top that barely covered her sensational tits, and a pair of pink rubber flip-flops. She wore her red hair back in a ponytail and I had a hard time dragging my eyes from her deep creamy cleavage.
I’d forgotten about April’s art class, but I wasn’t about to disappoint her. “Yeah. Am I dressed okay?”
She grinned and picked up my hand. “You look perfect, baby.” She kissed me on the lips and I pulled her into a deep hug, inhaling sweet strawberries wafting from her hair. I felt her big soft tits press against my chest and my cock unfurled in my shorts. I slid my hands down to her ass and squeezed. “Maybe after, we can spend some quality time together?”
Like Stella, April and I hadn’t hooked up since the theater, but it wasn’t for my lack of trying. She had gone home for a couple of days and just got back into town.
“I’d like that.” She kissed me again, and our lips parted.
She tasted like fresh bubble gum, and her tongue melted inside my mouth. I slid my hands inside the back of her jean shorts and curled my fingers inside her satin panties. “Or we can skip the class and spend the day in bed.”
April broke off the kiss and wrapped her arms loosely around my neck and shoulders. “I’m the teacher. I kind of have to show up.”
I groaned. “Okay. I’ll do anything you ask as long as you promise not to blow me off after.”
“I’m yours all day long,” she said. “I promise.”
She took my hand and led me from the house. “We can walk. I’m teaching at the sorority.” We strolled down the sidewalk hand-in-hand soaking in the gorgeous summer morning.
“By the way, I’m not sure what you want me to do, but I know zero about art,” I said.
“I didn’t tell you?” She frowned. “I’m teaching a painting class. I need you to model.”
“Oh. No problem.” I grinned and slid my fingers inside hers, squeezing gently.
“Nude,” she said.
I laughed and glanced sideways at her. “Good one.”
“I’m serious,” she said. “I could have sworn I asked you.”
“Uh… nope. I’m sure I would have remembered that bit.”
“Do you mind doing it? For me?” She stopped me on the sidewalk, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed my cheek. “I’ll be extra, extra, extra nice to you after we’re done.”
“That’ a lot of extras,” I said.
“Besides, you have a beautiful body, you should show it off.”
“In front of all your friends?”
“I’m proud of the way my man looks,” she said.
“Does that make you my girl?”
“If you want me to be.” She batted her green eyes at me and smiled seductively.
“Yes, please. I’ll take two scoops of April sunshine sprinkled with strawberries.”
April giggled. “If you hold real still during class, I bet you can convince the teacher to give you an A.”
“Not an A-Plus?”
“I don’t hand out A-pluses that easy,” she said. “You must convince me you’ve earned it.”
I slipped my arm around her shoulder and gazed down the front of her shirt, watching her creamy tits jiggle and shake. “How long until I can claim my prize?”
“The class lasts an hour,” she said.
We made our way to her sorority house and since fall classes hadn’t started, the house was mostly empty. She led me to a small courtyard at the center of the house where a half-dozen easels sat in a loose circle. A handful of college-aged hotties manned each one, setting up their stations with all the artistic necessities.
April pulled me into a small changing room just off the courtyard and tossed me a robe. “Come out after you get undressed.”
“Hey, you’re not going to help me?”
She blew me a kiss. “I have to get the class ready. Give me a five-minute head start.”
She shut the door and left me to my own devices. I stripped completely naked and put on the robe. A few minutes later, I emerged and waltzed into the courtyard, the sash barely tied in the front.
Six sets of eyes turned toward me, plus April’s.
She smiled at me demurely. “Ladies, as promised, we’ll be painting our first nude today. Jack has graciously offered to model. Let’s make sure he feels comfortable.”
I approached a stool sitting in the middle of the courtyard and glanced up at April. “Now?”
She nodded, and I loosened the sash on my robe. I unfurled the robe off my body and tossed it aside, standing before the class bare-ass naked.
April’s gaze roamed my body from head to toe, pausing on my fat cock. She licked her lips, and I saw the lust in her eyes.
Around the courtyard, the girls all stared, some shocked, some embarrassed, and a few looked ready to pounce.
“Jack, you can sit down.” April said.
I sat, and April took a moment to direct me into the proper pose before the girls went to work.
Getting naked for a group of random strangers really didn’t bother me. I was proud of my body, and I liked it when women checked me out. I felt no shame or embarrassment, which seemed to set everyone at ease. A few minutes in, and my nudity seemed secondary. April went from easel to easel offering tips and instruction, but I noticed her staring in my direction whenever she had a chance.
By the time the hour concluded, my biggest problem was stiff muscles.
“Thank you, ladies,” April said. “Take your paintings to the back hallway and leave them to dry on your way out.”
The girls packed up their belongings while I slipped my robe on and stretched my aching muscles. After the last one departed, April stepped up to me and slid her hands inside my robe.
“I’m so wet right now, I could scream.” She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and gently stroked.
I loosened the sash on my robe and let it fall to the ground. “Looks like I earned that A-plus?”
“Yes you did, lover.” With her hand curled my shaft she pulled me into a hungry, passionate kiss probing my mouth with her tongue.
I reached for the bottom of her tank top and raised it over her tits encased in a pink satin bra.
April broke off the kiss and raised her arms over her head before I tossed the tank top aside. She held my gaze steady while she worked loose the button on her shorts and wriggled out of them. “Now it’s time to earn some extra credit.” She grinned and shimmied out of her panties while I unclasped her bra, setting her warlocks free.
Her body looked carved from marble, its perfection unquestioned. Like her sisters, April’s tits were smooth, natural, and exquisitely soft. When it came to sheer size, she had hit the genetic jackpot. She topped her sisters and her future niece for the biggest tits. They swayed in front of me, almost mesmerizing in their perfection. Her pink, puffy areolas looked good enough to eat and her nipples stood thick and erect. Her breasts gave way to a tiny waist and flat firm tummy before flaring out into hour-glass hips and a delicious heart-shaped ass. She looked like Valentine’s Day on steroids and as mouthwatering as a strawberry cupcake. A thin patch of soft red hair covered her pussy and I couldn’t wait to sink into her.
I reached for her tits, letting their natural weight lay heavy in my palms while I pulled her into a kiss.
She moaned into my mouth and squeezed my ass while my cock hardened against the soft curves of her womanly tummy.
“Fuck me, Jack.” She said between kisses.
I hoisted her up off the ground, and April locked her legs around my waist. I eased back onto the stool setting her down on my lap wither her big tits mashed against my chest.
My cock slid up against her wet warm trench and I gazed down at her sweet pink pussy glistening under the warm afternoon sunshine.
April locked her legs around my waist while elevating slightly off my lap before grabbing hold of my cock. The action caused her beautiful tits to squeeze together, creating a mouthwatering dessert tray of all-you-can-eat cleavage. Her green eyes blazed with lust as she lined my cock up at her sweet pink honey hole. “I’ve wanted to fuck you since the first second I laid eyes on you.”
“That makes us even,” I said, taking her tits into my hands and kneading her soft flesh between my fingers.
She dragged my tip over her entrance and laid my shaft sideways inside her labia, coating me with her warm wet juices. “Are you ready to slide your cock into mama?”
My cock twitched and hardened in her pink folds and I leaned forward, kissing along her neck while I squeezed her tits harder slipping her engorged nipples between my fingers.
“You like it when I talk dirty, baby?” She lined my cock up in her hole and lowered herself onto my shaft. April shuddered and goose flesh rose across her chest.
Her pussy felt like sliding into a warm bath on a cold winter’s day. It swallowed me whole and curled my toes. I came alive inside her, feeling her muscles slither over my shaft and melt like a hot fudge sundae. I struggled against the urge to come inside her and held still, praying the moment would pass.
“You like fucking your mommy, baby boy?” She kissed me softly and gently rocked.
I groaned and squeezed her tits harder while my balls begged for release. “I love fucking you,” I said breathlessly.
“You can come inside me all you want,” she said, voice soothing. “I know you can make mama proud.”
I didn’t realize I had a mommy fetish until April’s role play, but damned if I didn’t. My cock was titanium hard, and she was easily the best fuck of my life.
She rode me, grinding her hips forward and backward, driving my cock deeper into her pussy with every driving thrust.
I let go of her tits and ran my hands down her waist before cupping her ass in both hands and pushing her deeper while I drove my hips upward.
“You’re so deep inside mommy’s pussy,” she closed her eyes and her lips parted. “Put a baby in mommy’s tummy, my sweet boy.”
I angled my cock deep inside her while April pushed forward and held still. She gasped and moaned, squeezing my shoulders while her tits swayed and jiggled against my chest.
My cock pulsed, and I squeezed her ass hard so as not to come. The depth of my penetration was unrivaled. We held still coupled together, my cock buried inside her while I savored the moment.
April slid backwards on my lap and braced herself by placing her hands on my knees. She increased tempo and changed from a grinding motion to a bouncing motion causing her tits to slap together with a solid smack.
Her tits swayed in tight, fast circles, gently mashing together every time I bottomed out. April’s ass slapped against my thighs and her soft grunts and louder moans tightened my balls to the point of no return.
She shifted her weight forward, threw her arms around my neck and leaned forward, grinding my cock deep inside her pussy. “Oooohhhh… Jack, that’s it, lover.” Her body stiffened and her pussy twitched while her orgasm swept over her.
My orgasm steamrolled me over like a stalled car meeting an oncoming train. I squeezed April’s ass and pulled her hips down, burying my cock as deep as I could while unloading an ocean of cum into a womb built for breeding. “Oh God, April.” I grunted and bucked my hips, firing off round after round of potent spunk straight into her cervix. Had I impregnated her with our son? Her sex was a drug, and I was hooked. If I ever made it back to 2008, I would make a beeline for her bedroom and fuck her silly.
April didn’t move off my lap while we basked in the afterglow, kissing and fondling until we heard a door slamming shut from somewhere inside the sorority.
Reluctantly, April pushed herself off my lap and got dressed while I put on my robe.
“You promised me all afternoon,” I said.
She grinned at me and raised an eyebrow. “You ready for more?”
“Yes, mommy.” I pulled her into a kiss before dragging her from the courtyard.
April and I spent the rest of the afternoon in her bed exploring a half-dozen sexual positions while I emptied two more loads inside her. After several hours of marathon sex, April and I lay side-by-side in her bed with her sheets a wreck and our naked bodies glistening with sweat.
“That was incredible,” I said, taking her hand in mine and bringing it to my lips.
She rolled onto her side and pushed herself up on her elbow, her big tits settling against my chest. “Jack, can I ask you a serious question or is it way too early?”
I frowned. “What’s wrong?”
She ran her finger across my chest, drawing an invisible pattern as if she were summoning courage. “It’s nothing.”
“April, my love. Tell me before I’m forced to tickle it out of you.”
She looked at me, and her green penetrating eyes turned me into roadkill. “I want to have your babies.”
“Okay,” I said. “I’m happy to put babies in you if that’s what you want.”
“I’m ready now,” she said. “And not just one baby. I want a lot of kids with you. A whole house full. I’ve always dreamed about having a big family, and now I’ve found the guy to build that dream with.”
That made me both happy and sad. I knew April had only one child, and she had never married. What happened to me that I would abandon her? “Are you on the pill because we’ve had enough sex to produce an army?”
“I’m on the pill,” she said. “But I want to go off it as long as you’re willing.”
“Done,” I said. “Let’s put a baby in you this month.”
“I don’t want to scare you off. I don’t know what I would do if I lost you,” she said. “I’m willing to wait if you aren’t ready.”
I pulled her into my arms and kissed her. She was destined for twenty-years of disappointment. I had fucking abandoned her, and she must have hated me for it. “April?”
She looked up at me expectantly.
There was so much I wanted to say. I wanted to tell her I was sorry and that I didn’t mean to abandon her, but I hadn’t… yet. That was crazy talk. In the end, I decided on the truth. “I’ll love you forever. Let’s knock you up.”
Her eyes glistened, and she leaned over and kissed me softly on the lips. “I love you too.”
◆◆◆
 
By the time Saturday rolled around, the girl’s spirits were sky high and climbing. We had the car packed with beer, food, towels, and Summer’s boom box. The sun was shining, and the girls were all clad in bikinis. The five of us packed in Mae’s car and headed out of town toward a secret swimming hole I had discovered in 2008.
The limestone quarries had been around for more than a century, and there were dozens of them scattered throughout southern Indiana. The secret was knowing how to find the good ones not already packed with students and getting to them without getting caught for trespassing. The quarry I knew about had both going for it, and the entrance was well-hidden from prying eyes.
We headed down the highway with the music cranking and the girls singing. Stella rode shotgun wearing a red, white, and blue star-spangled bikini showcasing her Playboy body. We attracted more than a few stares on our way out of campus. Twenty minutes later, I slowed down and turned down an old trucking road hidden by overgrown shrubs. The road was bumpy, and I drove slowly to preserve Mae’s car from damage.
Five minutes later, I made a second turn beneath the limbs of an oak tree that was considerably larger in 2008 than it was now. There was no road but soft grass that gave way to cobbled rock. When we rolled up to the edge of a pristine limestone quarry filled with crystal-clear water, the girls squealed with delight and piled out of the car.
I killed the engine, climbed out, and crossed the rocks until I stepped onto a broad, flat, limestone expanse that stretched out twenty-feet wide, ending in a sheer drop.
“This place is incredible,” Stella said. She threw her arms around me and I reached down and cupped her sweet little ass.
She kissed me hard on the lips and bounced back to the car, helping the girls unload towels, coolers, beer, and food.
Summer, wearing a barely-there black bikini, fired up her boom box and hit play. Stevie Nicks crooned Gypsy and Mae, wearing a snow-white bikini, handed me a cold Budweiser long neck while we gazed over the cliff’s edge.
Five meters below the water was clear and glassy smooth with a second flat rocky outcropping perfect for sunbathing. Trees lined the rim of the pit all the way around, and there wasn’t another soul in sight. There was also a makeshift path that easily led up to the car which made this place epic as far as college summer parties went.
April appeared beside me and grabbed my hand. “How did you find this place?” She wore a pink bikini showing massive cleavage and a pair of dark sunglasses with her red hair pulled back into a tight ponytail.
I could hardly tell her that our son showed me. Instead, I opted for a white lie. “Pete showed me.”
“Remind me to buy him a beer,” April said. “This place is off the hook.”
In no time flat the girls had set up a makeshift camp with lawn chairs, coolers, a portable grill, a boom box and even a portable table useful for drinking games. We drank a few beers, danced, and the girls spilled all the tea on who was fucking who on the swim team and the sorority. We laughed and kissed and grilled hamburgers and listened to cheesy ‘80’s music and some not so cheesy.
“I’m hot,” I announced to my harem before setting aside my beer and heading for the cliff. “Who’s jumping with me?”
“Me,” Stella jumped out her chair and took my hand bouncing up and down eagerly.
“Me too.” Summer jumped up beside her and took my other hand before we made our way to the cliff.
We stood at the edge, staring down into the clear water twenty-feet below.
“That’s a big drop,” I said.
“Hold on to my hand, you big baby,” Summer said.
“Mine too,” Stella said without nearly as much bravery.
“Hey you three, turn around,” April said.
We all glanced over our shoulder and smiled before April snapped a Polaroid.
“Okay. Now you can go.”
I glanced left and right at two of my angels and grinned. “On the count of three,” I said.
“One,” Summer said.
“Three!” I shouted and pulled us off.
The girls screamed and my stomach dropped before we splashed into the water, arms and legs flailing.
The water was borderline cold but felt invigorating on a hot summer day. I kicked to the top before Stella and Summer emerged beside me.
Stella grinned and lunged at me. “You stinker.” She tried to dunk me, but I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her in tight, squeezing her ass as I did.
Summer used the distraction to try to dunk me, but I was too strong. I reached behind my back, wrapped my arm around her waist, and dragged her around only to discover her beautiful bare breasts bouncing before me with her bikini top floating inches away.
I snagged her bikini a second before Summer could reach it.
She giggled and splashed water in my face. “Give me my top back, you big jerk.” Her beautiful perky tits bounced and her nipples stood rock hard in the cold water.
From behind me, Stella wrapped her arms around my shoulders and rode me piggy back. “I’ll hold him. Grab your suit.”
Summer lunged for the suit in my hand, but I wrapped one arm around her waist and wrestled her in tight, while sliding my hand down the back of her bikini bottoms.
With her tits smashed against my chest, she forgot all about the suit and slid her hand down my abs before dipping her fingers inside my swim trunks and grabbing hold of my cock. “Have you ever heard the phrase, I’ve got you by the balls?”
Stella giggled, and I felt her big tits sliding all over my back while she locked her ankles around my waist. “We’ve got you right where we want you.”
“Really?” I treaded water and feigned ignorance, kissing Summer and nibbling on her bottom lip while I massaged her bare ass cheek in my hand. I felt her warm breath curl down my cheek and her dark hair hung straight back over her shoulders.
Summer’s green eyes sparkled, and I felt her fingers gently stroke my cock. “I could do mean things to you, Jack Love.”
Stella wrapped her arms around my chest and the warmth from her body chased away the cold and her breath curled inside my ear while she gently ground her crotch against my lower back. “I’ve got him in a death grip.”
I laughed and kissed Stella’s cheek. “I’ve got two of the prettiest girls on campus half naked, climbing all over me. One of them is topless with my dick in her hand, and the other is rubbing her big beautiful breasts all over my back. I’d say it’s me who has you two right where I want.” I felt my cock slowly expand under Summer’s warm fingers.
Stella licked the rim of my outer ear and smiled at Summer. “He has a point.”
“Fine,” Summer said. “Keep my top. I’m taking your swim trunks.”
Like I cared. I grinned and shrugged. “If that’s what it takes.”
Summer dipped under water and pulled down my swim trunks before re-emerging a few seconds later holding them up like a trophy. “I win.”
I swam toward her with Stella gleefully riding my back.
Summer exited the water onto a smooth flat rock, easily hoisting herself up while she yelled toward the top of the cliff. “I’ve got Jack’s swim trunks.”
April and Mae stood at the top of the cliff gazing down at us, smiling.
“Why don’t you two join us?” I yelled up to them.
“Naked?” April yelled back.
“Yes,” Stella said and pulled off her own top before tossing it onto the rock at Summer’s feet.
I hoisted Stella and I onto the rock beside Summer with her still clinging to my back. My cock, half-hard, bounced and swayed while I moved toward Summer like a predator ready to strike.
Her eyes widened, and she giggled. “No fair, Jack. You’re bigger than me.”
I grabbed Summer around the waist, eliciting a shriek while Stella laughed so hard she could barely hang on.
“Here we come,” April said from the edge of the cliff.
We looked up to find the twins completely naked, standing hand-in-hand ready to jump.
I let go of Summer and Stella slipped off my back before we turned toward them and cheered them on.
The girls jumped, squealing, arms and legs flailing, before they hit the water with a giant splash.
On each side of me, Stella and Summer slipped off their bikini bottoms while Mae and April swam toward us, their bodies glistening under the bright August sunshine.
I sat down on the rock, the warmth from the surface radiating across my cold skin.
Stella stretched out sunning her body while Summer sank down on her knees beside me.
April and Mae joined us on the rock, all of us naked.
Summer reached out and slowly started playing with my cock while Stella rolled up beside me and kissed my shoulder.
“I know a game we can play if you’re interested,” Summer said, grinning.
“I love party games,” April said.
“I have a feeling this one will be unique,” Mae said.
“All the beer is up in the coolers,” Stella said.
“That’s not the kind of game I’m talking about,” Summer said. “This game is called make Jack come first.”
Mae grinned. “I knew we could count on you to keep the party going.”
“How do you play?” Stella ran her knee over my midsection and started playing with my nipple.
“We each get two minutes per round,” Summer said. “Whoever gets him off gets to sleep with him tonight.”
“Hey,” Stella said. “I can’t sleep without Jack.”
“Fine,” Summer said. “Whoever wins, gets to sleep with Jack and Stella tonight.”
“I’m in,” April said.
“What if I win?” Stella asked.
“Then you get to choose one of us to sleep with you and Jack,” Summer said.
“I like this game,” Mae said.
“Me too,” Stella said. “I can make Jack come whenever I want.”
“Do I get a say in this?” I asked
“No,” the girls said in unison.
“Whoever goes last has an advantage,” Mae said. “The other girls prime the pump if you know what I mean.”
“Hmmm… that’s a good point,” Summer said.
“You could make the opening round a minute long,” I said.
“We’re counting on you to resist as long as you can,” Stella said.
I gazed at the five stunning naked goddesses surrounding me. “I don’t see the game making it into the third round. You are all way too hot.”
Summer beamed. “Thank you, baby.” She leaned over and kissed me.
“We’ll do a mini rock-paper-scissors tournament to see who goes first,” April said.
The girls paired off and spent the next couple of minutes figuring out the fuck order. It went Stella first, then Summer, Mae, and April.
“Let’s fluff him up,” Summer said.
“Just until he gets hard,” Stella said.
The girls spent the next two minutes kissing and fondling me until my cock stood tower tall.
“We should play this game more often,” I said.
“Stell, you’re up first,” Summer said.
April took off her waterproof watch and handed it to Summer. “We can take turns timing.”
“Ready, set, go,” Summer said.
Stella wasted no time. She got busy on my cock, sliding it into her mouth while she licked my tip, swirling her tongue down the back of my glans. With one hand she stroked my cock and I watched her tits jiggle and shake.
I was under no threat of coming, and I imagined the girls would bake some strategy into the contest. Stella didn’t want to come out guns blazing, yet her tongue writhed over my shaft and her breath curled down my balls. The sloshing, slurping sounds of her head job set my cock pulsing insider her cute little mouth.
“Time,” Summer said. She handed the watch to April and took up where Stella left off. She licked up and down my shaft like it was a candy cane while she fondled my balls and stroked my cock. She suctioned my cock, draining the pre-cum from my shaft while she slowly stroked me, moaning and slurping on my cock.
I reached down and ran my fingers through her wet hair while the suction from her lips and mouth set my balls tingling. Her mouth melted around my cock, writhing wet and tight. My cock twitched and my toes curled while I continued stroking her hair.
“Time,” April said.
Mae was next, but rather than keep up the blowjob, she switched strategies by straddling me, raising her hips, and sliding my cock inside her pussy lips. She started hot-dogging my cock while she leaned forward, her big tits dragging across my chest.
I cupped her tits in my hands and tweaked her nipples while Mae kept up a slow steady pace, gazing into my eyes while her wet blonde hair tickled my chest.
She leaned down and kissed me, opening her mouth to mine while her pussy grew warm and slick with her juices.
I groaned and my breaths came fast and heavy while I bucked my hips, sliding my cock up and down her labia.
Beside me, Summer and Stella used their break to engage in their own contest. Summer lay between Stella’s parted legs and the girls kissed, tongues flying while their tits mashed together. Their groans competed with mine, and Summer’s hand moved between Stella’s legs. The blonde beauty’s breathing quickened, and she pushed her hips up off the stone.
“Time,” April said.
With Summer and Stella occupied, April waited for Mae to dismount before handing her the watch.
April quickly knelt before me and wrapped my cock in her big creamy tits. Already slick with Mae’s juices, my cock easily slid up and down, my head appearing between her tits with every pass. Warm and tight, April mashed her tits together and worked them faster before backing off and gazing up at me, smiling. “You like mama’s big tits, don’t you baby?”
I already felt my balls constricting, and I had to avert my gaze from her liquid green for fear of exploding all over her big milky jugs.
Beside me Summer had her face buried between Stella’s legs and Stella bit her lip, moaning and groaning while her hips gyrated.
The heat from April’s tits put me on the brink and when she lowered her head and sucked my tip in between her lips, I groaned and thrust my cock higher sliding it over her ripe pink lips.
“Time,” Mae said.
I lay back heaving for breath after surviving round one of an impossible contest.
April reluctantly uncoiled her tits from around my cock while Stella pushed herself up off the rock and towered over me, tits shaking and her pink pussy glistening with wetness.
Stella lowered herself onto my cock and sank in deep while eyeing me the whole time. “I love you, baby. Is my pussy too tight?”
I bit my lip and looked for something to hang onto and settled for Stella’s tits while she leaned forward and bobbed up and down on my cock.
“Rounds are now two minutes long,” Summer said. She and April sat on their knees facing each other before the ginger beauty pulled my raven-haired fuck freak into a tongue twisting kiss.
As the girls went at it, Stella found her stride fucking me hard and fast, her tits bouncing off my chest while I pulled her into a passionate kiss.
She broke off the kiss and leaned into my ear, licking inside while her warm breath left me ravaged. “Come inside me, baby.”
I grabbed hold of Stella’s ass and gritted my teeth. My orgasm was imminent and holding off much longer would be impossible, especially so if each girl went all out.
Her wall muscles squeezed my shaft and her pussy quivered. Her body pitched forward and backward, and she moaned in my ear every time I bottomed out.
“Jack, I’m coming.” She dug her fingers into my chest and sat up while her body went rigid and her orgasm washed over her.
“Time,” Mae said.
Stella crawled backward and my cock popped out of her pussy before bouncing into a tower straight formation. My shaft glistened with her juices, shining like a beacon in the bright afternoon sunshine.
I groaned at the extrusion, closed my eyes, and breathed in, trying to lower my heart rate and give my cock a much-needed break.
Summer wasn’t having any part of it. She knew that her ass was my Achilles heel and mounted me reverse cowgirl style, guiding my cock into her pussy while she leaned forward, giving me a front-row seat of the best ass in town.
Her tightness wrapped my cock in a vise and I reluctantly grabbed hold of her perfect ass before settling my hands on her hips.
She bobbed up and down hard and fast before glancing over her shoulder and grinning. “I dare you to squeeze my ass.”
A major orgasm flashed in my balls and I couldn’t bring myself to do as she asked. That action would cause me to flood her pussy with a major fault-line eruption. Instead, I focused on math equations while Summer sat up straight, arched her back and ground my cock deep inside her pussy.
“Take control, baby. Take what’s yours,” she said.
I screamed before gritting my teeth and squeezing my eyes shut.
“You’re going to make him blow,” Stella said.
“Hold on, Jack,” Mae said. “Twenty seconds.”
Summer leaned back and braced herself on my chest. Her dark hair hung back over her shoulders tickling my chest while her beautiful tits rolled from side to side clearly visible from behind. She ground forward and backward, and then I felt her fingers dig into my chest and her pussy quiver.
“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” Stella moved in to kiss Summer while her orgasm washed over her body.
“Time,” Mae said handing the watch to Stella while Summer sat on my cock motionless heaving for breath.
“Come on,” Mae said. “You’re going to make him come outside your window.”
“My fucking legs are like rubber,” Summer said.
Stella helped Summer up and Mae got down on all fours before grinning back at me. “Fuck me from behind, baby.”
Mae was pro-level at doggy offering me the deepest penetration while I got to fondle her massive tits.
I crawled to my knees, using the moment to allow my orgasm to recede, but I was in definite edging territory and. I was hanging on for dear life and had little hope of making it out of this round.
“Don’t start the timer until he starts fucking me,” Mae said.
I slid my cock inside the Sports-Illustrated-hot blonde goddess and sank into her depths, feeling her warm wetness surround me like her pussy had been created from a mold of my cock. I had lost count of the number of times I’d fucked Mae Harrison, but it wasn’t enough, because I froze, fearing my orgasm would leak into her pussy against my will.
Mae wasn’t having any part of it. She ground her hips in tight clockwise circles, rocking forward and backward while I watched my cock slide in and out of her pussy.
“Fuck.” I screamed and squeezed Mae’s hips while an orgasm pulsed at the edge and my head spun with the effort.
“I love you, baby. Come inside me and I’ll fuck you so hard tonight.” Her voice was breathless and her big golden tits swayed under her chest, jiggling and shifting, begging me to latch on.
On each down stroke, my tip nudged her cervix, and an explosion was imminent. My next move caught Mae by surprise. I leaned forward and slid my hand under her stomach and worked my fingers over her clit. I fingered her clit in fast clockwise circles and felt her pussy practically vibrate around my cock.
“Oh my God.” Mae screamed and arched her back moaning and grunting locked in the throes of an orgasm.
With her attention diverted, I held my cock still inside her, holding off the inevitable for a few more seconds.
“Time,” Stella said.
I pulled out of Mae’s pussy with a sharp gasp and Mae fell forward, her orgasm still washing over her.
April stretched out on the rock beside me and smiled, parting her leg. “Come to mama.”
April’s tits jiggled and swayed while she stretched out in missionary position.
“If you can outlast her, I’ll fuck you three times a day for a week,” Stella said.
“You’ll do that anyway,” Summer said.
I grinned at them as I crawled between April’s legs and dragged my tip through her bubble-gum pink pussy lips.
April wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in close, kissing me softly before whispering in my ear. “I’m off the pill. Come inside me, my love.”
I sank my cock into her and it felt like entering the gates of heaven itself. Creamy and wet like warm apple pie, I would not make it. I moaned and breathed in and out, my breaths quick and shallow.
April locked her legs around my waist and pulled me deep inside her while she worked her tongue inside my ear. “Mommy will fuck you so good tonight,” she whispered.
I ground my cock inside her, plumbing her depths while April worked her hips in a slow circular motion.
Her tits rolled on her chest, and her hard nipples raked my chest. Her moans filled my ear and her breath curled down my neck. April ran her fingers through my hair while we fucked, my cock sliding in and out of the best pussy on the planet.
“I can’t hold out.” I groaned, and my orgasm erupted. White stars appeared across my field of vision and hot cum rifled up my shaft and blasted deep into April’s fertile womb. I pumped and groaned firing off round after round filling her with an ocean of fiery spunk.
“That’s it, my love. Put a baby in mama.”
My head spun as more and more jizz blasted up from my balls, leaving her walls white with my seed. It was easily the biggest orgasm of my life and a wave of dizziness washed over me.
“Holy shit,” Summer said. “That was hot.”
When my cock finally stilled, I raised my body off Stella’s chest with my cock still buried inside her, glancing toward my women.
They stared at us, transfixed with the lovemaking session they had just witnessed.
April turned my insides to mushy goo. Going in, I knew I wouldn’t make it past her.
April stroked my chest and flexed her pussy around my shaft. “We can fuck all night.” She turned her gaze to Stella. “All three of us.”
“I get the next load,” Stella said. “It wasn’t fair I had to go first.”
“We all got off,” Summer said. “And we get to do this forever, right Jack?”
I stared down at April and felt sad knowing I might miss the next twenty years of her life. I kissed her softly. “Right.”
◆◆◆
 
We spent the next thirty minutes swimming in the quarry before we put on our swimsuits and climbed back up to the top for fresh beer and snacks. Summer messed with the boom box until Prince’s Purple Rain crooned above the lively chatter.
“Jack,” April said.
I turned around, and she held her Polaroid camera. “Will you take a picture of us?”
Butterflies floated through my stomach and my face went numb with the realization of what picture I was about to take. “Sure.”
April, Mae, and Stella lined up in front of the cliff with the quarry water glistening behind them.
“Summer, come on,” Stella said.
Summer fidgeted with the boom box and seemed not to hear.
“Yo, Summer. Get your ass over here,” Mae said.
Summer stood and turned, her expression suddenly tense. “That’s a sister picture,” she said. “Jack, go ahead and take it.”
“No way.” Stella broke from her sisters and walked over to Summer. She whispered a few words in her ear and Summer nodded, her expression serious.
Hand-in-hand Summer and Stella joined April and Mae at the cliff’s edge.
I held up the camera. “Smile.” I clicked the button, and the camera whirred. “It looks like you’re out of film,” I said.
April took the camera while the picture spit out the bottom. “Yeah. I forgot to buy more film. This will have to do.”
We stood around the picture as it materialized. April, Mae, and Stella looked exactly as I remembered from the picture in the attic. But what sent a chill down my spine was Summer’s presence in the photo. She wasn’t in it the first time. I was sure of it.
I glanced over at Summer but she stared down at the picture smiling.
“It’s perfect,” Stella said.
I frowned and stared at the picture of my four beauties. This past was playing out differently from before. Had my choices led to a different outcome? Was the past not predetermined after all? If I had spun off an alternate timeline, that meant Stella didn’t have to disappear.
April tucked the picture away, and I grabbed Summer’s wrist while the rest of the girls moved to the cooler.
Summer glanced up at me, her face alive and her eyes sparkling.
I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into a tight hug. “Thank you.” My voice trembled, and it was all I could do to maintain my composure.
She pulled me back and gazed up at me, frowning. “Baby, what’s wrong?”
“You’ve given me hope for an amazing future. I love you.”
“Awww…” She kissed me softly and took my hand. “I love you too. Now come on. We’re playing quarters next.”




Love, Stella

August 24th 1987, Bloomington, Indiana

 
The breeze rustled Stella’s shiny blonde hair. “Baby, you don’t need to walk me to every class.”
I squeezed Stella’s hand and pulled her in close. “I like to walk you to class. Besides, I’m not taking any chances. Need I remind you about Ronny the football goon?”
“I’m not complaining,” she said. “I love getting so much of your attention.”
Hand-in-hand, we walked along the decorative brick walkway that crisscrossed campus. Overhead, the leaves rustled from the high-flung limbs while the unseasonably cool wind set the branches swaying, foreshadowing autumn’s rapid approach.
Stella wore an over-sized Indiana Track and Field sweatshirt that covered her ass along with a pair of worn-out, faded blue jeans and white Keds tennis shoes. As usual, the outfit downplayed her insane body.
“What are you doing for Labor Day weekend?” Stella asked.
My stomach rolled and not for the first time. I didn’t want to think about Labor Day weekend. “I’m spending every second with you.”
“Aw, you’re the sweetest boyfriend ever.” Stella curled her arm inside mine and drew herself even closer. “I have to stay on campus for track practice. April and Mae will want you to go home with them to meet our parents. You don’t have to stay here with me.”
“I can meet your parents with you,” I said. “I’m not leaving you here alone — end of discussion.”
“I won’t be alone, silly. Summer is staying with me.” She drew my hand up to her lips and kissed it.
“You know you can’t fall asleep without me.”
“Well, that’s true. I’ve kind of gotten used to snuggling up with you,” she said.
“So, then it’s settled. I’m staying here with you, and that’s that. We’ll make an entire weekend of it. You love my barbecue, right?”
“You know I do,” she said
“Me, you, and Summer will do it up right.”
She smiled up at me. “How did I get so lucky?”
We stopped outside Maxwell Hall and I pulled her into a tight hug, lifting her up off the ground. “Because you’re awesome.” I kissed her on the lips. “That’s why.”
She wrapped her arms tight around my neck and squeezed me back. “Jack, why are you shaking?”
I set her down gently, and she looked up at me, frowning. “Are you sick?” She touched my forehead. “You feel cold.”
Stella’s clear blue eyes reminded me so much of Emily’s that I couldn’t even look at her without being reminded of home. A pang of loss rifled through my gut, and I fought the urge to cry.
It wasn’t just Stella’s eyes. It was her mouth, her nose, the way she laughed at something hilarious and the angle she held her head when she intensely concentrated on something. She and Emily could have been identical twins except for the hair and the personality. Where Stella was sweet inside and out, Emily was sweet on the inside. She just didn't like to show it.
“Jack, baby, I’m worried about you,” she said. “Why don’t you go home and get in bed. I’ll take care of you after class.”
I leaned down and kissed her on the lips. “You’ll wear the nurse’s uniform again? That was a crazy night.”
Her cheeks flushed red. “Stop. That’s embarrassing.”
“So says the naughty nurse.”
“Okay. I’ll be your naughty nurse. Now go get in bed. I think you’re coming down with something.”
The only thing I was sick with was worry. I’d be damned if I let her out of my sight. “I’ll be waiting for you right outside your classroom door. But I’ll take you up on the naughty nurse costume.”
She sighed and touched my cheek. “You’re crazy.”
“About you.” I kissed her again and pulled her in tight, running my hand over her ass before giving her cheek a firm squeeze.
Stella giggled. “I’ll be late if you don’t stop kissing me.”
“We wouldn’t that.” I peppered her face in kisses while she did her best to fend me off.
“Stop or no naughty nurse,” she said.
I immediately broke off the kisses but held on tight to her hand. “You’re playing hardball, huh? Fine. Let’s go.”
Together we turned toward the back door of Maxwell Hall when Stella pulled on my hand freezing me in my tracks. “Wait,” she said.
“What’s wrong?”
“Ugh,” she glanced toward a middle-aged, briefcase-carrying man with a thin, balding pate and gold wire-rimmed glasses. He had a thick brown mustache to go with a serious expression, and he stared eerily in our direction.
He nodded curtly at Stella as he passed us by and headed for the back door of Maxwell Hall.
“Who’s that?” I asked.
Stella pulled my arm in front of her and squeezed my hand in both of hers, using me like a shield. “My history professor. He gives me the creeps.”
Alarm bells rang in my head as the yellowed news articles flashed through my memory. Why hadn’t I read them? But the answer to that was easy. I hadn’t read them because Emily was busy telling me she loved me. I remembered her saying that Stella’s professor had been the prime suspect. He was stalking her and had pictures of her in his house. Was this the guy? It had to be. “What’s his name?”
“Professor Isac,” she said. “I swear he spends the entire class looking straight at me.”
“Can you transfer to a different professor?”
“I already put in the request,” she said.
“Why didn’t you tell me?”
“Because I knew you would get suspicious and worry about me even more than you already to,” she said. “Baby, this is nothing new. I deal with this stuff constantly. You remember Ronny, right?”
“God Stella, how often does this shit happen to you?” I asked.
“More often than I’d like, which is why I’m so happy to have you.” She kissed me again. “Now I really have to go.”
“To creepy professor’s class?”
“Yes. Hopefully this is my last one,” she said.
We walked up the brick path, and I held the door open for her. I walked her all the way to the lecture hall to the double doors of the giant classroom.
A throng of students streamed past us, heading into class while I noticed the professor glance over his shoulder and enter a doorway leading to the stairwell.
“I’ll see you after,” she said. “I love you.” Stella gave me one last kiss before she turned and entered class.
I watched Stella until she safely disappeared inside. Then I turned my attention on the stairwell door. I’d spent the last two weeks following Stella all over campus, and this was the first break I’d had.
I crossed the foyer and cracked open the stairwell door. Murmured voices carried through, but with the students entering the building behind me, I couldn’t hear the conversation.
Mustering all the stealth I could, I eased my way through the door and gently closed it behind me.
Down one flight of stairs, I heard the voices echo off the stone walls.
“… I don’t want to know,” a voice said. It was a voice I recognized but couldn’t quite place.
My heart rated ticked up, and I held my breath, easing forward toward the railing.
The other voice murmured something I could make out until he said, “… Labor Day weekend.”
I froze at the railing, and a cold sweat broke across my forehead.
The first voice again, “… taking a major risk.”
I could almost place the voice with a face, but who? I dared to edge closer and peer over the railing.
Professor Isac spoke in a whispered tone to another man I couldn’t quite see. “We both know what you did. Don’t press me.”
Heart thundering, I dared to edge closer until the second man’s face came into view.
Greg Weaver looked anything but cocky talking to the professor. With a sickly pallor and sweat dribbling down his forehead, he looked like he’d rather be anywhere else.
I eased away from the railing, and the door rattled open behind me, causing me to jump.
In the stairwell below Professor Isac hustled away from Greg while behind me, two students slipped past me and headed up the stairs.
I could barely breathe and my heart pounded in my ears while I followed the students up the stairs. Behind me, I heard the first-floor door rattle open, glanced over my shoulder, and noticed the professor slip through the door leading to the main entrance.
I didn’t wait around to question Greg Weaver. I had a pretty good idea what he and the professor were discussing, and it made me sick to my stomach. The thought of that smarmy professor and Greg having their way with Stella sent me into a barely contained rage.
I burst through the second-floor door and paced the hall for an hour while Stella sat in her sick-fuck professor’s history class while he no doubt undressed her with his eyes.
By the time class ended, I had calmed enough to walk Stella home, but she knew something was way off. Later that night after Stella and I made love, I held her naked body tight against mine and whispered into her ear, “I’ll never let anything happen to you. I promise.”
“Jack, you’re scaring me,” she said. “There’s something you’re not telling me. Are you keeping secrets from me?”
I had spent the past two weeks mulling over telling her the truth. Would she think I was crazy? Or would she believe me? Stella trusted me, so why didn’t I trust her with the truth? Maybe she could help me save her, or maybe I already had with the shifting timeline. Summer posing in that picture changed everything. “What if I told you your earrings worked better than you ever imagined?”
Stella reached for the bedside light and turned it on before sitting up and facing me. The comforter cover fell to her waist, revealing her ripe, bountiful breasts. She frowned at me, her blonde hair mussed. “What are you talking about?”
My heart raced, and I licked the dryness from my lips. Why shouldn’t I tell her? It was her life, and she had a right to know. “Can I show you something?”
“Jack, you’re freaking me out.”
“Do you trust me?” I asked her.
“More than anyone,” she said. “You know that.”
“Stay right here.” I got out of bed and went into Stella’s closet and dug around inside a box buried in the back. I came out holding what I’d gone searching for — my cell phone. After a quick battery check, I still had fifty percent — plenty. Pete had been keeping it charged for me in exchange for letting him play the games on it.
“What are you doing?” Stella asked.
I came back to the bed and slipped under the comforter beside her. “I want to show you this.” I held my iPhone in the palm of my hand.
“What is it?”
“It’s a telephone,” I said.
“It’s one of those cellular phones? I’ve seen them on the news, but they’re a lot bigger than that.”
I clicked on the home screen, and Stella’s eyes lit up. “What’s that?”
“It’s called a lock screen,” I said. “The code to get into the phone is 0701.”
“That’s my birthday,” she smiled up at me.
My stomach seesawed. That was a hell of a coincidence. That had been my pin ever since I had my first iPhone. I smiled back at her. There was no use going off on a tangent. Cleary there were larger forces at work than either of us understood. I typed in the code and the screen lit up.
Stella gasped, and her jaw fell open. “What are all those little graphics,” she said.
“They’re called apps,” I said.
“Why haven’t I ever heard of this?” She leaned over and stared at the phone.
I couldn’t help but stare down at her beautiful natural cleavage. “It takes pictures.” I tapped the camera icon, and the screen switched to video mode.
Stella stared at it, too stunned to speak.
I held the phone up and pointed it at her. “Smile.”
Even shocked her smile could melt the hardest of hearts. I turned the phone around and showed her the photo. “See. You’re gorgeous.”
“Oh, my God. Jack, how did you do that?”
“I’d like to show you a few other pictures I’ve taken.” My hands trembled as I slid the photo back to the picture of Emily in the attic.
Stella stared down at Emily who was, by all measures, her twin. She touched the screen, running her finger over the pink diamond in Emily’s nose.
I could barely breath as I watched her soak it in. “Who is she? She looks just like me.” Her voice trembled.
I exhaled sharply. “Baby, she’s your niece.”
Tears welled in her eyes, and she shook her head. “Jack, that’s impossible.” She looked up at me and tears streamed down her face. “You’re really scaring me.”
“Can I show you one more picture? If it’s too much, then —
“Show me,” she said, cutting me off.
I slid a few pictures back and found the picture of April and I standing in her kitchen.
Stella gasped and covered her mouth with her hand. “No. No. No.” She looked up at me, her eyes were crazy with fear. “That’s you, but that can’t be April. She’s looks old enough to be my mom.”
I put the phone down and pulled her into my arms. “It’s okay. Breathe.” I wrapped my arms around her and she clung to me like her life depended on it.
I held her while she trembled in my arms. “Who are you?” She whispered.
“I’m the same guy I was ten minutes ago,” I said. “But I think April’s earrings sent me here to find you.”
She pulled back and stared at me, her expression shocked. “From where?”
“The better question is from when. I took that picture about three weeks ago at April’s house in the year 2008.”
“I don’t….” She shook her head. “Can I see the pictures again?”
I showed her all the pictures on my phone. I had at least a hundred dating back six months. Many provided more evidence of the year, including New Year’s Eve pictures taken in Miami. But Stella kept coming back to Emily’s pictures. She gazed on her niece, soaking in every detail of Emily’s face and mine when we were together.
“You love her, don’t you,” she said.
“Yes,” I said, without hesitation. “But that doesn’t diminish what I feel for you.”
“Is she April’s daughter?”
I shook my head. “Mae’s.”
She stared into Emily’s face with the glow from the screen illuminating her bright blue eyes, which reminded so much of Emily’s. “She’s so beautiful.”
I chuckled without humor. “She said the same about you,” I immediately regretted the words.
“Me? How?” She paused before realization bloomed in her eyes. “Jack, how come you don’t have any pictures of me on your phone?”
I exhaled and slid my fingers through my hair. I’d come this far. I might as well yank off the Band Aid. “Because you vanished around Labor Day weekend, 1987. That’s why I’m so crazy. That’s why I won’t let you out of my sight. I’m scared that no matter what I do, I can’t stop it from happening.”
Her jaw dropped, and she gaped at me, too stunned to speak.
“The night I traveled back in time, Emily showed me the news articles chronicling the police investigation into your disappearance. But I didn’t have a chance to read them. They never solved the case, but I know that Professor Isac and Greg Weaver were the prime suspects. Another article mentioned a mystery suspect that I now believe was me.”
“You? They couldn’t find you?” Stella looked worried.
I shook my head. “I’m a ghost here, baby. I either went back to the future or I suffered the same fate as you.”
I spent the next hour going through everything that happened and answered about a million questions. I showed her my 2008 driver’s license and answered even more questions about April, Mae, and Emily. She asked me about Summer, but I told her I met Summer here, in 1987, for the first time.
“Maybe our disappearance has nothing to do with my abduction.” Stella said. “What’s stopping both of us from traveling forward to your time.”
“If I knew how to make it happen, I would — in a heartbeat. But you yourself said that the earrings connect us through time and space. Maybe I’ve arrived at my final destination. I’m here with you and that’s that.”
“But you love Emily as much as you love me, and she has April’s earrings. Why can’t you go back and get her?”
I sighed and pulled Stella into a hug. “I don’t know why. But, if I’m destined to live my life here with the four of you, then that’s not so bad, right?”
She stared at Emily’s picture for a long time before she spoke. “We have to find her, Jack.”
“We?”
“She needs us. I can feel it.”
I kissed her softly on the lips. “Now that we’re teamed up, maybe we can figure out how.”
“What’s it like living in the future?” she asked.
“Faster,” I told her. “To be honest, I love being here in this time with the four of you. But I really miss, Emily.”
Stella pulled her naked body close and kissed me softly on the cheek. She worked her fingers through the back of my hair and whispered. “You’re a good man, Jack Love. Now come here and make love to me again.”
◆◆◆
 
I spent the next few days glued to Stella’s side, and she had become an active participant in preventing her own abduction. We tailed both the professor and Greg Weaver but learned nothing useful. I wasn’t about to break into either of their houses. Neither man had committed a crime — this wasn’t the Minority Report. I hadn’t even seen much evidence that the professor was stalking Stella even though, according to the news articles, he had been.
But I hadn’t ignored the other girls. I enjoyed a happy, active sex life with all four of my roommates, and Stella and I agreed that we should keep my secret from everyone for now.
Stella and Summer were planning a trip to Stella’s house this coming weekend, which we both agreed seemed safe because of the timing of her disappearance. In the meantime, April, Mae, and I had made plans to go camping in Brown County State Park before they headed home next week for an extended Labor Day weekend.
But in the meantime, I still had a few more classes to shadow Stella before she and Summer headed out of town. We picked up a couple of sandwiches from Dagwood’s Deli and made our way through the arboretum before finding a patch of soft grass and some shade to enjoy our lunch. We hadn’t gotten two bites into our meal before Pete appeared before us breathless and gasping for air.
“Jack — I — need to talk to you.” He put his hands on his knees and heaved in a deep breath.
“What’s wrong?” I jumped to my feet. “Are the girls okay?”
“Yeah. Why wouldn’t they be?”
“Sit down with us,” Stella said. “Are you hungry?”
Pete waved her off. “No, thanks.” He looked me. “Can we talk for a second… in private?”
“Pete, Stella knows everything,” I said. “Sit.”
His eyes widened as he turned his attention back to Stella. “You’ve seen the phone?”
“Yes,” she said. “I like the game where the guy runs over the coins.”
“That’s a good one, but have you played the one with the water cannons?” Pete sat down across from us with his hands around his knees.
I rolled my eyes. “You two are going to get addicted.”
Stella waved me off. “Pete, I can’t eat all this.” She handed him half her sandwich.
Pete gladly took the sandwich and bit into it. “I love Dagwoods. Is this tuna?”
Stella giggled. “I love their tuna, don’t you?”
I glanced between the two of them, slightly amazed at Stella’s calm in the face of death. “Pete, what’s wrong?”
“Huh? Oh, right.” He bit into another bite. “I figured out the whole time travel thing,” he said casually.
Stella’s jaw fell open, and I choked on my Coke. I set my sandwich aside and gaped at him. “What? How?”
“Can I have a sip of your Coke?” Pete asked me.
“Take it.” I handed him the whole cup. “Now, start talking.”
Pete sipped on the Coke and smiled while he glanced between us.
Stella and I stared at him, hanging on his next words.
He grinned. “I’m kind of enjoying this moment.”
“Pete!” Stella glared. “Don’t make me get angry.”
He cleared his throat. “Right. Sorry, Stell.” Pete’s eyes flashed with excitement as he set aside the drink and sandwich. He leaned forward, glancing between us as he spoke. “Jack left out a critical piece of information from his time travel story. It’s a piece so crucial that I believe it’s the missing ingredient from making those supercharged earrings of yours work.”
“I told you everything,” I said.
“The night you and Emily…uhhhh….”
“Had sex.” Stella said matter-of-factly. “I know all about Jack and Emily. It’s fine, Pete. I would have sex with her too if I could.”
Pete’s cheeks flashed red. “Right. Well, the night that happened, was or I should say, will be a full moon. Did you and Emily happen to expose yourselves to the moonlight during your… act?”
My stomach dropped, and my cheeks turned warm with heat. “Yes. We were under the full moon the entire time.”
Pete grinned in satisfaction. “I thought so.” He picked up the sandwich and shoveled in another bite.
“How does that work?” I asked.
Pete shrugged and spoke with his mouth full. “Not sure. I think we’ll discuss the intricacies of time travel next semester.”
Stella laughed and rested her hand on my leg. “Pete, when is the next full moon?”
“September fifth,” he said.
“That’s Labor Day weekend,” I said before Stella and I traded a knowing expression.
◆◆◆
 
With Stella and Summer safely tucked away at Stella’s house in Carmel, I took a much-needed opportunity to relax. April and Mae had secured a tent, sleeping bags, lanterns, and all the other items necessary for an overnight camping trip. We were roughing it this weekend, or at least as close to roughing it as Mae Harrison was willing to go.
A thirty-minute drive later, we pulled into Brown County State Park, strapped on our backpacks, and hiked an hour into the woods before coming across a proper camp site.
We stood in a clearing close to a gurgling stream. Thin patches of grass and fallen leaves surrounded a blackened campfire pit. Several trails converged on the spot leading deeper into the woods.
“This looks like a good place to make camp,” April declared.
I couldn’t take my eyes off her. My red-headed angel wore a light blue tank top and a pair of tight black shorts. Her big tits pushed the tank top away from her tummy, making the top look more like a midriff. She wore a white sports bra beneath her top and a pair of comfortable hiking shoes. With her hair pulled back into a tight ponytail, she looked adorably outdoorsy.
Mae looked ready for a trail run. She hadn’t bothered with a shirt and opted for wearing only a black sports bra and a pair of matching tight black shorts. Like her sister, she had secured her golden blonde mane back in a ponytail. Unlike her sister, Mae had opted for a pair of clean white tennis shoes and matching white ankle-high socks. For most of the afternoon, her beautiful tits had jiggled and bounced, inducing an hours long erection that I couldn’t wait to quell. Her toned, flat stomach and long powerful legs were on full display, which only added fuel to my blazing sexual inferno.
“Agreed,” I said. “Let’s make camp and then we can explore.”
April, Mae, and I spent the next hour setting up our tent, placing our sleeping bags and miniature grill, and even gathering wood for our evening fire.
“Looks good,” I said, surveying our output.
April and Mae stood on either side of me and they both slipped their arms around my waist, smiling.
“It looks so cozy,” April said.
“Did you blow up the air mattress?” Mae asked while she rubbed her hand up my back.
“It’s all set. Think we can all fit on it?” I said.
“Is that a challenge?” Mae asked.
“It’s supposed to be a chilly evening,” April said. “I’ll snuggle up beside you all night long.”
“We’ll make a Jack sandwich,” Mae said.
“Clothing optional?” I asked
“Clothing banned,” Mae said.
April giggled. “Did anyone even bother packing pajamas?”
“I always have on my PJ’s,” I said.
Mae rolled her eyes. “Sleeping naked doesn’t count.”
“Oh. In that case, I didn’t pack any,” I said.
“It may be chilly tonight, but after all that hiking and setting up, I’m hot,” April said. She pulled off her tank top and stood before us wearing only her white sports bra. Her creamy tits stretched the spandex seams and her mountainous cleavage bulged from the top and sides.
My cock lurched in my pants and I eyed her tits, my mouth watering.
“There’s a lake nearby,” Mae said. “We could take a swim.”
“I didn’t bring a swimsuit,” April said.
Mae chuckled and folded her arms over her chest. “Since when did that ever stop you?”
“What if someone sees us?” April asked.
“No one will see. We’ll be in the water,” I said. “Come on. Let’s go check it out.”
A short hike later found us on the rocky shores of a sparkling lake too small for boats but large enough to fish and swim. With the Labor Day weekend still a week out, the park was relatively quiet, and we had seen no one along the trails circling the lake.
With zero fanfare, Mae pulled off her sports bra and her big beautiful tits bounced into full view. “That water looks fantastic.”
April kicked off her shoes and stole a quick glance over her shoulder.
April was almost as modest as Stella, and the revelation somewhat surprised me. Her free-spirited nature had left me assuming she would have zero problems stripping down. But, adorably, she only wanted me and the other girls to see her in the suit God gave her. Not that I was complaining. I loved that she wanted no other man but me to see her naked.
Mae kicked off her shoes and peeled away her shorts before striding confidently into the lake. Her curves never ceased to leave me anything but awed. As she crossed over the rocks, her ass jiggled ever so slightly and her summer tan lines hardened my cock almost as much as her natural jiggling tits. As she walked past, she playfully blew me a kiss before stopping at the shoreline and testing the water with her toe. “It’s perfect.”
April wriggled out of her shorts and her gloriously smooth ass appeared a few feet in front of me. She glanced over her shoulder and smiled at me demurely before she tossed aside her shorts. “Do you like to watch mama get naked, baby?”
“You know I do.” My voice came out deep and husky. I licked the dryness from my lips and kicked off my shoes. She drove me crazy like no other and I couldn’t wait to stick my cock inside her.
April turned around to face me before peeling off her sports bra and letting her titties perform an atomic drop. They bounced, jiggled, and swayed back into place while she put her hand on her hip and posed for me. “I love it when you watch me like that.”
My breaths came long and ragged while I stared at her with my jaw open. “Like what?”
She giggled and squeezed her tits together with her arms. “Like you can’t wait to fuck me. You make me so wet.” She touched her pussy while she stared down at the bulge in my shorts. “Get naked for mama and come fuck me in the lake.” She turned and smiled over her shoulder before wading into the water beside Mae.
The twins whispered something to each other, and they both giggled while they glanced back at me.
“Hurry,” Mae said. “We’re getting cold.”
I peeled off my t-shirt and tore away my shorts. My cock sprang free, wagging like the happiest dog on earth while I tiptoed toward the most gorgeous twins on the planet.
April and Mae lowered themselves into the water, but the slope of the lake was gentle enough they could touch. April’s tits floated just above the waterline while Mae submerged to her shoulders.
The water felt warm but refreshing, and the sandy bottom proved easy on my bare feet. After a few steps, I fell forward and floated toward the twins, who hovered a few feet away.
“It’s about time, slowpoke,” April said before splashing me with water.
“Sue me. I was enjoying the view.” I splashed her back, and she turned away, giggling.
“Hey,” she said. “Don’t get my hair wet.”
Mae swam up behind me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. I felt her tits float into my back and her hard nipples raked my shoulder blades. “You’re warm and cozy.”
I reached behind me and rubbed my hands over Mae’s bare ass, squeezing each cheek gently. “Well, then you came to the right place, my love.” I snaked my hand down her outer thighs and picked up her legs before wrapping them securely around my waist.
Mae kissed behind my ear and ground her pussy into my lower back while my cock rapidly expanded despite the cool water.
“Mmmm….” Mae licked her way around my ear while April drifted between my legs in the front.
I reached out and cupped April’s tits softly squeezing, feeling their heft in each hand. Her nipples stiffened while goosebumps crisscrossed her creamy, untanned flesh.
Under water, I felt April’s warm hands circle my swollen cock while her fingers swirled over my engorged tip.
I rolled her fat nipples under my thumbs and guided her toward me.
Mae reached around and stroked my shaft while she continued licking and kissing her way up and down my neck. Her warm breath tickled my ear, and she glided her slippery tits over my shoulders and back.
April’s green eyes looked electric under the sterling blue summer sky and her scarlet freckles had deepened during summer’s last stretch. Her tan, while faint, enhanced her extreme beauty, and she edged closer still before she turned her ripe pink lips upward, forming a beautiful smile. “I want you inside me, Jack Love.”
“No,” Mae said, her voice pouty “I get the first load. We settled this during the hike.”
April groaned. “I just want to feel him inside me for a minute.” Her fingers flickered over my impossibly hard cock, while Mae continued stroking the base of my cock.
“You’re going to make him come,” Mae said. “You always do.”
“I won’t,” April brushed her lips against mine and pulled back slightly before kissing my eye, my nose, and then back to my lips. “Right, baby?” She slid onto my lap, stood up, and forced her nipple into my mouth.
I slipped my hands around her hips and rolled her nipple between my lips while she continued to stroke my cock.
“Promise me you’ll get off of him when I say,” Mae said.
“If I give you this, then I get his load later tonight in the tent,” April said while her nimble fingers continued to play the flute with my cock.
“Fine,” Mae said. She removed her hand from my cock and slid her palms over my abdomen and up my chest before tweaking my nipples.
April held my gaze and lowered herself until the tip of my cock rubbed her slippery labia.
Mae unhooked her legs from around my waist and stood. The sound of dripping water percolated around me before Mae’s glistening tits bobbed over my shoulders and brushed against each cheek.
I squeezed April’s hips gently, urging her downward onto my hungry cock, and she didn’t disappoint me.
April wedged my fat cock inside her tight mommy hole and in one smooth motion impaled herself on my rigid manhood.
She gasped and shuddered while the blood rushed from my head, leaving me dizzy.
My cock entered the gates of a warm velvety heaven and I moaned, losing myself inside her incredible pussy.
April dragged her fingers through my hair and kissed me softly on the lips while she gently rocked back and forth on my shaft.
I squeezed my toes into the sand, fighting the urge to blow my load. It was like sliding into a hot tub. Once you got used to the overwhelming heat and sensation, everything was fine. But the initial rush of entering April’s pussy was like jumping out of a plane with no chute.
“You feel so good, lover,” April said before she opened her mouth and our tongues intertwined.
I lowered my hands to her heart-shaped ass and squeezed, pushing deep inside her and forcing a low moan from April into my mouth.
Behind me, Mae continued rubbing her hard nipples over the sides of my face, chest, and stomach.
April started fucking me slow and steady while the water sloshed around her big beautiful tits. They swayed and jiggled her nipples raking across my chest in time with the smooth motion of our ride.
“My sweet April sunshine.” I kissed her softly. “You drive the rain away, don’t you, baby?”
April pressed her forehead against mine and kissed me softly. “Marry me, Jack Love, and you will make me the happiest girl on earth.” She kissed me again her tongue probing my mouth with unbridled urgency.
I felt everything inside her pussy from the tightness of each driving thrust to the tempo of her racing heart. Her tongue tasted like cherries and her hair smelled like sweet summer strawberries. She was cotton candy, marmalade, and warm apple pie all rolled up into one. God help me, I didn’t want to ever lose her.
Faster and faster we fucked with April tits slamming together with every thunderous pass. My orgasm built, and I licked my way down her neck, tasting her smooth sweet-cream flesh.
“Baby… unnnn… oh God, Jack. I’m coming.” She latched onto my hair and drove downward, her body quivering while I struggled against nature’s most primal urge — reproduction. I had come inside April dozens of times in the last few weeks, all without protection. If she wasn’t pregnant with Alex by now, she never would be.
April writhed on my lap while her orgasm washed over her body and I pulled her fat nipple inside my mouth, swirling my tongue over her engorged bud.
“My turn,” Mae said behind me.
April slowed to a stop, kissed me on the lips, smiled while she held my gaze, and stood, letting my cock slide out of her.
I gasped when my hot cock clashed with the icy water, and my balls went into full retreat.
Mae wasted no time. She mounted me just like her sister had moments ago. She worked my cock over her pussy lips while I kneaded her big tits in both of my hot, greedy hands.
Mae’s hair had half-fallen out of her ponytail holder and she pulled it free letting let her golden mane fly wild falling past her shoulders, shiny and radiant. Her hazel eyes sparkled in the late afternoon sun and when my tip caught inside her hole she smiled. “Don’t come too soon, lover.”
Thankfully, the lake water had chased my orgasm all the way back down the rabbit hole.
Mae lowered herself halfway down my cock and her breath caught in her throat. “It’s always so shocking.”
“He’s got a big fat cock,” April said behind me as if stating an unassailable fact. She slid her fingers into my hair and gently massaged my scalp while her tits rolled over the back of my neck.
Mae felt extra tight in the lake water, and her muscles clenched my shaft squeezing with an extra bit of spice.
“Take your time,” I whispered, kissing her lips.
She opened her mouth and our tongues met, licking and exploring while my cock pulsed halfway inside her.
Like a melting ice cube, Mae grew slick with a fresh release of juices and slid down my cock before she settled on my lap fully engorged.
“I never want another cock but yours, baby.” She devoured my tongue, pulling it into her mouth while she gently rocked on my titan-sized staff.
I moved my hands from her perfect tits down to her ass where I could use her body as leverage. Mae had the kind of ass you get lost behind while you’re walking across campus. I should know, because I’d done it more than once. She was a combination of a Barbie doll and a world-class athlete with the drive and ambition of a Wall Street tycoon. But unlike 2008 Mae Gilbert, twenty-one-year-old Mae Harrison had a burning ember of life in her eyes. She looked ready to take the world by the balls, one dick at a time.
Mae draped her arms over my shoulders and rocked back and forth on my lap, fucking me while her sister continued to massage my head, neck and back.
I slipped one hand off Mae’s ass and ran my fingers up along the curve of her spine before gently massaging her neck.
Her breathing came in fast shallow pulls and her tits bounced off my chest while she kept up a steady even rhythm.
I leaned into Mae and kissed behind her ear. “I love you, my sweet May Day.” I kissed her softly on the neck before Mae brought my face around to hers.
Tears glistened in her eyes, and she took my cheeks in her hands. “You have my whole heart.”
What she hadn’t said she implied - don’t break it. How could I make this terrible, awful choice? Either I saved Stella by whisking her off to the future or risk losing her and Emily forever. But maybe the price was too high? The thought of hurting Mae was too much to bear. I pushed away the future and focused on the sweet girl sitting on my lap, handing me her gift-wrapped soul.
I gazed deep into her gold-flecked hazel eyes. “You are my angel and I will love you forever.”
She held my gaze and gasped before her eyes washed over with lust. She bit her lip and her pussy twitched and writhed while her orgasm consumed her. Mae squeezed her legs tight around my waist and pushed my cock in as deep as it would go.
I groaned, and my orgasm washed over me. I grunted and fired a thick jet of cum inside Mae’s womb, never breaking eye contact.
Mae worked her hips, milking my cock while I continued dumping load after load inside by beautiful May Day.
Only after our orgasms faded did we break our eye contact and then it was to kiss.
Mae’s kiss was soft and sweet. It was a far different kiss than I’d ever felt from her before. Something had changed between us. It was a subtle shift, but seismic in the result. She felt softer and more vulnerable somehow. Our connection was palpable and a wave of loss washed over me unlike anything I had ever felt. What was I doing? How could I leave April, Mae, and Summer behind? I buried my head in Mae’s shoulder and resisted the urge to cry. I stroked her hair and told her I loved her over and over again.
“Jack, baby. Are you okay?” Mae said.
April came up beside me and knelt. “Sweetie, what’s wrong?”
“Nothing,” I said. “You are both perfect in every way.” I pulled away from Mae and took a deep breath. “I’m fine.” I pulled April into a hug and the three of us kissed and hugged while the late summer day locked us in time.
“You know what sounds great right now?” April said.
“A s’more,” Mae answered before she grinned flashing her perfect white teeth.
“You’re so reading my mind,” April said. “It’s like we’re twins or something.”
The girls laughed, and I joined them, letting out a deep, belly laugh. It was cathartic, and I vowed to remain present with them for every second we had left together. After all, they were both alive and well in 2008. I could explain it to them and make it better. I could have them all again.
We made it back to camp, and I got the fire started while the girls plated the s’more fixings.
A few minutes later the fire roared, and the girls roasted marshmallows while I kicked back in a lawn chair with a Budweiser long neck.
“It’s dessert before dinner?” I asked.
April came over to the fire and curled in my lap, wrapping her arm around my neck. “You’ve got to live a little, baby.”
“We just had a threesome in the middle of a lake. I’d say we’re living.”
April giggled and hand fed me a bite of her s’more. “That’s nothing compared to chocolate, gram crackers, and marshmallows roasted over an open fire.”
Mae smiled where she stood by the fire. She licked a glob of marshmallow off her index finger. “She’s got you there. We grew up on these things, didn’t we, hon?”
I gazed at Mae by the fire and wondered, not for the first time, about Emily. How couldn’t she be my daughter? And what if she was? I couldn’t carry on the relationship. Neither of us could, but how would I turn off those feelings and how would I pretend to parent a daughter who was the same age as me? I couldn’t wrap my head around it and frankly, I didn’t want to. I loved Emily and not in a paternal way. I didn’t think I could ever love her any other way, even if she was my kid. The mere thought of it made me sick.
April turned on Prince’s Purple Rain and the girls and I roasted hot dogs over the open fire and drank more than a few beers. By the time we crawled into the tent, it was well after midnight.
The girls had worked the sleeping bags into what they called mega-bag — three sleeping bags zipped together into one giant bag. The night air was nippy, but that didn’t stop the girls, or me, from stripping naked before we crawled inside mega-bag giggling and laughing all the way.
We made love for over an hour, and true to their deal, I finished inside of April before we cuddled under the blanket and turned out the lantern. The girls fell asleep in minutes, one in each arm. But for me, sleep didn’t come easy. I thought of Emily and Stella and some way out of this mess that didn’t involve me turning my back on those I loved so much. But I couldn’t find a way. It was Stella’s life or April, Mae, and Summer’s happiness. Their soft breathing and warm bodies reminded me of the stakes. Who was I to make this decision? It wasn’t fair. Finally, my exhaustion won the battle, and I fell asleep dreaming of Emily and Stella.
◆◆◆
 
Summer and Stella returned to the apartment whole and intact. They recounted to us their adventures in canning tomatoes and preserving peaches with Glenda Harrison, which pleased me to no end. Boring was good. Even better, the following week rolled by drama free.
On Wednesday, April and Mae left for Labor Day at home. The goodbye wasn’t teary. If all went well, I would see them on Sunday morning, even though twenty of their years would have passed. I vowed to do my very best to explain myself and somehow make up for it. It would thrill them to find their sister alive and well, although the shock of finding her not having aged a day since 1987 would take some getting used to.
Tailing the shady professor and Greg Weaver had gotten us nowhere. Either they were truly criminal masterminds or the cops were right and they weren’t responsible for Stella’s disappearance. More and more I came to believe that Stella’s disappearance was a by-product of our time travel and there would be no kidnapping attempt.
But the police had found pictures of Stella all over the professor’s basement. It was also true that I had personally witnessed him and Greg Weaver engaged in a very intense and very secret conversation in the stairwell at Maxwell Hall. Those factors shaded my time travel theory. Was I so certain that Stella’s disappearance was linked to our time travel that I would bet her life on it? No way.
A big part of me wondered if traveling forward in time with Stella was just an excuse to reunite with Emily. Having Emily and Stella together would be amazing, but at the cost of three relationships I would damn into oblivion.
On the other hand, not having Emily in my life was a major punch to the gut. If Stella and I stayed in 1987 and ignored the professor, I would turn my back on Emily forever. Could I do that? What if someone snatched Stella, and I lost them both forever? Could I travel back in time and try again? I wasn’t sure. The whole thing made my head spin, and I had far more questions than answers. The safe bet remained to escape with Stella to 2008, where I could reunite all five ladies and deal with the fallout of my decision. That was if Pete’s theory about the full moon was correct, but in my gut, I knew he was right.
Now, with one day to go before the full moon, time was running out on a final decision.
For a Friday night, campus was dead because of the holiday. Even if it was hopping, Stella and I weren’t taking any chances on a night out. The three of us decided to stay in, order pizza, and watch movies rented from an actual Blockbuster video store.
When the doorbell rang, I hopped off the couch. “I got it,” I yelled to Stella in the kitchen.
I opened the door and the pizza delivery guy handed over a large cheese and sausage. I tipped him, thanked him, and made my way into the dining room before dropping off the box on the dining room table.
“I’ll get drinks. You get Summer?” Stella asked me from the kitchen.
“I’m on it.” I went upstairs to fetch Summer and found her door mostly closed and murmurs coming from her room.
I wasn’t one to eavesdrop. Especially on someone I loved. But curiosity took over. Who was she talking to? Summer never mentioned her family or her hometown friends. The friends she had on campus had mostly gone home for the holiday. Summer was from California, which made traveling home for a three-day weekend unreasonable. Hell, I had experienced that myself when I went home with Alex and Emily.
I hovered outside her bedroom door and heard her speaking through the crack.
“Everything will be fine. You’ll see. Stop worrying.” There was a long pause before Summer spoke again. “It’s too early for that. We can’t risk it. You know all this.”
Goosebumps flared across the nape of my neck. I wouldn’t believe that Summer would have anything to do with Stella’s disappearance. Her name had never been on the suspect list, but then again, it was an unsolved mystery.
“Okay fine. Call me later,” she said before abruptly hanging up the phone.
I paused for another twenty seconds while I heard Summer move inside her room. When I peeked through the crack, I saw her wrapped in a bath towel, her hair wet from a shower.
She slipped off the towel, and her naked body came into view.
Now I just felt like a creep. I knocked lightly on her door.
“Come in,” she said without hesitation.
I pushed open the door and Summer smiled at me, not bothering to hide her nudity. She grabbed a brush off her dresser and ran it through her long raven hair. “Hi, babe.”
“Hey.” I stepped inside and left the door open behind me. “How’s everything?”
She rolled her eyes. “I just got off the phone with my mom. She’s such a diva.”
Summer didn’t have the sheer breast size of the Harrison sisters, but she made up for it with a tight, athletic body that rocked on all cylinders. Her tits were perfect with tiny pink areolas and perky nipples. She had shaved every bit of hair on her body and I felt my cock grow stiff just looking at her.
Her deep summer tan had produced legendary tan lines, and she was easily as beautiful as any girl in the house. Her clear green eyes sparkled and with a pert nose, smooth blemish free complexion, and perfect teeth, she was the complete package.
There was nothing shy about Summer Shepard, and it was one of the reasons I loved her so much. Nothing boring ever happened with Summer around. But she provided more than a spark for a dull social occasion. She was a trusting, loyal friend who had gone out of her way to do nice things for everyone in the house, especially Stella.
So why were alarm bells ringing in my head? “Is everything okay? I never hear you talk much about your mom and dad.”
“Yeah.” Her voice cracked, and tears welled in her eyes. “No.” Her chin quivered, and she shrugged. “I don’t know.”
I crossed the room and pulled her into my arms. “Hey. What’s happening?” I stroked her hair and kissed the top of her head.
Summer wrapped her arms around my waist and squeezed. “It’s my uncle.” She broke down sobbing, and now I felt fucking awful for doubting her.
“My mom is at the hospital. It’s her brother. The doctors think he had a heart attack.”
“Baby, I’m so sorry.” I rubbed her back and kissed her again.
“Yeah. He’s been my like a dad to me,” she said. “My dad split when I was three and my uncle picked up the slack.”
“Why didn’t you tell me any of this?” I asked.
She shrugged. “It’s just my life, you know? But my uncle is young. I never imagined he would have a heart attack. Apparently, it’s a heart defect he was born with.”
She pulled away from me and wiped her eyes.
I sat down on the edge of her bed and sighed. “Can they help him?”
Summer pulled in a deep breath and sniffled. “The ER doc wants to do a bypass. Another doc says he needs some sort of high-risk ventricle procedure. My mom is freaking out.”
“Do you need to go home? I’ll take you to the airport myself.”
She shook her head and sat down on my lap. “I want to stay here with you.” She kissed me softly, and I tasted the minty toothpaste on her lips.
“Pizza’s here,” I said. “Why don’t you put on your pajamas and come on down.”
“Can I sleep with you and Stella tonight?” she asked.
“Of course.” I kissed her again and Summer opened her mouth before our tongues swirled together.
She broke off the kiss and smiled at me. “I love you more than you’ll ever know.”
My stomach rolled. She had told me she loved me many times before. But this time felt different somehow. Like it came from an untapped well deep in her heart. “Oh, sweet baby, I love you too.” I hugged her tight and felt her ripe nipples press against my chest. “I’ll let you get dressed.”
“Wait for me and we can go down together.” She kissed me again, deeply, exploring my mouth with her tongue and moaning softly. “I want you inside me. Please fuck me right now.”
My cock raged against my jeans and I cupped her smooth bare breast in my hand, feeling her nipple harden under my touch.
Summer broke off the kiss and smiled. “Someone came out to play.” She fondled my cock and kissed her way across my face.
“You guys get lost up there?” Stella’s voice carried up the stairs.
Summer sighed. “She would probably be upset if we didn’t include her.”
“Probably.”
Summer eased her way off my lap and crossed to the open door. “Jack insisted on fucking me. Be right there,” she yelled down the stairs.
“You guys better not be having sex without me,” Stella fired back.
Summer turned back to me and grinned. “I love getting her going.” She pulled on a loose gray tank top that did nothing to cover her tits and a pair of tight red gym shorts before we left her room.
At the top of the stairs, Summer jumped on my back and wrapped her legs around my waist. “Carry me downstairs, slave.”
She smelled of floral shampoo and soap, and my cock approved. I reached behind my back and grabbed hold of her ass for support while Summer clung onto my shoulders. We rode down to the kitchen together and Stella turned to us, smiling. “I knew you were full of it.”
“We were about thirty seconds away from doing the deed,” Summer said. “But you cock blocked me.”
Stella rolled her eyes. “It’s not like Jack’s going to play hard to get.”
I set Summer down and squeezed her hand. “That’s true. I’m a guaranteed lay.”
We ate our pizza and set up for movie night while Stella changed into her pajamas, which amounted to a mid-riff t-shirt, no bra, and a pair of black satin panties. We curled up under a blanket and I let my hands roam over some of the legendary peaks and valleys Bloomington had to offer.
To kick off our double feature, we watched Pretty in Pink which I’d seen a handful of times including once with Emily. To find it under the new release section at Blockbuster was both funny and a gentle reminder of how far I’d stepped back in time.
With Summer on my right and Stella on my left, both girls had slipped their hands down my shorts before the opening credits stopped rolling. Less than a minute later, my cock raged with Stella and Summer gently roaming my balls, tip, and shaft.
Stella’s shirt had ridden up her body, and her bare breasts spilled across my chest.
With my arm wrapped around her shoulder, I cupped Stella’s tit and tweaked her nipple to hardness. I ran my other hand inside Summer’s tank top and wrapped my hand around her perky tit before rolling my thumb over her areola and nipple.
For the next hour and a half, our hands wandered with nothing off limits. Stella and Summer spent at least a third of the movie making out with each other while they had stripped me completely naked. Both Stella and Summer lost their tops and when the last credits rolled, I grudgingly got up and put in the next movie, which was one of my all-time favorites, The Breakfast Club.
For five minutes we made a show of watching the film before Summer pulled my face around to hers and kissed me softly on the mouth. Our tongues lashed while Summer slid her shorts off, and I couldn’t help but notice the soaking wet patch in her crotch. She moaned in my mouth, her tongue exploring while she ran her fingertips along the muscled curves of my chest.
Stella stood and faced me, her tits swaying while she wriggled her black panties over her hips, down her legs and tossed them aside. She dropped her hand to her pussy and slipped one finger inside while she pulled back the blanket and my stiff cock wagged into tower straight formation.
I slid my hand down to Summer’s ass and squeezed, kneading her flesh between my fingers. The heat from her body set my cock twitching, and I rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger.
Stella gazed on my cock, her eyes heavy with lust. She removed her hand from her pussy and turned her back to me, her ass lined up with my cock.
I couldn’t help but watch Stella’s tits sway from behind while she inched backward and straddled my legs before lowering herself and grabbing my cock as she went.
She glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled, tossing me a wink for good measure. Stella dragged my cock through her soaking wet pussy lips and wasted no time wedging my fat tip inside her tight, slippery hole.
I loved it when she rode me in the reverse-cowgirl position. Her ass and tits were a marvel and the view from behind was spectacular. I groaned as Stella’s tight pussy stretched around my bulging tip.
She closed her eyes and opened her mouth, pausing only long enough to adapt before sinking lower, stretching her pussy, her contours conforming to every inch of my rock-hard cock.
Summer slipped her leg over my stomach followed by her entire body until she straddled me with her ass pressing against Stella’s and her tits mashed into my chest. She ground her pussy against my abdomen and I felt her warm wet lips slide across my skin. Summer’s swollen nipples dragged up and down my chest, and she ran her fingers through my hair while we deepened our kiss.
Summer’s moans filled my mouth while Stella gently rocked forward and backward plumbing her canal with my stiff rod.
I squeezed Summer’s ass before smacking one cheek, eliciting a chirp and a grin from the raven-haired beauty.
“Mmmm….” Summer ground her pussy faster and harder. “Again, baby.”
Smack.
Summer yelped pulling my tongue between her teeth and gently clamping down threatening to bite.
Stella churned on my cock changing from a front and back motion to an up and down romper room fuck. She bounced on my cock while her tits gently slapped together and her moans grew louder and more fervent.
Smack. Again, I played with Summer’s perfect ass, teasing her while she groaned into my mouth, her pussy dripping wet.
She released my tongue and kissed her way back to my ear, licking around the outside while her breath curled in my ear.
Stella slipped off my cock, and I gasped, shocked at the sudden loss. She turned around to face me before she crawled onto my lap and lowered herself onto my cock, this time in the full cowgirl position.
I soothed Summer’s blistered ass with my fingers while her breaths came quick and shallow in my ear.
“I’m going to come if you keep that up,” she whispered.
Smack.
Summer groaned and sucked my earlobe into her mouth before gently biting.
Stella leaned forward and braced herself on Summer’s back while she continued fucking me hard and fast. “Baby — baby — baby.” She said breathlessly. Stella closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip, her face contorted with pleasure.
I reached up and cupped Stella’s tits where they raked Summer’s lower back and squeezed, kneading them in my palms.
“Oh, fuck,” Stella said and froze, her body rigid while she leaned further forward, pressing herself flat against Summer’s back. She fucked me in tight fast circles, plumbing her spasming wall muscles with my steely cock.
Breathless, Stella pulled off my cock and eased herself off my lap.
I shivered at the loss, but it didn’t last long. Summer slid backward onto my lap, reached under her body, grabbed my cock, and guided it into her warm wet hole.
“Fuck.” Summer rode my cock up and down her tight wall muscles squeezing my shaft with every pass.
Stella climbed onto the couch and towered over me, straddling me with her feet positioned on each side of my chest and her ass facing me.
Summer sat upright and ground my cock deep inside her in a front-to-back motion with her eyes closed and her lips parted.
Stella dropped to her knees and leaned forward, pulling Summer into a deep kiss while her warm wet pussy slithered down my stomach.
I reached up and cupped Stella’s tits from behind while I bucked my hips and pounded Summer’s pussy.
The girls went at it, their tongues flashing and their hands exploring. Their soft moans and Summer’s hard grunts nearly caused me to blow.
I slid my hands down to Stella’s hips and over her ass while she rocked on my stomach in a rhythm to match Summer and I’s fucking. The experience was surreal. It felt like I was fucking both Summer and Stella at the same time.
Summer bounced up and down on my cock while her groans and grunts drowned out the sound of the movie. Stella leaned forward, mashing her tits into Summer’s chest while the girl’s hands roamed.
“Oh, God….” Summer’s moans grew to a fever pitch while she bucked forward and backward, fucking me wildly.
My cock sizzled with heat, and my orgasm came without notice. With Summer caught in her own climax, I grunted, pushing Summer off the couch with my hips and unloaded a sticky, milky mass of cum deep inside her womb. I squeezed Stella’s ass while my dick spasmed, firing uncontrollably, filling the gorgeous lifeguard with my hot fertile seed.
Summer ground her hips, slowing the motion of her hips while she squeezed, milking my cock of every drop. I raised my hands from Stella’s ass to her stomach and up to her ripe beautiful breasts while my cum slowed to a trickle and our bodies went still.
The girls climbed off me and when Summer did, a thick string of cum drizzled from her hole and splattered on my stomach. Together, we made our way to the shower where we spent more time playing than we did washing.
The three of us curled under Stella’s sheets, naked and happy. Like April and Mae, Stella Summer took up a spot on each side of me and fell asleep in under a minute.
With an arm around each lovely, I stewed on tomorrow’s full moon and searched for a way out that didn’t involve abandoning Summer, April, and Mae. Eventually, sleep took me despite every effort to stay awake. Somehow, some way, I would figure out how to save them all.
◆◆◆
 
The next morning, Summer had to work her last weekend at the pool. I got up with her, fixed her coffee, and made her eggs.
“Jack, don’t worry about including me in tonight’s plans,” she said while I sat with her at the dining room table.
“Why not? Have a hot date?”
She grinned. “Hardly. There’s a little get together with a few of the guards after work. I thought I’d drop in. Jealous?”
“Maybe a little,” I said.
“Good. I’ve got to keep you on your toes.” She pushed out of her chair and moved around the table before slipping into my lap. “You’re the one.” She kissed me and let it linger. “Got it?”
I pulled her into a tight hug and didn’t let go. “I love you.”
“Are you okay, baby? You seem a little down,” she said.
“I’m fine. Have you heard from your mom?”
“No,” she said. “But no news is good news.”
I walked Summer to the door and kissed her goodbye, putting a little extra into the effort. After she left, I stood with my head pressed against the front door and squeezed my eyes shut. I had no idea how to find Summer in 2008, or even if she was still alive. I may have just said my last goodbye, and she didn’t even know it.
An ear-piercing scream turned my blood cold.
My face went numb and my mind flashed red. I whirled, heart pounding, and sprinted upstairs, taking the steps two at a time, huffing and breathless when I ran into Stella racing down the stairs.
She flew into my arms, and I scooped her up, clutching her tightly. “What happened?”
“Someone came through my window.”
“What?” I swallowed a lump in my throat and felt her shaking in my arms.
Upstairs I heard the shower hiss, but otherwise the second floor was quiet.
I pushed my way up the stairs and Stella ducked behind me, squeezing my hand tight. “Be careful.”
I pushed open Stella’s bedroom door. Her window was open, and a plant knocked off her windowsill. I whirled and went to her closet, tossing the door aside and pushing back her clothes. “Baby, did you see him?”
“He was wearing a mask. I didn’t see his face.”
I peered out the window, left and right. Nothing. Stella followed me through the apartment while I checked all the rooms but came up empty.
I led her back to her room, closed the window and checked everything closely. “What happened?” I checked under the bed and behind the headboard.
“I turned on the shower and came back to get my towel.” She clung to my hand, not willing to move more than six inches from my side. “I saw him climbing in the window. That’s when I screamed. He jumped out, and I ran straight for you.”
“Okay, baby. Breathe. I want to check everything in your room.”
I spent the next ten minutes searching behind her bookcase, inside her dresser, in her desk drawers, and even in her planters. When I checked inside her air vent, my skin crawled. I ripped off the faceplate and found a miniature camera with a piece of tape covering the red recording light. “What the holy fuck?”
“What is it?” She asked.
I pulled the camera from its hiding spot and turned around to show her.
“Someone’s recording me?”
“Fucking professor,” I pushed the cassette door open and pulled out the tape. About half the tape was filled. “I think he was coming in to get this.”
“Jack, I’m scared.”
“Yeah. I think our decision just got easier,” I said.
For the rest of the morning, Stella didn’t leave my side. That included showering with me, getting dressed inside her closet with me guarding her closet door, and going into the bathroom with her when she peed. By the time we finished showering and getting dressed, it was just shy of noon.
We huddled together in the kitchen, figuring out our next move.
“I don’t feel safe here,” she said.
“Agreed,” I said. “Are you up for a trip to 2008?”
“I don’t think we have a choice,” she said. “I hope my family will forgive me.”
“Let’s get out of here,” I said. “We can grab lunch on Kirkwood.”
◆◆◆
 
We ate lunch at an outdoor cafe and spent the day together strolling the deserted campus. Stella seemed to put the morning’s nightmare behind her and spent hours asking me everything she could about 2008.
I held nothing back. I told her about the Internet, social media, the iPhone, and even some history including the terrorist attack on 9/11. But most of her questions were about Emily.
We sat on a grassy hillside not far from the pond by the rec center.
Stella sat between my legs and leaned back against my chest while I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in tight.
She picked at the grass and peppered me with questions. “What’s she like?”
“Who? Emily?”
“Yes. I feel connected to her somehow.”
I chuckled. “She said the same thing about you. Let’s see — Emily is headstrong, independent, smart, tenacious, and drop-dead gorgeous. She’s the life of the party but also loves watching old movies. She’s a prankster, and she likes to play hard to get.”
Stella grinned. “I think I’ll like her.”
“I don’t think she would mind me telling you….”
She gazed up at me, her expression curious. “What?”
“There’s something very special about Emily that you two have in common.”
“What is it?” She sat motionless, hanging on my next word.
“She had never been with a guy until she met me. She fell in love with me at first sight, but was scared to tell me so she pushed me away until our night in the attic.”
“Wow.” She sat still for a long moment as if processing that information. “She’s into girls too?”
“Yes,” I said. “Although I’ve never shared another girl with her like I have with you.”
I knew what she wanted to ask next, but I wanted her to have the courage to ask.
She sat quietly for a long time picking grass while I gently massaged her shoulders.
“Jack, do you think she might like to be with us? You know what I mean?”
There it was. She was so adorably wholesome I couldn’t believe she was such a freak in the bedroom. “You mean a threesome?”
“Yeah. Do you?”
My cock got rock hard just thinking about it. Twin Stella’s? It was like having a threesome with Betty and Veronica. “I believe she would like it very much.”
“I can’t wait to meet her,” Stella said.
I pulled out my phone and brought up the picture of Emily from the attic. “I miss her so much.”
Stella reached out and touched Emily’s nose ring. “I like the way she did that. Do you think I should get a piercing like that?”
“If you want,” I said. “That diamond would look great in your nose. You and Emily would look even more like twins.”
She reached up and touched the pink diamond in my ear. “I love that you never take yours out.”
“Never will.” I kissed the top of her head. “You are my Stella Love.”
“Love, Stella.” She giggled. “Like signing a letter.”
“I pulled her into my arms. Everything will work. I promise.”
“I’m worried about my parents and my sisters,” she said.
“Tomorrow, they’ll be in for the surprise of their lives.”
“Our tomorrow, their twenty years, she said.”
We spent the afternoon talking about everything from our hopes and dreams to our future together. We walked through the woods enjoying the late summer breeze and the cool temperatures. Overhead the sun blazed without a cloud in the sky, and the forecast called for a star-filled night. The moon would glow, and now we just needed that old black magic.
We split a sandwich for dinner. Neither of us had the appetite to eat much, and as the sun faded, our trepidation grew stronger.
“Where are we going to catch our moonbeam?” Stella asked me.
“When we go forward in time, our location won’t change so I thought we could pick some place close by that’s outdoors and will still be there in 2008,” I said.
“That could be anywhere on campus,” Stella said.
“Public sex acts are still frowned upon in 2008,” I said. “We have to pick a spot that is comfortable and offers some seclusion.”
She snapped her fingers. “I know just the place. The Rose Well House.”
I smiled. “You’re reading my mind. With the campus deserted for the weekend, there’s little chance of getting caught, and if we do, we can chalk it up to romance.”
The Rose Well House was a beautiful limestone outdoor building constructed in the middle of Dunn Woods.
“Legend had it that a female freshman isn’t a true coed until she is kissed inside the Well House at the stroke of midnight,” Stella said.
“We’ll be doing a lot more than kissing,” I said.
She giggled. “We had to learn about that place in our sorority. A lot of proposals have happened there.”
We went home and changed into our comfortable clothes, sweats and t-shirts. The house was quiet. It looked like Summer had come home briefly to change before leaving again. She left us a note informing us she would be home late and for us to have fun without her. It was a short note, and it felt like a punch to the gut.
“Should we leave a note?” Stella asked.
“What would it say?” I asked. “They wouldn’t believe us, anyway.”
“It doesn’t feel right to say nothing,” she said.
“Then tell them you love them,” I said.
Stella smiled and picked up the pen beside Summer’s note. At the bottom, she scribbled — Love, Stella.
“Clever,” I said.
Around 11:00 PM, Stella and I prepared to leave. I made sure I had my phone and my wallet and we grabbed two heavy blankets. We left the apartment for the last time hand-in-hand and were quiet on the long walk through campus, both of us coming to our own personal terms with our choice and the ensuing fallout. The future was impossible to predict, but a future without Stella and Emily was a life I wanted no part of. As much as I loved all five of my girls, those two held a particular soft spot in my heart. I only hoped Emily wasn’t my daughter.
Halfway to the Well House, I squeezed Stella’s hand. “You okay?”
She smiled up at me and nodded. “As long as I have you, I’ll be fine.”
During our entire walk through Dunn Woods, we didn’t see a soul. At 11:30 we reached the Well House. Overhead, the moon shone brilliantly, casting a cool silver glow over the trees and walkways. Moonlight shrouded the Well House in silver and shadow and but for the chirping of crickets the place was stone silent.
Stella and I entered the Well House and stretched a blanket across a wide stone bench drenched in moonlight.
We sat on the bench holding hands, watching the moon slowly rise in the clear night sky.
Stella inched closer and rested her head on my shoulder. “What do we do now?”
“We make love under the moon,” I said. “Naked.”
“Duh,” she said. “That’s it?” She glanced up at me expectantly.
“Well, there’s one more thing I wanted to do.” I slid from the bench and faced Stella before I dropped to one knee.
Stella’s eyes widened, and her lips parted. “Jack? What are you…?”
“Stella Harrison, love of my life, will you marry me?”
Without hesitation, Stella melted into my arms and pulled me into a hug. “Yes, yes, yes I’ll marry you.”
“I’ll buy you a ring in 2008,” I said.
“I don’t care about the ring.” Her voice quivered, and she brought her face around to mine. Her blue eyes welled with tears and the moonlight cast a soft silver glow across her face. “I love you.”
I kissed her softly on the lips and ran my hands up the back of her sweatshirt, feeling her warm, smooth skin against my palms. “I love you too, my Stella Love.”
Our kiss deepened, and our tongues met, hot and hungry. Stella ran her fingers through my hair and moaned softly in my mouth while I ran my hands further up her back, noting the complete absence of a bra.
My cock grew stiff in my loose sweat pants and I moved my hands around to Stella’s soft warm breasts, cupping one in my hand before tweaking her nipple to hardness.
Stella broke off the kiss and stood. “Now,” she said. “Make love to me, Jack.” She pulled off her sweatshirt and her beautiful twin globes bounced into view.
I quickly undressed while Stella did the same.
“I want to look into your eyes when we make love,” she said.
It was the same way Emily and I had made love in what felt like a lifetime ago. I straddled the bench, my cock already rock hard, and held out my hand to her. “Come here.”
She took my hand and straddled the bench. Her tits swayed under the silvery moon and her pink diamond earring glowed with luminescence. Stella freed her hair from her ponytail holder and her golden locks flowed freely over her shoulders and spilled down her back. Her ripe pink lips glistened in the moonlight and my cock hardened watching my goddess perform for me.
I reached out and cupped her ass cheeks in each hand and squeezed gently, guided her forward.
Stella lowered herself onto my lap and loosely wrapped her legs around my waist, resting them on the bench behind me.
Her tits jiggled and shook, and I couldn’t resist cupping one in my hand while I pulled her nipple between my lips.
Stella moaned and reached for my cock while she worked her fingers through my short dark hair.
I rolled her nipple over my tongue and brushed it with first my lower lip and then my upper before inhaling it back between my lips and gently sucking.
Stella moaned and started slowly stroking my cock while she ground her bare pussy against the base of my steel-hard shaft.
Her pussy felt warm and wet against the soft skin of my shaft, and her fingers danced across my engorged tip before she slowly milked the pre-cum from my shaft.
For as many times as I’d had sex with Stella, it was impossible to get enough. She was Aphrodite walking among us mere mortals and I but her slave. She was perfect in body and soul — sweet and empathetic and a tiger between the sheets. Stella was never jealous and always kind, and I would spend every day trying to earn her love.
I reluctantly released my hold on her nipple and sat up, meeting her face to face.
Her blue eyes sparkled, and she held my gaze with a soul-swallowing intensity that set off butterflies in my stomach.
I kissed her long and deep pulling her tongue in my mouth tasting sweet cinnamon on her tongue and lips.
Stella inched her hips forward and guided my shaft up and down her slippery wet lips while she ground against me harder and faster and never stopped stroking my cock.
I ran my hands down her back and settled my palms on her ass cheeks, squeezing and pulling her forward. I wanted inside her and my cock was demanding action.
Stella broke off the kiss, breathless. She stared into my eyes while she raised her hips and guided my cock to her warm, wet hole. “Oh, baby. I love you so much.”
I shuddered when my tip slid inside her and squeezed her ass, kneading her flesh between my fingers. My cock pulsed in anticipation and I never wavered, my eyes penetrating hers and staring into the light of her soul.
Stella lowered herself onto my shaft, and her face contorted with lust. Her mouth opened in an O-shape and she squeezed my shoulders, bracing herself against the pain and pleasure.
My cock rippled inside her, feeling every movement of her walls while she melded with my shaft. Hot and tight, her pussy felt like magic and the way the moon glowed over her skin reminded me so much of Emily I could hardly breathe. “Oh, baby. You feel so good.”
“So big.” She moaned and lowered herself completely on my shaft until I fully impaled her.
I inched my hips upward and felt her cervix press against my tip.
Stella grunted and bit her lower lip. “I feel your penis so deep inside me.” Her words were a struggle, her voice breathless.
I leaned forward to kiss her, and her hard nipples brushed against my chest. “Oh, Stell. I love you too, baby.” I edged my hips up and down and started fucking her under the light of the silvery moon.
Stella ground her hips working my cock in tight circles stretching out her pussy in anticipation of the deep fucking to come.
I buried my face between her tits and pushed her breasts flat against my cheeks while I kept pace, sliding my cock in and out while Stella grunted and moaned.
She switched motions, bouncing up and down on my cock.
I released her tits and wrapped my hands around her waist while Stella fucked me like a pro.
She combined an up and down motion with a forward undulation of her hips resulting in super deep penetration. Her tits gently slapped together while the sounds of her ass clapping against my thighs competed with her moans and soft grunts.
Faster and harder we fucked, our bodies rocking and our lips exploring. We kissed, hungry and passionate, and somewhere across campus the first bong of midnight carried through the woods.
“Oh, Jack. That’s it. Don’t stop.” She grunted and moaned pressing forward locking my cock inside her while she dug her fingers into my back. Stella stared into my eyes while her orgasm arrived, holding her frozen in place.
I grunted and my balls contracted before a violent eruption of cum blasted up my shaft and I spilled jet after jet of my milky seed deep inside my brand-new fiancé.
“Baby, that feels so good,” Stella pressed her forehead against mine and stared into my eyes while I continued spurting hot globules of sticky cum deep inside her fertile womb.
My orgasm subsided with the final gong of the midnight toll. Breathless, we sat face to face before we kissed and hugged. I left my cock inside her, unwilling to remove it.
Without moving Stella, I reached behind her and picked up the second blanket before wrapping it around her shoulders. Only then did I stretch out on the bench while Stella leaned forward and rested her head against my chest.
Naked and coupled, we drifted off to sleep ready for whatever the next day brought.
◆◆◆
 
I heard a bird chirping and felt a gentle breeze rustle over my face. The warmth of sunlight curled around my lips and the comforting weight of Stella rested atop my body.
I blinked my eyes open.
Stella’s golden blonde hair spilled across my chest, and I breathed a sigh of relief. If nothing else, I had come through this with her. I wrapped my arms around her body and felt the gentle rise and fall of her breathing. “Baby, wake up.”
Stella stirred under the blanket covering our bodies. “Are we in 2008?”
Off-hand, I couldn’t tell. The Well House had been here in 2008, and if it was Labor Day weekend, then the campus would be empty. “Let me check my phone.”
Stella uncurled her naked body from mine and wrapped the blanket tight around her shoulders.
I reached for my sweatpants under the blanket and felt the weight of my phone in my pocket. “Cross your fingers.” The thought of seeing Emily set off a round of fireworks in my stomach and my hands trembled as I reached inside my pocket.
Stella inched closer and looked over my shoulder as I opened the lock screen.
No signal. No messages.
My stomach sank. “That’s not good.”
“It’s not working?” She put her chin on my shoulder and yawned.
“No. Let me try a reboot.” I cycled my phone off and on.
No signal. No message.
“Shit.” I ran my fingers through my hair and my legs turned to rubber. “Let’s get dressed and head down to Kirkwood.”
We quickly dressed and folded up the blankets before we walked hand-in-hand through Dun Woods and onto Kirkwood Avenue.
The street was dead of traffic or people, but the placard on the Von Lee gave it away.
Now Playing: The Big Easy, Dirty Dancing
My legs turned to mush. “We didn’t go anywhere, baby.”
“I don’t understand,” she said. “Your connection with Emily should have triggered the spell.”
“Yeah.” My voice cracked, and I fought the urge to cry. “I don’t know what happened.”
“Are we stuck here?” She asked.
“Maybe,” I said.
“Come sit and let’s talk this through.” Stella led me to a nearby bench and stroked the back of my hand with her thumb. “We know the earrings work, or you wouldn’t be here.”
“Right.” I said.
“And we believe that’s because Emily’s earring sent you back to me because we love each other.”
I sighed. “Right.”
“You and Emily also love each other, which means….” She skewered her face adorably, searching for an answer.
I smiled and kissed her. “Which means Emily….” I froze and my face went numb as realization washed over me. “Oh my God.”
“Jack, what?”
I shook my head. “Come on. We have to find Summer.”
◆◆◆
 
We burst through the front door of our apartment and found Summer sitting at the kitchen table. Her eyes were red and bleary as if she’d been up all night crying.
“Summer, we need to talk,” I said breathlessly.
“Jack, she’s been crying.” Stella yanked on my hand. “Whatever you’re going to say, be kind.”
Summer looked at us and blinked. A huge smile broke across her face. Her chin quivered and her eyes filled with tears. “You’re here?”
It all made sense, and everything fell into place. From the moment I met her at the pool to her resistance to be in the picture to her lack of friends and family. Why hadn’t I seen it sooner?
My heart beat so fast and hard I thought it was going to explode. “Yesterday. That wasn’t your mom on the phone, was it?”
She shook her head while tears streamed down her face.
My own tears rolled hot and fast down my cheeks. My vision blurred, and I wiped them away.
Stella frowned. “Jack, what’s happening?”
“When did we meet?” My voice cracked and my hands shook. “I want the truth.”
“Stella introduced us,” she said. “We met on New Year’s Eve, 2008. The three of us fell in love that winter.”
Stella frowned. “I don’t understand.”
I squeezed Stella’s hand. “Summer’s from my time, baby.”
Summer didn’t say a word. No denial. No confusion. She wiped the tears flowing down her cheeks. “Let me explain.”
“This isn’t my first time traveling back to 1987, is it?”
She shook her head. “No.”
Goosebumps crawled across my arms and back. “Last night, you weren’t talking to your mom on the phone, were you?”
Emily shook her head. “It’s so complicated, Jack. Please don’t push me.”
I ignored her pleas. “You were talking to my Emily, weren’t you?” Tears streamed down my cheeks unabated and I was on the verge of going all out ugly cry.
“Jack, you’ll only make it worse,” Summer said. “Please, it’s not safe.”
“Where is she?” I shouted and my head flashed.
“Jack, I’m right here,” a voice said from behind me.
It was the voice of an angel — a voice I would recognize even in my deepest sleep. My stomach seesawed. I whirled and everything clicked into place.
Emily stood in the doorway looking every bit as beautiful as she was the day I was torn from her arms.
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Stella gasped, and I felt the blood drain from my face. Behind me, Summer’s sniffles filled the silence.
Emily Gilbert stood a foot inside the girl’s apartment. She wore a plain gray V-necked t-shirt with red Indiana Track and Field logo emblazoned across the front and a pair of tight red shorts showcasing her talented curves. Her dark raven hair spilled over her shoulders, cascading halfway down her back. It was longer than I remembered and closer to Stella’s in length. Emily’s blue eyes still held that spark I so vividly remembered and now, having known Stella, their resemblance was more than striking. The pink diamond glittered in her nose and her full pink lips looked kissably soft.
My heart hammered and my stomach felt like it had just been shoved out of an airplane. I wiped away the tears streaking my face and blinked. “Em, is it really you?” My voice cracked, heavy with emotion and Emily’s eyes glistened before a teardrop rolled down her cheek.
She nodded, and her chin quivered while fresh tears flowed unabated, streaking her face. Her lips turned up into a smile before she gave into her emotion and she dashed across the room, melting into my open arms.
“Oh, Emily.” I stroked her hair and wrapped my arms tightly around her waist. The familiar scent of jasmine wafted from her hair reminding me of home and her warm body pressed into mine like a gift from heaven.
She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and squeezed me tight. “I’ve waited all summer for this.” She broke down sobbing, burying her head in my shoulder while her body shook with raw emotion.
Behind Emily, I saw Stella watching us with tears streaking her cheeks and her face locked in a sweet smile.
Summer stepped up behind me and touched my shoulder, her sniffles reminding me of her presence.
I rubbed up and down Emily’s back and stroked her hair. “I missed you so much.”
She kissed me softly on the cheek and I felt her warm, sweet breath tickle my neck. “I’m never letting you go.”
I extended my hand toward Stella and reached behind me for Summer.
The girls closed in and we joined in a giant group hug filled with hugs and kisses and plenty of crying. Finally, Emily stepped back and took my hands in hers before perching on her tiptoes and kissing me on the lips.
I kissed her back, praying she wasn’t my relation and let the kiss linger before she opened her mouth and our tongues brushed together.
Stella and Summer backed off and watched us reunite.
I slid my hands down Emily’s back, over her hips, and squeezed her ass. My cock emerged from its cocoon, ready, willing, and able to play.
Emily broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “We should talk.” She gazed over her shoulder at Stella and Summer. “All of us should talk.”
◆◆◆
 
The four of us sat down on the couch. Emily wouldn’t let go of me and curled up beside me, wrapping her arm around mine. Stella took the other side, leaving Summer to take the adjacent love seat.
“We should start with what I pieced together,” I said.
Summer and Emily traded a look that I couldn’t decipher before Summer responded. “Okay, Jack.”
“After Stella and I woke up still in 1987, I realized the time travel should have worked, but it didn’t because Emily was no longer in 2008. There was no longer a connection that allowed the earrings to work their magic.”
“Right,” Summer said.
“And the only way Emily could have traveled back in time was with some help. But April, Mae, and Stella were already here, which left only you.”
Summer smiled. “You’re two for two. I could barely keep up the act, and when I heard you outside my bedroom the night I was talking to Emily on the phone, I almost broke down and told you.”
“Why didn’t you?” Stella asked.
Summer and Emily exchanged another look before Emily nodded at her. “Go ahead. Tell them,” Emily said.
“Jack, you’re right. The time travel should have worked. In fact, it did work — the first time,” Summer said.
“You arrived home with Stella on Labor Day, 2008,” Emily said. “We spent twenty-four hours frantic as to your whereabouts. April and Mae really took it exceptionally hard because of Stella’s disappearance in 1987.”
“God, Em. I’m sorry,” I said.
She rubbed my neck and kissed me on the cheek. “It wasn’t your fault. Anyway, I tried calling and texting you, but your phone was dead. You finally called me on Labor Day morning.”
“When Stella and I arrived in Bloomington?”
“That’s right,” Emily said.
“So why did you come back? We were all reunited in 2008, right?”
Emily let out a deep breath. “Yes. But, unfortunately, that’s not where the story ends. We didn’t all live happily ever after.”
My stomach swirled, and I sucked in a deep breath. “I’ve got a bad feeling I won’t like what I’m about to hear.”
“For a while we were all very happy,” Emily said. “Me, you, and Stella grew extremely close.” Emily glanced past me and smiled at Stella. “It’s strange that you don’t know me anymore. The three of us fell in love that fall when you came home.”
Stella smiled. “I can’t wait to get to know, Emily. I’m sorry for what you’ve gone through.”
“What about April and Mae?” I asked.
“They were thrilled to see Stella and you. And, at first, we were happy together,” Emily said.
“Here comes the but,” I said.
“But April and Mae weren’t twenty-one years old anymore,” Emily said. “They didn’t want to live the life of a twenty-year-old. Mae had a marriage, albeit an awful marriage, and three kids. April was busy with her career and Alex. They drifted away from us.”
At the mention of April’s kids, I bristled. If Emily was mine, I wasn’t sure I was ready to swallow that news. “Is that when we met Summer?” I gazed at my lithe, raven-haired beauty and smiled.
She smiled back, her eyes glistening. “I met Stella first,” she said. “We met in our history class, grew close, and I invited the three of you to a New Year’s Eve party at my apartment. One thing led to another, and we all ended up in bed. After that, we dated, and all fell in love.”
“Other than April and Mae’s retreat from the group, it sounded like we were happy, right?” I asked.
Emily frowned and glanced at Summer.
“I’ll tell him,” Summer said before Emily could speak. “I know how hard this part is for you.”
Emily’s eyes watered and she curled up even closer to me, burying her head against my shoulder.
“When you and Stella arrived in 2008, you insisted on having a blood test to confirm your paternity with Alex and Emily,” Summer said.
My stomach did a full three-sixty, and I squeezed Emily’s leg. “And?”
“Alex is your son, but Emily is not your daughter,” Summer said.
I melted into the couch and exhaled a long-held breath. “Oh, thank God.”
“That’s the good news,” Summer said. She glanced at Emily and paused.
“Tell him,” Emily said. “It’s why we came back.”
My face buzzed, and a chill ran down my spine. “Tell me what?”
“This part is hard,” Summer said.
“Just tell me,” I said.
“Mae was raped on Halloween night, 1987,” Summer said. “Greg Weaver slipped her a date rape drug and took advantage of her while she was passed out. Emily is Greg’s daughter.”
Beside me Stella gasped and Emily seemed to hunker down into the couch.
My vision flashed red and anger roared at the back of skull. White-hot heat flared inside my collar and I ground my teeth. “I will fucking kill him.”
“Jack, it hasn’t happened.” Summer said, her voice calm. “That’s partly why we’re here.”
“Partly?” I simmered pulling in deep breaths forcing myself to stay calm.
“Baby, relax,” Stella said. She stroked my hair and massaged my neck. “Let’s hear her out.”
“Once you found out about the rape, you didn’t take it well,” Summer said. “You blamed yourself for abandoning April and Mae and you cast shade on the decision to come back to 2008.” Summer paused as if summoning her will.
“What aren’t you telling me?” I asked.
“The night you discovered the truth, it was in March 2010, you got drunk and died in a car accident.”
Stella gasped and clutched my leg, and Emily wrapped her arm around my shoulder.
A cold sweat broke across my forehead and I felt like I might throw up. I believed every word. It all lined up, and that’s definitely something I saw myself doing. I thought back to last weekend when Mae and I made love in the lake. She gave me her heart, and I had stomped all over it. No wonder the light in her eyes had died. It was my fault, and knowing that it happened because of my foolish decision was a bridge too far. I sank forward on the couch and buried my face in my hands. “Why didn’t I try to go back and fix it?”
“Baby, you couldn’t,” Emily said. “The loves of your life were all with you.”
Summer leaned forward until our knees touched. She pulled my hands from my face and squeezed them. “Jack, look at me.”
I gazed up into her emerald green eyes and my vision blurred with tears.
Summer’s chin quivered, and her own tears welled in her eyes. “The five of us decided together to come back and save you.”
“April and Mae were part of this decision?” I asked, wiping away my tears.
Summer nodded and stroked the back of my hand with her thumb. “Yes, Jack. All of us. They know what that means.”
It meant that we still had a day and a half to worry about Stella, and now we had to stop Mae’s rape. Then it hit me. “If Greg doesn’t assault Mae….”
Then question hung heavy in the air, the insinuation clear — Emily would never be born.
“We don’t think that will happen,” Summer said.
“It’s my choice,” Emily said. “I can’t live without you.” She started crying again and Stella got up and came around the couch before she pulled Emily into a tight hug and stroked her hair.
“The picture,” I said. “That’s why you didn’t want to be in it. You were worried about the timeline.”
“Yes,” Summer said. “Is time a single thread or does it spin off into a billion different directions? We didn’t know until Stella convinced me to get in that picture.”
“Stell, what did you tell her?” I asked.
Stella rocked Emily in her arms and glanced up at me. “I told her we were a family, and to get her ass in the picture.”
Summer grinned, and I laughed. I pulled Summer off the love seat and into my lap.
Summer wrapped her arms around my neck and slid forward, pulling me into a hug. “You’re not mad at me?”
“For sacrificing your life for me and all of us? I’m forever in your debt.” I kissed her cheek and squeezed her against my chest. “And you proved that time spins off into multiple threads.”
“Which means Emily will be fine.” Stella sat on the arm of the sofa and wrapped her arm around Emily’s shoulder, half sitting on the brunette’s lap.
“That’s not necessarily true,” Summer said. “The photo was a wrinkle in the timeline. Removing someone’s existence is a major crack.”
“We can’t tell Mae,” Emily said. “I won’t let her go through it for me.”
“I don’t think it will come to that,” I said. “The timeline is already destroyed and you’re still here.” I poked her leg. “Yep. You’re still flesh and blood.”
Emily giggled and smacked away my hand. “What are you talking about?”
“Stella didn’t disappear,” I said. “We’ve confirmed that her true disappearance was because of the time travel, and that didn’t happen. No matter what happened to Mae in the other timeline, I never would have let Greg Weaver anywhere near her or any of the rest of you. I’ll be here on Halloween night and so will Stella and Summer and you. The four of us weren’t here the first time around. It was just April.”
“He’s right,” Summer said. “If you were going to disappear, it would have already happened.”
I slipped my hand down Emily’s inner thigh. “You’re flesh and blood. You won’t vanish like it’s Back to the Future. The act of time traveling guaranteed your existence in this timeline.”
“I think this means we’re staying,” Stella grinned and pulled Emily into a hug.
I stood, taking Summer with me, and spun her around in a tight circle. “Yes. We’re all staying.”
◆◆◆
 
Emily unlocked the front door to her apartment, and I followed her inside. “This is it.”
The apartment was small but cozy. A love seat and a stuffed oversized chair sat before a decent sized TV. There was a coffee table with a decorative candle in the center. Plants lined neat little shelves below the windows. An ornate breakfast table big enough for two sat nestled near the entrance to a small kitchen equipped with the bare essentials. Area rugs covered the family room floor, and the place smelled clean and fresh.
“Nice place,” I said. “You decorated?” Emily wasn’t the warmest and fuzziest decorator, even in our own time.
“Summer helped me,” she said. “You know me, right?” She picked up my hand. “Come on. There’s something I want to show you while I pack my suitcase.”
Although we hadn’t yet talked to April and Mae, Emily was moving into the apartment. She and Summer would share a room, but I knew that wouldn’t last long. I wanted her with me and Stella every night. It was only a matter of time.
She led me through the apartment and I couldn’t help but watch her ass move while her shorts rode up her ass crack, enhancing every curve.
My cock responded and nudged my boxer briefs. I leaned forward and give her ass a little pat.
Her ass jiggled, and Emily glanced over her shoulder, smiling. “Someone is horny?”
“Who me?” I smiled, feigning innocence.
“No, idiot. Me. God, Jack. I haven’t had sex in almost five fucking months.” She curled her fingers inside mine and pulled me into her bedroom. “But before you start stripping there’s something I think you’ll want to see.”
Emily’s bedroom was as quaint and tidy as the rest of her apartment. She had a second TV in her bedroom inside a floor-to-ceiling combination dresser and TV stand. She decorated the room in soft earth tones and her bed looked fluffy and inviting with plenty of pillows and a big thick comforter.
“Five months? We had sex a month ago,” I said.
She shoved me back on the bed, and I landed on my ass with a soft bounce. “No. We had sex five months ago in the year 2010.”
The realization just dawned on me. “Oh my God, Emily. You’re now officially robbing the cradle. You went from being younger than me to over a year older.” I grinned.
“I came back in time for you, so I’m asking for an official reset. And if you fuck with me, I’m cutting you off.” She thrust her index finger at me, but she couldn’t help from grinning. “As far as the world is concerned you and I are both twenty. Got it?”
“Whatever you say grandma.”
She laughed and leaped at me on the bed, coming at me with both hands. “Now you pay.”
I laughed hard and wrestled her into my body, fighting off her tickle attack. I only partially succeeded, and Emily scored a good tickle to my ribs. “Okay, okay. You’re twenty.”
Emily lay on top of me face first and I slipped one hand down her shorts, cupping her ass while I slid the other inside the bottom of her shirt and ran my fingers over the small of her back.
Emily ground her pelvis against my already swollen cock and peeled my shirt up and over my head.
I gazed into her clear blue eyes and tucked an errant stand of her dark raven hair behind her ear. I had never seen her more beautiful.
Her eyes searched my face before misting over with a light sheen of tears. “I missed you so much.” She twisted a lock of my hair around her index finger and brushed her lips against mine. “Promise me you’ll never drive drunk?”
I’d almost forgotten the way Emily played with my hair and her touch set my heart soaring. It’s the littlest things that reminded a person just how much you loved them. I couldn’t imagine the level of pain she had endured dealing with the fallout from my death. “I promise.” I kissed her again and our kiss lingered while Emily’s warm breath brushed my upper lip.
She ran her fingers through my hair and smiled. “You let your hair grow out. It looks great on you.” She bit her lower lip and continued grinding my cock. “You’re so handsome.” Her eyes roamed my face as if memorizing every line and curve.
“What did you want to show me?” I asked.
“I’ll show you after you fuck my brains out,” she said. “I’m so horny.” She sat up on my lap, straddling me before peeling her t-shirt off and tossing it aside.
Emily wore a white satin bra, and her tits billowed from the cups forming a mountain of mouthwatering cleavage.
I gazed up on her mountainous 36C’s which were the exact same size as Stella’s. “Baby, you are so beautiful.”
Her blue eyes sparkled, and she smiled demurely. “I love it when you tell me that.” She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra.
Her big beautiful natural tits barely moved when her bra came off. Her pastel-pink areolas were slightly larger than Stella’s but otherwise they were eerily similar. Emily had deeper tan lines than fair-haired Stella, a trait she shared with Summer. Her deep tan was just beginning to fade and there remained a stark demarcation between her public cleavage and her bedroom breasts.
Emily’s creamy white tits set my cock twitching, and I reached up and ran my fingers under her heavy breasts, causing goose bumps to flare across her chest and hardened her nipples.
“Come here, baby.” I pulled on her hands and Emily fell forward, meeting me face to face.
Her soft tits mashed against my chest, and she drew me into a kiss. Our tongues met and our passion ignited like a barrel of black powder thrown inside a burning house.
I slid my hands inside her shorts and squeezed her bare ass. In one fluid motion, I flipped Emily onto her back, putting me on top and between her parted legs.
She broke off the kiss, and her eyes widened while her mouth opened in a surprised grin. Her tits swayed and jiggled, and I drank in her soft curves and hard nipples.
I ran my hands down Emily’s tits and over her hips before I hooked my hands inside her shorts and pulled them down her long, lean swimmer’s legs.
Her shaven pussy was just as I remembered. Pure and unblemished without so much as a stubble in sight. Her pink folds peeked out from between her tight lips and she widened her parted legs, revealing more of her creamy smooth inner thighs.
I gazed on her perfection and shook my head. “Christ, how did I land you?”
“I ask myself the same thing every day.” She grinned and reached down between her legs before sliding her fingers over her pussy lips.
I drew down my shorts and my rock-hard cock flopped free, bouncing and swaying while I inched forward between Emily’s legs. “Let’s make this one memorable.”
Her eyes glazed over with lust. “It’s already memorable, baby.”
I took her wrists in my hands and inched forward, dragging my cock over her wet slit. I kissed Emily’s chin, lips, and nose on my way to pinning her wrists behind her head. “Don’t move your arms or I’ll get really salty.”
She giggled and kissed my chin. “So kinky.”
Starting with her fingers, I licked, sucked and kissed every one of her digits.
Emily’s breathing grew short and shallow, and she raised her head to kiss my chest and lick her way up my neck.
I licked my way down her wrist and stopped at the curve of her elbow, kissing the sensitive spot on her inner arm.
“God, Jack. You’re killing me.” Her warm breath floated over my neck and my cock twitched in approval.
The scent of her familiar jasmine filled my nostrils, and I fought the urge to slide my cock inside her warm, tight pussy. I worked my way down her arm, kissing and licking my way to her underarm. Emily was a fiend when it came to primping and grooming, and her underarms were no exception. Clean and sweet, they were creamy smooth, and I licked my way downward before cupping one of her breasts in my hand.
“Please fuck me.” She reached for the top of my head and I stopped before pinning her arms back over her head.
“No touching until I say,” I said.
She groaned and gyrated her pussy against my upper thigh. “You know how this makes me,” she said breathlessly.
I grinned at her. “I know exactly how it makes you. Now be a good girl and it won’t last much longer.”
“Stop fucking teasing me.” Her voice was pouty, but I knew she loved every second.
I took her other breast in my hand and kissed each of Emily’s eyes and the tip of her pert nose. When I reached her lips, she cheated opening her mouth and gently biting my lower lip.
My cock throbbed against her soft, firm tummy and I threw her a bone by diving into her mouth and kissing her hard. Our tongues flashed hot and heavy, and I tasted the sweet mint on her lips and tongue. Like Stella, I couldn’t get enough of Emily no matter how hard I tried. She was a drug, and I was hooked. I didn’t care if it was 1987, 2008, or the year 3000. I was all in on Emily Gilbert.
I broke off the kiss before traveling lower, kissing her chin and along her jawline until I met her ear. Again, the sweet scent of jasmine nearly overwhelmed me and my cock surged, pulsing against her navel. I nibbled Emily’s earlobe and sucked it gently between my lips.
She moaned, and her breaths came hard and fast. “Let me touch you, please.”
I shook my head and whispered in her ear. “Not until you come like a good girl.”
She bucked her hips wildly, grinding her soaking wet pussy into my upper thigh. “Please, please, please fuck me.”
I licked my way around her outer ear before sliding down her neck and licking lower, stopping briefly to kiss her throat and upper chest. With my hands kneading her massive tits, I licked my way south, moving up the swell of her cleavage before letting go of her breasts.
Her tits jiggled and sprang back into place. Emily groaned, grinding her hips and squirming. “Please?” She whimpered.
“What kind of boyfriend would I be if I let you off that easy?” I inhaled her nipple, sucking it between my lips before gently nibbling her hard bud.
Emily moaned and ground her pussy into my stomach. Her heat and wetness radiated off my skin, and I knew I couldn’t tease her much longer. She had waited so long and as much as I wanted to eat her pussy, I didn’t think she would make it that long. “Do you want me to fuck you?”
“Yes,” she hissed.
I release her engorged nipple from my mouth and licked my way around her areola. “Where should I come?”
“Inside me. You know that.” She squirmed and gyrated beneath me.
“What if you get pregnant?” I asked
“I don’t care if I get pregnant,” she said. “I want our babies growing inside of me.”
That got me. My cock ached for release. I raised myself up off her body, bracing my hands on each side of her chest.
Emily gazed up at me, her eyes thick with lust. She licked her lips and her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. Her tummy stretched flat and lithe, highlighting her lean muscle stretched over her ribcage. Her dark hair tumbled over the pillows and Emily wrapped her legs around my thighs, bracing herself for the fucking of a lifetime.
I dragged my tip through her soaking wet folds and Emily groaned but didn’t move her hands from the spot above her head. “That’s a good girl,” I said.
She smiled up at me. “I want to make you happy.”
“Mission accomplished.” I sank my cock inside Emily’s warm, wet pussy and groaned.
She arched her back and locked her legs around my waist, pulling me in deeper and groaning. “I’m going to come.” Her voice was ragged and rough. But after five months of celibacy, who could blame her?
“You can move your arms, baby.”
Emily wrapped her arms around my shoulders and dug her fingers into my shoulders. “Oh God, Jack. That feels so fucking good.” She bucked her hips and edged higher as if to take more of my cock inside her.
With a hard grunt, I thrust forward, driving my cock into her like a stake.
Emily grunted and groaned, panting for breath while her tits heaved and sweat glistened on her chest. “Harder,” she croaked out.
I pulled my cock out of her and rammed into her pussy again, harder and deeper. Again and again, I pounded Emily’s pussy with driving thrusts while our skin slapped and her body rocked up and down on the bed.
Emily’s eyes rolled back in her head and she groaned, sliding her legs inside my inner thighs and locking them in place.
Her pussy writhed and spasmed around my cock while her hips and body twitched, wracked by the flood of orgasmic bliss.
I continued battering her pussy, sliding my cock in and out with seismic force. Her tightness pulled on my cock and I’d forgotten just how much I loved fucking Emily Gilbert.
The bed squeaked, and the headboard slammed against the wall while Emily’s body rocked under the weight of my relentless assault.
She clawed my back and her pussy twitched and that’s when the mother of all orgasms erupted from my balls and I spray painted Emily’s fertile womb with the Niagara Falls of cum.
My head spun, and my vision faded while my cock jerked inside the beautiful buxom brunette. I fired off load after never ending load deep inside, hammering her with deep pounding thrusts. With my orgasm at its pinnacle, I drove forward and held my cock at the entrance to her cervix while jets of cum flooded her uterus with my sperm-laden seed.
Afterward, I collapsed on top of Emily, sweaty and exhausted. I felt my cock continue to twitch inside her like the aftershocks of a major earthquake.
Emily ran her fingers down my back while we caught our breath and let our heart rates return to normal.
I kissed her softly on the lips and brushed away the errant hair from her face. “Not bad for an old lady.”
She laughed hysterically and pulled me into a hug. “I love you.”
“Aww… I love you back.” I kissed her, and we lay together, glowing in the aftermath for several long minutes.
“Can I show you now?” she asked.
I propped myself up on my hands and gazed down at her. “Baby, I think you’ve shown me about every part of you there is to show.”
She giggled. “You’ll want to see this.”
I rolled off her and lay back on the bed staring at her popcorn ceiling wondering why anyone in the ‘80’s thought popcorn ceilings were a good idea.
Emily inched off the bed and made her way across the room to her closet. “The girls decided that we may as well make life easy on ourselves.”
I propped myself up on my elbows and frowned. I watched her tits jiggle and the curves of her perfect ass, and I noticed a string of cum leaking down her inner thigh. “What you got in there? A suitcase full of cash?”
“Better.” She came out holding a stack of books and dropped them on the bed.
My eyes widened, and my jaw dropped. “Oh… my… God.”
Emily grinned, flashing me her perfect smile. “Now who’s glad I came back to 1987?”
Books of every kind littered the bed. The Complete History of the Stock Market: 1980 - 2010, Twenty Years of NFL Statistics. There were books on every major sporting event, from the NBA to the NHL to MLB. There were books on college scores and books on history and facts. There was enough information on that bed to make us multimillionaires without breaking a sweat.
“Have I ever told you I loved you?” I grinned.
Emily smiled and twisted from side to side, kind of bouncing on the bed. The action caused her tits to jiggle and shake in a way that stirred my loins for round two. “I have electronic backup copies of everything on my phone. I’ve also printed out more copies and stored them in multiple safe deposit boxes of banks still around in 2010.”
“You thought of everything. Is this how you’ve been making money?” I asked.
“Duh,” she said. “We have multiple off shore accounts and three domestic. Mae showed me how to set everything up so we wouldn’t get caught.”
I laughed. “Mae helped with this?” The thought of 2010 Mae Gilbert conspiring with her own daughter made my head spin. “You don’t call her mom anymore?”
Emily shrugged. “We thought it would be easier if we disconnected that part of our relationship. It wasn’t hard given the way I came into the world. Besides, in 1987 I won’t remind her of rape every time she looks at me and I’m more than okay with that.”
“Speaking of your parents, what will you do if you run into Greg Weaver?”
“I already have,” Emily said. “He tried to hit on me at the Peanut Barrel one night with Summer.”
“What did he do?”
“He rubbed my leg, squeezed my ass, and leaned into me for an unsolicited kiss.”
“He picked the wrong girl to pull that move on. What did you do to him?”
“I dumped a pitcher of beer down his shirt.” She laughed. “To me, he’s just a guy. In this timeline, he won’t rape Mae, which makes him just another asshole.”
I grinned and pulled her down onto my lap. “When he sees you with me, it’s going to drive him even more crazy.”
She kissed me hard and wrapped her arms around my shoulders.
I cupped her boob and tweaked her nipple to hardness before we broke off the kiss. “It would be a shame not to christen your shower before you move out,” I said.
Emily batted her eyelashes playfully. “Jack Love, are you soliciting me for shower sex?”
“Only if the answer is yes.”
“You start the water, and I’ll grab the towels,” she said.
Emily and I had sex on her bathroom sink before the shower and again in the shower before we were both sexually sated enough to dress, pack, and walk back to the apartment.
Halfway home, I broached the topic of her mother with Emily. “Say Em, can we talk about Mae?”
“What about her?”
I squeezed her hand. “You know I would never let Greg Weaver anywhere near her, right?”
“Good. That makes two of us.”
“What’s the harm in telling Mae your identity? Don’t you think she and April will ask? I mean, you look just like their little sister.”
She shrugged. “We could say I’m some sort of long-lost relative or it’s just a coincidence.”
“That’s a lot of lie twisting,” I said. “As it is, the truth is strange enough,” I said.
“I don’t want Mae to get raped because she’s worried I’ll fade from existence,” Emily said
“You won’t fade from existence,” I said.
“You don’t know that for sure,” she said.
“I do know that and you want to know how?”
“No, but I’m sure you’ll tell me, anyway.” She grinned up at me.
“I know because of Summer.”
She frowned. “I’m not following.”
“According to you and Summer, I met Summer on New Year’s Eve 2008.”
“Yes.”
“And now, with us permanently stuck in 1987, there is no longer a chance that will happen.”
“Right, because you already met her in 1987,” she said
“Yet, Summer still has that memory of meeting me at the New Year’s Eve party. You were there too, right?”
“Right,” she smiled. “You’re saying that the memory couldn’t exist since that event won’t ever happen, but the memory didn’t go away.”
“That’s right. It’s confusing, but it’s just another nail in the coffin of the single timeline theory. The future can be changed, but if you travel back in time, you don’t fade away or lose your memories of an event that will never occur.”
“You’re saying, I won’t fade away,” she said.
“We have a lot of verifiable proof that says you won’t,” I said. “Let’s tell Mae and April everything, okay? It’s better that we’re all anchored in the truth if we want to make a go at this whole harem thing.”
She sighed. “I suppose you’re right. That’s fine. We can tell her, but I’m not calling her mom.”
By the time we arrived, Stella and Summer had pizza waiting and the four of us stayed up half the night drinking, laughing, and letting loose. April and Mae were due back tomorrow and would be shocked to discover they were living among time travelers from the future.
◆◆◆
 
Monday, September 7th, 1987 - Labor Day
With April and Mae not due back until later in the day, I called Pete and asked for his help on a special project. I had a score to settle with Professor Isaac and wanted to bury, once and for all, the notion that he would ever come after Stella or any other young woman on campus. I had filled Pete in on all the details with Professor Isaac and his shady business with Greg Weaver.
Be it weekend or holiday, Professor Isaac spent his afternoons in his office on campus. I didn’t know or care about his family background, but if he had anyone to spend the holiday with, he showed no signs of leaving town. It was conceivable he was planning a move on Stella, but it was more likely that he was just a peeping Tom.
Pete picked me up, and we made our way across town to Professor Isaac’s house. We passed Third Street and Atwater and continued our way through the south side of Bloomington until we reached the neighborhoods thick with off-campus student housing and some professor’s homes.
Pete parked his car one street over and we circled back around the block on foot until we reached the professor’s house. I knew that the houses surrounding his were primarily homes rented out by students, which meant most of them were gone for the long holiday weekend.
Professor Isaac’s two-story bungalow was an old, 1950s style house, with a brick facade and a yard overrun with long grass and unkempt shrubs. Towering trees lined the street and clouds blotted out the mid-morning sun. The professor had an unattached garage with a gravel driveway overgrown with weeds. He didn’t look too keen on keeping up with home renovations or even general upkeep. But then again, in a neighborhood full of students, he wasn’t alone.
“I’ll make sure he’s gone,” I said.
Pete nodded once, then moved to the back corner of the house, away from the windows and fully concealed behind an overgrown shrub.
I peered through the garage door window, heavy with dirt and cobwebs.
The garage was empty, which meant the professor was at his office and wouldn’t be home for several hours.
I hustled back to the house and slid behind the shrub with Pete. “All clear. Let’s go.”
During an earlier nighttime reconnaissance mission, we discovered an access point to the basement. An old boarded-up window near the back door led directly to the basement.
We hugged the house behind the shrubs and I hopped down into the basement window well near the back door.
A small, dirty glass window backed by a piece of plywood blocked our entry.
I gazed up at Pete. “Hammer and towel,” I said.
Pete dug inside the black bag near his feet and tossed me both items along with a pair of gloves.
I gloved up, then smashed through the window and beat the hell out of the plywood panel until it came loose. After clearing away the broken glass, I laid the towel across the window to shield us from the jagged edges.
I crawled in first and dropped into a basement laden with heavy shadows.
The only illumination came from the now shattered window. Gray light shown on a concrete floor and the edge of a stack of cardboard boxes.
I turned back to the window. “Flashlight.”
Pete handed me the flashlight before he crawled through, bringing the bag with him.
I powered on the flashlight and a thin beam of light illuminated the concrete floor and the edge of a workbench. To my right, I flickered over a stairway and a light switch beside it. “Stay here.”
“Fuck, this place is creepy,” Pete said.
“It’s about to get even creepier.” I carefully made my way across the basement until I reached the light switch. When I flicked it on, my stomach sank.
The basement wasn’t anything extraordinary. A workbench stretched along one wall, filled with tools and half-finished woodworking projects. Sawdust littered the floor beneath the workbench, and rows of boxes covered most of the other three walls.
“Shit,” Pete said. “It’s just a basement.”
I walked around the space, and my skin crawled. “Why does he have so many fucking boxes?”
“That’s exactly what I wondered.” Pete moved to a stack of three boxes beside him, put his weight into pulling them, and then yelped. He flew backward, landing on his ass with a thump while the boxes harmlessly tumbled aside. “Fuck.”
I chuckled, and Pete shot me a dirty look before climbing up off the ground.
“Yeah. This fucker is definitely hiding something,” I said.
We spent the next few minutes pulling away at boxes until we struck pay dirt. Behind the boxes buried beneath the staircase, we discovered a small door sealed with a padlock.
Pete produced a pair of bolt cutters from the bag and handed them to me.
Five seconds later, we were through the door and into Professor Sickos underground bunker.
I found a light switch and flipped it on before my stomach plunged and beside me Pete gasped.
Dingy light illuminated a room filled with floor-to-ceiling pictures of my Stella. There were pictures of Stella going to class, out with her friends, some with her wearing her bikini and more captured through the apartment window showing Stella in her bra and panties or wrapped in a towel. There were hundreds of pictures devoted to Stella and even worse there was a VHS machine hooked up to a TV. A box filled with tapes sat beside the machine and I picked one up. The label read - SH - 8/20 @ home.
“Jesus fucking Christ,” Pete said.
Rage welled inside me and without thinking I kicked my foot through the TV, shattering it with a flash of sparks before I took a hammer to the VHS machine. “Fucking prick.”
Pete didn’t try to stop me. Instead, he crossed the room and stood before a locked chest. “Jack, come see this.”
I crossed the room and used the bolt cutters on the chest before Pete opened the lid.
Goose bumps rose across my neck while a shiver slithered down my spine. “What the fuck?”
“Jesus, dude. We need to call the cops,” Pete said.
Duct tape, ropes, gloves, and a variety of drugs filled the chest.
Pete picked up a bottle. “It’s fucking roofies.”
That helped explain Greg Weaver’s impending sexual assault. Was the good professor supplying him with date rape drugs? It also explained their clandestine meeting. “What’s that brown bottle beside it?”
Pete picked it up and glanced over his shoulder at me. “Chloroform.”
The chest also held a ski mask, handcuffs, and several knives.
“He’s going to move on her,” I said.
“Yep,” Pete said. “Only question is when. What are you going to do?”
“Grab that bottle of roofies,” I said. “Stalking didn’t become illegal until the 1990s. I’ll have to take care of this myself.”
Pete frowned. “Stalking?”
“This shit here is stalking.” I pointed to all the photos lining the wall. “There was an actress killed in the late ‘80’s by an obsessed fan and a few in the ‘90’s that finally made the practice illegal. Here in 1987, the professor hasn’t broken the law — yet.”
“So, until he rapes or kills Stella, there’s nothing we can do?”
“There’s nothing the law can do,” I said. “I’m going to burn the fucker’s house to the ground.”
“Jesus, Jack. Are you sure?” Pete asked.
“Yeah. Didn’t you see the gas cans I stowed in your trunk?” I asked.
“Yes, but I didn’t think you would burn the guy’s house to the ground,” he said.
I shrugged. “He shouldn’t have been planning to abduct, rape, and murder my fiancé.”
He nodded. “Yep. Fuck it. I’m in.”
“Good.” I picked up the box of VHS tapes and ripped a few of the photos off the wall. “Let’s go.”
Outside, I took a picture of the VHS tapes in the box while Pete pulled the gas cans out of the car. Twenty minutes later, the professor’s house was ablaze, and we were long gone.
We sat in our car down the street while fire ravaged the house. By the time the fire department arrived, the house was nearly burned to the ground. I had poured a small lake’s worth of gasoline in the basement and tossed a match on it myself. One advantage of coming from the future is that I had no identity in 1987. I was a ghost and besides, Pete and I had left no fingerprints. I would give it a few days and then drop an envelope containing the photo of the VHS tapes off in the professor’s office. I wasn’t a murderer, but if it came down to it, I would protect Stella by any means necessary.
◆◆◆
 
A few minutes later, Pete dropped me off at home. Mae’s car was out front, and I hurried inside before the fireworks started.
Lively chatter came from the family room. Stella stepped out of the kitchen while I shut the door. She greeted me with a hug and a kiss. “Where were you?”
I squeezed her tight and returned her kiss before letting her go. “I had to help Pete with a project he’s working on. April and Mae are home?”
“They literally just walked in the door,” she said.
“Emily?”
“Is in the family room,” she said.
“Have they mentioned the resemblance?”
“Yep. They think she’s my doppelganger.”
“That’s not far from the truth.” I took her hand. “Let’s go tell them everything.”
Stella and I walked into the family room, and April and Mae greeted me with warm hugs and kisses. I took their hands in mine and smiled at them. “We have some news we need to share with you.”
After the initial shock and disbelief, Summer, Emily, and I walked the twins through everything. When we got to the subject of providing proof, I showed April and Mae my 2008 identification. Then I showed them my cell phone with a full explanation as to its features, and then I got to the photo section.
“April, are you sure you want to see this?” I asked.
“If you have a photo of me from 2008, then I want to see it. Do I look awful or something?” She sat next to me on the couch, rubbing my inner thigh and staring at me adorably. She wore a baby blue tank top with her snow-white cleavage billowing from the top, and I felt myself growing hard just looking at her.
I laughed. “Awful? Hardly. You’re a MILF in 2008.”
“What’s a MILF?” She asked.
“It stands for mom I’d like to fuck,” Summer said before rolling her eyes at me. “Did you have sex with April in 2008?”
“Uhhh… does oral count?”
April’s jaw dropped, and she smiled, her green eyes glittering. “Jack Love, you are awful.”
I felt my cheeks flush. “Yeah. Maybe you shouldn’t see the picture.”
“Let me see,” April said, wrestling the phone from my hand.
“Be careful with it,” I said.
“How do I work it?” She leaned into me and pressed her big creamy tit against my arm.
I stared straight down the barrel of her cleavage, drinking in her soft curves, and my cock roared its approval. “Tap this and this.” I brought up the photo app. “Slide left or right.”
She slid past the pictures of Emily and froze on the picture of her and I. “I look almost the same.”
“That’s right,” I said. “You are a stunner now and you will be then too.”
She kissed me softly on the cheek, “Thank you, baby. You’re so sweet.” She slid back a few more pictures and froze on one I took of her and Alex. April frowned. “Who’s that?”
“That’s my best friend who also happens to be your son. You named him Alex.”
Her eyes watered, and a warm smile lit up her face. “He’s so handsome. I see a lot of you in him.”
“Someday,” I smiled at her.
April lowered the phone and took my hand before placing it on her womb. “Baby, I’m pregnant. You’ll get to meet Alex again in about nine months.”
I pulled April into a hug and the girls cheered and gathered around April, hugging and congratulating us both.
“I guess this means you’re officially a MILF,” I said.
“You can prove it to me later tonight,” she said.
“Mission accepted.” I grinned and kissed her on the lips.
Mae, who had spent most of the afternoon quiet, frowned. “Jack, if Alex belongs to you and April, and Emily was going home to celebrate Labor Day with her and Alex’s family, then who is Emily’s mother?”
I glanced at Emily, who offered the barest of nods.
“You are,” I said.
Her eyes widened, and her jaw fell open. “I am? But that’s not possible.”
“Why?”
“Well, according to what you explained, you and Stella should have vanished yesterday and gone forward in time.”
“Right,” I said.
“Emily is about the same age as you and Alex, but I just finished my period yesterday,” Mae said. “I’m not pregnant, and I’m not a girl who sleeps around all that much despite my worldly appearance. You’re only my third boy.” Her cheeks reddened. “What I’m saying is that if I came home today and found out that you and my sister vanished, I would’ve been heartbroken. I wouldn’t be interested in jumping into bed with… well, with anybody, but especially Greg Weaver.”
“This part is hard to hear,” I said. “But it’s important that you and April know.”
Mae’s frown deepened. “Uh, oh. Just spit it out.”
“You and April hosted a Halloween party in 1987. On that night, Greg Weaver would have spiked your drink with a date rape drug.”
She gasped. “Emily is Greg Weaver’s child?”
“Jack, we can’t let that happen,” April said.
“No, we can’t,” Emily said.
“Wait,” Mae turned to Emily. “If we don’t let Greg go through with it, then what happens to you, Emily?”
“Nothing,” I said. “We have already proved that the timelines have diverged and Emily is still here. Besides, I discovered Greg’s date rape supplier and unofficially put him out of business. Yet, Emily is still here. She won’t vanish into thin air, and you won’t get raped.”
“You’re sure? Because I can’t have that on my conscience,” Mae said.
“I’m sure,” I said. “I can’t have your rape on my conscience.”
“That’s what killed Jack in 2010,” Summer said.
“What?” April and Mae said in unison.
Summer filled them in on what happened to all of us in the original timeline, which took more than a brief explanation.
“I’m fine,” I said. “We didn’t leave and nothing will happen to Mae.”
“Does that mean we can’t have a Halloween party?” Mae asked. “Because I love dressing like a sexy witch.”
“Of course, we can have a Halloween party,” I said.
“Mae,” Emily said. “We don’t have to make this weird. I’m not your daughter, and you’re not my mom. In this timeline, I don’t have a mom. How about we treat each other like sisters? I look like Stella, so it’s not that big of a stretch.”
Mae smiled. “I’d like that.”
Afternoon turned into evening before they exhausted all the questions. We were all too tired to cook anything for dinner. The girls ordered pizza while I made a phone call to Pete.
Pete answered after two rings. “Jack, dude… did you see the news?”
“Uh… no?”
“The arrested Professor Isaac for arson. I don’t know the details, but the cops must think he did it.”
“Hey, that’s great news,” I said. “But that’s not why I’m calling.”
“Uh… okay?”
“I need another favor,” I said.
◆◆◆
 
By mid-October we had established a new normal, and things were going great. April practically glowed even though she wasn’t showing, and Mae and I had grown even closer while she continued to let her guard down. Pete had hooked me up with a bookie, and I had parlayed two NFL games into some quick cash.
I had spent part of my haul on Stella’s engagement ring that she proudly wore everywhere and anywhere. It also proved to be the best guy deterrent I could’ve ever purchased. Stella strutted around campus wearing that ring and everyone left her alone, which was fine by me.
The police had uncovered a treasure trove of tapes and photos in Professor Isaacs sub-basement dating back ten years. More than one girl had gone missing, and now he was a prime suspect in multiple cold-case murder investigations. They had also changed him with arson, claiming he used the fire as a mechanism of destroying the evidence. As far as I knew, the fire destroyed Stella’s photos because the cops never even interviewed her.
Meanwhile, Summer and Stella were helping me pull off a huge surprise for Emily that was set to go down that very afternoon.
On that bright crisp autumn afternoon, the Robinson Apple Orchard buzzed with activity. Hundreds of people showed up for apple cider, wagon rides, pumpkin carving, apple picking, and even face painting for the kids. But one area of the orchard was temporarily closed — the corn maze.
That’s because I had rented it out, but Emily didn’t know that. In fact, Emily didn’t even know I was at the orchard. I had used April and Mae as cover, claiming I was going shopping with them for the upcoming party. But Summer and Stella were in on the act.
I showed up to the orchard thirty minutes early, alone, and made my way to the center of the corn maze. Stacked bales of hay walled off the interior of the maze, turning it into a sanctuary of sorts. I had the orchard cover the ground in even more hay and set up a small table where I set out wine, appetizers, and a boom box for an impromptu party. More stacked bales of hay provided seating, and I’d added a large blanket so we could escape the hay if we chose to get — frisky.
I reclined on a hay bale and waited until I couldn’t stand the waiting and started pacing, checking my watch every thirty seconds.
Ten minutes went by before I heard Stella’s voice first. “We went that way earlier. It’s this way. I’m sure of it.”
“I hate these mazes,” Emily said. “Let’s go score some of that cider instead. I’ve got a bottle of vodka in the car — instant party.”
Summer laughed. “Get your ass through the maze and maybe we can.”
“Turn right,” Stella said, her voice drawing closer.
The butterflies floating in my stomach kicked into overdrive and I exhaled slowly.
I heard their footsteps churning through dried corn stalks and loose hay.
Emily rounded the corner first and froze when she saw me. Her eyes went wide and her jaw fell open. “What the hell?”
Stella and Summer dropped back a few paces, both smiling.
Emily glanced over her shoulder at them, her expression confused.
I stood on the blanket, my heart pounding, and waited for her.
Summer came up behind Emily and gave her a little shove in the back. “Go to him.”
Emily’s eyes softened, and she licked her lips, taking a few tentative steps toward me. “Jack, what’s this about?” Her voice was shaky and uneven.
Behind her, Stella’s eyes glistened with tears and Summer smiled, eyes bright and bubbly. Summer held her iPhone up, recording the moment to come.
I held out my hand for Emily.
Emily wore a baggy Indiana sweatshirt and a pair of worn faded jeans that hugged her curves exceptionally well. She had her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail and minimal if any makeup — she had never looked more beautiful.
Emily took my hand, and it trembled under my touch. Her skin felt soft and warm, and her blue eyes sparkled under the bright autumn sun.
Heart pounding, I dropped to one knee and pulled a ring box out of my pocket.
Emily gasped and covered her mouth with her hands. Her eyes widened further, and I noticed her hands visibly shake.
I opened the box and the diamond engagement ring sparkled under the sunlight. “Emily Gilbert, love of my life, will you be my wife?”
She nodded, and her chin quivered with raw emotion. “Yes. I’ll marry you.”
Emily held out her hand, and I slipped the ring on her finger before standing and pulling her into a hug. “I love you.”
Her body shook with emotion. “I love you too.”
We exchanged a kiss and Emily perched on her toes and wrapped her arms around my neck, opening her mouth to mine. Our tongues briefly flickered together before Stella and Summer swarmed us with hugs.
I had made sure that both Stella and Emily’s rings had the same sized diamond and quality. I didn’t want any of the women I loved to believe I favored one over the other. I had every intention of marrying Summer, April, and Mae, but Emily had waited long enough.
We toasted with champagne and spent the next hour eating, drinking, dancing, and otherwise having a great time.
After my third glass of wine, I stretched out on the blanket and watched the clouds float by.
Emily appeared above me, smiling. She sank down onto my lap before she leaned forward and kissed me full on the mouth. “How much longer do we have the maze?” She said between kisses.
I glanced at my wristwatch. “Another 45 minutes.”
Emily grinned and sat up before pulling off her sweatshirt and sitting on my lap wearing only a white satin bra. “Good. Because the girls and I want to celebrate properly.”
Stella and Summer appeared behind Emily, already pulling off t-shirts and unzipping their jeans.
“Here in the maze?” I asked.
Grinning, Emily reached down and pulled my t-shirt over my head. “That makes it hotter, don’t you think?”
“Definitely,” I said, reaching for the button on my jeans.
Emily slapped my hand away and unbuttoned my jeans herself before sliding them down my legs, taking my underwear with her.
My cock rolled free of its restrictive bindings and had already started hardening while I watched Emily’s big beautiful tits bounce and jiggle inside her bra.
Stella, already naked with her shining golden blonde hair fluttering in the breeze, stepped up behind Emily and unhooked her bra.
Emily’s bra fell off her shoulders and her tits came into full view, sending a rush of blood charging into my cock.
I propped myself up on my elbows to get a better view of the show.
Emily kicked off her tennis shoes and shimmied out of her jeans while a very naked Summer smiled down at me, her lithe body glowing under the warm autumn sun.
Summer pushed her raven hair behind her ear and dropped to her knees beside me.
I reached out and cupped her perky tits and tweaked her nipples to hardness.
Summer leaned forward while my cock stiffened to full mast. Her hair brushed my chest, and I inhaled the sweet scent of vanilla wafting from her body.
“You are a very good boyfriend,” Summer said before sliding her hand behind my neck and kissing me softly on the mouth.
I parted my lips and our tongues met, warm and writhing. I squeezed her tits and filled my hands with her soft flesh, gliding her hard nipples in between my open fingers.
We explored each other’s mouths while Summer’s breath curled over my upper lip.
Down below, my cock stood ramrod straight and stiff as a two-by-four.
Warm fingers curled over my balls and the base of my shaft while a darting tongue circled my engorged head.
A quick glance past Summer revealed Stella licking my cock while Emily worked her fingers over my shaft, gently stroking.
Emily lowered her face to meet Stella’s, and the girls kissed with their lips meeting around my bulbous tip and their tongues writing over my glans and swollen head while pre-cum oozed out of my slit.
Emily was first to lick it clean while Stella came behind her, sliding her tongue down my shaft.
I pulled in fistfuls of blanket and groaned.
Summer deepened our kiss and stretched out beside me before sliding her sleek, muscular leg over my stomach. She ran her fingers down my chest, tweaking my nipples and moaning into my mouth while our tongues continued to dance.
Emily pushed my cock into her mouth and powered up and down, working her tongue over my glans while she vacuum-sealed her lips around my shaft and sucked.
Stella leaned into Emily and licked around her areola before inhaling Emily’s nipple into her mouth.
Summer broke off the kiss long enough to lick her way up my jawline and pull my earlobe into her mouth. “Baby, I need your cock inside me,” she whispered, sending a chill down my spine.
Emily pulled off my cock and sat up straight, pulling Stella into a kiss.
My cock bounced free, and I used the window of opportunity to sit up, taking Summer with me. “Lie face down on the blanket,” I told Summer.
“Doggy style?” Summer asked.
“No. Flat. I want to plow you from behind.”
Summer’s eyes glazed over with lust and she did as I asked lying flat on her stomach with her arms stretched out in front of her.
Beside me, Emily had reclined onto her elbows and Stella kissed her way up Emily’s inner thighs before diving into her pussy.
Summer’s perfect ass appeared before, bubbly and pert without an ounce of unwanted fat. All three women had crazy great bodies including asses to die for, but Summer’s ass was the best I’d ever seen.
Summer parted her legs slightly, and I crawled up her body, sliding my cock inside her ass crack like a hot dog in a bun.
She writhed her hips as if in anticipation, and I didn’t disappoint her. I peeled open her pussy and her glistening pink slit came into view.
Summer turned her head sideways and glanced back at me. “Fuck me, baby.” She pushed her ass up, and I slipped my cock inside her puckered hole and squeezed her ass cheeks in both hands.
I groaned and closed my eyes, feeling her pussy squeeze and flex around my cock. “Fuck. You are so tight.”
She moaned and grabbed the blanket while she flexed her ass cheeks under my grip. “Use me,” she said.
My cock pulsed inside her, and I bucked my hips forward, driving in to the hilt.
Warm and tight, her pussy wrapped around my cock like a warm blanket on a frosty night. Her groans were loud enough to carry across the maze, but I didn’t care.
I drove in and out of Summer’s pussy, plowing into her, my cock splitting her pussy in half with every driving thrust.
I let go of her ass and watched it jiggle and shake while I owned her pussy, fucking her harder and faster.
Summer’s grunts and moans grew louder, and she wrapped her ankles around mine, pulling me into her deeper with ever hard thrust.
I leaned forward and laid my chest on her back, grunting every time I bottomed out inside her. I licked her ear and pulled her earlobe between my lips before I whispered. “Be a good girl and come for daddy, baby.”
Summer groaned, and her body stiffened while her legs locked around mine. Her pussy pulsed, and she squeezed her eyes shut while I intertwined my fingers inside of hers. Her orgasm washed over her while her pussy twitched and clamped down on my shaft.
Only after Summer relaxed did I pull out my cock, red and raging. I stood up and found Stella on all fours, leaned forward, still eating Emily’s pussy.
I stepped up behind her, licked my fingers, and slid my hand down the beautiful blonde’s ripe pink lips.
Stella broke off long enough to glance over her shoulder at me and smile.
I slid my finger inside her pussy and felt her tight hole already warm and wet with her juices.
Stella squeezed her eyes shut and ground her hips before she dropped back down to Emily’s pussy and went back to work.
I dropped to my knees and worked my fat purple cock head inside Stella’s lips and slid downward until I caught on her entrance. In one smooth motion, I sank halfway inside before pausing to stop myself from coming too soon.
Stella’s groaned, and the sheer tightness of her pussy nearly overwhelmed me. I slid my hands over her ass cheeks and rested them on her hips before I thrust forward, sinking inside her to the hilt.
Her big tits swayed into view under her chest and her blonde hair hung loose over her shoulders, cascading over Emily’s tits.
Summer had recovered enough to crawl over to Emily and kiss her on the mouth. Emily parted her lips and their tongues flashed while Summer squeezed Emily’s massive tit in her hand.
I drove into Stella as deep as I could before I pulled out and rammed her again, fast and hard, grunting on impact.
Stella’s ass jiggled, and she groaned but never broke from her devoted attention to Emily’s pussy.
I fucked Stella hard and fast, driving in and out while the sound of our slapping skin mingled with the chorus of soft moans and hard grunts. I leaned forward until my chest rested on her back and I cupped her beautiful tits, rolling her nipples between my fingers.
“Ohhh… Jack,” Stella said, her voice deep and throaty. “Right there, baby. Don’t stop.” She worked her tongue over Emily’s exposed clit, pulling it between her lips while I fucked her so hard her body shook.
Three hard thrusts later and Stella’s body stiffened while Emily bucked her hips off the ground and groaned, both women coming at once.
I slowed my pace, fearful that I might finish off inside Stella before I filled up my beautiful new fiancé with a cream pie.
Stella’s pussy twitched and squeezed my shaft and I let go of her tits and sat upright, nearing the point of no return.
After Stella’s body relaxed, I pulled out, and she sat back on her knees while I scooted past her and dropped down between Emily’s still parted legs.
Summer backed off and sat upright on her knees, watching as I dragged my cock down Emily’s flat stomach and over her swollen pussy.
Emily wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss while I easily slid inside her, burying my cock to the hilt.
Her pussy wrapped around me like warm velvet and I felt her muscles glide over my shaft, rippling like a river current.
Emily broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, her blue eyes sparkling. “I love you so much.”
I fucked her slowly at first, already on the verge of coming, but I held her gaze, her tits rolling in circles while I continued to pump.
“I can’t believe you’re here with me.” I pushed inside her as deep as I could and held it while Emily wrapped her legs around my waist.
She was so beautiful, and I had no hope of holding out much longer. “Fill me up, Jack.” She bit her lower lip and edged her hips upward, driving me even deeper inside.
I pumped three times before the urge to come overwhelmed me. I groaned and my eyes rolled back in my head while a river of cum poured out of me and flowed deep inside Emily’s fertile womb. I continued pumping and spurting load after load while Emily pulled me into a deep kiss, our tongues twining together.
I collapsed onto her chest and left my cock buried inside her while we continued to kiss.
“God, that was hot,” Summer said, still kneeling beside us.
“We better get cleaned up,” Stella said. “I don’t want little kids to walk up on this scene.”
I reluctantly pulled out of Emily’s pussy and watched a small river of cum flow from her freshly fucked hole onto the blanket.
She propped herself up on her elbows and grinned. “Are we testing the strength of my birth control?”
I stood and held out my hand for her. “One test alone won’t cut it. We’ll have to keep on trying.”
Emily took my hand, and I helped her up, pulling her into my arms. Our naked bodies pressed together, and she kissed me again before sliding her hand up the back of my neck and curling my hair around her finger.
“God, get a room,” Summer said.
Stella giggled. “Save round two for the drive home.”
◆◆◆
 
With a week to go before the big Halloween party, I still had one piece of unfinished business to take care of — dealing with Greg Weaver. Technically, I had no proof that the guy had done anything wrong. He had never hurt April, and his assault on Mae depended on a chain of events that never came to pass. But I had my suspicions about the guy and if he was using date rape drugs on other women, then it needed to end.
I rolled up to the university pool a few minutes before practice let out and hung out in the lot until I spotted Greg walking out with his backpack slung over his shoulders.
I hopped out of the car and quickly strode up beside him before putting my arm around his shoulder and squeezing. “How’s the second fastest swimmer on campus today?”
Greg flinched and glared at me before he shook my hand off his shoulder. “Fuck off.” He didn’t slow down as he made his way across campus toward his fraternity house.
I kept pace with him and grinned. “Yeah. I know that one stung. But the good news is that you have two more weeks before I join the team.”
Greg stopped in his tracks and turned on me, glaring. “You aren’t fucking joining the team.”
“You’ll have to take it up your grievance with the coach. He won’t be happy to lose me, especially when he finds out you tried to intimidate me. You being the team captain and all, how would that look?”
He turned away from me and kept walking. “Whatever, man. I’m done with you.”
I started walking again. “One more thing,” I said. “If you ever try to use roofies on another girl, I’ll make sure the cops know about it.”
His face turned a pale shade of green, and he tried not to react, but the guy looked like he was on the verge of tears. “Fuck you.”
“No. Fuck you,” I said and grabbed his upper arm and yanked him in close. “I have photos of you and Professor Isaac. Remember him? The campus murderer and rapist who supplied you with your drugs?”
Greg’s jaw dropped, and he stared at me, too stunned to move.
“All you had to do was to provide him access to his victim’s homes.”
“I — I….” He swallowed and stared at me. “I didn’t have any part of that.”
“No? You aren’t a murderer, just a rapist, is that it? I know you led him to Stella. I have the proof. Did you jerk off to the videos of her with him?”
He shook his head. “I didn’t… I mean, no.”
I thrust my finger in his face. “I’m watching you, motherfucker. If I hear of you taking a girl home with even the slightest buzz, I’m going to the cops. By the way, if anything happens to me, the cops still get the evidence, but you’ll have suspected murder added to your rape charges. And stay the fuck away from the Harrison’s that includes Summer and Emily. You are persona non grata at our house. Got it?”
“Okay.” He glanced over his shoulder and back at me. “I promise. Just don’t turn me in.”
“You make me fucking sick.” I spit in his face and walked past him, leaving Greg Weaver alone with his rapist thoughts.
◆◆◆
 
The girls and I went all out for our big Halloween bash. We pimped out the house with everything from dry ice to fake cobwebs. We had spiked cider, chattering skeleton heads, laughing pumpkins, and converted our entry way into a mini haunted house. We had creepy music and lights to match the decor, which attracted a house packed with costume-clad party-going, drunken coeds. The Fab Five as I liked to call my girls were in full-on party mode, and I wore a Twilight-inspired Edward Cullen vampire costume even though the first Twilight novel wouldn’t appear for another eighteen years.
During the party, I kept my eyes locked on Mae and made sure she didn’t accept a drink from anyone other than me. Greg Weaver had honored his promise and steered clear of our apartment.
After refilling my beer, I waded through the packed house while the music thumped and the fifty people crammed into the family room danced in a mosh pit like atmosphere.
I spotted Pete standing by the spiked cider and pushed my way through the crowd until we met face to face.
He grinned when he saw me, his skeleton mask pushed up on his head. “Dude, great party.” He slapped me a high-five, and we embraced in a short man hug.
“Thanks, man. How’s it going?” I asked.
Pete’s eyes were clear, and a fresh haircut suited him. In fact, I hadn’t seen him stoned in at least two weeks. “All is well,” Pete said. “But let me ask you, what’s the skinny on that hot little number talking to Stella?”
I glanced across the room. Stella wore a pink sexy one-piece bunny costume revealing a mountain of cleavage. Her golden blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders and she wore a pair of matching pink bunny ears to go with pink mesh thigh-high stockings. I couldn’t wait to slip down her rabbit hole later in the evening. The girl Pete was referring to was a petite brunette wearing a princess gown and tiara. Her body was firm and lithe, and she was more than a little cute. She and Stella were laughing about something, and I couldn’t help but smile when I saw Stella’s engagement ring sparkle on her finger.
“You have an expert eye, my friend.” I squeezed his shoulder. “That’s one of Stella’s best friends. Her name is Dixon, but everyone calls her Dixie.”
“Are you…?” He cleared his throat. “That is… I mean… are you adding her to your collection?”
I laughed and shook my head. “No, Pete. My plate is full. But I would be happy to play Goose to your Maverick.”
His face brightened into a smile. “You think she’d be interested in me?”
I raised an eyebrow. “What she be interested in a smart, funny, handsome, athletic man who happens to be a freaking genius?”
Pete’s cheeks reddened. “I’m not all that.”
“You’re all that and more, my friend.” I squeezed the back of his neck. “Come on. I’ll make intros.”
We crossed the room and stopped before Stella and Dixie.
I took Stella’s hand, leaned down, and kissed her. “Hi, baby.”
“Hi Pete,” Stella said. “Have you met my friend, Dixie?” Stella turned to Dixie. “Dixie, this is Jack’s best friend, Pete.”
Pete extended his hand. “Nice to meet you.”
Dixie’s sparkling eyes and warm smile revealed she was definitely interested in Pete. She took Pete’s hand. “Do you have supersonic hearing or something? I was just asking Stella about you.”
Pete grinned. “Really? I was just asking Jack about you.”
The two started chatting amicably and forgot that Stella and I were even there.
Stella squeezed my hand, gazed up at me, and grinned. “Baby, let’s go find Emily. She wanted me to bring her a refill.”
We left Pete and Dixie behind, and I leaned down to Stella. “I think we just played matchmaker.”
“She’s had the biggest crush on Pete,” Stella said. “She’s just so shy.”
I glanced over my shoulder, and Dixie belly laughed at something Pete said. I got a strong case of the warm and fuzzies. “I don’t think she’s shy anymore.”
Ahead of us, we spotted Emily and Summer chatting with two girls from the sorority.
Emily wore a form fitting leopard costume cut in a V-shape down to her stomach, revealing even more cleavage than Stella. The costume had a tail, and she wore her hair ‘80’s-style big with cat ears and whiskers on her face. Like Stella, her engagement ring sparkled.
Our arrangement had caused a huge buzz in the sorority house and we had our fair share of detractors to go with an equal number of supporters. The bottom line is that we all agreed that love shouldn’t be pigeon-holed to one man and one woman. In our case it was six human beings sharing our love in a way that made us happy and we didn’t owe anyone an explanation.
Emily and Summer smiled when we approached.
“Hi, sexy.” Summer grinned and hooked her arm around mine before she pulled me into a quick kiss. She wore a skimpy devil’s costume, complete with a pitchfork and a matching tail. Her outfit was red, sleek and shiny, built to showcase her world class ass and incredibly tight body. She wore her hair pulled back and secured with a pair of horns. She had applied her makeup thick and slutty with bright red lipstick and dramatic dark eyeshadow and mascara. Her costume definitely had my attention.
I ran my hand down her exposed back and squeezed her ass cheek. “You’re bringing out the devil inside wearing that number.”
“Have you been a bad little vampire, Jack?” Summer grinned wickedly.
Emily squeezed in between Stella and I while she wrapped her arm around each of our waists. Emily perched on her tiptoes and gave me a quick kiss. “Jack, can we borrow Stell for a few minutes?”
“Sure. Are you planning something I should know about?”
Emily grinned. “Oh, you’ll find out soon enough. Go find Mae. She wants a refill on her cider.”
I leaned down and kissed Emily, pulling her lower lip into a playful bite. “Do make me draw blood.” I grinned.
She pushed her mouth on mine, parted her lips, and drove her tongue deep into my mouth.
We kissed for five long seconds and my cock hardened to the ready position.
Finally, she broke off the kiss while she curled her finger around the short hair at the nape of my neck. “Just be ready.” She ran her palm over my chest and smiled.
The room tilted on its axis while I gazed down into her beautiful blue eyes. “Uhhh… okay.”
She smacked my ass. “Now run along and be a good boy.”
I staggered toward the back deck where I found Mae leaning over the railing trading barbs with a group of passing party-goers.
Mae wore a witch’s costume that drove me fucking crazy with lust. She wore black sheer thigh-high stockings, a black ballerina tutu, and a sleek blank top hugging her massive tits. She tucked her long blonde hair beneath a tall witch’s hat, but most of it spilled down over her shoulders.
From my angle, I noticed the perfect curve of her ass peeking out from beneath the tutu. Without her knowing, I stepped up behind her and slid my hands up the back of her legs and curled them around her waist.
Mae squeaked while she whirled as if ready to strike.
I locked my hands around her waist and drew her toward me while her eyes softened and a smile blossomed on her lips. “You’re lucky you’re you,” she said before she wrapped her arms around my neck.
“Oh, I tell myself that every day.” I drew her into a kiss and Mae responded by kissing me back while the surrounding crowd hooted and hollered.
Mae and I both stared grinning, and I let her go just enough to give her space to lean back against the railing.
“How goes it?” I asked.
“Perfect,” she said. “I couldn’t ask for a better Halloween.”
“Rumor has it, you need a fresh drink,” I said.
“Jack, you don’t have to get me —
I held up my hand, cutting her off. “Humor me.” I kissed the tip of her nose and then her lips. “BRB,” I said.
“Huh?” She asked.
“Oh right,” I said. “Too soon. You’ll find out what that means in about twenty years.”
“Summer will tell me later,” she said. “If it means anything bad, I’m taking it out on you.”
“Promise?” I leaned forward and kissed her one last time. “Be right back.” I grinned.
Her eyes widened in a light-bulb-moment as she mentally connected the dots. “I see what you did, Jack Love.”
I gave her one last grin before I turned and made my way back through the house toward the kitchen. I wasn’t taking any chances with Mae’s drink. It was cider from the fridge and vodka from the cabinet rather than the spiked cider bowl on the party table.
On my way into the kitchen, I bumped directly into Wonder woman coming face-to-face with the creamiest tits at the party.
April, dressed in a Wonder Woman costume, smiled and wrapped her arms around my neck before pulling me into the kitchen. “Hi, lover. Mama’s been looking for you.”
I slipped my hands around her waist and cupped her ass before squeezing while gazing into her cleavage, imagining my face buried between her tits. “Here I am, gorgeous.” I leaned into a kiss and April didn’t waste any time opening her mouth and sucking my tongue between her lips.
I kissed her back, kneading her ass cheeks in my hand while I felt April’s hand gently squeeze the bulge forming in my crotch.
She broke off the kiss just long enough to gaze up at me, her green eyes heavy with lust. “Pregnancy is making me so horny. Can we go upstairs for a quickie?”
My cock twitched in my pants and it was all I could do to leave her tits inside her costume.
April’s glorious fiery red hair hung loose over her shoulders and her red lipstick pumped up her lips to maximum volume. She squeezed my cock and pressed in close, kissing her way up my neck before whispering in my ear. “Please, fuck me.”
My cock raged in my pants, and I swallowed the lump in my throat. I nodded dumbly while April tugged on my hand and dragged me out of the kitchen and toward the stairs.
“April,” Mae shouted from across the room.
We stopped and peered across the crowded room.
Mae waved her hand, and I noticed Stella, Summer, and Emily surrounding her.
April’s shoulders sagged, and she glanced up at me, her expression pouty. “I should go see what they want,” she said dejectedly before dropping my hand and slipping into the crowd.
I adjusted my cock inside my jeans to ease the pain of my raging hard-on and stared at them.
When April arrived, Mae and Emily put their arms around her and they huddled together like a group of football players forging a battle plan.
I frowned and Pete came up beside me with Dixie following close behind. He put his arm around my shoulder and together, we gazed toward the Fab-Five. “Brother, I hope you ate your Wheaties this morning.”
I glanced at him, and he grinned while I heard Dixie giggle behind us. “I’ve got a drink to make.”
I vanished into the kitchen and emerged a few minutes later with Mae’s drink. By that time, the girls were nowhere to be found. I stood there, bewildered, until Pete and Dixie emerged again beside me.
“We were told to give you the message to come upstairs in exactly fifteen minutes,” Pete said. “Dixie and I will play party host.”
Dixie wrapped her arm around Pete’s and smiled. “I don’t know what they’re planning, but you’re in trouble.”
Pete cackled and the two of them slipped off into the crowd.
A slight smile crept across my face and I slipped out the front door to get some fresh air before diving into whatever the hell the girls planned for me.
The stars shone brightly overhead, and the moon glowed softly high in the sky. The cool breeze felt wonderful on my skin, and I sipped on Mae’s spiked cider and leaned against the railing. If this was to be how I lived the rest of my life, then I was truly a blessed man. Upstairs in my dresser, I had April’s engagement ring ready to go and had already planned a drive north to Indianapolis the following night. I’d rented tickets to a play and a room at the Hilton. She wouldn’t know what hit her.
Summer’s favorite season was Christmas, and I had it all planned out, which involved a Colorado ski trip with just her and I.
I would ask Mae to marry me on New Year’s Eve at the stroke of midnight surrounded by all of our friends and family. I planned to take her to New York City on New Year’s Day for a three-day trip. She loved Broadway, and I loved her, so whatever she wanted, I would give her.
I checked my watch, and the required fifteen minutes had passed. With a last glance at the stars, I stepped inside and headed upstairs.
◆◆◆
 
Glowing lights flickered at the top of the stairs and heavy mist curled over the top step, leaving the landing buried in a white shroud. Black ribbons hung from the ceiling with a skull and crossbones picture pinned to the middle ribbon. Beneath the skull and crossbones were the words — Enter at Your Own Risk!
I smiled and pushed through the ribbons. I stepped onto the landing while the heavy mist from April’s fog machine swirled around my ankles. To my right, a jack-o’-lantern blinked outside Summer’s doorway and I walked cautiously forward before stopping outside her closed door.
A sign on the door read - Beware the Devil Inside.
I grinned and pushed the door open.
Red light bathed Summer’s room and the mist from the hallway poured in around my ankles.
Summer sprawled out across her bed naked, wearing the horns and holding the pitchfork across her lap. “Are you willing to sell your soul for ten minutes in heaven?” She grinned wickedly.
I licked my lips and felt my cock stir in my pants. After having spent nearly two months engaging in relentless, multiple times a day, sexual intercourse with five insatiable women, my body had changed. Like any athlete, I discovered regenerative abilities I never dreamed possible. It’s all about adaption and I had conditioned myself into enjoying multiple orgasms in one night. With only a few minutes of downtime between each ejaculation, I had achieved five orgasms during a single night. Over the next hour, I would rely on every ounce of my sexual stamina and training to make each woman happy.
“You bet your deviled ass,” I said, shutting the door behind me.
“Take off your clothes,” she said. “You won’t need them in the Harrison House of Horrors.”
My smile widened as I shucked off my shirt. “Ohhh…I love haunted houses.”
Summer didn’t smile. “One should never take lightly selling their soul to the devil. Are you sure you’re up to it… mortal?”
I peeled off my pants and tossed them aside. “If I’m not, I’ll die trying.”
Summer set aside her pitchfork and crawled around on all fours, presenting me with her ass. She grinned over her shoulder. “Come and fuck me if you dare.”
My cock stood straight and stiff, wagging in front of me while I crawled up onto the bed. I slid my hand over Summer’s ass and squeezed while I came up behind her.
She leaned forward on her elbows and pushed her ass up higher. “Fuck me like you own me,” she said.
I dredged my tip up and down her already soaked lips. The girls must have been fooling around because Summer’s pussy was primed and ready to go. My cock caught inside her hole and I rammed her hard, sinking my cock in to the hilt.
Summer’s gasp was cut short by the brutal impact of my cock and she grunted, pulling one of her pillows into her fists.
I fucked her hard and fast, feeling the heat and tightness of her pussy radiate around my cock.
My body slapped against her upper thighs, setting her ass jiggling with every hammering thrust. She loved her sex hard and violent and I aimed to please.
Summer moaned, and the bed squeaked. “Harder.”
I smacked her ass, and Summer squeaked.
Her pussy writhed around my cock while I eyed the red handprint on her ass.
“Yes, daddy. I’ve been bad. Punish me,” Summer said breathlessly.
Smack. Smack. Smack.
She groaned and arched back while her pussy rolled in waves over my cock. “Come inside me, daddy. Make your baby girl pregnant.”
I grabbed hold of her hips and slammed into her harder and harder.
The headboard smacked the wall, eliciting thundering thumping noises guaranteed to shake the walls. Summer let loose a loud primal moan and her pussy convulsed. “I’m coming all over your fat cock, daddy.”
With one last thrust and a hard grunt, I launched thick strings of spunk deep inside the stunning young brunette. Over and over I flooded her pussy with enough jizz to float a boat.
I slowed my pace while my cock continued to spurt inside her.
Summer smiled over her shoulder. “Your soul is mine, mortal.”
I smiled back pulling my cock out while a river of cum followed draining onto Summer’s bed in a small puddle.
She flipped over and stared down at the creamy goo, and let out a fake gasp with wide eyes. “You came inside me? How could you? I’m not on birth control, daddy.” Cum continued to leak from her glistening slit, draining down onto the bed.
I shrugged. “I’ll keep you barefoot and pregnant.”
“One of these day’s you will knock me up and I’m keeping it if you do.” She leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth, licking my tip and sucking the excess cum from my shaft before leaving me whistle clean.
“Thank you, baby.” I said.
She tried hard not to smile and forced an evil stare. “I’m not your baby.” She pointed toward the door. “Go mortal and find another to haunt with your giant cock.”
“Do I get dressed?”
She couldn’t help but smile before returning to character. “No. Now, leave me to my ocean of your fertile remains.”
I left Summer’s room and closed the door behind me. The mist swirled around my ankles and I peered up and down the hallway until I spotted the blinking jack-o’-lantern outside April’s room. A slight grin crossed my face, and I approached cautiously, not sure what surprises lurked around the corner.
I reached April’s room without the Boogie Man grabbing me. Light spilled out the seam in April’s cracked door, and I nuzzled it open, expecting to find her spread out on her bed.
April wasn’t on her bed. Before I could turn to find her, I caught a flash of gold and watched a rope fall over my shoulders and catch around my waist. As I spun around, the rope tightened around my waist before I came face to face with the beautiful and sultry Wonder Woman.
She glared at me, her green eyes blazing and her red lips full and puckered. Her Wonder Woman shorts were gone, but her top and crown remained. Her cleavage billowed out the front near bursting, and she even had twin golden bands around her wrists. She topped off the costume with a pair of red, white, and blue knee-high boots just like the real superhero. “I’ve got you now, Cock Man. You cannot resist the lasso of truth.”
My cock twitched, and I couldn’t help but grin. “Ha, ha, ha,” I feigned in my best evil villain cackle. “You’ll never get the truth out of me, Wonder Woman.”
April’s shaven pussy disappeared into a tight V-Shape between her thick and creamy thighs. Her hips flared outward into hourglass curves, and I felt my cock harden as I drank in her motherly tits. She glared. “We’ll see about that, Cock Man.”
My cock hardened and jutted straight outward, wagging before her like a happy dog.
April’s eyes glazed over and her mouth fell open. “Not the King Cobra. I… have… no… defense.” Her shoulders sagged, and I almost laughed out loud. She was amazing.
I edged backward toward the bed while April staggered forward, holding the rope while she gazed at my cock as if mesmerized. I twisted my hips and my cock followed, wagging harder and faster before the back of my legs brushed April’s bed. “I force you to submit to me, Wonder Woman.”
April licked her lips. “No… please… I’m a virgin.”
A grin flashed across my face as I eased back onto the bed. “Mount me, Wonder Woman, and Cock Man will impregnate you with his virile seed.”
“Must — resist.” April staggered forward and planted her knees on the bed on each side of my legs. Her pink slit glistened with her juices and her big tits jiggled inside her tight costume.
My pulse quickened and my stomach swirled as April crawled forward until my cock slapped against the soft folds of her delicious tummy. “Fuck me Wonder Woman and I’ll shall rip you of your virginity.”
“Not — on — birth — control,” April said, keeping solidly in character. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and gently stroked. “So beautiful.”
I watched her tits jiggle while she stroked my cock and pre-cum oozed from my tip. “Mount me, Wonder Woman.”
April sat up and dragged my tip through her sweet pink flesh, and a current of sexual desire spiraled through my body. She pushed my cock inside her warm wet hole and sank lower, sliding over my cock like warm velvety cream.
My cock twitched inside her, and I felt her pussy walls quiver around my shaft. I ran my hands up her thighs and grabbed her ass in each hand. “That’s right, Wonder Woman. You’re mine now.”
“Oh, Cock Man,” she said. “Your fat cock will split me in half.” April leaned forward and started riding my cock while her red hair spilled down across my chest.
I reached up and pulled down her top, forcing her big tits free of her costume. Her nipples hardened under my touch and I kneaded her tits, squeezing her warm milky jugs between my outstretched fingers.
April rode my cock moaning and grunting while she bounced on my thighs, skin slapping and bed squeaking. “You’re filling me up, Cock Man.” She squeezed her eyes shut and ground her pussy forward and backward, driving my cock deep inside her.
Her pussy felt like a soft magic pillow, wrapping me in warmth and comfort. Her muscles gently rolled up and down my shaft, squeezing and flexing while I held onto her tits for dear life.
“Ohh — Ohh— Ohh,” she moaned over and over while our fucking grew to a frenzied pitch. “Can’t come inside me, Cock Man.” April sat up straight and arched her back while her long red hair fell straight back over her shoulders.
I let go of her creamy titties and grabbed her waist while I rammed in as deep as I could. A torrent of hot cum blasted out of my cock and straight into her already impregnated womb. “Unnnnggggghhh….” I moaned while I pumped my hips and flooded her with gooey gallons of jizz.
“I feel it inside me,” she said breathlessly. April ground her hips, milking my cock of every drop. “Nooo… you’ve impregnated me, Cock Man.” She sagged forward and collapsed onto my chest.
I ran my hands over her smooth, heart-shaped ass and gently squeezed. “Looks like you’ll be having my baby, Wonder Woman.”
April brought her face to mine, and her eyes glittered with pure joy. She kissed me softly on the lips. “Okay.” She smiled, and I pulled her into a hug.
“I love you, baby,” I said.
“Mmmmm… I love you too.” She sighed, “But you better go or the other girls will get mad.” She rolled off me and leaned back onto her mountain of pillows piled high against her headboard.
I rolled onto my knees and gazed up at her.
Cum oozed from her pink hole and drizzled down her ass. She leaned forward and spread apart her pussy lips and a thick string of cum bubbled out. “I guess you were horny.”
“You know I can’t resist you,” I said.
She glanced up at me and smiled. “Good. Are we still on for our date tomorrow night?”
“I wouldn’t miss it. It’s just you and me, baby. It’s an overnight trip, so pack a bag.”
“Yay.” She clapped. “Where are we going?”
I frowned. “You think I’m going to tell you? Dress to the nines. That’s all I’ll say.”
Her eyes glittered. “Can’t wait. You better go, Cock Man.” She smiled flirtatiously.
“Who’s next?”
“You think I’m going to tell you?” Her grin turned wicked.
“Touché.” I crawled off the bed and blew her a kiss. “I’ll talk to you later.”
“Bye, baby.” She blew a kiss back.
I left April behind and entered the misty hallway and searched for the jack-o’-lantern.
It blinked outside Mae’s room and I slid my hands together greedily. I’d been looking forward to peeling off that witch’s costume all night long. I hustled down the hallway past Summer’s room and past the bathroom when a pair of hands lunged at me from the shadows and grabbed hold of my arm.
My heart lurched, and a shock of fear slithered down my spine. I spun toward my attacker and caught the outline of a leopard print costume in the shadows — Emily. Rather than fight, I submitted, allowing her to pull me into the shadows.
The bathroom door slammed shut behind me and the sound of Emily shifting in the darkness left me dazed and confused.
She let out a low purr and a hiss before a glowing orange light flickered on overhead.
Emily perched on the bathroom sink, bottomless, with her legs parted and spread. Her leopard costume curled up over her hips and she had freed her tits from the deep V-cut in her costume. Em’s nipples stood tall and proud atop her perfect globes, and her blue eyes sparkled. She twitched her whiskers and held up her fingers, fitted with fake claws, in a strike position. She bared her teeth and hissed, revealing two fake fangs.
I gazed down on her glistening pink labia, and my adrenaline surged. I licked my lips and roamed the smooth golden flesh of her inner thighs and stepped between her legs while my cock hardened.
Emily leaned forward and sank her fangs into my neck, using more lips and tongue than genuine force. She licked her way up my neck and pulled my earlobe between her teeth, and my cock hardened to full strength.
I slid my hands under each of Emily’s knees and down to her hamstrings before pinning her legs back by her ears.
She writhed under my touch, and her soft moans filled my ear. “Yesssss…,” she hissed, sinking her tongue deep inside my ear.
I dredged my tip up and down her trench and watched my cock grow slick with her juices. “Baby, I love you.” I slid my cock deep inside Emily and felt her tightness press squeeze my shaft while her warm breath and moans filled my ears.
“I love you too,” she whispered, slightly breaking character, but her words set my cock pulsing and I felt her pussy flex and stretch around my driving shaft.
I gazed down and watched my cock disappear completely inside Emily’s pussy while her tits jiggled and shook.
She brought her face around to meet mine and we kissed, our tongues sliding together and her sweet breath curled over my cheek.
I let go of her legs and slid my hands up to her tits and tweaked her hard nipples under my thumbs.
Emily wrapped her legs around my waist locking her ankles behind my back and squeezing driving my cock even deeper inside her pussy.
I flexed my ass cheeks and drove into her heard eliciting a squeak and a grunt.
She probed inside my mouth, her tongue roaming over every inch of my tongue and lips.
I tasted alcohol and cinnamon on her tongue while the familiar scent of jasmine filled my nostrils. I drove in and out of her, fucking her hard and fast.
The sink shook and our bodies slapped together while Emily ran her fingers through my short hair and devoured me like a leopard on the prowl.
I let her tits go and ran my hands down to her ass before pulling her up and off the counter, sliding her on and off my cock like a living fuck doll.
Emily groaned and bucked her hips, increasing the speed and intensity of our rhythm. Faster and harder we fucked until Emily dropped her hands down to my exposed back and sank her fake claws into my flesh. She groaned in my mouth and her pussy spasmed, her orgasm washing over her.
With a hard grunt and a thrust of my hips, my orgasm erupted inside her, filling her with fiery spurts of hot cum.
She drove her hips forward and froze while my cock gushed, loading her with my seed.
I set her down gently and Emily leaned back against the mirror, breathless, finally breaking our kiss.
I stood up straight, my legs shaking while I pulled out and shuddered with the release.
Cum drizzled out of Emily’s pussy and onto the countertop. Her tits heaved while she sucked in air and gazed up at me, her eyes alive with lust. “You make me so wet every time. I swear I could come just looking at you.”
“Then it’s a good thing we’re getting married.” I leaned forward and kissed her again, softly this time. “Because I can’t get enough of you either.”
She held up her engagement and smiled. “I am a lucky girl, aren’t I?”
“You came back for me, Emily Gilbert. You gave up your entire life for me, and I will never forget that.” I pulled her into a hug and she squeezed me back.
“Go before I starting crying like a girl.” Her voice came out raw and emotional. She kissed my cheek and her eyes glistened when she leaned back against the mirror. “I hope you have enough left in you for Mae and Stella,” she said. “Stella was kind of pissed she had to go last.” She covered her mouth. “Oops. I wasn’t supposed to tell you.”
“It’s okay.” I kissed her nose and then her lips. “I’ll see you in a few minutes.”
She ran her fingers through my hair and pulled me into one last deep kiss. “I think I’m going to need round two later. Maybe you, me and Stella?”
“Sure. But you two may need to coax the big guy back to life later.”
She grinned. “I can’t wait.” She reached behind me and squeezed my ass. “Go find your naughty witch.”
I gave her one last kiss before turning and entering the hallway of mist.
The jack-o-lantern still blinked outside Mae’s room, and I covered the few paces to her door without another assault.
When I pushed the door open, I found Mae standing over a black cauldron leaking out the same mist as from the hallway. She still wore her black witch’s costume, but I noticed her bare ass hanging out of her tutu. Her long golden blonde hair spilled over her shoulders and she stirred the cauldron with a long wooden spoon.
Mae let out a loud cackle before she gazed up at me, her hazel eyes alive with fire and brimstone. Her informal nickname among the Fab Five was Amazon Barbie, and she fit that description to a tee. Her big, natural, perfect tits jiggled inside her witch’s corset and her witch’s hat left her face partially hidden in shadow.
“Come, my child,” she said. “Step into the witch’s hovel and witness the creation of a love potion lovingly crafted for a prince.”
I grinned and closed the door behind me before inching forward while gazing more at Mae’s tits than the cauldron of swirling mist.
“Peer into the abyss,” she said, staring at me manically.
“What happens if you turn me into a frog?” I grinned.
Mae’s lips turned up into a smile while she struggled to regain her composure. “Maybe I will,” she said before turning her smile into a glare. “If you don’t stare into the abyss.”
“Right.” I leaned forward and peered down into the pot and saw nothing but fake smoke curling out. Then I felt a mild prick of pain on my scalp and glanced up. “Ouch.” I rubbed the side of my head and glared at her. “Is that how we’re playing it? Rough?”
Mae held a few strands of my hair in her fingers and made a show of swirling it over the pot. “Double, double, toil and trouble; Fire burn and cauldron bubble.” She tossed my hair into the mist and waved her hands around.
I fought the urge to burst out laughing. She was fucking adorable and I couldn’t help but grin. “I don’t feel any different.”
Mae rolled her eyes at me, but she grinned anyway. She pushed away the smile and reached down into the mist and came out with an old vodka bottle with the label gone. She had filled it with a liquid that looked remarkably like apple cider.
Mae thrust the bottle before her. “Drink before I turn you into a frog.”
I took the bottle, tipped it back, and swallowed a refreshing amount of cider. I feigned a zombie look while Mae stripped the bottle from my hand and swallowed a drink of her own.
“I cast a love spell on you,” she said. “You can no longer resist my charms.” She waved her hands at me and then thrust her fingers forward.
I made a show out of being zapped and fluttering my eyes. With or without the love potion, Mae Harrison was already irresistible. I grinned at her, wide-eyed and love-struck. “Are you a beautiful maiden?”
Mae pulled off her hat and swooped her golden blonde hair over her shoulder and leveled me with her hazel eyes. “You called?” She grinned, her voice now smooth and silky.
My cock instantly hardened. God, she was crazy hot. I came around the cauldron and scooped her up off her feet.
Mae giggled and squealed before wrapping her arms around my neck and kicking off her high heel shoes.
I carried her across the room and tossed her onto the bed.
She wore a pair of sheer silk thigh-highs and unlike on the deck, she had ditched her black underwear. Her full pink lips glistened under the room’s warm glow and I crawled onto the bed, stalking toward her like an actual vampire out for blood.
Mae parted her legs and stared down her body at me. “That’s some potent stuff.” She giggled again and held out her arms.
I crawled between her parted legs and pulled her black witch’s costume off her shoulder and down to her waist, freeing her tits from the built-in bra.
“Come to me, baby.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss while I pushed apart her legs and slid my cock along her wet trench.
Our mouths met, hot and hungry, and I slid my cock inside Mae’s tight Amazon-Barbie pussy and felt her muscles flex and squeeze.
Had I not already come three times before, that one push would have sunk me. I froze inside her, feeling her pussy writhe and squirm over my cock while she ran her fingertips down my back.
I powered forward, driving my cock into the hilt and Mae grunted before twining her ankles around my legs. I dipped lower and inhaled her nipple into my mouth, slurping and sucking while it hardened under my tongue.
She drove upward with her hips and I powered forward and back, fucking her hard and fast while Mae dug her fingers into my ass and squeezed.
“Yes — yes — yes,” she moaned between hard grunts.
The bed squeaked and shook while I plowed in and out of my gorgeous glamour girl. I released my hold on her nipple and filled my hands wither her soft tit flesh while I met her face to face and we kissed.
I fucked Mae for ten long minutes, my ability to last driven higher with each stop inside the haunted house.
Mae bucked her hips and drove high off the bed, her legs flexing and my cock driving downward achieving maximum penetration. She groaned and her eyes rolled back in her head while I shot off my fourth orgasm of the night gushing out a fountain of milky, sticky cum.
“Ohhhhh…,” I groaned while swiveling my hips and draining my balls inside my supermodel-hot girlfriend.
Mae dropped to the bed and sucked in air, her chest heaving while her orgasm faded.
I emptied the last of my seed and held motionless inside her while Mae rubbed her fingers up my back and kissed me softly on the mouth.
“We should drink a love potion every night,” I said.
“I couldn’t agree more.” She kissed me and smiled. “This sure beats the alternative of the other timeline.”
“Definitely.”
“One thing didn’t change,” she said. “I ran out of birth control two days ago and I forgot to get my script filled.” She smiled.
“Does that mean….”
She shrugged. “Hopefully. I have to keep up with my twin sister somehow.”
“You’re sure you’re ready?”
“With you, I am. Honestly, I never thought of myself as a mom, but you’ve softened me up, Jack Love. Who knows how I’ll turn out?”
I thought back to 2008 Mae Gilbert, sullen and unhappy in her marriage. Everything about this moment felt right, as if this is how it should have been all along. I kissed her. “If you want a baby, stay off your birth control and we’ll make a baby.”
She ran her fingers through my hair, and her eyes welled with tears. “You’re really okay with it?”
“I love you,” I said. “And it doesn’t hurt that we are in line to make a fortune off all those stocks.”
She laughed and squeezed me tight. “I love you too.”
“Maybe you should look at lakefront property?” I said. “Emily can tell you the best places to invest. After all, we’ve seen the boom in the future and she knows where to build.”
“A big house for all of us?” she asked.
“Yep. Lakefront with a party deck and plenty of boats.”
“That sounds like a dream.” She sighed happily. “We’re really doing this aren’t we?”
I kissed her again. “It’s going to be a busy but very fulfilling life.”
“Stella’s probably fit to kill me,” Mae said. “Go. We’ll talk later.”
I kissed Mae goodbye and slipped into the hallway. The jack-o’-lantern hung above the last doorway down the hall — my Stella’s. Worn out but committed to see Stella have as much fun as everyone else, I marched forward and opened the door.
As soon as I walked inside Stella’s room, the familiar sound of the J Geils Band’s famous song Centerfold kicked in and Stella danced into the middle of the room wearing her Playboy bunny costume.
She strutted up to me with the intro playing. Unlike the other girls, she still wore her full costume.
I stared at her with my jaw hanging open, watching her shimmer and move with her tits jiggling and her booty shaking. I had never seen her dance like that, and I was insta-hooked.
Stella grabbed my arms, and I went to kiss her, but she backed off and wagged her finger at me. Instead, she directed me to an armless chair on the far side of the room, where she pushed me onto the seat and spun back to the center of the room.
J Geils crooned — Does she walk? Does she talk? Does she come complete? My homeroom homeroom angel always pulled me from my seat.
If there was ever a more appropriate song for anyone walking the earth, I couldn’t imagine what it could be.
She held her arms over her head and danced, wriggling her hips and bobbing around like the girl next door ready to fuck your brains out. Her blue eyes sparkled and her blonde hair shined and shimmered like spun gold. She was fucking perfect, and I was in awe.
Stella turned her back to me and wiggled her hips while her hands went to the zipper at the top of her bunny costume.
She was pure like snowflakes No one could ever stain the memory of my angel could never cause me pain.
My cock was already rock hard and standing straight and hard. I licked the dryness from my lips while Stella worked the zipper down on her costume.
Stella turned around to face me, the bunny suit falling forward revealing a lacy white strapless bra beneath. Her smile was electric and her full pink lips looked as soft and delicious as warm cotton candy straight out of the machine.
Years go by I'm lookin' through a girly magazine and there's my homeroom angel on the pages in-between.
My breathing grew ragged and part of me wanted to pull her onto my cock, but an even bigger part of me wanted to just watch her fucking dance. She was sex on a stick and impossibly hot.
Stella pushed the suit down her body, squeezing her big tits together, forming the Mount Everest of cleavage. She never took her eyes off me smiling and throwing me air kisses while she shimmied the suit past her hips revealing a matching pair of white lace panties.
My blood runs cold. My memory has just been sold. My angel is the centerfold. Angel is the centerfold.
I watched, utterly fixated on the stunning beauty dancing only for me. My heart beat so hard and fast I thought it would explode in my chest. She looked brand new in my eyes, as if I’d never seen her naked a million times before.
She spun in circles, her pink sheer thigh-high stockings covering her legs. She blew me another kiss and strutted toward me while the chorus finished.
Slipped me notes under the desk while I was thinkin' about her dress. I was shy I turned away before she caught my eye.
Stella wriggled onto my lap, placed her hands on my shoulders and flipped her hair across my face.
Hands shaking, I reached out and dared to put my hands on her hips and she smiled and let me.
I was shakin' in my shoes whenever she flashed those baby-blues. Something had a hold on me when angel passed close by.
Stella wriggled on my lap and reached behind her back before she unclipped her bra and let it hang loose on the tips of her perfect natural tits.
I reached for the bra and Stella playfully slapped my hand away while she continued grinding her lace-covered crotch against my steel-hard cock.
Those soft and fuzzy sweaters too magical to touch. To see her in that negligee is really just too much.
My breathing was so heavy I sounded like Darth fucking Vader, and I stared at her like a Neanderthal driven mad with lust.
Stella pulled the bra away from her tits but covered her crown jewels with her arm before sliding off my lap and turning her back to me. Her ass was perfection, and I realized just how much competition she gave Summer for the best ass award. It was truly a tossup.
Stella dropped her hands and strutted forward away from me, her tits jiggling from side-to-side, frustratingly hidden from view.
It's okay I understand, this ain't no never-never land. I hope that when this issue's gone, I'll see you when your clothes are on.
Stella gyrated her hips while she worked the lace panties lower and lower, flashing her ass before sliding the panties back up. All the while, she glanced at me over her shoulder, her expression teasing.
My cock ached, and I longed for Stella’s magical touch. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat while Stella continued to play cat and mouse with her sweet ass.
Take your car, yes we will, we'll take your car and drive it. We'll take it to a motel room and take 'em off in private.
Stella slipped her panties all the way off and hooked them on the tip of her finger while she turned sideways, hiding her tit and grinning.
It was all I could do to sit fucking still. I watched her, feeling like a pimply faced preteen jacking off to the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition. She was tantalizing out of reach and it was killing me.
A part of me has just been ripped the pages from my mind are stripped. Oh no, I can't deny it. Oh yea, I guess I gotta buy it!
She turned to face me and opened her hands, revealing everything. Her perfect tits capped by her hard, pink nipples. Her impossibly flat tummy leading to her sweet shaven pussy disappearing into the V-shape of her muscular sprinter’s legs.
“Oh… My… God.” I stared at her thunderstruck, my heart pounding.
She strutted toward me while the song ended and slid onto my lap, her big tits jiggling.
Nah nah nah nah nah nah nah nah.
“That was —
Stella cut me off with a kiss. She opened her mouth to mine and our tongues twined.
Her sweet candy-coated breath curled over my lip while her tongue tasted like ripe cherries coated with honey.
I ran my hands down her back and squeezed her firm ass cheeks while Stella ground her pussy against my steel-hard shaft.
Another song came on the boom box. This one by Prince and the Revolution — Darling Nikki and it was one of my all-time favorites.
I knew a girl named Nikki, I guess you could say she was a sex fiend. I met her in a hotel lobby masturbating with a magazine. She said, "How'd you like to waste some time?" And I could not resist when I saw little Nikki grind.
When Prince said grind, Stella sat up, grabbed my cock, and pushed it inside her tight pink pussy.
I groaned and moved my hands around to her tits, squeezing and kneading her flesh in my palms. My cock pulsed and twitched inside Stella’s pussy that clamped my shaft in a vice grip.
Stella pushed lower, grinding her hips and driving my cock ever deeper inside her magical pussy. She broke off our kiss and wrapped one hand around my neck and braced herself on my knee with her other. Then she started fucking me like she was twerking riding me like a bull at the rodeo. Her tits rocked from side-to-side and up and down.
The lights went out and Nikki started to grind… Nikki. The castle started spinning or maybe it was my brain I can't tell you what she did to me but my body will never be the same.
Stella fucked me harder and faster, her stomach rolling in waves while she ground her pussy forward and backward, sliding my cock in and out. All the while she stared straight into my soul with those clear, crisp, haunting blue eyes.
She was out of my league, and I was a dead man walking. Despite my previous four orgasms, I had no hope of holding out. I gritted and willed myself to make it at least through the end of her performance. Her pussy was exquisite, flexing and contracting while she undulated, fucking me better than she ever had.
She leaned forward and ran her fingers through my hair and guided my face between her golden globes. Then she started bouncing while I motor-boated her beautiful jugs.
Mercifully, the last vocals of the song played.
Thank you for a funky time call me up whenever you wanna grind.
Stella squeezed my hair into her fists and I heard her moan before she pulled my face out of her tits and kissed me deeply. Her pussy spasmed, and I knew she was caught in throes of ecstasy.
I erupted inside her like a long dormant volcano come to life. I spewed molten geysers of fiery cum deep inside her womb while my head spun and blackness crept into my field of vision.
Stella continued to grind, milking hot strings of cum out of my cock while she moaned, her tits jiggling and her hard nipples raking my chest.
I continued pumping, my body unwilling or unable to stop while I gazed down at the utter perfection of her body and my cock disappearing inside her tight little pussy.
When the song ending so did our orgasms, but Stella didn’t move. She sat on my lap with my cock still buried inside her, kissing me lovingly.
“Where has that girl been hiding?” I asked
She smiled at me, her blue eyes glittering. “You don’t know everything about me. I can be a bad girl when I want.”
“Well, to say I enjoyed it is like telling Picasso his paintings are pretty good — words are inadequate. Just… wow.” I kissed her again.
“We have to keep our sex life spicy if we’re going to grow old together,” she said.
“Uh… that was spicy, like going to a Thai joint and asking for the super-secret hot sauce that’s not even on the menu.”
She giggled and ran her fingers through my hair. “I love you.”
I pulled her into a tight hug. “You are my homeroom, homeroom Angel, and I love you too.”
◆◆◆
 
After the last guests left, the six of us crowded onto the sofa.
“What a night,” I said, leaning back into the couch.
“And look who didn’t vanish,” Mae said, squeezing Emily’s arm. “Our baby sister is here to stay.”
Emily smiled and slipped onto my lap before laying her head against my chest. “I guess this means we’re all a real family.”
Mae wrapped her arms around Emily and I. “I love you guys.”
April, Stella, and Summer joined in until we formed one giant ball of love. Life didn’t get any better.
◆◆◆
 
Saturday September, 5th 2008 - Geist Reservoir, Indiana
Through the open back door, the sound of the motorboat droned over the cacophony of the party crowd. Inside, guests lined up for the barbecue feast that had become an annual tradition known statewide as the Love Family Backyard Barbecue Blowout. Of course, when your backyard includes a massive lake, sprawling dock, party sun deck, outdoor lakeside bar, and half-a-dozen boats, it wasn’t your typical get together.
I leaned against the fridge and sipped on my beer, gazing across the sea of my family and friends. Today was one I had penciled on my calendar long ago. But now, at almost forty-one years old, I was a different man than I was all those years ago, yet surprisingly the same. I had truly lived a blessed life.
“Dad?” A voice said from beside me.
I turned to find my oldest son, Alex, smiling at me. “You made it. Is your mom pissed you didn’t come last night?” I pulled him into a hug.
“No. Mom isn’t pissed,” April said over Alex’s shoulder. She was smiling and wrapped her arms around our oldest son’s shoulders.
I curled my arm around the redheaded beauty and kissed her. “You weren’t supposed to hear that.”
“Mom, is it okay if Mark takes me out on a wave runner?” My fourteen-year-old daughter, Cindy said. She had red hair just like her mom and was every bit as beautiful.
“He just got his license,” April said. She looked at me expectantly.
“It’s fine,” I said. “Mark’s a safe driver. Now if it was Alex….”
“Hey,” Alex said. “I’m right here.”
April laughed and turned back to Cindy. “Fine, but be safe. I’m watching you.”
All told, April and I had four kids. Besides Alex, Mark, and Cindy, we had ten-year-old Samantha, the baby of our mega family.
“Jack, can you help me for a second?” Emily said from across the kitchen.
I left April to sort things out with the kids and came up behind Emily who was busy loading up a silver platter with shrimp appetizers. I wrapped my arms around her waist and kissed her cheek. “You know what today is, don’t you?”
She smiled and turned around to face me. “Of course, I do.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss. “It’s gone by too fast.”
“You needed my help?”
She let go of me and handed me the tray. “Take these to the big table on the back, and if you see Luke and Ben, can you send them my way?”
Luke and Ben were Emily and I’s nineteen-year-old identical twin boys. We also had a sixteen-year-old daughter, Liza whose driver’s license was hot off the press.
“I’m on it.” I gave her one last kiss and took the tray out the back door before placing it on a table already packed with food.
From behind me, I felt a pair of arms around my waist and turned to find Summer standing in front of me wearing a bikini with a towel wrapped around her waist. Her hair was wet and hung loose over her shoulders.
“Hi, baby.” I leaned into a kiss, and Summer didn’t disappoint me, flashing me a little tongue on the backside.
“How you feeling today?” She asked tilting her head and studying my face.
“Fine. A bit reflective, but overall good.” I squeezed her hands. “Thanks for checking.”
She kissed me again. “I love you.” She ran her hands down my chest and smiled. “I’m going to change. Be back in a few.”
I slapped her ass, which was every bit as flawless as it was in 1987. Despite having two kids, seventeen-year-old Mia and eleven-year-old Matt, Summer hadn’t missed a beat. She barely looked older than our daughter.
She giggled and glanced over her shoulder at me. “If you want to help me change, I wouldn’t stop you.”
“Jack,” Mae shouted from across the yard.
I gazed down at her from the deck where she waved for me to come.
“Never mind,” Summer said. She kissed me one last time. “Meet me in the shower after the party.”
I worked my way through the crowd and down into the yard where Mae wrestled with a volleyball net.
“Hey there, hot mama.” I slapped her ass while she was bent over trying to push a pole into the ground.
“This won’t stay,” she said. “Can you fix it?”
I came around to the other side of her and my gaze locked onto the front of her loose V-necked t-shirt, exposing a very ample sampling of her incredible cleavage. Even though she wore a pink bikini top beneath her shirt, the sight was one to behold.
She didn’t even bother looking up. “Stop looking at my boobs and help me.”
I grinned and grabbed the pole while Mae stood. “I’m too predictable.”
The Mae from the original 2008 timeline was a business-suit wearing, high-stressed, workaholic. This version was anything but. Even though Mae ran our family business empire, you wouldn’t know it by looking at her now. She wore a pair of tight yoga shorts and a faded gray Indiana t-shirt. Her blonde hair hung loose in a ponytail and she looked like a laid back, outdoor twenty-something girl without a care in the world. She was soft and sweet and mom of the year material. Not to mention, she had been an incredible wife.
I gave the pole a hard shove, and it sank lower before biting into firm ground. “There.” I stood and faced her.
“Thank you, baby.” She kissed me before she picked up a volleyball and tossed it to our oldest, Anna, who had come home from school the night before. At twenty, Anna was built in her mother’s mold, blonde and beautiful with a body that I preferred she hid inside baggy clothes. The boys had come after her hard, and my fatherly instincts to protect had long ago kicked in. Anna was a product of Mae and I’s Halloween hookup back in 1987, and she was the apple of my eye. She was a track runner like her Aunt Stella and a tomboy at heart.
Anna waved at me. “Hi, daddy.”
“Hi, baby. Go easy on them.” I pointed across the net at Mae and I’s other two kids, eighteen-year-old Tom and sixteen-year-old Bridget.
Tom and Bridget were teamed up with Stella and I’s youngest son, Adam. He was only twelve but looked sixteen and he was a monster in the swimming pool. He was already the target of several college scouts and Stella was fiercely protective of him.
Anna’s team consisted of her and Stella and I’s oldest two daughters, nineteen-year-old identical twin girls Abby and Olivia. The odds of Emily and Stella getting pregnant with twins, both sets identical, were astronomical low, and somehow, I imagined fate had played a hand.
Anna served and Adam bumped the shot to his cousin before it sailed back over the net.
Mae wrapped her arm around my waist and squeezed me. “Thank you,” she said.
I wrapped my arm around her shoulder. “For what?”
“For all of this.” She pointed toward the court, not toward the house.
“You did the hard work,” I said. “I was but a happy sperm donor.”
She slapped me playfully on the chest. “Stop it.” Mae’s phone buzzed in her back pocket and she pulled it out. “April needs my help.”
I leaned down and kissed her. “I’ll hold down the fort.”
“Ewwww….” Adam said. “Get a room.”
Mae laughed and headed toward the house.
I turned around and saw a blonde vision standing on the boat dock sun deck. With the kids fully engaged in the game, I made my way across the yard and climbed the steps to the sun deck.
I passed Luke and Ben near the shoreline, skimming rocks. “Yo, dudes. Your mom needs you in the house pronto.”
Luke gave Ben a quick shove. “Race you.” He tore off and his brother came after chasing him. “It doesn’t count,” he said. “You cheated.”
I turned back to the sun deck and gazed up at my goddess.
Stella, who didn’t look like she had aged a single day in twenty years, stood near the edge of the deck soaking wet. She wore a modest one-piece black bathing suit but had more than enough body to bring the heat. But with a gaggle of kids jumping off the deck into the lake below, she had made a more family appropriate choice of swim wear.
She smiled when she saw me. “Hey old man, you can’t come onto this deck without jumping off.”
“Who you calling old, woman?” I peeled off my t-shirt and tossed it aside. Stella wasn’t the only one who had aged well. I had gained muscle and tone with no fat and still hadn’t seen my first gray hair.
“Flip, flip, flip,” the little kids chanted.
Stella joined the kids in their jeers and taunts.
I walked past her, playfully slapping her ass as I went by and stopped at the edge of the deck overlooking the lake. I started to go and stopped before turning around to face Stella. “If I’m doing this, you’re doing it with me.”
The kids cheered, and Stella shrugged her shoulders. “If you need my help, all you have to do is ask. I know you’re scared. It’s okay to admit it.” She stepped up beside me and grabbed my hand before glancing up at me and smiling. “You ready to take the plunge, baby?”
“We did that twenty years ago,” I said before leaning down and kissing her full on the lips.
The kids groaned, and Stella giggled.
“On the count of three,” I said.
“One,” I said.
“Two,” Stella said.
“Three,” the kids yelled in unison.
Hand in hand, Stella and I took the leap — together.
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MILF Obsessed: Complete Five-Book Box Set: A Harem Adventure
 
Seven years of obsession turned the geek into the freak… 

Once geeky Jack Thorpe has spent the past seven years honing his mind and body in pursuit of one thing — MILFs. Jack’s relentless research and planning will lead him to MILF wonderland or the dustbin of broken dreams.


But Jack must navigate through murky waters to reach his ultimate MILF queen, his father’s former wife Luna Thorpe. To win her heart, he must first win the affection of a bevy of buxom beauties. 


The road to Nirvana starts with his longtime fantasy goddess, the golden-haired beauty Amanda Baker. The stunning unattainable blonde goddess wouldn’t give old Jack the time of day. But when Jack reveals his new and improved self at his families beach side pool party, Amanda takes the bait.


Amanda isn’t the only goddess Jack needs to help pave the way to his personal heaven on earth. There’s the beautiful and lithe Asian doctor Kim Yang, Jack’s former supermodel-hot English teacher Pam Brooks, and Luna’s own knock-out-hot daughter Emila Lopez.


One by one, Jack takes his shots until it all comes down to a fantasy vacation on a Caribbean island. Can he tame lovely Luna or will his dreams go up in smoke?


Find out in this complete, five-volume, box set that follows twenty-year-old Jack Thorpe as he pursues a bevy of knock-out hot MILFs during one wild California summer.


18+ Only!
The Bachelor Chronicles: Complete Five-Book Box Set: A Harem Adventure
 
When the girl next door grows up to become the woman of your dreams...
Ever since his divorce, out-of-practice bachelor, Steve Parker, has failed miserably at the dating game. After another dating catastrophe, Steve spends the evening with his best friend only to discover that his best friend’s daughter and the object of his deepest fantasy is home in search of a summer internship.


The smoking hot and utterly flawless Brooke Shaw turns up the heat on Steve’s sex drive when he helps her land the perfect job. But with over a twenty-year age gap between them, Brooke is not only out of Steve’s league, she’s socially untouchable for a man primed to lose everything.


Faced with the prospect of professional disaster and the risk of losing his best friend forever, can Steve set aside his burning desire for a woman near his son's age or will he leap off the cliff’s edge? Will he turn his back forever on a once in a lifetime sexual opportunity?


As the odd couple uncovers their love and lust, Steve and Brooke threaten to leave a trail of shattered hearts in their path. Now they must choose each other or a lifetime of pain.


The complete box set tells all five tales of Steve’s march through all the Shaw sisters as he adds them, one by one, to his harem.

Meet Brooke’s bodacious big sister, Mandy, the youngest Shaw sister, tight and curvy Lily, Steve’s former top student, the voluptuous and leggy Bridget King, and last but not least Steve's best friend's wife the shapely and stacked, Cindy Shaw.

Read the entire story straight through in this full box set!
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Fertile Fantasy Boxed Set: Part One: An Epic Harem Adventure
 
When epic adventure meets a young man's desire...
Jack doesn’t know who he is or where he came from. He has no memories of his life before he arrived on Lilly Matsen’s farm. But ever since then, one driving obsession has guided his every move - he means to claim Lilly, the young hot virgin widow, for himself.

But fate has other ideas. When Jack is visited by a busty wizard in his sleep, he's given a new mission. He must take Lilly's virginity before prophecy dooms the realm to complete chaos.

But in this full five-book box set the action doesn't end there. As Jack's power grows he must conquer an ever more challenging list of gorgeous MILF's including Lilly's sexy married cousin, Izzy, his smoking hot ex-girlfriend, Molly, Lilly's buxom and beautiful mother Anna, and his once-upon-a-time gorgeous nanny, Emila.

Fertile Fantasy is the fifth of an ongoing series that follows Jack from a down on his luck farm boy to the one true Harem Master foretold by Prophecy herself. Contains themes of harem building, cuckold, pregnancy, and plenty of unprotected explicit sex acts!

18+ adults only.
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