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Chapter one
Harem Daddy


With her hands planted firmly on her shapely hips, Lola Bardot glared at her older sister, her vivid green eyes simmering with anger. Meanwhile, her best friend, Renee Roberts, stood across the bar from Lola, swaying to the heavy bass thumping from the nearby speakers. She appeared to be lost in her own world, completely oblivious to the catfight developing between the siblings.

"Lola, please turn down the fucking music," Veronica said, her frustration clear.

Veronica spoke to her little sister, but the deafening noise coming from the outdoor speakers nearly drowned out her words.

This wasn't my fight, so I quietly slipped away from the frontline, allowing the sisters space to hash out their differences. Polly, Simone, Giana, and Sage surrounded Veronica while I found Jack and Jason standing to my left and right.

We stood far enough away from the ladies and the speaker, allowing us to talk casually without attracting overt attention. Besides, with the drama unfolding before us, the ladies were oblivious to our presence.

"Dude, that's Ren Roberts," Jack said, running his hand through his hair as he let out a lascivious sigh. He fixed his gaze on the brown-haired beauty casually sipping her margarita. "She turned into a total smoke show."

"What about Lola?" Jason asked, rubbing his chin as he took in Veronica's little sister. "She's a clone of Veronica, but with big tits."

I didn't know Renee at all, and my only interactions with Lola were through Veronica. Both girls were in the ninth grade when we graduated from high school, placing them firmly in the No-Fly Zone. Now, at nineteen, they were preparing to enter their sophomore year of college. Suddenly, I felt like an old man.

The girls continued to bicker. Veronica attempted to track down the remote, while Polly and Simone hovered over Simone's phone, undoubtedly searching for the app that controlled the music. Giana and Sage appeared content to sit back and observe the shit show unfold, talking between themselves as Veronica and Lola argued with one another.

"Ren Roberts ran with Lola in high school," Jack said. "I swear to God, she looks like a fucking supermodel now."

"How do you know all of this?" I asked, eliciting a snort of laughter from Jason.

Jack frowned at me. "In case you didn't know, I've been somewhat obsessed with Ronnie for most of my life. Don't you think I know who her little sister hung out with in high school?"

"Wait... is that Ren Roberts from our high school?" Jason asked, then whistled low and slow. "She was cute four years ago, but now? Wow." He shook his head. "They're both hot. It's like choosing between Ana de Armas and Sydney Sweeney."

"Why choose?" I asked with a grin.

"Okay, Mr. Harem Daddy," Jack said. "Why must you be so greedy?"

"Greedy?" I asked. "You're with Angel, and Jason has Cecily. I've kept my distance from both of them. Besides, if you're interested in Ren or Lola, go for it. I'm not stopping you."

"And it's much appreciated," Jason said. "But Lola and Ren are way out of my league. Besides, I'm a simple guy. I like CC, and she likes me. I'll stick with CC."

"Lola never even glanced in my direction," Jack said. "Do you think I have a chance with Ren?"

Jason chuckled. "No offense, man, but that's a definite no. You don't stand a chance."

Jack glared at Jason. "Ouch. Just tell it like it is." He turned to me. "What do you think?"

"It doesn't matter what I think," I said. "Approach her with confidence. If you're lucky, she'll bite. But if she prefers harems, then Harem Daddy will welcome her with open arms."

That drew laughter from them both just as the music cut off.

All eyes turned on us, and while Giana and Sage appeared amused, Veronica did not share their sentiment. However, we weren't her primary concern; Lola was, and she redirected her full attention to her little sister.

"What are you doing here?" Veronica asked.

"I already told you, you owe me a boyfriend," Lola said, then turned her gaze toward me. "Parker will do just fine."

Veronica snorted. "As if."

"Oh, honey, you'd better get in line for that prize," Sage said, eliciting laughter from Giana.

"This has gone on long enough," I muttered under my breath. "I might as well have a drink while they argue. Anyone want a margarita?"

"Hell, yeah," Jason exclaimed.

"You don't have to ask me twice," Jack said.

We made our way to the bar, and I took both Polly and Giana's hands as I walked between them, guiding them along with me. "Ladies, it's time to lighten the mood."

Giana and Polly clasped their hands around mine and pressed in tightly as I guided them to the bar.

Meanwhile, Ren sipped her margarita, her eyes darting to our clasped hands before she looked up at me and offered a faint smile.

"Let's all take a moment to calm down and enjoy a drink while we discuss this like rational adults," I said.

Lola smiled at Veronica with a sense of triumph. She turned her back on her older sister and followed me to the bar, as if she had won the opening round by points.

As I slipped behind the bar, Polly, Simone, Giana, and Sage occupied the four central seats. Ren settled into one of the end seats beside Polly, while Jack and Jason took a nearby table under the shade of the bar's expansive awning.

Lola joined me behind the bar. "I'll be your personal assistant. What are we making?"

"Margaritas," I said.

Ren's eyes sparkled with excitement. "That's my fav. Can you make mine spicy?"

"Me too," Giana replied.

"Make that three," Sage said.

I turned to face Lola. The stunning nineteen-year-old wore a revealing white bikini that barely contained her ample breasts. "You can help me by explaining why you're really here and the beef you have with your sister."

Ren frowned, folded her arms across her chest, and then turned to glare at Veronica, who stood beside Sage at the end of the bar.

"She knows why," Lola stated.

"Is this about Kalua?" Veronica asked. "What? Did he cheat on you like I predicted?"

Lola's jaw dropped, and her eyes blazed with anger. She clenched her fists, looking ready to tear into Veronica. "His name is Koa, but you already know that. You're just trying to piss me off."

"You didn't answer my question," Veronica stated.

Lola growled in frustration. "You think you're so fucking superior, standing there looking like Miss Know-It-All. Everything was fine until you broke him."

"Fine? Really? He made a move on me over the holiday break."

"Details," Giana said. "If we're going to help, you ladies need to provide us with at least a bit of context."

Ren interjected before Lola could respond. "During Christmas break, Ren brought her boyfriend, Koa, home to meet her parents. He goes to U of H with Lola, where they are both on the swim team."

"I'm a diver," Lola stated. "There's a difference."

"U of H?" Simone asked.

"Sorry," Ren said. "The University of Hawaii. Anyway, he was the first boy Lola ever brought home to meet the fam, and according to Lola, Veronica flirted with Koa incessantly and then made a move on him behind her back."

Veronica's eyes flashed with anger. "I did none of that!"

Given everything I knew about Veronica, I found Lola's account of events to be somewhere between hard to believe and a complete fabrication.

Ren continued, "According to Ronnie, Koa entered her room uninvited while she was changing and propositioned her for sex. Ronnie insists she did nothing to encourage his advances, and this situation is entirely Koa's fault because he's a total fuck boy."

Veronica relaxed, albeit just slightly. "That about sums it up."

"You're always stealing my boyfriends," Lola said. "I loved Koa, and I thought we had moved past all the drama from our past."

"First, I've never been interested in any of your boyfriends," Veronica said. "They are all misogynistic pigs--your type, not mine. Koa was just the latest in a long line of assholes you've chosen. I never once flirted with him or any of your many other boyfriends. Not once. Seriously, you need to see a therapist."

Lola's eyes flashed with anger. "I need to see a therapist? That's rich coming from the girl who has had a crush on Parker Ford her entire life but is too fucking scared to admit it to his face."

Veronica's eyes widened, and her jaw dropped as she gaped at Lola in disbelief. "Lola Louise Bardot, how dare you?"

Veronica couldn't conceal the truth that was clearly etched on her beautiful face. Not that there was any point in denying it; everyone except Jack knew she was in love with me.

A long moment passed before anyone spoke. It was Jack who finally broke the silence.

"Ronnie, is that true?" Jack asked.

Veronica's cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson as she averted her gaze, remaining silent. Her silence conveyed more than words ever could.

I glared at Jack, and he shrugged. "It's okay, Veronica," I said. "You don't need to answer that."

"I apologize," Jack said to Veronica. "I didn't intend to embarrass you, but it does kind of explain a lot about the past."

"You're an asshole," Giana said to Lola. "Seriously. You just tossed your own sister under the bus. That's so not cool."

Lola appeared uneasy as she shrank back and glanced at Veronica with concern. She bore the expression of a young woman who recognized that she had clearly overstepped her boundaries and regretted it. At the very least, she was wise enough not to engage with Giana.

"Am I the only one who didn't know this information?" Jack asked, glancing around the group.

Polly spun around in her chair and gazed at her best friend, who stood alone before the group, completely vulnerable.

"It's okay, honey," Polly said. "I've known for a long time that you have feelings for Parker. It doesn't bother me if that's what you're worried about." She chuckled nervously. "That ship has pretty much sailed. I'd be quite the hypocrite to single you out."

Veronica looked up, her eyes brimming with tears. She rushed forward and embraced Polly while the others stood in silence.

Jack leaned back and sighed. "You'd better hurry up with that drink. You know what? Fuck it. I'll just take a shot instead."

He stood up and approached the bar as I set a bottle of bourbon and a shot glass in front of him.

"Are you two fucking?" Jack asked as he reached for the bourbon bottle.

I wasn't sure whether he was speaking to Veronica or me, but I answered for both of us. "No, nothing has happened between Veronica and me."

It was technically a lie. We had confessed our love for each other and shared a few passionate moments, but no one needed to know that--especially not Lola or Jack.

Jack sighed and downed the shot of bourbon. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and fixed me with a penetrating stare. "How do you do it?"

I didn't like the look in his eye or the tone of his voice that underlined his question. I knew exactly where this was headed. He was referring to all the women who seemed to flock to me as if I were some kind of sexual prophet. "Come on, Jack. It's not like that."

Our friends collectively held their breath, waiting to see what would happen next. Ren frowned and gazed across the bar in my direction.

"Do what?" she asked.

Lola stepped forward, her face reflecting an intense curiosity, but she remained silent as she waited for me to respond.

"Fuck every girl here," Jack said. "Including my little sister. Not only are they okay with Parker banging anything that moves, they also encourage and condone it." He turned once again to face me. "And here I thought you were crazy for spouting all that harem nonsense a little over a week ago. It just goes to show how little I understand women. They act like you're the last hit of heroin in a room full of addicts."

"Jack, shut the fuck up," Giana said. "You're being a total dick."

"What do you mean by 'harem'? Is Parker having sex with all of you?" Lola asked.

It was Polly who leaped to my defense. "We're together. All of us are united. It's not just Parker having sex with each of us in isolation. We're a family." She shot a glare at Jack. "You make it sound so crude when you know it's not like that at all. Show some respect. We're supposed to be your closest friends in the world, and you're acting as if we're fucking sluts or something."

I smiled at Polly, and my heart swelled with a blend of pride, love, and an irresistible urge to kiss her. Of all the people who could defend our lifestyle, I never expected it would be her.

"Thanks, baby," I said.

"Holy shit," Lola exclaimed. "This is like a real-life harem? Oh my God, that's beyond hot."

"And I rest my case," Jack said. "The line forms at the rear. Please take a ticket, and Parker will bang you when he calls out your number."

I rolled my eyes and sighed. "Pull yourself together, Jack. I have done nothing to hurt you."

"Parker loves us, and we love him," Sage said. "It's not a cult; we are not mindless sex slaves."

"Generally speaking, we prefer not to use the term 'harem,'" Simone said. "That term suggests that we're all available for anyone's use, lounging around the house in the nude."

Giana laughed. "I don't know. Lounging around the house naked sounds pretty good. Personally, I have no issue with the term. We are in a modern-day harem, and I'm proud of it."

Simone took Polly's hand and squeezed it for everyone to see. "We love each other. That applies to all of us, but Ronnie has been sitting on the sidelines this entire time."

Jack glared at me. "You couldn't have left one of them for me? Seriously? You know how I feel about Ronnie."

Veronica stepped forward, appearing poised to pounce on Jack. "He's done nothing wrong. Parker has treated me with kindness and respect, communicating with me openly and honestly. You, on the other hand, act as if I'm some unfeeling fuck doll. You don't own me, Jack Jones, and you certainly can't dictate whom I choose to love. I've never had romantic feelings for you, and I apologize if I've ever led you to believe otherwise." She paused and turned to me. "I love Parker. I always have, and I probably always will."

Telling her I loved her as well would only worsen this moment for Jack, so I responded to her kind words with a smile that I hoped conveyed my true feelings.

"You're welcome," Lola said. "You should have told him years ago."

That she had already informed me must have made Veronica want to throat punch her little sister. Instead, she shot her a piercing glare. "What are you really doing here, Lola?"

Lola shrugged. "I'm on a break and wanted to spend some quality time with my sister. Is that so hard to believe?"

Veronica laughed in disbelief, and surprisingly, so did Ren.

"She saw your pictures on social media and became extremely jealous," Ren said to Veronica. "She mentioned that Parker wouldn't mind if we crashed the party." Then Ren turned to me. "I apologize for us barging in like this."

Lola glared at Ren. "Renny, you're supposed to be my friend. Please don't tell her that."

Ren shrugged. "I am your friend, but I'm also friends with Ronnie, Giana, and Sage. And let's not forget Alex, which makes me Polly's friend by default."

Alex, also known as Alexandra, was Polly's younger sister who had just completed her senior year of high school.

"I didn't know you were so close to Alex," Giana said.

Giana and Sage were in the class ahead of Lola and Ren, and two classes ahead of Alex.

"I've been close to Alex for years," Ren said. "Lola and I both have."

Jack had mostly remained quiet, staring down at the empty shot glass. With a sigh, he pushed it and the bottle of bourbon away before meeting my gaze.

"I'm sorry, dude. This isn't your fault," he said, then turned to Veronica. "I apologize to you as well, Ronnie. You have the right to love whoever you choose, and if that's Parker, then he's a very lucky man. If you'd like me to leave, I'll understand, but can we still remain friends?"

Veronica smiled and stepped forward, pulling Jack into a warm hug. She glanced at me over his shoulder as they embraced, planting a loving kiss on Jack's cheek. "Of course, we can still be friends. You're the sweetest, kindest guy I know, Jack Jones."

"That's debatable," Giana remarked, eliciting laughter from the crew.

Veronica released Jack and turned to face Lola. "You can stay if you promise not to cause any trouble."

"Perf!" Lola clapped excitedly. "Because I totally brought my surfboard. It's in the Jeep."

"Surfboard?" I asked. "We don't exactly get monster waves here in West Florida."

Lola shrugged. "You never know when a good rainstorm might stir up a few waves."

"Since when do you surf?" Veronica asked.

"Koa taught me," Lola said. "He said I was a natural."

Judging by Veronica's perspective on Lola's ex, I imagined he would say anything to get Lola into bed. Still, I didn't want to take anything away from her. Maybe she was simply a natural?

"You teach me how to surf, and I'll teach you how to climb mountains," I said.

Lola shook her head, but a smile spread across her face, reaching her eyes for the first time. "No way. Ren's the climber, not me. But I'd be happy to teach you how to surf if you're interested."

"Count me in," I said, then turned to Ren. "Do you climb? Where?"

"I attend the University of Oregon. Last year, I joined a climbing club and kind of got hooked," Ren said. "So far, I have climbed South Sister."

"Really? That's incredible! Let's talk about climbing sometime," I said.

"Sure, but I'm just a beginner. You're far beyond my skill level. I've watched some of your videos. You climbed North Sister, didn't you?"

"Yep. It was a blast," I said.

"It seems that Ms. Martin has some competition for the resident climber girl," Giana remarked.

"Who is Ms. Martin?" Lola inquired.

"Gabby Martin," Sage said. "She's here this week with her friend Kinsey. We know both of them through track."

"By the way, Gabby and Kinsey are also part of the harem," Giana said.

Jason let out a snort of laughter. "It sounds so ridiculous when you say it out loud."

"How many girls are in your harem, Parker?" Ren asked.

"I really don't want to answer that," I replied.

Meanwhile, Polly used her fingers to perform some quick mental math. "Seven, if you include Ronnie."

Ren laughed. "That's as hilarious as it is glorious. Do you guys have orgies?"

"No orgies yet," Polly said, glancing at me. "But we love threesomes, right, babe?"

My cheeks warmed, and I smiled nervously. "Yeah, we're all about that in this house."

Jack sighed and buried his face in his palms. "Fuck my life."

"Let me get this straight. It's just Parker and seven girls?" Lola asked. "What about the other guys?"

"Eww... no," Giana said, turning to Jason. "No offense."

Jason waved her off with a laugh. "None taken. I'm more of a one-woman kind of guy."

Veronica giggled. "I'm not sure whether I should be flattered or concerned that you all have already worked me into the equation."

"The wound is still fresh," Jack said. "Can we please not discuss Ronnie having sex with Parker?"

"Now might be a good time to change the subject," Polly suggested. "Let's discuss the logistics for an end-of-the-week celebration. I'm thinking we should have a big blowout party here at the house before everyone starts heading home."

So far, the only people heading home were Veronica, Ren, Lola, and possibly Jason. As far as I was concerned, everyone could stay for as long as they wished. Once I sat down with Veronica, I would extend her the invitation to stay at the beach house, but I appreciated Polly for maintaining my cover.

"I love it," Giana said. "Let's plan for Friday."

"I'll help," Sage said.

"Me too," Simone replied.

"That sounds like so much fun," Lola said.

"Yay!" Giana exclaimed as she pulled out her phone. "I'll text Kinsey and Gabby. They'll want in on this."

"Is it okay to invite Cecily, Angel, and Joe?" Jason asked Polly.

Polly had seamlessly integrated into harem life, and I loved her enthusiasm.

"Of course," Polly said. "Tell them to invite all their friends as well. We need to celebrate."

"What are we celebrating?" Ren asked.

We were celebrating the fact that I was going wide with my discovery, but we weren't ready to spill that to the group. Polly froze for a moment, as if she had revealed too much, then looked at me, her eyes filled with apology.

"Old friendships," Simone said, grabbing Polly's hand. "And new ones, too."

Polly squeezed Simone's hand and returned her smile.

Honestly, it was well past the time I came clean with Veronica. After that, we could release the secret into the universe. I was tired of hiding my truths from my friends.

Giana leaned forward in her seat, resting her elbows on the bar, mashing her breasts together. Her pink areolas teased the edges of her very low-cut bikini top.

She was fully aware of her actions, and I rewarded her by gazing directly at her enticing cleavage as arousal surged in my shorts. Her bikini top barely clung to her exquisite breasts.

My reaction elicited a bright smile from the All-American pole vaulter. "Excuse me, Harem Daddy?" Giana asked, grinning at me.

"God, that's hot," Lola murmured, captivated by Giana's sensational rack.

Who could blame her? "Yes?" I asked, tearing my gaze away from her chest long enough to meet her beautiful blue eyes.

"Those margaritas won't make themselves. Could you step on it, please?"

Sage burst into laughter, and Lola giggled while I rolled my eyes.

"What's in it for me?" I asked.

"How about a kiss?" she asked.

Giana reached out, wrapped her hand around my neck, and pulled me into a brief yet passionate kiss, filled with plenty of tongue.

Lola looked on, her jaw agape. "You guys are really all having sex together?"

Giana grinned and leaned back in her chair. "Oh, sweetie. You ain't seen nothin' yet."


Chapter two
Sister Bond


By dinner time, Kinsey and Gabby had officially moved into the house. What was once an intimate gathering of friends had nearly doubled in size. Six women now called this place home, and another three were guests. By the end of the night, I hoped to turn six into seven by inviting Veronica to stay.

As the late afternoon transitioned into evening, we gathered by the pool, sipping cocktails and sharing stories. We ordered takeout for dinner and enjoyed our time chatting as a group. With the sunset fast approaching, Jason headed down to visit Cecily at Angel's beach house, and Jack accompanied him.

Even though Jack wasn't particularly interested in Angel, the chemistry between Veronica and me was undeniable. She sat beside me during dinner, casually holding my hand, and at one point, she rested her feet in my lap while Jack sullenly observed. It must have been overwhelming for him, and when Jason got up to leave, Jack seized the opportunity to join him.

Suddenly, I found myself alone with nine beautiful women. How on earth had I reached this point? I had mentally envisioned a harem, and poof, just like that, they appeared.

I gazed around the pool, observing each face. How was I supposed to make everyone happy while dividing my time among seven women? The thought momentarily overwhelmed me, prompting me to take a mental step back. It only took a moment before an epiphany blossomed in my mind.

It wasn't my responsibility to ensure their happiness and contentment. While they were here because of their love for me, their affection for one another was equally profound. This situation wasn't solely about me and the seven other women; it was about the eight of us united as a family. Their connections with each other were just as strong as the bonds I shared with them.

Just like that, my anxiety vanished, and a wave of complete contentment washed over me. This was what I had desired all along.

It was true that Ren and Lola weren't on my romantic radar, yet they still felt like they belonged. The universe had brought them here for a reason, and I intended to discover why.

But tonight wasn't about Ren, Lola, or even Gabby, whom I had promised to take out on an official date. Tonight was all about Veronica. We had danced around each other for far too long, and it was time for that to change.

With the sun hanging low on the horizon, our crew gathered in a semi-circle by the pool, discussing party plans and rehashing what went down on the private island. Veronica sat beside me, and I casually took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze.

"Let's take a walk," I suggested.

Veronica tightened her grip on my hand and turned to face me. "A sunset walk on the beach? That sounds romantic."

I detected a hint of teasing in her voice, but her warm smile conveyed everything I needed to understand. "Is it too much of a cliché?"

She shook her head and said, "It's perfect."

We stood as Polly waved at us. "Have fun."

"Should we take a picture of the two of you leaving and send it to Jack?" Giana asked, eliciting giggles from the other ladies.

I shot Giana a withering look. "Don't you dare."

Veronica wrapped her other hand around mine and grinned at Giana, her blue eyes sparkling. "It's just a walk."

"Yeah, right," Polly said. "More like the walk of shame."

Giana burst into laughter, leaned across the circle, and exchanged a high five with Polly.

"You two just take your time and don't worry about us," Simone said. "We'll handle everything."

That elicited more giggles from the ladies, and they were clearly conspiring about something. However, I had already learned that it was better not to ask.

Hand in hand, Veronica and I crossed the deck, strolled along the boardwalk, and stepped down onto the sand. We kicked off our shoes and left them by the stairs before heading toward the surf, where we strolled along the beach.

A warm breeze lifted Veronica's long, dark hair off her shoulders, while the sun hovered just above the horizon, casting streaks of gold and orange across the white sand beach, which sparkled like diamonds.

Brilliant golden rays illuminated Veronica's face, accentuating her bronzed skin and delicate feminine features. Her vivid blue eyes sparkled, and her full pink lips glistened under the setting sun. She was extraordinarily beautiful, making it easy to understand why Jack had fallen for her so deeply.

We walked in comfortable silence, holding hands as we allowed the moment to unfold. It didn't feel appropriate to dive directly into what I most wanted to share with her. Instead, I opted for a topic of equal significance.

"Lola," I said. "Please tell me about her."

Veronica smiled softly and looked over at me. "God, where do I begin with Lola?" Her gaze drifted upward as she appeared to ponder the question. "We used to be extremely close, but that all changed on her fifteenth birthday."

"What happened?"

"Early in high school, Lola had numerous boyfriends, but none lasted longer than a few days or, at most, a week. She is the type of girl who pursues what is new and exciting."

"Yes, I can see that. She has a personality that attracts boys like a dinner bell."

Veronica laughed. "Exactly. My little sister is a force of nature, but her interests change like the wind."

"She reminds me a bit of Giana," I said.

Veronica nodded. "Yes, Giana has a similar personality, but unlike Lola, Giana pursues her goals with unwavering determination until the very end."

"I guess it's a flawed comparison, I said.

"No. I understand your perspective. Both of them possess that 'it' factor. Is that the direction you're taking with the comparison?"

"Exactly," I replied.

"Lola has that quality in spades. And I really shouldn't be so hard on her. She is much more focused at nineteen than she was at fourteen. Our issues were never about her changing boyfriends every week. In fact, during that time, she would come to me for advice. I would, of course, offer it and try to guide her in the right direction. But giving Lola advice is like attempting to walk a cat on a leash."

I chuckled and nodded. "I can see that."

A moment passed, and Veronica appeared to be lost in a memory. "The trouble began on her fifteenth birthday."

"What happened?" I inquired.

"Our parents hosted a huge party for her, inviting all of Lola's friends and our family."

"I remember that party," I said. "You invited me."

Veronica smiled and squeezed my hand. "That's right. You were my date. Well, at least in my mind, you were my date."

"It felt like a date," I said. "I remember at the end of the night when you walked me to my car. I really wanted to kiss you."

Veronica halted me in my tracks and turned me to face her. "Seriously? You wanted to kiss me?"

"Absolutely, but I hesitated because I worried you might think less of me since you are Polly's best friend."

Veronica frowned and squeezed my hands tightly, causing them to ache. "Never do that again. I wanted you so badly."

If I remembered correctly, I left Lola's party and went straight to Simone's house, where we spent the next three hours having sex. But I wasn't about to share that detail with her.

"Next time, I promise to sweep you off your feet," I said.

Veronica giggled. "Maybe next time will be tonight."

The playfulness and promise in her voice unleashed a wave of butterflies in my stomach, but the look in her eyes told me she wasn't joking.

We giggled together and continued our walk through the shallow surf. "What happened to playing hard to get?"

"I've played hard to get for the last ten years," she said. "Look where it has gotten me."

"You're making it sound like it's a negative thing. Who knows what might have happened if you had acted on your feelings back in high school? Your unwavering patience has brought us together here, right now, on this beach. Besides, we're young, and we have an incredible future ahead of us."

Veronica smiled so brightly that, for a moment, she outshone the sun. "You're right. That's a much better perspective on our relationship. Everything has worked out exactly as it should."

I leaned in and pulled Veronica into a gentle kiss. Our lips met, soon followed by the intertwining of our tongues. I ran my hands down her back and cupped her tight little ass in both hands, drawing a soft moan from the raven-haired beauty.

She shifted her hips, grinding against my midsection as arousal surged in my shorts. My cock thickened, straining against my briefs.

Veronica pressed in closer, deepening the kiss as her hand explored the bulge forming in my shorts.

As much as I desired her, there was more I needed to express before allowing things to escalate. I broke off the kiss and pressed my forehead against hers. "I want you, but not on a beach."

Veronica sighed with mild frustration and kissed her way up my neck until she reached the hickey Simone had left the night before. The spot was tender, but her warm lips felt electric against my skin.

"Fine," she said. "But do I get to leave one of these on the other side of your neck?"

I palmed Veronica's ass and squeezed while my cock throbbed against her stomach. "Baby, you can leave hickeys all over my body if that's what you want."

She giggled and stepped back before leaning in for another quick kiss. "I think we strayed slightly off topic."

We stepped away from each other, and I noticed that my cock noticeably tented my shorts. "Right. Back to Lola and her birthday party."

Veronica's gaze briefly shifted to my cock before returning to my face. She flashed me a playful smile and then took my hand as we continued our stroll along the beach.

"She brought this guy to the party," Veronica said, continuing her story about Lola's fifteenth birthday party. "I think his name was Jake or Josh--something like that. He was the first guy she was really into. And by that, I mean they had made it two weeks into their relationship."

"So they were in the ring-shopping phase of their budding teenage romance?"

Veronica laughed. "Yeah, right? Knowing Lola, she probably thought he was the one. The only problem was that this guy was a complete player."

"How so?"

"He was eighteen years old and went to a different high school than ours. His age did not sit well with me or my parents. It was evident that he wanted Lola for one thing, and he spent most of the party ignoring her, fully aware that this was the quickest route to her heart."

"So, this guy was our age?"

"Yes," Veronica said. "But I believe he might have even been a grade ahead of us."

"Going out with a fifteen-year-old," I said. "Is that even legal?"

"She had a huge fight with my parents, who completely forbade her from going anywhere with that guy. Fortunately, it never escalated into a big issue because right after you left, Jake--or was it Josh?--made a pass at me. He pulled me aside and tried to kiss me."

"Oh, shit. I bet Lola freaked out."

"I never told her," Veronica said. "Because he ended up dumping her the next day. Then he asked Lola for my number."

"Double oh, shit." I laughed. "That stings."

Veronica chuckled. "It's funny to laugh about it now, but Lola got so upset with me. She accused me of flirting with this guy, which I never did and never would. I adore Lola and would never, in a million years, do anything to hurt her."

"Does she know you feel that way about her?" I asked.

Veronica shrugged. "After that, we drifted apart. Lola cut me out of her life. I went away to college, and she did her own thing. When I returned home for holidays or summer break, she always had a new boyfriend, and they all seemed to fit the same mold."

"Did they all hit on you?"

She shook her head. "That has only happened twice since her birthday party, and one of those times was with Koa. I don't think she knows about the other guy. Most of these guys end up breaking her heart in one way or another before I ever get the chance to meet them."

"Maybe she's subconsciously picking guys she knows won't stick around," I suggested. "Or maybe she believes she can change them?"

Veronica looked at me and nodded. "I've wondered the same thing. Lola seems to believe that I'm doing this to her out of hatred."

Her voice cracked on the last sentence, prompting me to stop her and pull her into a hug. "I'm sure she knows, deep down, how much you love her."

Veronica wrapped her arms around me and held me tightly. "It's not all bad. We have one huge thing in common."

I kissed Veronica high on her cheek and ran my hands up and down her back. "What's that?"

"She has a crush on you as well, and I believe you are the reason she's here."

I paused for a moment, allowing that information to sink in. "I won't attempt to speak for Lola, but I know our feelings for each other run far deeper than a mere teenage crush. We have been very close friends for years, and it's a much different connection."

Veronica nodded. "Still. I believe that's why she came."

We walked in silence for a minute, as Veronica appeared to be lost in thought. "Can I ask you for a huge favor?"

I frowned. "Anything. Name it."

"Could you humor her for me?" Veronica asked. "I believe this crush is something she needs to get out of her system. Once she does, she'll chase the next shiny thing, and that will be the end of it."

I chuckled awkwardly. "What are you asking me? Do you want me to have sex with Lola?"

She looked at me and shrugged. "Don't pretend you're not interested. She's a beautiful girl."

"She's your little sister," I said.

"So? I'm not asking you to pursue her, but if she comes on to you, indulge her curiosity."

"Come on, Veronica. Are you testing me or what?"

She smiled, rose up on her toes, and kissed me fully on the lips. "Baby, we are in a harem together. It's safe to say we've cast convention to the four winds. Besides, I have a feeling you are the glue that can bond us together."

"I'm the glue that can help restore your sister bond?"

Veronica smiled and said, "Exactly."

"Fine. If you truly want, I'll have sex with your drop dead gorgeous little sister."

Veronica giggled. "You joke, but this will turn out to be a good thing."

"Lucky for me, you aren't the jealous type."

"Parker, I wouldn't be here if I were the jealous type."

"Does that mean Ren is also fair game?"

Veronica shrugged. "She's come all this way. What kind of host would you be if you didn't give her a proper shagging?"

We laughed, and I embraced her in a long hug. Veronica didn't pull away; instead, she held onto me, running her fingers through the hair at the nape of my neck and kissing me softly.

"I love you," she whispered in my ear.

I inhaled her sweet floral scent and tightened our embrace. This was how things should have always been. It was never just about Simone or Polly. Veronica had stood by Polly like a loyal friend, but all along, she was the missing ingredient. Had I known then what I know now, we could have established this harem all the way back in high school.

"I love you too, Veronica Bardot. But before we go any further, there is something important I need to share with you."

Veronica stiffened in my arms but didn't pull away. "If it's something bad, please don't tell me."

I chuckled softly and kissed her gently on the neck. "Baby, it's nothing bad, but it will impact your life if you choose to stay with me."

She pulled away and faced me directly. "Should I sit down for this?"

"Let's pop a squat," I said. "We can watch the stars come out while I spill my soul."

"That sounds ominous," Veronica said.

We walked onto the soft sand and sat down side by side. I took Veronica's hand and intertwined her fingers with mine.

She remained silent, gazing at me expectantly, waiting for me to speak.

"It's a long story, but I'll begin with the end before I return to the beginning," I said. "After that, feel free to ask me anything, and I'll answer to the best of my ability."

"Now you're really freaking me out," Veronica said.

I squeezed her hand. "It's not bad. In fact, it's very good, but also very big." I exhaled and gazed into her bright blue eyes. "The house belongs to me. I'm rich and on the verge of becoming disgustingly rich. But what's even more important to us is that I'm about to become a household name."

The news didn't seem to shock Veronica. She looked into my eyes and maintained her composure. "I'm not surprised that you own the house."

"Why do you say that?" I asked.

"No offense to Jack, but there's no way his trust fund could cover a place like that, and his family isn't that wealthy. What really gave it away, though, is that you seem to belong in that space. You walk through it as if you know every nook and cranny."

"What else have you figured out?" I asked.

"Once I knew the house belonged to you, I assumed you must have invented something that made you incredibly wealthy. You're a genius, even if you won't acknowledge it. I've refrained from searching the Internet for information because I wanted to hear it directly from you."

"Nothing escapes your notice," I said.

She shrugged. "What? Did you invent the next big thing on the tech forefront? That's always been your passion."

I chuckled. "You're kind of taking the wind out of my sails."

Veronica laughed and leaned in, layering me with five sweet kisses on my lips. "I'll shut up and let you speak."

As I recounted the story, Veronica nodded along, asking questions throughout. When I finished, she smiled at me.

"That wasn't so bad, was it?" she asked.

I blinked and stared at her, uncertain if she grasped the implications of what I had just shared. "You understand what this means for my life, right? For our life together?"

"You've essentially unlocked the technology to cure not only Alzheimer's but nearly every other untreatable disease known to humanity? Yes, I understand, baby. You'll win the Nobel Prize, and your name will be etched in history. We'll have paparazzi stalking us and every tabloid in the world will plaster our private lives across their front pages. They'll refer to you as the billionaire with a harem." She shrugged. "So what?"

I ran my hand through my hair and looked at her. "I suppose you do understand. Are you okay with it?"

Veronica smiled and leaned in, kissing me gently on the lips. "Are you trying to ask me something, baby?"

Right. I had forgotten the crucial moment when I was supposed to ask her to spend the rest of her life with me. I chuckled and shook my head. "Right. I'm such an idiot."

"An idiot whom I'm madly in love with," Veronica said. "But I still haven't heard the right question."

I turned to face her, took both of her hands in mine, and gazed into her stunning blue eyes. "Stay with me, Veronica Bardot. Stay with us. Make this not just a vacation, but your new way of life. I love you with all my heart, and I want you by my side forever. I'm asking--will you stay with me? As in forever?"

Her beautiful smile broadened as she leaned in, drawing me into a long, passionate kiss. When she pulled away, her eyes glistened with tears. "You could have just started with that, and I would have said yes."

I pulled her into a warm embrace and held her close. "Thank you. I love you so much."

"The girls have been tight-lipped, but I've read between the lines. Is there anyone who isn't staying?" Veronica asked.

"Your sister and Ren," I said.

Veronica giggled. "They don't count. What about Kinsey and Gabby?"

"They don't fully understand what they're getting into. I still owe them a conversation, but I think they'll stay."

"Good. I didn't want this vacation to end. I hereby accept."

Just then, my phone buzzed in my pocket.

Veronica pulled away and glanced at my pocket. "You should answer that, just in case Lola has burned down your house."

I took out my phone and found a text message waiting for me.

"It's from Polly," I said, opening the screen for Veronica to see the message as I read it aloud.

"I hope you two are having fun! We're heading out to meet Jack, Jason, CC, and the others at a club. The house is all yours! Enjoy your time together. Love you both."

"It seems they had this planned all along," Veronica said.

"She ends the message with a heart emoji, followed by a kiss emoji, and finishes with an eggplant emoji. I would say you're correct."

"I wonder if Lola and Ren went with them."

"Do you see Lola turning down an opportunity to go clubbing?"

Veronica laughed. "Good point." She pushed herself up and extended her hand to me. "Come on, let's get comfy."


Chapter three
Masterpiece


True to her word, we discovered the house empty and eerily quiet. It was as strange as it was unsettling to find the place completely devoid of life, which made me even more grateful for embracing our harem lifestyle. Rummaging through this vast house all alone was not how I envisioned spending my life.

The ladies had left, but in the kitchen, we found a note in Polly's handwriting alongside a bottle of champagne resting on ice.

I picked up the note and read it aloud. "Welcome to the family, Ronnie! Raise a toast to all of us, and don't wait up! Love you both. XOXO, Polly."

"Aww... that's so sweet," Veronica said. "Now it seems silly that I was ever afraid to express my true feelings to her."

She picked up the champagne bottle and filled the empty flutes that were placed beside the note.

I set down the note and smiled. "She seemed pretty confident that you would accept my invitation."

Veronica giggled and handed me a flute filled with golden, sparkling champagne. "You weren't?"

"Ninety-nine percent. I know we love each other, but your life is about to be turned upside down."

Veronica rolled her eyes. "It's a life filled with adventure, romance, and, most importantly, love. It's exhilarating, Parker. I can't wait to experience everything that awaits us."

I raised my glass. "Then let's toast to us."

"And the family," Veronica said, "it's a good thing you built a large house."

We laughed and then sipped our glasses of champagne. Veronica set her glass down and stepped closer, wrapping her arms around my waist.

"As much as I appreciate the gesture, I'm not really in the mood for champagne," Veronica said, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief.

The view offered me an almost unobstructed glimpse down the neckline of her revealing white sundress. Her deep cleavage spilled over the delicate lace cups that framed her exquisite breasts.

My pulse quickened as I set down the champagne. I wrapped my arms around Veronica's slender hips and pulled her closer. "Oh really? What do you have in mind?"

My cock surged in my shorts, thickening as Veronica perched on her tiptoes and kissed the tip of my chin.

I ran my hands over her toned backside, savoring the firmness of her rounded curves.

She returned to her feet and gave me an innocent smile. "For starters, riding your fat cock until you explode inside me."

My eyes widened, and my jaw dropped as Veronica giggled. A wave of dizzying desire washed over me, and my cock pulsed, hardening in my pants as Veronica slid her hands over my bulge and cupped it in her palm.

"I've never seen this side of you before," I remarked.

Veronica raised an eyebrow and gently squeezed my hard cock. "Oh, baby. You haven't seen anything yet."

She loosened the button on my shorts and slipped her hand inside my pants. "I want to feel every inch of you pulsing deep inside my tight little pussy."

I licked the dryness from my lips and grasped handfuls of her firm, round rump. "Oh? Right here in the kitchen, or should we move to the bedroom?"

Veronica released her grip and wrapped her arms around my neck. "It's your choice, lover."

She pulled me into a kiss. Our lips met, and our tongues intertwined, dancing together as her warm, sweet breath curled up my nostrils.

She moaned softly into my mouth, deepening the kiss as she sucked my tongue between her plump lips. My cock flared, pulsing as it became as hard as steel.

I gently ran my hands over her bottom and cupped her ass cheeks before effortlessly lifting her off the ground.

Veronica didn't miss a beat. Without breaking the kiss, she coiled her legs around my waist and pinned her pussy to my throbbing cock. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and moaned softly into my mouth as our tongues and lips blurred together.

As I carried her from the kitchen to the stairs, she tugged at my shirt, pulling it up my torso. She broke our kiss just long enough to remove it completely, tossing it aside.

I carried her up the stairs as she rocked her hips, grinding my cock as I gently pulled her sundress over her hips and cupped her panty-clad ass.

With one hand, Veronica explored my chiseled chest while she unzipped my shorts with the other. She slipped her hand inside my briefs and wrapped her warm fingers around my stiff cock.

As we reached the top of the stairs, I stepped out of my shorts, leaving a trail of clothing behind me.

Veronica broke our kiss and gazed at me, her blue eyes hazy with desire. Her chest heaving, she lifted her sundress over her head and tossed it aside just as I reached her bedroom door.

Veronica leaned in for a kiss, and I unfastened the clasp of her bra. The delicate lace fabric fell away as she shrugged it off her shoulders.

I pushed the door open with my foot and stepped into a room illuminated by the soft glow of candlelight.

Music played from a nearby Bluetooth speaker, and no sooner had we stepped into the room than Boyz II Men crooned the words -- I'll make love to you, like you want me to.

Veronica giggled as she pulled away from the kiss, glancing around the room while I held her in my arms, topless and wearing only a delicate pair of white lace panties.

It was my first opportunity to see her bare breasts, and they did not disappoint. While they weren't as large as those of some other girls, her beautiful C-cup breasts sat high on her chest, perky and round. Each breast was adorned with pink, quarter-sized areolas and small, delicate nipples, causing my arousal to intensify as I felt my cock straining against the confines of my briefs.

"Whose idea was this?" Veronica asked, surveying the room.

The ladies had transformed Veronica's bedroom into a love palace. Pink rose petals formed a path from the door to the bed, where even more petals were scattered across the duvet cover. A dozen flickering candles adorned the room, placed on the dresser, bedside tables, windowsill, and even on the bathroom counter, visible through the open door.

"A community effort," I said, redirecting my attention to the only woman who mattered at that moment.

Veronica gazed at me, her eyes simmering as her smile faded. She leaned in and playfully nibbled on my lower lip while I slid her panties up her backside and caressed her bare cheeks.

Our tongues intertwined outside our mouths as we playfully explored each other, maintaining a locked gaze. My cock throbbed with desire, and the way she looked at me sent my stomach into a flip-flop, with adrenaline coursing through my legs.

I stepped forward and crawled onto the bed. Gently, and without breaking our tongue play, I laid Veronica back and hovered over her, my hands planted on either side of her head.

Veronica ran her hands over my shoulders and down my chest while keeping her long, limber legs wrapped firmly around my midsection. She ground her hips, rubbing my cock against her pussy.

Pre-cum oozed from my tip and left a dark wet spot on the front of my briefs where my thick cock bulged inside the fabric. I ran my hands up Veronica's body and palmed her breasts, squeezing them between my open fingers. Heat radiated from Veronica's pussy and her warm breath curled up my nose.

Veronica leaned back slightly, sinking into the plush comforter. Her dark hair fanned out around her head, encircled by delicate pink rose petals.

I gazed into her face, memorizing every curve and contour. She was a perfect ten by any standard, and it was easy to understand why Jack and so many others had pursued the brunette beauty for so long and with such determination.

Perhaps it was her striking blue eyes, her pert nose, or even her glossy, bubblegum-pink lips. She exuded an aura of unattainable beauty that made men yearn for her attention. Yet, despite her extraordinary beauty, Veronica appeared to downplay her looks.

I witnessed the glances she received as we walked down the beach together and the way men admired her when she entered a room. She was absolutely incredible, and for so long, I had avoided her undeniable allure out of fear that I would succumb to my desire and jeopardize my relationships with Polly and Simone. But now, I didn't have to hold back. Now, I could allow myself to fall for her--hard and fast.

"God, you're so beautiful," I whispered, almost to myself.

Veronica caressed my cheek with her fingertips and nibbled on her bottom lip as she searched my face with her vivid blue eyes. "You've never looked at me like this before."

"I've never allowed myself to," I said. "Now we don't have to hold back."

Veronica wrapped her legs around my waist and placed her palms on my chest. "I love you so much."

"I love you too, baby," I said.

Our lips met, and we immediately deepened the kiss. We let our tongues intertwine with wild abandon. Veronica rocked her hips, grinding against me as she moaned into my mouth. Her hands explored my chest, then glided down my abs before her fingertips found the massive bulge pulsing inside my briefs.

She broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, her eyes filled with desire. "Make love to me, Parker. I can't wait any longer."

I nestled behind her ear and kissed my way down her neck, licking and sucking as Veronica writhed beneath me, moaning while she grasped fistfuls of my hair.

"God, baby," she said. "Touch me everywhere."

I gently kissed my way across her chest, taking both of her firm breasts in my hands as I teased her stiff nipples, playfully tweaking them between my thumb and forefinger.

Veronica shuddered and inhaled sharply. She released her legs from around me, allowing them to fall away as I kissed my way along a crisp tan line to the creamy flesh, so well concealed from prying eyes.

I gently kissed my way across her palm-sized mound until I found myself face to face with her delicate, pink, bite-sized nipple.

Veronica's chest heaved, and her breaths came in short, rapid gasps. As I teased her taut nipple with the tip of my tongue, she moaned and arched her back. A wave of goosebumps spread across her chest, and she clutched fistfuls of hair at the crown of my head.

I gently took her nipple into my mouth, sucking her areola between my lips while swirling my tongue around her nipple.

Veronica bucked her hips and arched her back off the bed, moaning loudly as she told me over and over that she loved me.

I slid my hand between Veronica's legs, savoring the warmth radiating from her body against my open palm. As I gently traced my finger over the top of her soaking wet panties, I teased the sensitive spot where I knew I would find her clit.

As I gently suckled on Veronica's nipple, she pressed my hand down against her pussy and rocked her hips, guiding my finger along the outline of her labia, which was barely concealed by a delicate layer of white lace.

Without warning, Veronica's entire body shuddered, and her legs trembled. She arched her back high off the bed and let out a moan that seemed to emanate from her very soul. Her voice broke, quaking with ecstasy as her stomach spasmed in three rapid bursts.

As she reached her climax, I gently released her nipple with a soft slurp. I ran my hands down her inner thighs and settled back on my knees until her orgasm subsided.

Veronica sank back onto the bed, her chest heaving as she gazed down the length of her body and smiled at me. "See what you do to me?"

"And we're just getting started," I said.

"I love the sensation of your strong hands exploring my body. They're so warm and large. When you put one between my legs, I completely lost it."

She giggled and squirmed beneath me as I leaned over and kissed her tummy. A spasm coursed through her tummy, causing her body to jerk before she shuddered with delight.

"That tingles," she said. "Your beard makes everything feel so good."

I rubbed my face and frowned. What beard? "Oh, my stubble. Maybe I'll go for a permanent five o'clock shadow. What do you think?"

"I think it's a massive turn-on," she said. "But everything about you excites me."

I leaned over once more and kissed my way up her stomach and between her breasts before finally finding her lips with mine.

Veronica wrapped her arms around my neck and deepened the kiss, her mouth opening wide as our tongues danced together in the open air.

My cock flexed and throbbed, still confined within my snug briefs. It was time to unleash the beast.

I paused the tongue play and dotted the tip of her nose with another kiss before pulling away to meet her gaze.

"Are you ready for round two?" I asked.

She smiled at me while playing with a lock of my shaggy brown hair. "I'm more than ready."

I kissed my way down her body, pausing briefly between her breasts, where I pressed each of her pert wonders against each cheek, motor boat style. The sweet, creamy scent of her cleavage, filled my nostrils. I savored her sweetness, while gently caressing her breasts--one in each hand--allowing her taut nipples to glide between my open fingers.

Veronica moaned softly, grinding her hips as she ran her fingers through my hair. "God, I love it when you touch me."

I kissed my way lower, dotting her tummy with gentle kisses and igniting a wave of goosebumps that spread across her skin like wildfire.

When I reached the top of her white lace panties, I paused and sat up on my knees. I slipped my thumbs inside her waistband and gently guided her soaking wet panties over her hips and down her long, toned legs.

Her tight, pink slit came into view, and my stomach fluttered as I drank in her perfect pussy. She was so smooth and clean it deified logic. Not a hint of stubble appeared between her legs, as if her pubic hair had never existed at all. Crisp tan lines crisscrossed her hips, but the tender white flesh around her pussy looked like it had never seen the light of day.

I licked my lips as a deep, yearning desire took hold of me in the pit of my stomach. I had to taste her.

But I wasn't the only one admiring the eye candy. Veronica glanced down the length of her body, her gaze fixed on the bulge in my briefs.

I tossed aside her panties and removed my briefs. My cock caught in my waistband but then tugged free, springing into place, with the tip glistening with pre-cum.

Veronica's eyes widened, and her nostrils flared. She licked her lips and shifted her hips to face me, parting her legs as if inviting me to slide inside her.

"God, your cock is.... beautiful," she said.

"Thank you, baby. You can touch it whenever you like." I shifted forward on my hips and rested my cock on top of her pussy. It looked gargantuan juxtaposed with her delicate pink slit. Thick veins crisscrossed my engorged shaft, throbbing with anticipation.

Veronica sat up slightly to examine my cock. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and gave it a gentle squeeze. "You have no idea how many times I've gotten myself off thinking about this masterpiece."

I chuckled. "I'm not sure I would call it a masterpiece, but I'm glad you can use the real thing from now on."

She traced the tip of my cock with her index finger, and an electric spark of pleasure made it twitch. It jumped off her pussy, then landed with a light clap. "I want to taste it. Can I?"

"My sweet baby, you don't even need to ask," I said. "From this day forward, you have permission to do whatever you wish, whenever you wish."

Veronica wrapped her hand around my shaft and gently stroked it. "What if I can't sleep because I'm horny and want to use your cock in the middle of the night?"

"Climb aboard the Parker Express," I said. "Our next stop is Nirvana."

Veronica giggled and squeezed my shaft, coaxing a bead of pre-cum from the tip. "You might regret granting me full, free use permission."

"Does the same apply to me?" I asked. "Can I slide inside you while you're sleeping, or is that crossing a line?"

"God, that's so hot. Please promise you'll fuck me while I'm asleep? Oh, and don't pull out."

Veronica shifted her body around until she came face to face with my cock. She gazed up at me as she extended her tongue and licked my knob like a cherry-flavored lollipop.

"Can I fuck you in the kitchen with everyone around?" I asked.

Veronica wrapped her lips around my cock, and I felt her tongue slither along the back of my shaft. I moaned, then sucked in a sharp breath. As she sucked my knob, my cock thickened inside her warm mouth.

She came off my cock with a slurp and eyed me as she licked her way up the back of my shaft with her tongue extended. "If you want, you could fuck me on the dinner table during Thanksgiving right in front of your parents. I would love every second."

The mental image of me pounding Veronica's pussy over a bowl of mashed potatoes played out in my head. I laughed as Veronica sealed her lips around my cock, then bobbed up and down, slurping and sucking.

"God, you're a dirty girl, aren't you?" I asked. "How does it taste?"

Veronica stroked the base of my shaft as she bobbed up and down my shaft twice more before she came off. She rested the tip of my cock on her lower lip and playfully teased it with her tongue while gazing up at me.

She smacked her lips and kissed my glistening tip, slick with her saliva. A hint of mischief flickered in her eyes as she grinned. "Like angel food cake drizzled with chocolate and strawberries."

"No caramel? What kind of proper dessert is missing the caramel?"

Veronica giggled and swirled the tip of her tongue in a tight circle over my glans. A surge of pleasure coursed along my shaft, curling my toes and causing me to inhale sharply and moan.

"Fuck, baby. I'm going to come if you keep that up."

She slurped my cock and kissed my tip, then smiled up at me. "I bet your cum tastes like caramel. That will be perfect."

"Whatever you're doing with your tongue will end me in an atomic second," I said.

Veronica giggled. "You like it when I tease your tip?"

She repeated the same action, swirling her tongue over my glans before enveloping my cock between her lips and sliding forward, taking me halfway down her throat in one fluid motion.

"Fuck, Ronnie. I'm about to come," I said as my knees buckled beneath me.

Veronica backed off my cock and glared up at me. "What did you just call me?"

"Sorry, Veronica," I said, between heavy breaths.

"Ronnie is a boy's name," she said. "I'm your girl."

"God, baby. There is nothing boyish about any part of you. You're one hundred percent girl, right down to your perfect little toes."

Veronica smiled sweetly and licked away the pearly cum oozing from my tip. "That's much better. Don't forget it."

Where did these women learn how to suck cock? Even with a gun to my head, I couldn't pick a winner.

"Speaking of names," I said, "Veronica Ford has a nice ring to it, I think."

A dazzling smile made her blue eyes sparkle. "If that's a proposal, then I accept."

Veronica dipped my cock halfway inside her mouth, sealing her lips around me as she rhythmically bobbed up and down, gazing up at me.

I groaned as my knees trembled with pleasure. "Let's call it a pre-proposal. I need to get you a ring before we make it official."

She slurped my cock three more times before pulling away for a breath. Gazing up at me, her lips glistened with saliva. "I've already married you in my heart. We can take as long as you want."

Her expert oral skills had pushed me to the brink, and I still craved the taste of her pussy. "Right now, I want to squeeze your tight little ass while I fuck you from behind."

Veronica smiled up at me and somehow spoke with my knob bulging inside her cheek. "I won't argue with that logic."

Veronica cleaned up my cock with one long slurp, then turned around on all fours, presenting me with the breathtaking sight of her round, perfectly sculpted ass. Her tight pink slit decorated the center and glistened with wetness, luring me in.

"Holy Mother of God," I said, shaking my head. "There are asses and then there are asses."

She lowered herself onto her elbows and glanced back at me over her shoulder, giggling. "It's an ass, and it's the only one I've got."

I inched forward and cupped Veronica's S-tier ass with both hands. I filled my palms with her smooth, flawless flesh and brought my cock forward until my tip teased her soft, inviting pussy lips.

"Forget my cock. Your ass is the true masterpiece."

But it wasn't just Veronica's ass that was so perfect. Her legs, particularly her delicious thighs, laid the foundation for an ass straight out of an erotica novel. Her thighs were neither too thick nor too thin, rising to create a round, perfectly sculpted, drool-inducing backside. Even Da Vinci himself could not have crafted a more perfect human specimen. She was literally flawless.

My hands trembled with excitement as I rested my tip on her exquisite pink slit. My manhood glistened with her saliva and visibly throbbed as a wellspring of arousal flooded my loins. "God, I want to slide right in."

Veronica swiveled her hips, forcing my cock up and down her soaking wet slit. She was so wet she was practically dripping.

Veronica pressed her hips backward, guiding my tip into her warm, tight honey pot. "Do it, baby. Fuck me. I want you so badly."

Tendrils of pleasure crisscrossed my thick cock, and I shifted my knees, lining up for launch. I planted my hands on her lithe hips and inched forward, moaning as I sank my cock into her warm, moist pussy.

Veronica tightened her vaginal muscles, squeezing my cock, sending waves of exquisite pleasure racing up my spine.

Pleasure strobed through my brain, and I moaned, my voice shaky with excitement. "Oh my God. Your pussy is perfect."

Veronica arched her hips, providing me with the perfect angle to slide deep inside her tight pussy.

"Baby, you feel so fucking good," she said, panting for breath as she rocked her hips back and forth, enveloping my shaft with a sublime layer of her essence.

I shifted my hips, mirroring her movements as her sweet pink pussy lips formed an airtight seal around my throbbing shaft.

The pleasure was indescribably intense. My cock split her sculpted, super-heroine ass and glistened as I slowly pumped, sinking deeper with each measured thrust.

Veronica swept her dark hair over her shoulder and pressed down on her elbows, using the leverage to push me deeper inside her. Her perky tits jiggled beneath her chest, and my hips clapped lightly off her ass until I buried my cock to the hilt.

I pinned my cock deep inside the stunning brunette and held still, savoring the pleasure as my cock strobed and her pussy conformed around my slippery, hard shaft. As the pleasure mounted, I worried that the tide might rise too quickly for me to control. Busting a nut inside her right now wouldn't be good for either of us.

I swiveled my hips and plumbed Veronica's pussy, enduring waves of pleasure that crested over me. My manhood pulsed deep inside her sweet, sweet pussy, and Veronica squeezed her wall muscles, drawing a primal moan from somewhere deep inside of me.

An erotic thrill raced up my cock, and I sucked in a sharp breath to help stem the tide of nearly overwhelming pleasure.

"Jesus Christ, baby. Is your pussy lined with gold? It is so fucking good," I said.

Veronica rocked her hips, pumping my cock, slowly feeding it to her pussy. "Mmm... it's your cock that's doing all the hard work," she said. "Fuck me harder, baby."

I quickened my pace, thrusting into Veronica hard and deep, pounding her pussy as my hips slapped her tight little ass. Her toned body barely jiggled as I jack hammered into her from behind, grunting with each powerful thrust.

The headboard gently thudded against the wall, while Veronica's moans rose above the sound. Waves of orgasmic pleasure surged through my head, and an overwhelming urge to climax made me pause mid-thrust before I blew my load inside her.

Veronica stiffened and clamped down around my cock, her pussy pulsing while goosebumps flashed across her back. She groaned and pushed herself up, sitting on her knees with my cock buried to the hilt. She pulled my arms around her chest and pushed my hands onto her breasts. Her voice rose an octave, and her legs quaked under the heavy weight of her second orgasm.

I cupped her perky breasts, gently teasing her nipples as I rocked my cock deep inside her. As the orgasm swept through her, I slowed my pace and kissed her softly on the neck, just behind her ear.

Veronica closed her eyes and tilted her head back, resting it on my shoulder as she shuddered, the waves of her orgasm playing out across her face and body.

As her orgasm peaked, I receded from the brink. I could have climaxed alongside her, but there was one more experience I wanted to explore. When she engaged in it, the resulting orgasm might make me pass out.

Veronica found my mouth over my shoulder and pulled me into a long, passionate kiss. She continued to rock her hips, fucking me as she regained her composure.

When we broke the kiss, I nestled behind her ear and pressed my lips gently to the nape of her neck. "Can we try something?" I asked, whispering softly in her ear.

Veronica nodded as she continued fucking me, taking me slow and going deep. "Whatever you want, baby."

"Do you remember the lap dance you gave me?" I asked.

Veronica giggled. "On the island? How could I forget? You want me to ride you, baby?"

"God, yes. I can't stop thinking about it."

She gazed at me and kissed me softly on the lips. Her eyes smoldered with desire as she leaned in for a second kiss, drawing my tongue between her lips. After pulling away, she dotted my face with gentle kisses before speaking. "I'll fuck your brains out, Parker Ford."

My stomach fluttered with a wave of butterflies, and I swallowed the lump rising in my throat. I held her gaze, fully aware that she meant every word.

"Sit back against the headboard," she instructed.

I slid my cock from her pussy and shuddered, feeling every inch of her pussy along the way. As Veronica positioned herself, I crawled across the bed and sat upright, leaning my back against the headboard.

Veronica crawled onto my lap and straddled me. I adjusted my hips, leaving my stiff cock swaying between us.

She rose onto her knees and guided my cock inside her before sinking down, groaning as pleasure contorted her face.

"I will never tire of feeling your beautiful cock stretch me out," she said.

I cradled her hips as she rested her hands on my shoulders, gently rocking as I filled her completely.

"Then we're fortunate that we have all the time in the world," I said.

Veronica giggled and leaned in for another long, languid kiss. When she pulled away, she searched my face with her vivid blue eyes, her expression curious. "What did you enjoy most about my lap dance?"

"The way you moved and the way you looked me in the eye the entire time was so unbelievably hot. Honestly, I almost came in my pants."

Veronica giggled. "I wouldn't want you to make a mess in your pants when you could make a mess inside me instead."

My stomach flip-flopped and a rush of dizziness left me reeling. She was either a divine goddess, an angel sent to Earth, or a combination of both. Once she found her rhythm, this would come to an end swiftly.

"Is it safe? I mean, what if I get you pregnant?" I asked.

Veronica shrugged. "I'm not on birth control, so if we get pregnant, I guess we'll just have to deal with it."

That only intensified my desire for her. The thought of my child growing inside Veronica's womb made me throb with excitement. I felt myself swell and stretch inside her, as a wave of exhilaration washed over me.

Veronica giggled but maintained her rhythm. "I take it you approve?"

"Yes, please," I said. "Baby-making power, engaged."

She quickened her pace, fucking me with just enough intensity that the headboard thumped rhythmically against the drywall.

Veronica never took her eyes off me. She ran her fingers through my hair and quickened her pace, moaning as she moved her body in a sleek, sinuous S-shaped curve.

Nobody had ever fucked me the way she did, and an overwhelming wave of orgasmic ecstasy washed over me like a storm front.

As she quickened her pace, the headboard creaked and rattled, while our loud moans harmonized with the rhythmic squeaking of the mattress.

"Am I doing it right?" Veronica asked, panting for breath as she kept her eyes locked on mine.

I could only manage a nod and a soft moan as my cock throbbed inside her, pulsing so hard and fast, I wouldn't last more than a few seconds.

She leaned in and kissed me, keeping her eyes open as she drew my tongue into her mouth. "I can feel you throbbing so hard inside me. I love you so much."

She moved in a continuous wave, gliding off my cock and sliding back down, taking me deep as the sweet sound of her throaty moans pushed me over the edge.

I grasped her hips and pinned her down as I thrust upward and came so hard that white stars danced in my field of vision. The world tilted sideways, and my eyes rolled back in my head as I moaned deeply and continuously, sounding almost possessed.

The pleasure was unlike anything I had ever experienced. It was the most extraordinary sexual experience of my life--a fact I would carry to my grave.

Pleasure coursed through my body like a fever dream, and I came and came, filling my beautiful brunette girlfriend with one sticky load of cum after another. Veronica kept fucking me, drawing out every drop as she kissed every inch of my face.

I held on tightly to Veronica's hips, and it felt like riding a roller coaster with no safety harness in sight.

My orgasm reached its peak and lingered in the stratosphere for what felt like an eternity before I gradually came back down, still filling her with warm, sticky cum.

Veronica slowed her pace but remained on top of me, gently squeezing my cock as she nuzzled behind my ear and kissed my neck. She ran her fingers through my hair and whispered that she loved me.

It was the most sensual and intimate moment I had ever experienced with a lover. The woman truly loved me, body and soul, and the bond we shared felt as light as a feather, yet as solid as titanium steel.

My cock went still, and I slumped back against the headboard, completely drained. I sucked in short, shallow breaths and cradled Veronica's ass, caressing her warm flesh with my fingertips as she kissed her way up and down my neck.

"I'm fairly certain I just signed over my soul to you," I said.

Veronica giggled and kissed her way around to my face. "You came really, really hard."

"That was the hardest I've ever come," I said. "And if you repeat that to any of the other girls, I'll deny every word."

Veronica kissed me gently on the lips and ran her fingers through my hair. Her blue eyes sparkled with overwhelming joy, as if she had undergone a complete transformation. "It's our secret."

"Also, I'm sorry about the massive mess. You'll be dealing with the aftermath for... well... for a while," I said.

"I loved every drop," she said, kissing me once more.

I sighed and pulled her close, cradling her ass as my cock pulsed inside her with aftershocks.

"How can we top that?" I asked.

"Lots of ways," Veronica said. "I could play the role of the stepdaughter with a crush, and you'll be the stepdad who struggles to resist my charms."

"Which of course, I can't."

"Exactly. Then I'll call you 'Daddy' until you fill me with another huge load of warm, sticky cum."

I groaned and my cock actually hardened slightly inside her.

"See? You're excited and that's just one idea."

"What else do you have in your bag of tricks?"

"There's the super obvious one that I can guess has crossed your mind more than once."

"Does it involve a certain blonde pixie BFF of yours?" I asked.

Veronica giggled. "Ding, ding, ding! Give the man a threesome!"

"We're living the dream, aren't we?"

She cupped my face in her hands and kissed me softly on the lips. "You're my dream, and now I finally have you. Best of all, I can shout it from the rooftops!"

"Maybe not around Jack for a while; he may be feeling a bit sensitive.

"Are you going to tell him that you came so hard when you fucked me, you almost passed out?"

I laughed. "Oh, for sure, I'll definitely tell him. I'm sure he'll want to hear all about how I filled his dream girl with a gallon of hot jizz."

She rolled her eyes. "It wasn't a gallon."

I paused and raised an eyebrow, eliciting a giggle from the bubbly brunette. "Are you sure about that?" I asked.

"Let's call it a half gallon," she said. "Anything more than that would be a complete fabrication."

I lifted her up and playfully tossed her onto her back, prompting her to squeal and giggle until she came to a stop.

As I crawled on top of her, she reached out and wrapped her arms around my neck. "What are you doing?"

I gazed into her flawless face and leaned in to kiss her. "Getting a head start on the next half gallon."


Chapter four
Good Morning


The next morning, I awoke to the warm sunshine and a gentle breeze wafting in through the open patio door. The rhythmic sound of the surf and the distant calls of seagulls filled the air.

Judging by the bright sunshine, I had slept straight through my early morning run, which came as no surprise. Veronica was insatiable, and we went at it for hours until exhaustion overtook us. By that time, it was well past 2 a.m.

I rolled over, expecting to find Veronica, but instead, I discovered her side of the bed was empty. Where could she be?

A quick scan of the room revealed nothing, so I got up and checked the bathroom, but she wasn't there either. The fact that she had started her day without even kissing me good morning stung a little, even though I had slept in quite late.

I checked my phone for messages and found nothing from Veronica. However, that didn't mean I had received no texts at all. In fact, my phone had exploded with over twenty missed messages. Each of my ladies had sent me individual texts expressing their affection, all arriving around 2:10 AM. What the hell was that about? I imagined all of them sitting together, intoxicated, sharing stories of our various sexual escapades, until one of them decided to message me.

There was also a group thread that included more than a dozen pictures taken inside the club, showcasing dancing, along with a few taken on the party bus. It was well past three o'clock in the morning when they finally arrived home, and after their late night on Party Island, they might all sleep until noon.

It was time to track down Veronica and see if I could persuade her to return to bed. I slipped into a pair of lightweight nylon running shorts and made my way downstairs.

As I descended the stairs, the house remained mostly silent, which, after the deluge of late-night text messages, was not surprising. However, the sweet aroma of brewing coffee indicated that someone was awake, and that someone was likely my beautiful brunette girlfriend.

I rounded the corner into the kitchen and heard Veronica's sweet, melodic voice humming a tune. Silently, I stepped into the kitchen, hoping to surprise her; however, when I saw her, all thoughts of playfulness vanished.

Veronica stood at the kitchen island with her back to me, buttering a piece of toast. She wore nothing but one of my old t-shirts, which clung to her sleek form. Sunlight enveloped her in a warm glow, accentuating her figure beneath the thin cotton fabric.

The top hung down to her upper thighs, barely covering her delicious little booty. Sunlight illuminated a pair of panties and the contours of her perfectly shaped C-cup breasts, showcasing their all-natural jiggle and the subtle outline of her taut nipple.

The image was both innocent and erotic, and an overwhelming urge to take her right then and there consumed me.

Her long, dark hair flowed gracefully down her back, and I admired every inch of her radiant, sun-kissed legs, all the way to her delicate toes adorned with glossy white nail polish.

A surge of arousal coursed through me, awakening my desire and causing my cock to thicken against the fabric of my running shorts. She was just so fucking perfect. Without a second thought, I stepped up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist.

Veronica giggled and set down her knife. "I was wondering how long you would stand there."

I ran my hands along the outside of her t-shirt and gently cupped one of her perky, braless breasts. Her nipple hardened between my thumb and forefinger as I leaned in, kissing her softly on the neck just behind her ear. "You are utterly irresistible."

She pressed her ass back against my already hard cock and trailed her fingertips along my muscular forearms. "If you could have waited just ten more minutes, you would have had breakfast in bed."

I slipped my free hand beneath her t-shirt, gliding my palm over her stomach and lower until my fingertips brushed against a pair of cotton panties. I nibbled on her ear, inhaling her sweet scent. "Mmm... this is breakfast. There's just one problem -- you're overdressed."

Veronica giggled and reached behind her back. She curled her warm, nimble fingers around my throbbing cock. "You're going to take me right here on the kitchen island, baby?"

Her words ignited the flames of my already blazing desire. My mind raced with a flash of craven need to fill her with my hot, sticky seed. I slid my free hand beneath her thin t-shirt, guiding my palm along her stomach and higher until I reached her chest. When my hand met her soft breast, I let out a moan and ground my cock against her tiny little bubble butt. I kneaded her supple flesh between my fingers, savoring the sensation of her nipple hardening beneath my touch.

Veronica moaned as she ran her fingertips along my shaft, rocking her hips against my throbbing erection.

My movement had lifted the t-shirt just enough to expose a pair of pink cotton panties adorned with tiny red hearts. A sense of déjà vu washed over me. Less than a week ago, I found myself in this exact scenario with Polly. On that occasion, Jack and Jason had walked in on us, interrupting the moment just as things were heating up.

Now was not the time for timidity. I wanted her, and I intended to have her, regardless of who might walk in on us.

Veronica turned her head to meet mine, and my eager lips found hers just over her shoulder. Our tongues intertwined, and she let out a soft moan as she rocked against my cock, stroking my shaft through my thin nylon shorts.

I slid my hand down the front of her panties, and the heat from her pussy radiated over my fingertips. As I dipped my finger in the warm nest of her soaking wet labia, she gasped in my mouth and shuddered with ecstasy. I slid my finger inside her sticky, sweet honey hole and Veronica shivered, sucking in a short, sharp breath.

As I moved my finger in and out, Veronica rocked her hips, maintaining eye contact as she kissed me. She moaned softly into my mouth, playfully sucking my tongue between her lips while I added a second finger to the first.

Veronica broke off the kiss and gazed at me, her eyes smoldering with hazy lust. "Fuck me, baby."

I gently lowered her soaking wet panties, leaving them bunched around her upper thighs. Then I pushed her forward onto the counter, where Veronica held on, presenting me with a tantalizing view of her goddess-tier ass.

Her pretty pink labia glistened between her round, perfectly sculpted ass cheeks. She shifted her weight forward and spread her legs just enough for me to have my way with her.

I tossed her t-shirt aside, allowing it to hang loosely around her back, and lowered my shorts just enough to reveal my rock hard cock.

The sight of her nearly took my breath away. What had I been thinking, ignoring her for so many years? She was utterly flawless and had hooked me more deeply than any drug.

Taking my cock in hand, I stepped forward and dredged her soaking wet slit with my pre-cum stained knob. I slid my tip up and down her soaking wet slit, eliciting groans from the stunning brunette beauty. Tendrils of supple pleasure flowed through my cock where my shaft throbbed between my fingers.

"God, you're fucking perfect," I said.

"Feed me your thick cock, baby," she said, panting for breath. "Fuck me hard."

My legs trembled as raw adrenaline coursed through my body, and my heart raced so intensely that I thought I might faint. With my cock already pulsating like a disco ball, I dipped my wick in her tight little hole and slid forward in one fluid motion, fully impaling her.

"Ohhh...fuck," Veronica said, moaning as her legs trembled beneath her. "God, you're so big."

My arousal throbbed within her, pressing against her tight inner walls. I paused for a moment, then withdrew and thrust forward, pounding her with one hard, hammering thrust.

Veronica moaned, not even attempting to hold back. She grasped the countertop with both hands, holding on as her hips bounced against my midsection, sending ripples across her tight ass.

I grunted, thrusting into her hard and fast. Waves of euphoric pleasure washed over me, turning my brain to mush. Gripping her hips firmly, I held nothing back, plowing into the goddess with reckless abandon.

"Oh, my fucking God!" Veronica cried out as she met my forward thrusts with a backward push of her hips.

As I relentlessly fucked her, I watched my soaking wet cock move in a blur of motion. Veronica's pussy lips formed a perfect seal around my meaty shaft and she clamped down on my cock every time I bottomed out.

Veronica stiffened and pitched forward onto the kitchen island, pushing aside the tray of food and spilling a cup of coffee as she spread her arms wide. She moaned under the relentless onslaught, clamping down on my cock as her legs buckled beneath her.

As Veronica climaxed, my orgasm struck me with the force of a sledgehammer to the face. I grunted and pinned my cock deep inside her as waves of ecstasy turned my mind to a blissful haze.

I erupted inside her, moaning as a thick rope of molten cum shot from my cock and lanced her fertile, unprotected womb. Pleasure flashed over me in waves as I came again and again, pumping her full of a massive load for the fifth time in less than twelve hours.

Nothing could have prepared me for the intensity of my emotions or the uncontrollable desire that Veronica had awakened within me.

Veronica lay sprawled across the kitchen island, lost in her own ecstasy, as my orgasm finally subsided. Panting heavily, I caressed her pert bottom and gently pried her pussy open as I withdrew my cock.

A geyser of cum seeped from her puckered hole and trickled down her inner thigh. Even more bubbled from her honey pot, forming a dot of pearly cum that oozed down her ass crack as my cock swayed behind her, dribbling cum onto the kitchen tile.

Neither of us could muster the words to speak. My legs felt like rubber, and I reached for a nearby towel to mop up the mess between Veronica's legs when the front door slammed shut.

"Shit," I whispered, hissing the word softly. "Baby, pull up your panties."

It took Veronica a moment to comprehend what was happening, but she appeared too out of it to fully regain her senses. I quickly pulled up her panties before following suit, tugging my shorts into place.

Finally, she pushed herself off the counter and turned to face me just as the last person we wanted to see rounded the corner into the kitchen.

Veronica stood before me, leaning against the kitchen island, her arms resting on my shoulders as I wrapped my hands around her slender waist. Her t-shirt was slightly askew, revealing a glimpse of her pink panties as we both turned to find a stunned Jack staring at us.

With sweat glistening on my bare chest and Veronica's cheeks flushed a deep red, it didn't take a genius to figure out what we were up to.

Jack glanced between us and shook his head with a sigh. "This is my worst fucking nightmare come to life. You two were fucking when I walked in, weren't you?"

The morning had suddenly taken a sharp right off a cliff. Veronica buried her head in my chest, completely avoiding Jack.

"We were just making breakfast," I said, gesturing toward the chaotic tray cluttered with half-buttered toast soaked in coffee. A coffee mug lay tipped on its side, a thin film of black coffee spreading across the surface. "See? We--"

"Whatever," Jack said, raising a hand to interrupt me. "I don't want to hear about it."

"I'm sorry," Veronica murmured into my chest, still unable to meet Jack's gaze. She tugged at her t-shirt, attempting to cover her exposed panties, but there was no concealing the thick stream of cum trickling down her inner thigh.

"That's Parker's T-shirt, isn't it?" Jack asked.

I glanced at Veronica's t-shirt, as if I were just now noticing the state of her revealing outfit. "Wow, I think you're right."

"Could you two please just fuck in the bedroom like a normal couple?" Jack asked.

"From now on, we will," Veronica said, finally stealing a glance at Jack.

"Then I was right," Jack said. "You two were fucking."

At that moment, the patio door swung open, and two bikini-clad beauties entered the kitchen.

"Who's fucking?" Lola asked, her gaze landing on me and Veronica.

Ren stood beside Veronica's lookalike sister, wearing a sheepish grin.

"Parker and Ronnie," Ren said. "Look at her! She's literally glowing with sex."

All I could think about was the river of cum running down Veronica's inner thigh. Would Jack notice it? What about Lola?

Lola glanced at Jack and smirked. "Sorry, dude. That's got to hurt."

"Lola! Stop!" Veronica said.

Lola rolled her eyes. "Please. I'm sure Mr. Goody Two Shoes got his rocks off last night at Angel's place. Or were you too drunk to get it up after we dropped you off?"

Jack's cheeks flushed a deep crimson as he turned away. "You know what? Some of us don't broadcast our sex lives all over the kitchen island. I'm going to my room to take a shower. You all have fun."

Jack turned and stormed out of the kitchen. A moment later, we all flinched as he slammed his bedroom door shut behind him.

I winced and sighed. "That could have gone better."

Lola turned to face me, wearing a smug, shit-eating grin. "How does it feel to cuck your best friend with his lifelong dream crush?"

"Nobody is getting cucked," I said. "It's not as if we did it right in front of him."

"Sweetie, there's a line of cum dribbling down your thigh," Ren said, pointing at Veronica.

Lola giggled. "I rest my case."

I handed Veronica a hand towel, and she mopped up her inner thigh while glaring at her sister. "What are you even doing up? Weren't you guys out all night?"

"Surf's up," Lola said. "I can take a nap by the pool later."

Veronica turned to Ren and asked, "What's your excuse?"

"I came home early," Ren said. "I didn't even drink at the club. Besides, I'm more of a morning girl and clubs really aren't my scene."

The brown-haired beauty looked directly at me as she responded to Veronica's question, her gaze lingering on my muscular chest.

I did my best to ignore Ren and focused on Lola. "Were you actually surfing? Are the waves big enough for that?"

Lola shrugged. "Better than nothing. It was fun. Next time you're not balls deep in my big sister, you're welcome to join us."

Ren giggled, and Veronica rolled her eyes. "Why do you always have to pick on everyone all the time?"

"Why do you have to go around stealing boyfriends?" Lola asked.

"Please," I said. "It's too early for this shit."

"Vee started it," Lola said.

Vee was Lola's nickname for Veronica, just as Veronica called Lola, Lolly. They were the only two permitted to use those names for each other, a fact we learned early on when Jack attempted to call Lola, Lolly. The poor kid nearly broke down in tears after Lola was finished with him.

It was strange to hear her Lola use the nickname during a fight. Maybe she was attempting to diffuse the fight before it escalated.

The nickname appeared to have a disarming effect on Veronica. Her expression softened slightly as she looked at her little sister. "I don't want to argue with you, Lolly."

Lola hesitated for a moment before finally smiling at her sister. "Vee, can we talk?"

A hint of surprise filled Veronica's eyes, but she quickly recovered, extending her hand to her little sister. "Come on. You can help me pick out a bikini."

"You better wash that hand towel," Lola said as she took her older sister's hand.

Ren and I smiled at the sisters as they ascended the stairs together.

As I anticipated the awkward silence to envelop Ren and me, she unexpectedly took my hand in hers, intertwined our fingers, and guided me toward the back door. She flashed a sweet smile at me over her shoulder. "Come on, Daddy. Let's head to the hot tub."


Chapter five
Official Daddy


Daddy? Was she speaking to me? My mind raced as the bikini-clad, supermodel-hot dream girl led me from the kitchen, through the back door, and onto the deck.

Her long, damp, light brown hair cascaded over her shoulders and flowed down her back, fluttering in the cool morning breeze. Even from behind, I couldn't help but admire the way her full breasts swayed gently from side to side, barely shifting as they came into view.

She wasn't wearing a revealing string bikini; instead, she sported a black athletic bikini that offered support for her stunning figure without drawing excessive attention to it. Nevertheless, she oozed sexiness from every curve of her voluptuous body. The way her bikini bottoms hugged her backside provided a tantalizing glimpse of her perfectly shaped cheeks.

As if she sensed my gaze, Ren turned her head slightly and smiled at me, squinting in the sunlight. "Do you like the view, Daddy?"

I stared, stunned, my mouth agape as I struggled to look away from her backside, my eyes wide while she laughed at my reaction. "I... um..."

Ren gestured toward the breathtaking scenery of the pool and the beach beyond. "Isn't it gorgeous? I wish I could live here; I would never want to leave the beach."

"Oh, absolutely," I replied, tearing my gaze away from her figure to look out at the ocean. "It's breathtaking."

Ren led me around a stone privacy wall to the hot tub, casually brushing her thumb against the back of my hand as we walked.

Even after being intimate with Veronica, I found myself becoming aroused once more.

Ren possessed the height, features, and physique of a true supermodel. Had an agent ever approached her? With a face and figure like hers, she could make serious bank. "Did you go surfing this morning, too?"

She glanced back at me with a smile. "Nope. I run every morning. While Lola was surfing, I took a nice jog along the beach."

"You're a runner, huh?" I asked as we approached the hot tub.

Ren nodded. "Running, biking, kayaking--pretty much anything outdoors, I love."

The hot tub bubbled behind her, already turned on and uncovered, suggesting that she had planned this outing in advance. It was unclear whether she intended to include me or my presence was a happy accident.

She reached for her bikini top and began to remove it, but paused to look at me. "Daddy, do you mind if I get in without my suit? This bikini feels too tight."

My heart raced as I gazed at her, speechless, unable to tear my eyes away from her flawless figure. "You're just going to undress like that? I... um... sure."

Ren shrugged. "I've never considered nudity to be a big deal, but if it really makes you uncomfortable, I--"

"No, no," I interrupted. "Please, continue."

Ren giggled. "You're blushing, Daddy. You're absolutely adorable."

"I'm simply not used to beautiful girls undressing right in front of me," I said.

Ren rolled her eyes. "Come on, Daddy. Get real. You live in a house filled with knockouts. They get naked in front of you all the time."

Without hesitation, she removed her bikini top, revealing her flawless D-cup breasts in all their stunning glory. Like the rest of her, they were undeniably perfect. Full and buoyant, her crisp, perfectly round areolas gently rose from her snow-capped peaks.

She confidently removed her bikini bottoms, revealing her smooth, fully shaven pussy beneath.

I stood there, gawking at her like an awkward teenager until she turned to face me.

She smiled at me, as innocent as a newborn, and placed her hands on her hips, presenting an unobstructed view of her stunning figure. "Daddy, feel free to join me if you'd like. It's healthy to embrace nudity whenever possible."

Was she flirting with me, or was she simply this casual about nudity?

"Ren, I don't mean to be rude, but why do you call me 'Daddy'? I'm only a few years older than you."

As I casually pulled my shorts down over my hips, Ren fixed her gaze on my thick cock dangling between my legs.

Her eyes widened slightly as she took in my bare form. She nibbled on her bottom lip, smiling shyly as she clearly appreciated what she saw.

Barely a moment passed before she met my gaze. "What? Oh, that. It's because you're the harem daddy. Should I stop calling you 'Daddy'?"

Truth be told, I found the name fucking hot, especially coming from her. There was no way I wanted her to stop. "It's just that you've never called me 'daddy' in front of the other girls."

She shrugged. "I'm not trying to hide anything. We've barely spent any time together. You've been kind of busy. Honestly, ever since everyone started calling you 'Harem Daddy' yesterday, I haven't been able to get it out of my mind."

"What couldn't you get out of your head? The name, or the fact that we're all in a... um... harem?"

Ren giggled. "Both."

Wind whipped across the deck, sending a wave of goosebumps over Ren's breasts as her nipples stiffened. She folded her arms over her chest and shivered. "Daddy, I'm getting cold. Let's get in the hot tub."

Once again, Ren took my hand and guided me up the steps before we descended into the frothy churn.

As I settled into the comfort of a nearby seat, Ren unexpectedly slid onto my lap and wrapped her arm around my shoulder.

She sighed with satisfaction as she playfully caressed the back of my neck with her thumb. "This is much better. You have to admit, the warm water feels incredible against your bare skin."

Without a second thought, I wrapped my arm around her curvy hips and pulled her closer until her ample breasts pressed against my chest. With her nestled in my lap, my cock surged, hardening, in the absence of any barrier. "You're right. It's nice not having my swim trunks in the way."

Ren offered no resistance. Instead, she leaned into me and rested her head on my shoulder. She sighed contentedly and caressed my muscular chest. "This is so nice. I wish we could do this every morning."

My cock reacted, twitching beneath the waterline as Ren gazed at me with a sweet smile.

"I can feel your penis twitching against my bottom," she said with a giggle.

"Sorry. But it's impossible to hide my excitement," I said. "With you calling me 'daddy' and your beautiful, naked body draped over me, I'm finding it difficult to keep my mind from wandering."

"You don't have to hold back," Ren said. "In case it wasn't already obvious, I want you."

My stomach churned with nervous energy as I studied her flawless face, becoming entranced by her bright green eyes.

"Is this normal for you?" I asked, gently cradling her petite backside in one hand. "By that, I mean, is it common for you to jump into a hot tub naked with a guy you just met?"

Ren blushed slightly and shook her head timidly. "I've never actually done this before."

"What about a boyfriend, or maybe even a girlfriend? Is there anyone back home who might take issue with...?" I cleared my throat. "With you and me doing what we're doing."

Ren giggled. "I'm not interested in girls, and I don't have a boyfriend either."

I frowned, doing my best to figure out her motive. Maybe Jack was right. I was just that lucky. "Why me? Why now?"

Steam curled around her angelic face, and her eyes shifted slightly, as if she were hesitant to respond. "It's a bit embarrassing."

"You're sitting on my lap, naked in a hot tub, and now you're feeling shy?"

Ren giggled and relaxed against me, until her breast came to a stop, bulging against my chest. "That's true."

"Please, tell me," I said.

She nodded, almost as if to herself, took a long, cleansing breath, and then exhaled. "I've had a huge, massive, gigantic crush on you for years."

"But how? When?" I asked. "You were in the ninth grade when I was a senior."

"Alex is my ride or die," she said. "We both had a crush on you, but I may or may not have become a bit obsessive about it."

Alex was Polly's younger sister and a senior in high school. I am grateful to the harem gods that she didn't crash this party.

Ren winced, as if expecting the hammer to fall, but I simply scratched my chin and frowned.

"I don't even remember you hanging out with Alex," I said.

"That's not surprising," she said with a sigh. "I was a late bloomer. Do you remember the summer when you and Polly took Alex and me to Splash Country?"

I vividly recalled the day Polly and I took Alex to the water park. It was the summer after my junior year in high school, and Polly wore a red, white, and blue bikini that she filled out remarkably well. Alex was around twelve or thirteen years old, and she brought along a friend of a similar age.

My eyes widened, and my jaw dropped as I finally recognized her. "Oh my God, you're little Renee!"

Suddenly, I felt ancient and worried that perhaps I shouldn't have this voluptuous nineteen-year-old sex goddess sitting on my lap.

Ren giggled. "I've changed a lot since then."

"Changed a lot? That's an understatement. You had braces and--well, not those." I gestured toward her breasts, which were currently mashed against my chest.

"I was thirteen years old," Ren said. "A certified late bloomer."

"Wow," I said, shaking my head as I glanced between her face and chest. "You're not even the same person." I winced. "I didn't mean it like that."

Ren laughed and shook her head. "It's completely fine, but I'm glad you finally realize that we're not strangers."

"Maybe not, but you still don't know me very well."

"Maybe not spiritually," she said. "But I feel as though I know everything there is to know about you. As I mentioned, I had a massive crush on you that never faded."

"You think you know me, but I'm a man of mystery," I said.

Ren raised an eyebrow skeptically and chuckled. "You think so? Go ahead, quiz me. I'll prove you wrong."

"What's my favorite sport?" I asked.

Ren rolled her eyes. "You're into rock climbing, but you also love watching basketball. In fact, you're passionate about anything related to the outdoors, just like me; however, rock climbing is your favorite. That was too easy, Daddy."

"What happened during my senior year of high school that changed my life forever?" I asked.

Ren frowned, her expression growing somber. "Your father lost his company, and you spiraled." She shook her head, carefully studying my face before brushing an errant lock of hair away from my eye. "I know all the details, but do you really want to rehash all of that?"

"Alex told you," I said.

"Alex and Polly," Ren said. "I'm good friends with both of them."

"You only know what they know," I stated.

Ren shook her head. "I'm just like a regular Nancy Drew. I know things about you that Alex and Polly don't."

"Such as?"

"You lost your virginity to Simone Ashley during your sophomore year of high school, either at the homecoming game or later that night; I'm not sure which. Oh, and you two were definitely a couple throughout high school."

My jaw dropped. "How could you possibly know that?"

Ren grinned. "Never underestimate a teenage girl in love."

How much more did she know? Was she aware of my discovery? "And does this knowledge of yours extend into the present day?"

"Of course, I follow you on all your social media accounts. By the way, I'm glad you ended things with Lacy. That girl was a total bimbo, and you deserve someone much better."

I leaned in and gently kissed her on the lips. Without a hint of hesitation, Ren reciprocated, deepening the kiss as she drew me in and ran her fingers through my hair.

As we parted, Ren's eyes burned with desire, and my rock hard cock lay buried between her sculpted thighs.

"You didn't like Lacy, huh? Did you have someone else in mind?"

Ren smiled and playfully slapped me on the shoulder. "Duh?"

Our eyes locked, and Ren leaned in for a second kiss. Our lips met and then parted as our tongues danced together. She tasted like bubble gum, and my head swirled with hazy desire.

I gently placed my hand on her breast, cradling her soft flesh in my palm as I squeezed her ripe melon between my fingers. As she moaned into my mouth, her taut nipple dug into my fingertip. Ren shifted her hips, guiding my cock up and down between her slippery inner thighs.

There was no way I could escape this hot tub without having sex with her; however, I was still curious to discover what else she knew about me.

We broke off the kiss, came up for air, and paused a moment while Ren studied me intently. She traced her fingertip along my jawline and pecked my lips with three innocent kisses. "You're the most handsome man I've ever seen."

I wasn't sure whether to feel flattered or frightened. Was her obsession healthy, or was I facing a fatal attraction?

"Thank you," I said. "Coming from someone who could legitimately be a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model, I consider that a great compliment."

Ren giggled and leaned in for another gentle kiss. "After all this time, I can't believe this is actually happening."

I couldn't keep my hands off her; I gently cupped one of her beautiful breasts while I squeezed her ass. Things were quickly escalating beyond the point of no return, and Ren offered no resistance whatsoever.

Ren ran her fingers along my shaft, gently caressing me as she exposed her neck, where I adorned her warm skin with a trail of tender kisses.

With my hands filled with her delicate features and excitement surging within me, I pulled away for a moment to catch my breath and refocus my full attention on the beautiful co-ed.

Ren met my gaze, appearing puzzled by the sudden change in direction. Sensing that I had more questions, she paused but maintained her grip around my stiff cock.

"What else do you know about me?" I asked. "Please tell me the truth. It's important."

Ren bit her lower lip and held my gaze, pausing for a moment before speaking. "I'm not creepy, okay?"

I chuckled and kissed the tip of her nose. "I never said you were, but I'm curious."

She sighed, then leaned in to kiss me one last time before placing her palm flat against my chest. "I've only ever used the internet, but with enough searching, you can learn a great deal about a person."

I cradled her bare bottom in one hand and gently caressed it with my thumb. "Ren, what do you know?"

"I've always known you were a genius," she said. "Everyone knows that. But..." She gazed into my eyes with uncertainty before continuing, "You've recently filed expedited patents in the AI and healthcare sectors. I'm not entirely sure what they are for, but knowing you, it's likely to change the world. Also... there's this house."

It wasn't as if I had deliberately tried to conceal my business, but her level of obsession seemed borderline unhealthy. Still, she was an absolute smoke show, and there was no way I could pass up this opportunity. Besides, maybe she was harmless?

I sighed. "My name is on the deed."

Ren nodded. "It's not especially difficult to uncover this information."

I chuckled. "I'm hiring you for my cybersecurity team. How are you with computers?"

Ren grinned. "Actually, I'm majoring in cybersecurity, Daddy."

"No wonder you know everything," I said.

"Not everything," she said. "But I'm burning with about a million questions."

"Does Lola know any of this information?"

Ren's eyes widened as she shook her head. "No way. Your secrets are safe with me, Daddy."

I sighed. "I suppose you'll find out soon enough, and I'm no longer trying to keep it a secret."

Ren studied me intently, waiting for me to drop the bombshell. I then shared a condensed version of the project I had been working on for the past few years.

She nodded along and posed several insightful questions throughout the conversation. The girl was as intelligent as she was beautiful.

By the end of the story, she smiled and kissed me. "I wasn't too far off from what I was thinking, but I had no idea you would have advanced the technology so significantly."

"Now that you know the truth, you must stay here with me and the other girls. It's part of the harem contract."

Ren giggled. "A harem contract? If I sign it, does that mean you'll be my official daddy?"

I nodded. "One hundred percent. You must refer to me as 'Daddy' at all times."

Ren giggled and shifted in the hot tub, straddling me as we met face to face. She pinned her knees to the seat on either side of my hips and pressed her soft breasts against my chest. With one hand, she grasped my rigid cock and gently teased the tip with her fingertips.

"What do I need to do to finalize the offer? I don't have a pen or paper with me, Daddy. You're welcome to search every nook and cranny of my body."

She spoke with a childlike innocence that made my cock twitch under her nimble fingertips. "Oh, baby girl, we don't sign a harem contract with pen and paper."

Ren smiled knowingly as she shifted her hips, pressing her pussy against my pulsating shaft. "Oh? What other way is there to sign a contract, Daddy?"

I gently cupped one of her buoyant breasts and teased her stiff nipple with my thumb. "It's part of your initiation to figure that out for yourself, baby girl."

Ren's eyes sparkled with excitement. The water around her waist swirled as she shifted her hips, grinding her slippery labia against my steel-hard shaft. "I can think of one way, Daddy."

I cupped her breast, savoring its weight in my palm as she leaned in to kiss me. Our tongues danced together, and Ren moaned softly in my mouth. She broke the kiss just long enough to trail kisses along my jawline and up to my ear, where she playfully slipped her tongue inside.

A vibrant wave of arousal coursed along my spine, and I moaned as I pressed my cock against her sweet, tender pussy. I could barely speak, but I managed to utter the words, "I'm all ears."

As my heart raced in my chest, Ren ran her fingers through my hair and softly moaned into my ear. Her warm breath caressed my neck, and despite the steam rising around us, a wave of goosebumps flashed across my skin.

I cupped Ren's ass in both hands and drew her closer, dredging my throbbing tip through her soft, slippery folds.

Ren came away and faced me, nibbling her lower lip as she gazed at me, her expression a perfect picture of innocent lust. "It's not your ears I want, Daddy."

My cock strobed with arousal, and I realized at that moment, I could come simply by gazing at her.

Ren shifted her hips forward, rhythmically gliding her pussy up and down my slippery cock. She leaned in for another long, passionate kiss, her tongue dancing with mine as I cradled her ass in my palms.

The water sloshed around us, sending waves crashing against the hot tub's fiberglass walls.

As Ren swayed her hips, she broke the kiss and pressed her forehead against mine, gazing deeply into my eyes. Her next words hit me like a Mack truck.

With a soft whisper, she asked, "Does my daddy want to fuck his baby girl?"

My head throbbed with feverish desire, and my cock pulsed where it lay nestled between her sweet, tender pussy lips. I couldn't speak and barely managed to nod.

As Ren showered my face with kisses, she rose onto her knees, creating space between us. She guided my throbbing cock into her bubble-gum pink hole and inhaled a short, shallow breath.

Her face contorted with pleasure as she gently churned her hips, working my cock inside her incredibly tight pussy. "Oh, God. You're finally inside me."

Ren lowered herself, taking my manhood deep inside her hot, tight, honey hole. With a soft groan, she shifted her hips forward, taking me even deeper, leaving me buried to the root.

As her body trembled, her angelic face contorted with pleasure. She licked her lips and gazed into my eyes. "My body belongs to you, Daddy. Now and forever."

Waves of steam and unholy pleasure melted me into a churned slag. She was arguably the hottest girl I had ever had sex with, and here we were, fucking right out in the open for all the ladies to see.

Had I not just had sex with Veronica, I would have already come, and even then, it took god-like willpower to control my orgasm.

Ren churned her hips from front to back, grinding me deep as her beautiful breasts swayed just above the tub's swirling froth.

She leaned in and kissed me, our tongues swimming together as I scooped up her slippery wet breast and teased her stiff nipple with my thumb. I matched her rhythm, thrusting upward, inducing soft grunts from the voluptuous brown-haired beauty.

As rhythmic waves lapped over the edge of the hot tub, pleasure pulsed in the back of my brain.

Ren draped her arms over my shoulders and gazed at me, her eyes sparkling with sexual energy. She picked up the rhythm, fucking deeper and faster as she panted for breath, her long, brown hair floating in the bubbling froth around her shoulders.

As her moans intensified, her ample breasts circled her chest, slapping together before springing back in place to begin their rotation anew. Her puffy pink areolas rose from her chest, and her engorged nipples glistened in the hazy steam that enveloped her body like a wreath.

Pleasure strobed through my cock, and sublime ecstasy left my head spinning. My stiff grunts mingled with Ren's throaty moans amid the percolating gurgle of the hot tub's soupy mix. Waves sloshed over the sides and Ren bounced up and down on my cock, fucking me like a woman who had waited half a lifetime for this very moment.

The rhythmic churn of the sloshing waves battered against the fiberglass walls of the hot tub, while waves of pleasure surged through me, my arousal building toward a peak of orgasmic ecstasy.

"Daddy, so fucking deep," Ren said, her voice trailing off. "Fuck, I'm going to come so hard."

I scooped up one of Ren's juicy tits and squeezed, tweaking her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. With my free hand planted on her waist, I thrust upward, plowing into the intoxicatingly beautiful twenty-year-old co-ed.

Pleasure pulsed in the back of my mind like a drum, growing louder with each passing second. The urgent need to come sharpened in my head as my balls tightened and my cock strobed with overwhelming ecstasy.

There was no way I was pulling out. I wanted to fill her with streams of hot cum until her pussy overflowed with my virulent seed.

Ren's eyes rolled back in her head as she gasped. Her body shuddered, and she fell forward, her pussy spasming around my cock. I felt her tongue in my ear and her warm breath cascading down my neck, pushing me over the edge.

As Ren climaxed, I pinned my cock to the root and erupted inside her. My cock pulsed unleashing milky jets of hot, sticky jizz into her perfect pussy, and I grunted, giving in to my dark urges as I let my orgasm took the wheel.

We came together, each of us moaning as I released one thick stream after another into her spasming pussy.

Ren's tongue flicked in and out of my ear as she ran her fingers through the hair at the nape of my neck, pumping her hips rhythmically while I emptied the last of my load inside her.

As my orgasm faded, I panted for breath, my legs feeling like melted butter as a wave of relaxation washed over me. I leaned back in my seat and gently caressed Ren's supple ass.

With her breasts pressed against my chest, she kissed her way up and down my neck before making her way around to my mouth. Our tongues intertwined as we shared a slow, simmering kiss while Ren continued to rock her hips, drawing out every drop as my cock spasmed with aftershocks.

When Ren finally broke the kiss, she leaned back onto my lap just enough to look at me. "Lola's going to be upset with me, but that was so worth it. Can we do it again, Daddy?"

Ren gazed at me, still grinding my cock inside her as she cupped my face in her hands and showered my lips with three quick kisses in rapid succession.

"Do it again? Like right now?" I asked. "And why will Lola be upset?"

Ren nodded. "I'm getting hot in this tub, Daddy, and I want you to fuck me, doggy. Let's go to my bedroom."

I couldn't believe what I was saying, but I had the stamina for another round, and it was simply impossible to turn her down. "Only if you tell me about Lola."

"We made a bet on who would be the first to sleep with you," Ren said, smiling. "I won."

It seemed that Veronica was right about Lola. She was definitely gunning for me. "I've never felt happier to be so objectified. At the very least, tell me you won something worthwhile."

Ren giggled. "Mainly bragging rights, but now Lola will have to make me breakfast in bed tomorrow."

"Since she lost, maybe now she won't pursue me," I said.

Ren giggled and stood, slowly withdrawing my cock from her pussy. A thick trail of cum followed, before adhering to her shapely inner thigh.

She stood on both feet, towering over me as I remained seated amid the churning whitewater. "You're funny, Daddy. But Lola will want you now more than ever."

She spread her legs and pried open her pussy, leaning over to check herself out as she pridefully presented me with her cream pied pussy.

A second thick string of cum bubbled out, and clung to her pussy lips for a moment, then landed in the hot tub's churning stew. "Two girls, two cream pies, one morning. Maybe we should find Lola and you can go for the hat trick, Daddy."

There was no point in pretending that I wouldn't have sex with Lola. It was inevitable, and I would be lying if I claimed I didn't want her. "Sure, we can do that," I said. "I suppose that means you're not interested in round two?"

Ren giggled and shook her head before pulling me up. "I love Lola, but not that much. Come on, Daddy. It's time for you to nut inside your baby girl one more time before we hit the beach."


Chapter six
Squeaky Wheel


My impromptu hookup with Ren lasted well past mid-morning. I nutted inside her not once, but twice more. We fucked on her bed, doggy style, and then again on her bathroom sink as we got ready to head to the beach.

I spent the rest of the morning alternating between the pool and the beach, chatting with the ladies and enjoying the hot, sunny summer day. Spirits were high, and the conversation was lively. Even Lola and Veronica had set aside their differences long enough to play together in the surf.

It felt as though everything was finally right in the world, and I could truly relax. Around lunchtime, I left Ren, Giana, Sage, and Lola at the beach and headed into the house in search of a snack. However, when I stepped from the deck into the kitchen, what I saw stopped me in my tracks.

Polly, Simone, and Veronica stood around the kitchen island in their bikinis, snacking on fruit, cheese, and crackers while chatting at lightning speed. However, that was not what surprised me.

An iPad rested in its cradle on the island while the ladies engaged in a video chat with my virtual assistant, Amber, whom, to my knowledge, none of them had ever met.

Polly stood before the screen with her hands on her hips, nodding. "Exactly. We're considering around fifty guests, but it's not a formal event. We're aiming for a fun, beachy summer vibe."

"With a drink bar," Simone said, "we'll need a bartender."

"We'll need two or three bartenders," Veronica stated.

I approached Polly from behind, frowning in confusion as I scratched my head and gazed over her shoulder at Amber. Meanwhile, Amber typed away offscreen at her keyboard, taking notes and appearing completely oblivious to my presence.

"Are we considering just wine and beer, or are we thinking full service?" Amber asked.

"Full service," the ladies said in unison, causing them to giggle together.

"Amber, what are you doing?" I asked.

Amber looked up from her notes, her expression shifting to surprise upon seeing me. "Oh, hi, boss. I... uh... it's nothing?"

The statement sounded more like a question, prompting Polly to giggle.

The pixie-blonde wrapped her arm around my waist and perched on her tiptoes, giving me a quick kiss on the lips. "Hi, baby. We're discussing the party with Amber." She shifted her full attention to the video call. "He totally knows about the party," Polly said to Amber. "It's not a surprise or anything."

"Oh, that's a relief," Amber said.

My confusion only deepened. "How do you all know Amber?"

Simone giggled. "Oh, that. Ronnie was using the iPad a couple of days ago and became curious about the mystery girl who frequently appeared in your call history. So, we decided to dial her up."

"We thought maybe you had added a secret girl to the fleet," Polly said.

Amber knew nothing about our harem--at least, she used to know nothing. Apparently, that had changed.

"I also met Giana and Sage," Amber said, then frowned at Polly. "Oh, and who was that pretty redheaded girl?"

"That's Kinsey," Polly said. "We'll intro you to Gabby and Ren another day." Polly turned to me. "I assume Ren is the latest addition to the family?"

"They were quite loud," Veronica said. "It's safe to assume that's a yes."

My cheeks flushed, and the entire line of questioning made me feel somewhat uncomfortable. Yet, this was the life I had chosen for myself, so I might as well embrace it. "Ren is official," I said. "But if you hear her use the term 'Daddy,' please don't hold it against me."

Simone giggled. "Freaky. I like her."

"It's a bit strange having her around," Polly said. "But she's all grown up now, and I've always loved her to death."

"You might as well add Lola to the deck," Simone said. "What's one more at this point?"

I inwardly cringed, wondering what Amber thought of all this. I had prided myself on professionalism, but I watched helplessly as it eroded around me. "Please don't quit," I said to Amber. "We have an unconventional family structure, but I hope you won't hold it against me. I love each and every one of these incredible women."

"Are you kidding?" Amber chuckled. "I love them! In fact, I'm flying in for the party just to meet everyone. You have an amazing family, boss."

"We insisted," Polly said to me.

"That's great," I said. "Then you'll get to meet everyone in person this weekend."

The sound of approaching footsteps grew louder, and a moment later, Kinsey and Gabby stepped into the kitchen beside me.

"Oh, hey, Amber," Kinsey said, waving at the screen before leaning in and kissing me fully on the lips.

Gabby approached from my right, holding what appeared to be a bundle of uniforms, and waved at the iPad. "Hi, I'm Gabby."

"Another one?" Amber asked. "How many women are in this harem?"

"Nine, including Lola and Ren," Veronica said, appearing completely unfazed by the prospect of her younger sister joining the crew.

Was it really nine? The number grew increasingly absurd with each passing day.

"We can form our own softball team," Veronica said.

"We should make T-shirts," Polly said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Amber, could you please order some T-shirts for us?"

I facepalmed and shook my head. "T-shirts? Seriously?"

"As long as they're not as skimpy as our new track uniforms," Gabby said, frowning at the neatly folded stack of colorful clothing in her hands.

"Why are you walking around with a stack of track uniforms?" Simone asked.

"As incoming seniors, we have the final approval on our uniforms for the upcoming season. I had our athletic office send them here because they need a response by Friday."

Polly pumped her fist and exclaimed, "Oh, yes! It's time for a fashion show!"

"I want to see it too," Amber said.

"We've got you, babe," Veronica said.

Gabby's cheeks flushed bright red. "I don't know if I feel comfortable. I mean, some of these outfits are really skimpy."

Images of Gabby prancing around in track bottoms that hugged her absurdly compact ass ignited a surge of desire within me.

"Why do they make them so small?" Simone asked.

"Freedom of movement," Kinsey said. "Except for the tops; they keep the girls nicely tucked in."

Kinsey hoisted her bikini-clad breasts with both hands, pressing them together, forming a mouth-watering treasure trove of creamy white cleavage.

Amber, a prim and proper, albeit timid, twenty-two-year-old, gawked at Kinsey's breasts as if she had just witnessed the birth of a deity.

"I don't have the same issue up top," Gabby said, glancing down at her more modestly sized breasts. "But after I take a single stride, my ass pops out of these bottoms and rides up my crack."

Kinsey giggled and nodded. "USA Track should bronze and enshrine Gabby's ass in the Hall of Fame. It's that good."

"Maybe someday they'll put you on a cereal box," Polly said.

"If she wins gold in the 800 and the 1600, they will feature her ass on the cover of Sports Illustrated," Kinsey said.

Polly grinned at Veronica. "Ronnie knows a thing or two about packing dynamite in the caboose, don't you, sweetheart?"

Veronica frowned. "Is that a good thing?"

"It's an excellent thing," I said. "You are not lacking in your posterior attributes."

"We should have an ass-off," Polly suggested. "Gabby versus Ronnie. May the best rear end win."

Veronica shook her head emphatically. "I can't compete with a freaking Olympian."

"I'm not an Olympian," Gabby said.

"Yet," Kinsey said, "you hold the fastest 800-meter time in America."

"Wow," Amber said. "Really? I would love to watch you compete!"

"Kinsey, Giana, and Sage are just as good at their events," Gabby said.

Amber looked at me and said, "Just think, boss. Your harem could represent half of Team USA's track stars at the next Olympics."

Simone and Polly giggled and exchanged high-fives before Polly chimed in, "That's another reason for us to get our own T-shirts. We're all part of the team."

Gabby glanced down at the neatly stacked uniforms cradled in her hands before looking at me. "Parker, will you help me choose? I trust your opinion."

Kinsey placed her hands on her hips and glared at Gabby. "I'm your best friend. Don't you trust me?"

"Normally, yes. However, you will deliberately select the most revealing outfit from the stack simply because you enjoy showing off."

Kinsey tried to feign indignation, but her sly grin betrayed her. "Okay, maybe you're right. Even so, you should let us all help you decide."

Gabby rolled her eyes. "I'll narrow it down to two options that I'm comfortable with and model them for you. Happy?"

Kinsey crossed her arms over her chest but seemed satisfied with Gabby's response. "Fine."

Amber leaned forward, as if that would help her see what was happening off screen. "I want to see too," she said.

"We've got you, babe," Polly said. "You just keep that camera rolling the whole time."

Gabby turned to face me. "Can you come with me? I need your help to narrow them down."

"Sure," I replied, a wave of intense desire surging through my mind.

Some alone time with Gabby could lead to something more, and given how she looked in her neon pink bikini, I doubted I could keep my hands to myself.

Gabby turned to the group and said, "We'll be right back."

She picked up my hand and guided me down the hallway to her new bedroom, which had previously belonged to Polly and Rick. Once we entered, she closed the door behind us.

I sat down on the bed as Gabby tossed the uniforms into a heap beside me. She sighed, placed her hands on her hips, and glared at the pile.

Gabby wore a skimpy pink bikini, cut high on the waist, paired with a matching top that perfectly accentuated her perky C-cup breasts. She wore her long, dark hair in a loose ponytail that cascaded over her shoulders, ending just below her shoulder blades.

She had long, lean, athletically toned legs, a result of years of dedication on the track and in the gym. She exuded such a strong 'fit' vibe that she could have easily gone viral on social media had she chosen to. With a button nose, full pink lips, and a sun-kissed golden complexion, she was extraordinarily beautiful, just like every other woman in the house.

Ranking these women side by side was a fool's errand. Each possessed their own unique beauty. If real life were a movie, Gabby would be the geeky smart girl who undergoes a mid-movie glow-up, ultimately emerging as the most stunning woman in the room. However, unlike that trope, there was no way for her to hide her undeniable beauty. She was a captivating blend of intelligence, charm, and athleticism, all wrapped up in one lithe, smoking hot package. Oh, and on top of all that, she was the most humble woman I had ever met, preferring to stay out of the spotlight. Amidst the larger-than-life personalities in the house, she was the stealth bomber of the harem, effortlessly flying under the radar as if it were second nature.

"What's the issue with these outfits?" I asked. "You know you'll slay all of them."

Gabby casually reached behind her back and unfastened her bikini top, letting it fall away to reveal her bare breasts. "They're embarrassing. Why can't we wear normal shorts like the guys?"

The unexpected display of nudity took me by surprise; my mind raced with desire, and my eyes widened as I absorbed her stunning figure.

Her breasts sat high and firm on her chest, perfectly round and supple. She had small, pink areolas with delicate nipples, and I found myself drooling as I imagined gently nibbling her taut nipple between my teeth.

Like all the other girls who had spent the past week and a half under the sun, Gabby sported sleek tan lines that crisscrossed her chest. However, her tan was richer and deeper than the other girls in the house, creating a striking contrast between her exposed and unexposed skin.

I moistened my dry lips and inhaled slowly, trying to calm my racing heart. Meanwhile, Gabby slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms and casually guided them over her hips before stepping out of them and tossing them aside.

Like her chest, crisp tan lines formed a tight V-shape around her shaven pussy, leaving her pale skin exposed solely for my gaze. She had a delicate slit, nearly imperceptible at first glance, but a hint of her soft pink labia came into view as she reached for the first uniform.

"Normally, I would wear a sports bra with these tops, but it's the bottoms that concern me more," she said.

My cock thickened in my pants, stirring with arousal as I visually feasted on her naked body. "This is the first time I've seen you naked." I said, shaking my head in disbelief as I admired her from head to toe. "Good God, you're breathtaking."

Gabby paused, holding a pair of track bottoms in her hand, and frowned at me. "No. You saw me the other morning when I got out of the shower."

I shook my head. "You had a towel wrapped around your chest. Trust me, I would remember that."

"Right," she said. "But we discussed the details of our date and chatted while I got dressed. I was standing in my walk-in closet completely naked."

"Gabs, my heart is pounding so freaking hard, I can feel it in my temples. Believe me when I say, I have never seen you naked. Had I known you wanted me to see you standing naked in your closet, I would have grabbed a front-row seat."

She blinked and stared at me. "Oh, maybe you're right. Should I ask you to leave the room while I change?"

"God, no. Please don't," I said, laughing nervously.

Gabby giggled. "Just kidding! You're not going anywhere. Now it's just a matter of which one to show first." She placed one hand on her hip and tapped her chin, eyeing the uniforms piled on the bed, seemingly unconcerned about her nudity.

My eyes wandered over her subtle curves, and I licked my lips as I admired the tight V-formation between her athletic thighs. The faintest glimpse of her slit was the only part of her pussy I could see, and the tease only made me want her that much more.

Gabby sighed and tucked a lock of her dark hair behind her ear. Her bouncy C-cup breasts jiggled slightly as she rummaged through the stack. "Maybe I should just show you the sluttiest one first. You'd probably like that, wouldn't you?"

"Am I being quizzed?" I asked. "We both know the answer to that."

Gabby giggled as she pulled out a pair of skimpy white bottoms and a matching white top. A small gator icon adorned each hip, embellished with blue and white pinstripes.

"These are the ones I'm most worried about," she said as she pulled the outfit from the stack to try on.

As I envisioned Gabby sprinting around the track in the skimpy uniform, my heart raced, and warmth spread along the back of my neck. "I consider myself a self-proclaimed expert in slutty track uniforms, and I will reserve my judgment until I see it hug every curve of your unbelievable booty... err... body.."

Gabby giggled as she slipped on the bottoms and wriggled them over her hips. As she adjusted them into place, the fabric crept up her slit, visibly outlining her tight little pussy in all its glory.

I locked eyes on Gabby's pussy and swallowed the lump rising in my throat.

She giggled and playfully swatted me on the head with the top. "You're already proving my point. These things always seem to climb right up my crotch."

She frowned, glancing down at the bottoms, but as my gaze lingered on her tight little pussy, her nipples visibly hardened.

"I, for one, love them on you," I said, "but I can understand how they might attract unwanted attention."

She swiveled her hips from side to side, allowing the bottoms to settle into place. "Even my bikini bottoms don't show this much camel toe."

My cock, already rock hard, visibly twitched in my shorts, though I wasn't certain if Gabby had noticed. "Let me see it with the top."

Gabby wrestled the snug top over her head, adjusting it until it settled just beneath her perky breasts. Like the bottoms, the top featured a gator emblem emblazoned on the front and resembled a glorified sports bra, covering her breasts while fully exposing her stomach.

My eyes locked on her prominent nipples, which were clearly visible through the thin fabric, revealing the outline of her areolas beneath.

With her sun-kissed skin, lithe athletic frame, dark hair, and utterly exquisite face, she was a walking, talking wet dream. I stared at her, speechless and completely entranced by her extraordinary beauty.

Gabby squeezed her chest and looked down at her breasts, seemingly oblivious to the effect her uniform had on me. "I mean, you can totally see my nipples. Once I add a little sweat, it becomes practically transparent."

My mouth had turned dry as cotton, and my jaw hung open as I watched the dazzling track star spin around, showing me her ass.

"Don't get me started on the backside. I'm not even running, and this thing has already crawled up my ass."

Her springy ass cheeks appeared before me with barely a hint of cloth anywhere in sight.

I sucked in a shallow breath and shifted my cock, giving it room to expand. "Fuck. You look super hot. Is it uncomfortable?"

She frowned and sighed. "That's the issue. This one is by far the most comfortable; it almost feels like I'm running with no clothes on."

It made perfect sense; she was essentially naked. "You can wear a sports bra under the top to cover your nipples."

"For sure," she said. "No one will wear this top without a sports bra."

I raised an eyebrow. "What about Kinsey?"

Gabby giggled. "Well, almost no one."

"Should we ask the women for their opinions?"

Gabby's eyes widened. "I can't choose this one. The girls on the team would never forgive me."

"Maybe not, but the ladies would kill me if you didn't model this for them."

"Fine." Gabby huffed, feigning indignation.

She took my hand and guided me out of the room. As we strolled down the hallway, her ass drew my gaze like a tractor beam. Plump and springy, each cheek bounced with every step.

I adjusted my cock again, flattening it against my body, trying to minimize the visibility of my bulge.

We entered the kitchen, and all the women turned to face Gabby as she took center stage.

I leaned against the refrigerator, hesitant to be seen with my cock bulging in my shorts.

Polly's eyes widened as she focused on Gabby's chest. "They make you run in bikinis?"

Gabby giggled and performed a little spin. "I'm convinced that men are the ones designing these things."

"That covers less than a bikini," Simone said. "I can straight up see your nipples."

"Hey, don't dunk on the uniform," Kinsey said. "The university cares about its handicapped fans. That outfit complies with the Americans with Disabilities Act."

Veronica turned to Kinsey, her brow furrowed. "How so?"

"Because even a blind person could read those lips," Kinsey said.

The girls all giggled, and Polly even exchanged a high five with Kinsey.

Gabby blushed and pulled the shorts away from her slit, but as soon as she let go, her camel toe reappeared. "That's why you will never see us wearing this uniform on the track. Parker made me wear the sluttiest one first."

The girls all turned to face me, as if they were noticing me for the first time.

I raised my hands to short-circuit any accusations. "I did no such thing. Gabby volunteered, and I supported her decision."

Kinsey smiled at me. "Daddy isn't dumb. He knows who butters his bread."

"Gabby, you're incredibly beautiful," Polly said. "Just wow! Look at you."

Gabby blushed, and her nipples stiffened, rising enough for her areolas to join her nipples in the poke parade. "Thank you, but there's no way I can wear this in public."

Simone looked at Gabby's ass and shook her head. "That ass is tight enough to qualify as a fiscal conservative."

Veronica and Polly giggled, exchanging high fives with Simone. Meanwhile, Amber remained silent on the video call, staring at Gabby with her mouth agape.

"Amber, you're unusually quiet," I said.

Amber's cheeks flushed a deep red as she attempted to avert her gaze, but kept coming back to look at Gabby.

"Boss, I--uh--I should probably go," Amber said.

"Wait," Polly said, spinning around to face the video call. "Please don't hang up."

"She's bright red," Simone said.

"It seems someone has a thing for our little Ms. Martin," Kinsey said. "But who can blame her? So does every guy on the track team."

Amber facepalmed, and I stepped in. There was no way I was going to lose my assistant over this. "Okay, back off, ladies. Amber, you're free to log off."

But Amber could only stare at Gabby, who twirled in a small circle, giggling as she posed for her. "Maybe we should choose this version."

"I told you," Kinsey said. "You're our sexy secret weapon. Once you prance up to the start-finish line wearing those bottoms, nobody will be able to take their eyes off you, including our competition."

Like everyone else, Veronica just stared at Gabby's tight little ass. "Jesus, girl. You must have to fend off the guys with pepper spray."

Gabby turned around until she spotted me, then pranced forward and leaped into my arms. "Too bad for them; I only have eyes for Daddy."

She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me into a kiss, leaving me to support her by cupping her bare ass.

The girls fell silent, observing as Gabby and I made out.

A full second later, Polly broke the silence. "I call dibs on the first threesome with Gabby."

"Not a chance," Kinsey said. "She's my best friend."

"It should be me," Veronica said. "She and I can use our booties to hot dog Parkers... thing like nobody else."

Simone giggled. "You can say 'cock,' sweetie. There's no need to fight; we have all the time in the world. The moment will come for combo number thirty-six, and you'll all be drooling at our feet."

"What's combo number thirty-six?" Amber asked.

She was talking about the ladies' threesome chart, which had grown with the addition of Ren. I broke off my kiss with Gabby, but she remained in my arms, her legs wrapped snugly around my waist. She kissed her way up my neck and playfully nibbled on my earlobe.

"Don't answer that," I said, looking directly at Polly.

Polly giggled. "Why are you looking at me?"

Ignoring her, I focused on Amber while Gabby ground her hips against my rock hard cock and slid her tongue inside my ear. "Sorry, Amber. Maybe it's best that you don't come this weekend."

"No way! Amber is coming," Polly said, her eyes pleading with me. "Baby, stop being a party pooper."

Amber, appearing to have fully recovered, greedily eyed Gabby's backside. "Please don't make me miss this, boss. Please?"

It seemed that Amber was attracted to women, and with a house filled with so many incredible ladies, how could I possibly deprive her of that?

"Fine, but the NDA you signed extends to... well, it extends to my --"

"Harem," Polly said, completing my sentence with a giggle.

I rolled my eyes as Kinsey, Simone, and Veronica focused their full attention on Gabby, who continued to cling to my body while slipping her tongue in and out of my ear.

Gabby moaned softly, caressing my chest, and whispered in my ear, "Daddy, I need you."

"That girl needs a cock, stat," Kinsey said.

Polly giggled, and Veronica smirked. "With an IV drip of cum."

"You better take care of her before she explodes," Simone warned. "I think our little track star enjoys having an audience."

I cupped Gabby's world-class ass in both hands and squeezed as pleasure rippled up and down my spine. My cock throbbed in my pants, and I wanted her just as badly as she wanted me.

"Poo, I wanted Gabby to model more outfits," Polly said.

Gabby appeared to be lost in her own world and didn't respond, so Kinsey interjected on her behalf. "I'm sure she'll be happy to put on a show after Parker takes her virginity."

That caught Gabby's attention. She sat up, whipped around in my arms, and glared at her best friend. "Don't tell everyone."

Polly, who had been in the same position just a few days earlier, chimed in, "It's okay, sweetie. He took my virginity too."

"And G's," Kinsey said.

"Add me to the list," Simone said. "He's a virgin taker. It's like his superpower."

"A virgin taker and a baby maker," Kinsey said.

"I wouldn't mind," Polly said.

"Same," Veronica said.

Gabby harrumphed, then redirected her full attention to my neck and ear, grinding her hips as I slid my finger tantalizingly close to her pussy, where heat radiated over my hand.

The girls exchanged high fives while Amber observed Gabby moaning and grinding her hips, wrapped around me like a pretzel.

"Daddy, fuck me," Gabby whispered in my ear, her voice low enough for only me to hear.

"You ladies have fun," I said as I turned to leave.

"You'll have much more fun than we will," Kinsey said. "Just make sure she can walk afterward."

The girls all giggled as I carried Gabby down the hall. We entered the bedroom, and I kicked the door shut behind us before sitting on the bed and placing Gabby on my lap.

Gabby broke off the kiss, gazed into my eyes, and raised her arms straight up into the air.

I peeled off the see-through top and tossed it aside before cupping Gabby's perfect breasts in both hands. "Are you sure this is what you want? You can only give away your virginity once."

Gabby nodded, nibbling her lower lip as her brows furrowed with worry. She looked absolutely adorable. "I want you to be my first and my last."

"Don't you want to wait until our date?" I asked.

Gabby shook her head. "I want to have sex now so that it's not hanging over us during our date. The other girls talk about it incessantly. It's my turn to ride the horse."

Ride the horse? I wasn't sure which part of that statement to address first. "Do you mean the girls discussing sex in general, or sex with me?"

Gabby rolled her eyes. "With you, of course. God, even Ren is already blabbing about it, and she just got here."

I chuckled. "Sorry about that. It was a case of the squeaky wheel riding the horse."

Gabby smiled sweetly, then pushed off my lap, standing up on the bed, positioning her feet on either side of my hips, bringing me face to face with her tiny virgin pussy.

Gabby rested her hands on my shoulders and looked down at me. "Daddy, please take off my bottoms."

Excitement surged through my cock, and dizzying desire flooded my mind. With my heart pounding in my head, I carefully peeled her form-fitting track bottoms down over her pert, lithe hips.

Gabby assisted by pulling her feet through each hole, never taking her eyes off me.

Her eyes conveyed her desires, and I was already one step ahead. I pulled my t-shirt over my head and tossed it aside, then cupped her ass in both hands as I gazed at her delicate pink slit, already glistening with her essence.

Gabby tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and smiled sweetly. She ran her fingers through my hair and shifted her hips closer to my face, allowing me to inhale her sweet scent. "I'm the squeaky wheel in this house."

With her ass in both hands, I leaned forward and licked my way up her wet slit, parting my lips as I let the taste of her arousal envelope my lips and tongue.

Gabby moaned and tightened her grip on my hair. Her legs quivered as she pressed my lips and nose against her warm, wet slit.

I squeezed her ass and burrowed deep, slipping my tongue into her virgin hole before licking my way up her labia where I found her clit with my lips.

Gabby inhaled sharply and moaned, gripping my hair tightly as her legs trembled. "Yes, baby. Right there. Don't stop."

She pumped her hips, grinding her pussy against my lips as I dug out her pink button and circled it with the tip of my tongue. Her pussy flowed like a river, leaving my mouth drenched as I lapped up every tasty drop.

"Oh, fuck, baby. I'm coming," Gabby said as she sucked in a sharp breath and her legs gave way.

She clung to my shoulders as her legs buckled, causing her to fall forward and take me down with her.

I gently cradled her ass and held on as I tumbled back onto the bed, landing with a cushioned thump. Gabby ended up sitting directly on my face, where I inhaled her pussy with my lips and nose.

She positioned her legs on either side of my head and sucked in quick breaths, moaning as her stomach quivered with pleasure.

I cupped her ass, kneading her flesh between my open fingers, drawing her labia between my lips as she shuddered above me. My cock throbbed in my shorts, begging for release as Gabby's orgasm subsided and she took a deep, cleansing breath.

She twitched atop me, her pussy ultra sensitive as I continued to explore her virgin hole. With a soft groan, she pulled her hips away from my face and settled onto my upper chest, allowing me space to breathe.

Gabby shifted atop my chest, pinning her hands on either side of my shoulders. Her ponytail had come undone, and she reached behind her head to remove the holder, allowing her long, dark hair to cascade freely around her shoulders and back.

She gazed down at me, her hazel eyes shimmering with lust as her chest rose and fell, and her taut nipples glistened with a fine sheen of perspiration.

"I've never come that hard in my life," she said. "It happened so suddenly. I'm sorry for landing on you."

She giggled as I ran my hands over her flat stomach and higher, cupping her bare breasts, one in each hand. "You can land on me any day of the week."

The way her untamed hair framed her face made her appear more vibrant than I had ever seen her before. Her features were flawless, and she was undoubtedly one of the most beautiful women I had ever laid eyes on.

Gabby caught her breath and grinned. "Right now, I want to stuff that big fat cock in my tight little pussy."

"I'm not about to stop you," I said.

Gabby giggled and crawled off me, then inched her way lower until she hovered over my shorts. "First, I have to break him out of his jail."

My cock visibly bulged in my shorts, pulsing with an intensity that begged for relief.

Gabby loosened the button on my shorts and lowered the zipper, licking her lips as her eyes widened and her nostrils flared. She looked up at me and tucked a lock of her dark silky hair behind her ear. "I want to feel you come inside me. Please don't pull out, okay?"

"Are you using birth control?"

Gabby shook her head. "It's a safe time of the month for me, and I really want to feel you explode inside me."

Her words ignited a fuse of fervent desire somewhere deep within me as I imagined filling her virgin pussy with a gallon of my sticky seed. "As long as you're certain. But, Gabs, before we jump to the next part, there's something I need to share with you."

Gabby paused, sighing in frustration. "Please don't tell me you can't have sex with me because of Kinsey."

I had no idea where that came from, and frankly, it was a rabbit I didn't want to chase. "What? No, of course not."

"Then you can talk to me while I strip you naked," she said as she tugged at my shorts.

I lifted my hips off the bed while Gabby lowered my shorts, taking my briefs with them. My cock sprang free, rock hard and glistening with pre-cum. It swayed from side to side, and Gabby's eyes locked onto it as she tossed my shorts aside.

It would be super fucking hard to concentrate on this conversation while my cock throbbed in her pretty little face. Still, I didn't want to have sex with her without giving her a chance to opt out.

"Maybe we should pause for a second, so I can tell you," I said.

Gabby wrapped her hand around my shaft and began to stroke it slowly. She leaned in, kissed the tip, and licked away a clear droplet of pre-cum. As she smacked her lips in satisfaction, she looked up at me and asked, "Is this about you curing Alzheimer's and owning the house? If so, everyone already knows."

"Really? Who told you?"

Gabby rolled her eyes. "Once you told Ronnie, everyone started spilling the beans. They went around sharing their stories."

"My life is about to become very complicated," I said. "That said, I very much want you to be part of it. Are you okay with that?"

Gabby giggled and crawled onto me, straddling my waist as she made her way up to my face. Her hazel eyes sparkled with joy. "Baby, you have eight different relationships going at the same time. You ventured into complicated territory a while ago, and now we're well into uncharted waters."

I frowned. "I suppose you make a valid point."

She giggled and playfully nibbled on my lower lip for a moment before leaning in to kiss me slowly and deeply. Our tongues intertwined as Gabby swayed her hips, teasingly brushing her slick pussy lips against the tip of my hard cock.

Tendrils of pleasure wormed up my cock, and I moaned, shifting my hips while pressing into her sweet pink pussy. I caressed her perfect ass, squeezing her flesh as Gabby's intoxicating tropical scent enveloped me.

Her mouth tasted of strawberry and banana, and her tongue intertwined with mine, sending a rush of sugary pleasure that curled my toes.

A profound ache of gnawing hunger welled up inside me as I deepened the kiss, sliding my tip along her warm, wet pussy.

Gabby moaned softly in my mouth, and the warm breath from her nostrils washed over my upper lip. She reached beneath her and grasped my cock, then gently swirled her thumb over my sensitive glans.

I moaned in her mouth, and a surge of sexual pleasure spiked in the back of my mind. My body shuddered with ecstasy as I scooped up one of her perky breasts and mauled it in my open hand, teasing her taut nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

Gabby groaned with pleasure and broke off the kiss, meeting my gaze. Her hazel eyes shimmered with desire as she shifted back slightly, still holding my cock while resting her pussy on my aching shaft.

My cock throbbed, hard as concrete, as she placed her hands on my chest and smiled.

"Baby, your cock feels so good," she said, never taking her eyes off mine.

Goosebumps erupted across my chest as raw adrenaline surged through my veins. As Gabby caressed my chest, she shifted her hips from front to back, gliding her pussy along my shaft, coating my cock with her warm, slick essence.

My heart raced, pounding in my chest, as I cupped both of her breasts, mashing them together while a wave of hazy pleasure washed over me.

"Do you think your big, fat cock will fit inside my tiny little virgin pussy?" Gabby asked, her tone dripping with playful innocence.

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat and moistened my dry lips. The way she moved atop me took my breath away, and even if the question wasn't rhetorical, I found myself unable to speak.

Gabby moaned as she glided her pussy up and down my shaft. Her pretty pink pussy lips split my log, leaving a glistening trail of arousal in her wake. "Make me yours, Parker. Now and forever. Tell me how much you want me."

Her words came out in a sultry whisper, igniting a white-hot arousal deep within me. My cock surged, twitching and strobing hard and fast. If she didn't slide my cock inside her soon, I would leave a sticky mess across my stomach.

She wanted me to say the words, and despite my growing excitement, I managed to respond. "I own your virginity," I said. "Your body belongs to me. Your pussy is mine now and forever, and I crave you like a drug."

Gabby groaned, tilted her head back, and her entire body shuddered. As she shuddered, her stomach spasmed in three quick convulsions, and she flooded my cock with a river of wetness.

I continued mauling her breasts as the orgasm racked her body, and my cock strobed with high-octane pleasure.

"Yes, baby. Yes! I belong to you!" Gabby cried out, loud enough for the entire house to hear.

I would undoubtedly hear about this later from the ladies, who were surely giggling and laughing in the kitchen.

Gabby sucked in short, shallow breaths and collapsed forward, sprawling across my chest, her juices flowing down her leg.

Her second orgasm had taken a toll, and now it was time for Daddy to take the wheel. I wrapped Gabby in my arms and gently turned her over until she lay flat on her back, gazing up at me.

Her chest heaved as she panted for breath, a light sheen of perspiration glistening on her forehead. She looked up at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement, and grasped my muscular triceps. "Fuck me, baby. Take me. Please, Daddy. Fill me with cum."

My cock flared with lust and twitched, jumping from where it rested against her tight pussy before landing with a satisfying clap. I ran my hands down her inner thighs, gently caressing her soft skin, and pushed her legs back to pry her open.

Her pink flower opened to me, glistening like a virgin jewel. Gabby grabbed her legs with both hands and spread them wider, granting me full access to her most cherished treasure.

With my cock in hand, I slid my tip through her soaking wet pussy and shivered with enough pleasure to curl my toes. I balanced my tip at her entrance and gazed into her half-lidded eyes.

"Are you ready for me to take your virginity?"

Gabby nodded enthusiastically, furrowing her brow as she opened her legs wider. "Yes, Daddy. Please. You're the one--the only one I'll ever want."

With a gentle thrust, I entered her and moaned as pleasure enveloped me. Gabby's tight walls constricted around my cock, squeezing and flexing as raw ecstasy coursed through my manhood.

I had barely entered her, with only my tip fully inside, and yet I encountered a wall of resistance. "Fuck, baby. You're so tight."

Gabby moaned softly, biting her lower lip. Her eyes flared with a mix of pain and pleasure as she held on, never taking her eyes off mine. She ground her hips rhythmically, drawing me in as I watched her pussy lips seal around my shaft.

I eased my hips forward, sinking deeper and moaning as waves of pleasure washed over me. She clamped down with her powerful vaginal muscles, groaning as her soft, sweet pussy stretched to fit me inside.

"Oh, Daddy. I love you so much," she said, her voice punctuated by a series of short, shallow breaths.

I wasn't sure if that was sex talk or if she genuinely meant the words, but something told me that was truly how she felt. And this daddy business was getting out of control. I suspected that Ren had told Gabby about how much I liked the moniker. Or perhaps it was Kinsey? The three of them seemed to love calling me daddy.

"I love you too, baby," I said, leaning down to kiss Gabby.

She ran her fingers through my hair and pried open my mouth. Our tongues intertwined, and she moaned in my mouth as she rocked her hips, drawing me deeper as her body adjusted to my beefy cock.

I broke off the kiss and gazed into her eyes. "Does it hurt, baby? Should I pause for a moment, or should I keep going? It will feel much better from here."

Gabby wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles behind my back. Her eyes reflected a mix of pain and pleasure, but also determination. "Don't stop. It's starting to feel so good."

My cock twitched inside her, strobing with excitement. I leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips. "I love you, Gabriel."

Gabby's eyes filled with affection as she cradled my cheeks in her hands. "I love you too, Parker."

With one final push, I bottomed out inside her, and a wave of pleasure left my head spinning. Adrenaline surged through my legs as I groaned, allowing us both a moment to adjust.

Her pussy squeezed and flexed, gripping my cock in a sheath of velvety tight softness. I fought against the overwhelming urge to climax, taking a moment to steady myself and pull back from the brink.

Gabby groaned and ran her hands down my chest. "So deep. Baby, you're stretching me out just right."

I pushed myself up and positioned my knees on either side of her hips. Gabby spread her legs apart and held onto her thighs. Slowly, I rocked my hips, watching my cock slide in and out, glistening with her wetness.

Her pussy lips formed a perfect airtight seal around my shaft. I pulled out just enough to see the tip before sliding in deeply and thrusting with enough force to move her entire body, only for her to spring back into place.

"Oh my God, that feels amazing," Gabby cried out. "Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me so, so good!"

I quickened my pace, fucking her with hard, swift strokes. Her springy ass clapped off my abdomen, and her perky breasts swayed enticingly on her chest.

Pleasure coursed through my cock, and a light sheen of sweat glistened on my chest. I pinned back Gabby's thighs and railed her hard and fast.

Every time I bottomed out, Gabby grunted, interrupting her endless moans. "Oh, baby, I love you so much," she said between broken grunts and deep moans.

As the minutes passed, I piston fucked her pussy and watched the beautiful track star bounce and jiggle beneath me. My orgasm rose to the point of no return, and I gave Gabby one final warning.

"Baby, I'm almost there."

"I'm coming too," she said. "Come inside me."

As soon as she uttered the words, she stiffened, and her stomach spasmed, her muscles tightening while her face contorted with pleasure. She clamped down on my cock and arched her back just as her eyes glazed over.

I grasped her ankles and pinned her back, contorting her body like a pretzel. With one final thrust, I impaled her with a sharp grunt as pleasure spiked in the back of my brain.

A jet of hot cum launched from my cock, directly into Gabby's virginal cervix. The damn burst and I came harder and harder, flooding her womb with my sticky hot seed.

I pulled out and slammed my cock home, still coming as a layer of pearly cum coated my shaft and seeped from Gabby's pussy.

Gabby went limp and fell back onto the mattress, heaving for breath as I continued pumping her full of my milky load. My cock slipped out as my last spurt painted the outside of her pussy white, and I sank back onto my knees, heaving for breath.

My cock throbbed, still pumping cum as the waves of my orgasm began to subside.

As if not wanting to waste a drop, Gabby crawled around to face me on her hands and knees, then lowered her mouth to my cock, extending her tongue to catch a pearly string before it hit the sheets.

She slurped my cock between her lips and sucked, swirling her tongue over my tip and bobbing up and down, cleaning me to the root.

I sank down onto my rear end and extended my legs on either side of her, panting for breath as Gabby finished cleaning my cock.

She leaned back with a satisfied smack of her lips, then sat on her bottom and smiled up at me. "You deflowered your baby girl, so, so good."

I chuckled as my gaze fell on her ravaged hole where a dot of pearly cum oozed from her pussy and trailed down her inner thigh. "There's no putting that genie back in the bottle."

Gabby stretched out her legs, resting them atop mine, then dipped her finger into her pussy and came away with a dollop of fresh cum. She gazed into my eye as she placed her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean. "Better than any dipping sauce."

I chuckled once more. "I'll have to take your word on it."

Gabby crawled forward and climbed onto my lap, straddling me until we were face to face. She ran her fingers through my hair, studying my face before she kissed me softly on the lips. "Did you mean it?"

I understood precisely what she meant. "Every word. Did you?"

She sighed contentedly and kissed me again, gently brushing an errant lock of hair from my eyes. "I fell in love with you the moment I first saw you."

I grinned and pulled her close, enveloping her in a warm hug. Gabby wrapped her legs around my waist and kissed me softly on the neck.

I kissed her shoulder and sighed with contentment. "Do you still feel like the girl being sent home without a rose?"

Gabby giggled and came away from our hug, meeting me face to face. She shook her head and smiled happily. "I feel like the girl receiving the final rose."

"Does that mean you'll be moving in here permanently?" I asked.

She nodded. "It's a three-hour drive to school, and, obviously, I'm training for the Olympics. However, if you're asking whether I'll make this my permanent mailing address, then the answer is yes."

I smiled and gently kissed her on the lips. "I never thought I would need a bigger house, but...."

Gabby giggled. "Once we all start cranking out babies, you might need to build an adjoining daycare center."

I laughed with her and kissed her again. "Let's get you to the Olympics first. Do I get front-row seats?"

Gabby grinned and tightened her legs around my waist. "If I have my way, you'll get a backstage pass."

A sharp knock echoed on the door, followed by Polly's muffled voice a moment later. "Are you guys done? Cause we still want to see the rest of the outfits."

Gabby rolled back onto the bed, giggling, and I smiled. Life was good and only getting better.


Chapter seven
Little Brat


The following day, our entire crew descended upon the beach, bringing along all the bells and whistles. We set up a massive tent, built an impromptu bar, and arranged an array of snacks on a long table in the shade. We brought water toys, frisbees, and footballs, and even set up a beach volleyball court.

With the sun shining brightly in the afternoon sky, we cranked up the music and savored the sweet summer day. We were having the time of our lives. Even Lola and Veronica had put aside their differences, although their underlying issues remained.

I asked Veronica what Lola had pulled her aside to discuss before my hot tub hijinks with Ren. She told me that Lola wanted to bury the hatchet, set aside their past, and start fresh. Lola expressed her desire to bond with Veronica and get to know her all over again as adults. They even hugged it out, and ever since what Veronica described as a 'breakthrough' conversation, the sisters had bonded like they hadn't since they were kids.

If my therapy taught me anything, it was that you couldn't simply sweep your past under the rug and pretend it never happened. I didn't want to be right; I hoped, with all my heart, that the sisters could genuinely put their past behind them and move forward together.

But I had my doubts. Silently, I bore the weight of their inevitable confrontation on my shoulders. You can't escape your past. Lola and Veronica would soon learn the same lesson. What I didn't anticipate was for that implosion to occur on that bright, sunny day at the beach.

Angel, Joe, Cecily, and a new girl whom Joe had his eye on arrived, bringing along a handful of friends. That's when our day at the beach transformed into an impromptu party.

Jack, Jason, and I started a game of beach volleyball, spending the afternoon taking turns and mixing up teams. That's when the ceasefire between the Bardot sisters officially ended.

Veronica, Polly, and I stood on one side of the court, while Jack, Giana, and Lola occupied the other. We were playing a best two out of three series, and each team had won one game. The rubber match would determine who would claim beach bragging rights.

I served the ball high and easy. We were here to enjoy ourselves, not to destroy each other.

"It's mine," Giana called out as she took her position.

She passed the ball to Jack, who could have easily spiked it into Polly's face. However, like me, Jack had no desire to crush the cute little pixie blonde, so he set the ball to Lola instead.

"Coming your way," Jack called out as Lola took her position.

Lola crouched, her fiery green eyes filled with determination. An evil grin twisted her face as she focused on Veronica on our side of the court.

Veronica positioned herself at the net, preparing as Lola leaped and sent the ball soaring over the top.

For a moment, I became entranced as I watched the nineteen-year-old beauty's large, springy D-cup breasts bounce in unison. It was a miracle her tiny bikini managed to contain her all-natural wonders, and for what felt like the twentieth time that afternoon, I momentarily lost track of the ball.

In fact, between Lola and Giana, we lost a dozen points because I focused more on them than on the game. It didn't help that Giana kept exposing her bare breasts whenever we faced each other across the net.

Veronica lunged, but the ball sailed past her. I snapped out of my trance just in time to execute a diving leap into the sand, using my fist to dig out the ball.

It sailed toward Polly, who displayed nearly as much determination on her face as Lola did.

The blue-eyed blonde scrambled beneath the ball, grinning as a light sheen of perspiration glistened on her forehead. Like Giana, Polly's breasts had proven to be a major distraction not only for me but also for Jack, who more than once stared at her with his jaw agape.

It was difficult to blame him, but unlike Giana, Polly didn't flash her goods. For me, Polly's primary distractions came in the form of kisses. Whenever she made a big play, she followed it up with a kiss and a high-five reserved solely for me.

"I've got it," Polly said. "Get ready, Ronnie!"

Veronica was many things, but a volleyball player was not one of them. In fact, yoga, Pilates, and occasional weight training were the extent of her athletic abilities.

But today, the beach volleyball gods smiled upon her. Her dark ponytail swayed behind her as she leaped into the air and sent the ball soaring over the net toward the empty stretch of sand closest to Lola.

Lola, whose momentum was moving in the opposite direction, attempted to change her course, but she was too slow.

The ball landed just inside the out-of-bounds line, where Lola face-planted in the sand, coming up just short.

It was the first big play Veronica had made, and she leaped into the air, pumping her fists with excitement and squealing with joy.

As she bounced up and down, I smiled and encouraged her, but I couldn't take my eyes off her tight little rear end, jiggling enticingly as her bikini bottoms rode up her crack.

Lola pushed herself up from the sand and cried out in disgust, "Fuck!"

Veronica ignored her sister and spun around to find me, her eyes sparkling with joy. She skipped across the sand, arms raised in celebration, then leaped into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist and hugging me tightly.

"Did you see me make that play, baby?" Veronica asked, her voice brimming with excitement.

I cradled her ass in both hands and pulled her close, laughing as I twirled her around in a circle. "I did! It was an incredible shot!"

Meanwhile, across the net, Lola scowled, glaring at her sister with her hands on her hips. "The ball was out."

"It was totally in," Polly said, swiftly coming to Veronica's defense.

"Yes, it was in all day long," Giana said, frowning at her teammate.

Veronica didn't care whether the ball was in or out; she was just excited to make the shot and kissed me on the lips in celebration.

Lola huffed and kicked the sand, fully aware that she wouldn't win the argument. "Jesus, Ronnie, that was the first decent shot you've made all day. Do you really have to make out with your boyfriend?"

Even Jack, who certainly wouldn't have enjoyed seeing his dream girl wrapped around me like a pretzel, jumped to Veronica's defense. "She's not making out with him. Relax. It's still a tie game."

"We'll see who's left laughing in the end," Lola said to her sister. "Maybe I'll stick my tongue down Parker's throat after our victory."

Still clinging to me, Veronica glanced back at her baby sister, smiling and appearing completely unfazed by her petty jabs. "He's with every girl here except you. But better late than never, I guess."

That was hitting a little below the belt, but it wasn't as if Lola hadn't brought this on herself. "Let it go, baby," I said, whispering in Veronica's ear.

Lola clenched her jaw and squatted into a ready position. "Just serve the fucking ball."

For such an insanely hot girl, Lola was a little brat, but Veronica didn't let it bother her. Instead, she planted one final lingering kiss on my lips before she freed herself and dropped to the sand.

"Give 'em hell, baby," she said, and we exchanged a high five.

Veronica exchanged another high five with Polly, then took her position, playfully wiggling her little ass at me as she deliberately adjusted her swimsuit to ride higher up her backside.

I grinned and shook my head. Our little Veronica had truly come out of her shell.

We exchanged the next few points, but the steely look in Lola's eyes never wavered. She appeared more determined than ever to win the match.

With only a few points remaining, Jack passed the ball to Lola, who leaped high enough to spike it over the net. Locking her gaze on Veronica, her eyes gleamed menacingly as she smashed the ball directly toward her sister's face.

Veronica was no athlete and squeaked, throwing her arms up to shield her face and dove sideways to avoid a direct hit to her nose. The ball landed in the sand, and Lola pumped her fist in triumph.

"Our point! Take that, bitch," Lola said to Veronica, where she lay sprawled out on the sand.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Giana asked, glaring at her teammate with her hands on her hips. "Jesus, Lola. That's so fucking not cool. You could have broken her nose."

Lola rolled her eyes. "Dramatic much? Whose side are you on? We won the point."

"It's a friendly game," Jack said. "This isn't the Olympics."

I crossed the court to Veronica and knelt beside her. "Are you okay, babe?"

Veronica rolled onto her bottom and sat up, mustering a smile. "I'm fine."

"You owe her an apology," Polly said to Lola. "What's wrong with you? This isn't like you."

I scooped Veronica off the sand and cradled her in my arms, gently kissing the tip of her nose. "All better?"

Veronica's blue eyes sparkled as she nodded. "Much better. Thanks, baby."

"Barf," Lola said. "Can we get back to the game?"

Polly and Giana exchanged worried glances but didn't seem interested in escalating the already rising tensions between the sisters. It was best to simply finish the last few points and return to our friends playing in the surf.

Half-heartedly, we continued to play, with Lola serving the ball. She won the next point with an ace, bringing up match point.

The pretty little brunette had a powerful serve, and I was already determined to make this the last point, regardless of the outcome. She had drained the enjoyment from the game, and there was no reason to continue.

Her next serve, like all the others, went directly at Veronica, who mishandled the ball off her fist and it went out of bounds.

"Yes!" Lola exclaimed, pumping her fist as she exchanged deflated high fives with her teammates. "You guys lose. We win," she said, taunting us through the net.

"G, you want to go with me to make a daiquiri? I'm parched," Polly said.

"I'm with you, girl," Giana said.

Lola performed a little victory dance in the middle of the court, seemingly oblivious to the utter lack of excitement from everyone else.

Veronica, who had little interest in sports, couldn't have cared less about losing the match. Instead, she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in for a quick kiss.

"Baby, will you put sunscreen on my back?" she asked, as I cupped her round, perky little rear end in both hands, contemplating where we could go for a quick afternoon delight.

"You can pretend that it doesn't bother you," Lola said. "But we both know who won today."

Veronica pulled me into another kiss, this one longer and accompanied by a playful flick of her tongue. Then she turned to her younger sister and smirked, "Oh, sweetie, it doesn't matter because I've already won."

Everyone's eyes widened, and we froze, watching as steam curled from Lola's ears. She let out a primal scream and kicked the ball before storming off the court, right past her sister.

"You're such a fucking bitch," Lola said, her voice trembling as tears filled her eyes.

As we watched her storm off, Veronica slumped in my arms. "Fuck. I'm an idiot. That was cruel. I need to go apologize to her."

"She had it coming," Giana said. "If she doesn't want her buttons pushed, she shouldn't try to push yours."

Jack ran his hand through his hair and sighed. "Yeah, but damn. You went straight for the jugular."

Giana elbowed her older brother and shot him a glare. "Shut up. Are you trying to make her feel worse?"

Veronica didn't seem to hear them as she gazed after her sister, her face etched with concern. "I went too far. I'm her big sister. It's my responsibility to protect her."

"It's obvious that she's very jealous of your relationship with Parker," Polly said.

"She's jealous of much more than just Parker," Giana said.

Veronica turned to Giana, appearing surprised. "What are you talking about?"

"You're her big sis," Giana said. "She looks up to you and has always sought your approval. I think seeing you with Parker was just too much for her."

Veronica sighed. "I'm going to talk to her."

I squeezed Veronica's wrist. "Not right now. She's upset and may say anything to hurt you. Give her some time to cool off. Let me talk to her first."

"What will you say?" Veronica asked.

I watched Lola as she vanished over the boardwalk that led to the house. "I'll tell her the truth. If that doesn't work, I'll take the little brat over my knee and paddle her."


Chapter eight
Surf Sister


Later that afternoon, the clouds rolled in, and the wind picked up. We watched from the deck as the waves grew in strength and intensity, crashing against the shore. The beaches had been black flags due to a dangerously powerful undertow, and we took refuge indoors, waiting for the storm to roll in.

With the promise of rain, we decided it was the perfect evening for a Netflix and chill pajama party. Simone and Sage ordered pizzas while the ladies went to their rooms to change into their cozy pajamas. Meanwhile, Veronica and I broke out the wine.

Only Lola wasn't excited about movie night. Since her meltdown earlier that afternoon, she had withdrawn into herself, and even Ren couldn't reach her.

When the pizza arrived, the ladies set out the plates and wine glasses while Lola walked through the kitchen wearing a form-fitting black athletic bikini. Without saying a word, she headed out the back door and grabbed her surfboard, which was propped up against the house.

Veronica hurried across the kitchen and followed Lola outside. "Lolly, the beaches are under a black flag. It's not safe to go out there alone."

Lola ignored her sister, tucked her surfboard under her arm, and made her way to the boardwalk.

Veronica folded her arms over her chest, visibly worried. I stepped up behind her, wrapped my arms around her, and pulled her close to my chest. "Don't worry, baby. I'll go keep an eye on her."

Veronica's eyes filled with tears as she sniffled, pulling my arms even tighter around her chest. "Why is she so stubborn?"

I nestled against her shoulder and kissed her gently on the neck. "Is this the first time you've met your sister?"

Veronica sniffled and laughed, easing some of her anxiety. "She said she wanted to put the past behind us. What happened? Why was she acting like that today at the beach?"

"Lola came here to see you," I said. "Regardless of the reason, give her time. Eventually, she'll come around."

Veronica turned to face me, her expression filled with hope. "Do you really think so?"

"I know so. You can see it all over her face."

"What do you think is happening with her?"

I shook my head and watched Lola through the open back door as she vanished over the dunes. "I think she's in trouble."

Veronica bit her lower lip, and the look of worry on her face deepened. "I'll talk to Ren. Maybe she knows more."

I kissed Veronica's forehead and then pulled her into a hug. "And I'll go babysit your little sister. I won't let anything happen to her."

Veronica squeezed me tightly. "Could you please talk to her? She has always had a soft spot for you."

"I'll try," I said. "If that doesn't work, I'll have to put her over my knee and spank her."

Veronica giggled and perched on her toes to kiss me. "Thank you, baby. I love you so much."

I left Veronica and the rest of the family behind as I headed out the back door.

The wind howled, and the sky had taken on a menacing shade of gray. Surfing in such conditions was reckless, yet this behavior was typical for Lola Bardot.

I trudged along the boardwalk before descending the stairs to the beach.

Lola's bright pink surfboard flashed between the crashing waves as she swam beneath a second wave that crashed over her. She surfaced a moment later, completely unharmed, and paddled further out into the surf.

There was no way that was safe--especially not alone. I had intended to keep my distance and observe her from afar, but I wasn't sure I could truly reach her, even if I were right next to her. If that undertow got hold of her, Veronica would never forgive me.

No, the most effective way to piss her off and drive her out of the water was to position myself where she could see me while she surfed.

As Lola paddled out, I crossed the beach and settled into the soft sand, positioning myself close enough that there was no way she could miss me.

A few minutes later, she sprang up on her board and caught an enormous wave. Skillfully, she shifted her feet and maintained her balance, riding the wave with the wind whipping through her hair. She wore an expression of fierce determination, and I had to admit, she wasn't exaggerating when she claimed she knew how to surf.

Lola had always been a gifted athlete. She chose a sport--diving--that was not only technically challenging but also required a level of fearlessness that bordered on recklessness. As a platform specialist, she was accustomed to leaping from ten-meter towers and executing a dazzling array of twists and flips. Her exceptional skills had earned her a full athletic scholarship to the University of Hawaii.

Like me, Lola was an adrenaline junkie. Danger was her drug, and as someone who had solo climbed some of the most technically challenging rock faces in the world, I understood her perfectly. Who was I to lecture her about safety?

I wouldn't stop her, but I also wouldn't leave. Besides, I enjoyed watching her. Surfing looked like a blast, and I wished I had the skills to join her. She had promised to teach me, but now wasn't the right time for a newbie to take his first ride in the face of an approaching thunderstorm.

As Lola glided into the shallows, she clearly spotted me, and a menacing scowl settled over her otherwise very pretty face. As a small wave crashed against her ankles, she hopped off her board, tucked it under her arm, and jogged up the beach toward me.

I sighed and shifted in the sand, mentally preparing myself for the battle ahead.

"Go home, Parker," Lola called out as she jogged within earshot. "I don't need a fucking baby sitter."

"You promised to teach me how to surf," I said over the sound of the crashing waves. "Here I am, ready and eager to learn."

She pointed her finger toward the stairs. "School is not in session."

I shrugged. "Fine. But I'm still watching you. You're a great surfer."

Lola paused and studied me for a long moment. "I'm not going back into that house."

"You don't have to," I said. "You can do whatever you want. But so can I, and right now, I want to watch you surf."

She stared at me for several long seconds while the surf raged behind her. "Please, go home."

"No."

She growled at me, clenching her fists. "Why are you so infuriating?"

I rubbed my chin and frowned. "I'm not sure. You'll need to ask my therapist."

She couldn't conceal the half-smile forming on her lips and turned away so I couldn't see it. A moment later, she picked up her surfboard and turned back to face me. "Fine. Watch all you want. It doesn't bother me."

I grinned. "Yeah. I can see that."

She glared at me and said, "You're an asshole."

I nodded. "I won't deny that, but this asshole will sit right here on this patch of sand and happily watch you shred some waves."

That brought a faint smile to her lips before she pivoted on her heel and stormed away, her surfboard neatly tucked under her arm.

The wind whipped through her long, dark hair, and her tiny little bubble butt swayed from side to side as she kicked up sand with each stride.

The Bardot sisters had undoubtedly dominated the market for exceptional rear ends, and I observed as she confidently strode back into the surf.

For the next thirty minutes, Lola put on a spectacular display. She sliced through the waves with the grace of an expert, navigating some of the largest swells that the approaching storm had to offer.

If real life were a movie, Lola would have fallen off her board, prompting me to swim out and rescue her. She would thank me, say that she had learned her lesson, and then she and Veronica would hug it out.

But this wasn't a movie, and Lola didn't need my help. She was strong, athletically gifted, and never succumbed to the powerful undertow. Instead, she put on a show, and despite the looming threat of rain, I found myself mesmerized.

Eventually, she jogged toward me, her full, springy breasts bouncing within her snug bikini top. She dropped her surfboard onto the sand beside me and sat down, while I remained silent.

"I'm sorry," she said, gazing out at the crashing waves.

I glanced at her, and she turned to meet my gaze. For a moment, I studied her exceptionally beautiful face. Her vivid green eyes disarmed me, and a rush of butterflies took flight in the pit of my stomach. She wasn't just beautiful; she was utterly stunning.

"What for?" I asked.

"For acting like a brat earlier on the beach," she said. "And for crashing your party."

"You are family," I said. "If I had known you wanted to come, I would have invited you."

She picked up a handful of sand and let it slip through her fingers. The moment lingered as Lola collected her thoughts before she spoke.

"When I'm out on the waves, I work through a lot of stuff going on in my head. It helps me find my center. It's the only time I'm not angry at the world."

"I understand what you mean. I feel the same way about rock climbing," I said. "You and I have a lot in common."

That seemed to surprise her, and she stole a glance at me as she let the sand run through her fingers. "We're not the same. You have your shit together."

I laughed. "My shit is not together. I see a therapist every week, and until last week, Jack Jones was my only true friend left in the world."

"But the house and your company. You're rich."

I turned to face her completely. "Being wealthy doesn't mean you have your shit together. It just gives you the freedom to behave like an asshole."

She smiled, drew her legs up against her chest, then leaned forward and rested her head on her knees, looking at me. "From where I'm sitting, it seems like you're full of shit."

"Yeah? I can see that," I said. "When I was nineteen, I told my best friend to shove off and leave me alone forever while I ghosted my other best friend. I've spent the last three years trying to become the man they both deserve."

"Yeah. Can confirm -- they were both crushed."

"Ouch. That stings. The point remains. Despite not having my shit together at nineteen, Polly and Veronica ultimately forgave me."

Her smile brightened. "She finally got you to call her Veronica."

I grinned, noting how Veronica had deftly redirected the conversation. "You know about that?"

She nodded. "I know everything there is to know about my big sister. And by the way, that's why I call her Vee."

"If she doesn't like her nickname, she should speak up."

"I know, right? She's such a people pleaser." Her smile faded, and her eyes took on a distant look. "I owe her an apology."

The moment felt perfect, so I slid up beside her and wrapped my arm around her shoulder. "She loves you."

Lola rested her head on my shoulder and sniffled, though I couldn't see her eyes. "I love her too."

I gently squeezed her shoulder and pulled her into a side hug. "What's going on with you?"

She sat quietly for a long time, gazing out at the crashing surf before finally speaking. "School isn't going well for me, and I'm barely speaking to my parents."

"Is it because of your ex-boyfriend?" I asked. "Or does this run deeper?"

"He's kind of stalking me. He's another thing my sister was right about," Lola said. "Between that and practice, my grades are suffering. On top of everything else, I'm also feeling really homesick."

Her voice cracked on the last sentence as she turned to me, her eyes brimming with tears. She buried her face in my chest and sobbed. I lifted her onto my lap and cradled her in my arms, allowing her the freedom to cry while I gently ran my fingers through her hair.

"Is that why you came here?" I asked. "Is it because you miss your sister?"

She nodded with her face buried in my chest, sobbing as she let it all out. "I'm such a fuckup, and I don't want to hear her say she told me so, but I still want to be with her anyway."

I rocked her in my arms and kissed the top of her head as she clung to me like a life preserver in a roiling sea.

"She loves you, Lola. Veronica would never say those things."

"I can already see it in her eyes," she said. "She's disappointed in me, and what's worse is that she's right. I choose the wrong guys and the wrong school. Everything I do is wrong."

"Take it from an expert. It's okay to be wrong," I said.

"Today, when I saw you and Vee kiss during our game, I felt even worse about myself. You're such a great guy, and she totally deserves you. Why can't that happen for me?"

"Who says it can't?"

"I'm pretty bad at making big life decisions."

"Why did you choose the University of Hawaii?" I asked. "Aren't you one of the top twenty platform divers in the U.S.? You could go anywhere."

She sat up and wiped her eyes but remained seated in my lap. "Because it pissed off my family, and it was far away from home."

"If you set aside your pride, where would you have chosen?"

"The University of Florida," she said. "I loved the team and the school, and they offered me a full scholarship."

"Really? That's where Kinsey and Gabby go to school."

Lola looked up at me and grinned. "Yeah. I kind of heard about Gabby's track uniform and the call with your assistant."

I wasn't going to let her deflect the conversation again. "Why didn't you go there? Wait, let me guess. That's where your parents wanted you to go?"

Lola nodded. "I didn't want to agree with them, but now I'm stuck."

"You're hardly stuck," I said. "You can still go to Florida. Then I can come and watch you dive whenever you have a meet."

"That would require me to admit that I was wrong about something."

"So what?"

"So... then I would be wrong, and that would make me look stupid."

"Sweetie, don't you think your family can tell when you're miserable? People who can admit their mistakes are among the smartest and wisest people in the world. Not to mention the happiest. I guarantee that if you open your heart to your sister, not only will you grow closer, but the look you think you see in her eyes will vanish."

She sat quietly on my lap and picked up my hand in both of hers, and played with my fingers. "Do you really think so?"

I kissed the top of her head. "Absolutely. And you'll feel a million times lighter. I should know. This week I've admitted to all my friends that I was completely wrong about everything, and look at what happened. It's the best choice I've ever made."

Lola smiled and sat there for another minute, deep in thought. "I want to go back to the house and talk to Vee." She turned to face me and smiled. "My sister is lucky to have you."

"I'm lucky to have her," I said. "And you."

Lola leaned in and kissed me gently on the lips before pulling away with a smile. "Thank you, Parker. But there's one really important thing you should know about me."

I raised an eyebrow. "What?"

"I'm not calling you 'Daddy,' so get that out of your head right now."

I laughed, and Lola grinned before I scooped her up in my arms and stood. "Come on, baby girl. Let's get home before the lightning kills us."


Chapter nine
NetFlix and No Chill


We barely made it inside before the sky opened up, unleashing a deluge of rain that fell in sheets. As we entered the kitchen from the deck, Veronica's eyes filled with relief, and she visibly relaxed.

A bright smile illuminated Veronica's beautiful face as she rushed forward to embrace her little sister. "You're back!" she exclaimed, pulling Lola into a warm hug. "I was so worried about you."

Lola initially resisted, but then relaxed and wrapped her arms around Veronica. "I'm sorry I scared you, Vee," she said.

Veronica sniffled and shook her head. "I'm just relieved that you're safe. If anything were to happen to you...."

Veronica's words faded as emotion overwhelmed her. She glanced over Lola's shoulder at me, thanking me with her eyes.

I stepped forward and dotted the tops of Veronica's head with a warm kiss.

Lola melted into her sister's embrace and pulled her close before whispering in Veronica's ear, "Vee, can we go upstairs to talk?"

Veronica nodded in her sister's shoulder, then pulled away before facing me. Taking my hands in hers, she rose onto her toes and placed a gentle kiss on my lips. "Thank you, baby. I love you so much."

Hand in hand, the sisters exited the kitchen and made their way upstairs.

All the while, Sage and Giana stood by the microwave, making popcorn and snacking on a half-full bowl. The pair didn't even attempt to conceal their curiosity as they observed the entire exchange unfold.

I glanced over at them and shook my head. "Did you catch all that? I'm surprised you didn't have your phones out to record it."

Sage snapped her fingers. "Shoot! We totally should have thought to do that."

Giana grinned. "Who needs a movie when you have real-life drama unfolding right before your eyes?"

Sage giggled. "All with a big bowl of popcorn."

Both ladies' pajamas consisted solely of t-shirts that barely covered their panties. Besides the t-shirts, Sage wore a pair of black panties adorned with white hearts, while Giana's white panties were decorated with smiley faces. They essentially stood half-naked in the kitchen, with their juicy nipples poking through their tops.

Even though Giana, Sage, and I had spent the previous night together in yet another threesome, I contemplated initiating an impromptu make-out session right then and there in the kitchen. However, with the other ladies sprawled across the nearby sectional couch, it wasn't the right moment to interrupt their cozy time with sexy time.

I frowned as I glanced between Giana and Sage, who were stuck making popcorn while their harem sisters snuggled together under blankets on the couch.

"You know we have a media room," I said. "It has a much bigger screen."

Polly responded from the couch, having clearly eavesdropped the entire time. "We can't snuggle together in those big chairs."

I chuckled and shook my head. "Veronica and Lola might take a while. I'm going to take a shower. Start the movie without us, and I'll be right back."

After exchanging kisses with Sage and Giana, I took a quick shower and changed into a pair of loose boxers and a comfortable t-shirt. When I returned to the family room, the lights were off, with the television providing the only illumination.

Outside, rain pattered against the windows, and lightning streaked across the sky. In the distance, thunder rumbled, but the storm was nothing to worry about. It simply added an extra layer of coziness to an already warm and inviting room.

The girls snuggled together under blankets and pillows scattered across the floor and sofa. The leather sectional was enormous and could comfortably seat our entire family, yet they had left a large space open in the corner.

Polly and Simone lay together at one end of the couch, spooning under a blanket. At the other end, Gabby reclined with her head in Kinsey's lap, while Kinsey rested her head on the padded arm.

Sage, Ren, and Giana had fashioned a makeshift bed on the floor using stacked duvet covers. The three of them lay stretched out beneath a fluffy pink blanket, their heads and shoulders supported by a sea of pillows. The light from the large screen TV illuminated the trio as they munched on popcorn, the bowl resting comfortably on Ren's lap.

It appeared that Lola and Veronica were still upstairs discussing their issues, which didn't surprise me. In fact, they might not come down at all.

I settled into the open corner of the sectional and reclined against the plush leather cushions. "What are we watching?" I asked.

Polly answered first, "We're watching 'To All the Boys I've Loved Before'. Now be quiet, baby, and pay attention."

It was a typical rom-com, which didn't surprise me. Every single one of them loved the genre, and from the moment I introduced them to my world, they would forever outnumber me when it came to selecting movies.

Still, I didn't mind. A little over a week ago, I couldn't have imagined a better outcome. By the end of the week, when the vacation technically concluded, every single one of them would remain. That realization warmed my heart. This was their new home and our new way of life, and I might as well get used to it. Yet, there was something missing.

"Who can I cuddle with?" I asked.

This time, Simone responded, "Ronnie and Lola," she said. "Now, be quiet and watch."

"What if they don't come down?" I asked, disregarding Simone's request for silence.

Ren glanced back at me from her position nestled between Sage and Giana. "Don't worry, Daddy. They told us they'll be down in a few minutes."

"When did they tell you?"

Giana shushed me, and Sage giggled, but Ren answered anyway, "In our group chat."

Their group chat was beginning to frustrate me. It gave me major FOMO. We had another group chat that included me, but it felt like I was missing out on much of the dynamic interactions occurring among my girlfriends.

But an even larger part of me cherished how close they had all become. They were like sisters, and I had no reason to complain. Their business was their own, and I trusted them to keep me informed.

Ten minutes later, Veronica and Lola arrived. As they descended the stairs, I heard them giggling together, which was an amazing sign.

Relief washed over me as I sank into the sofa while Veronica and her sister exchanged hushed whispers. They approached the couch together, hand in hand, and the sight of their 'pajamas' unleashed a nuclear blast of adrenaline that shot straight up my aorta and into my heart.

Lola wore an extremely baggy tank top that revealed much of her side boobs along with plenty of eye-popping cleavage. Her braless, all-natural breasts jiggled invitingly beneath the skimpy top while her nipples strained the thin material. The bottom of the tank top ended just above her navel, highlighting her sleek, toned abs and shapely hips. She paired the top with a black high-cut thong that hugged her hips and created a defined V-shape between her ultra-toned thighs.

My heart dropped into my shoes just looking at her, and I could literally feel the drool pooling in my slackened jaw. Just when I thought the girls couldn't get any hotter, Lola Bardot raised the ante.

Not to be outdone, Veronica donned one of my t-shirts, which hung loosely off her slender frame. The deep V-shaped neckline dipped just enough to reveal her bare breasts as she bent over. Her hard nipples pressed against the soft cotton fabric, and the bottom of the t-shirt did not fully cover her white silk panties.

She held a soft white blanket under her arm and smiled at me as they approached. Meanwhile, the other girls barely paid them any attention.

My cock surged in my boxers, instantly hardening as my gaze wandered over the sisters' exquisite bodies.

What else had they discussed in that group chat? Lola walked into the room practically naked, and Giana said nothing? If this was the outcome of my exclusion from their chat thread, then they could leave me off forever.

Lola stepped over my outstretched legs and sank onto the couch beside me, instantly cuddling up against me. Veronica took the other spot next to me and tossed a blanket over us, covering all three of us before she nestled in close, sighing contentedly.

Lola rested her hand on my chest and her head on my shoulder, while Veronica mirrored her actions on my other side.

I glanced between them, hesitant to speak for fear of inciting the ire of the other ladies, but I still needed to know. "Did you two sort things out?"

It was evident that they had, but even so, I needed the verbal confirmation.

"Lolly and I had an amazing talk," Veronica said. "We're closer than ever."

Veronica's eyes twinkled as she leaned in to kiss me gently on the lips before Lola spoke next.

"If the offer still stands, I would like to stay here with everyone," Lola said. "If that's okay with you?"

I turned to face her, and her disarming eyes sent a wave of butterflies soaring through the pit of my stomach.

"We'll go to Hawaii with you and help you move out," I said. "From now on, this is as much your home as it is mine, Veronica's, or anyone else's."

Lola smiled and cupped my cheek in her hand, gently caressing my chin with her thumb. Without saying another word, she leaned in to kiss me.

Our lips met and lingered together far longer than ever before, sharing a much deeper intimacy than the platonic kisses we had exchanged in the past.

When Lola came away, her green eyes shimmered with barely contained desire. She bit her lower lip and studied me intently before responding with a nod. "Okay."

There was no challenge in her voice, no hint of defiance. Instead, her eyes radiated pure serenity. She appeared to be at peace. What remained was simply a beautiful girl revealing her heart to me.

I leaned in and kissed her, our lips lingering longer this time, with neither of us wanting the moment to end. Veronica didn't seem to mind, but a hint of doubt compelled me to break the kiss first.

I pulled away to check on Veronica, and a single glance into her watery blue eyes reassured me that I had nothing to worry about. Her eyes brimmed with tears, and a gentle smile graced her lips.

"You two make a sweet couple," Veronica said.

I frowned. "Are you trying to ditch me already?"

She giggled softly, glancing at Polly and Simone to ensure we weren't speaking too loudly. Then, she leaned in for a kiss. Our lips met and parted before our tongues intertwined, deepening the kiss. Veronica trailed her fingertips over my chest, sending a shiver of goosebumps rising beneath her gentle touch.

Lola joined her sister, trailing her fingertips along my jawline before leaning in to place three delicate kisses on my neck, followed by a gentle flick of her tongue.

Lola slid her toned thigh over my midsection, resting it atop my throbbing cock. She inched closer, pressing her body against mine and completely closing the space between us. She ground her hips against my side and pressed her big, braless D-cups into the side of my chest, while her warm breath trailed down my neck, sending a sharp chill of erotic lust racing along my spine.

It appeared that reconciliation wasn't the only topic the sisters had discussed. Was a sisterly threesome on the agenda right in the middle of a PG-rated movie night? The Bardot sisters had come in hot, guns blazing, turning clean family fun into a potential orgy. Were the other ladies clued in? Judging by their utter disinterest, I doubted it. Not that any of them would have cared. In fact, Giana might even hold a grudge once she learned that the Bardot sisters threw a threesome without her.

A sharp shiver raced down my spine, and my cock jumped inside my boxers as I cradled both women, one under each arm. I deepened the kiss with Veronica, exploring her mouth and tongue, while my hand glided down Lola's back, resting on her bare ass.

Veronica pulled away, smiling seductively at me, her blue eyes shimmering with heat. She leaned in, trailing kisses up my neck, while I turned my head to find Lola's eager lips waiting for me.

The green-eyed beauty ran her hand along the nape of my neck and pulled me closer, finding my lips with hers. As she caressed my hard cock with her inner thigh, her lips parted, and our tongues intertwined, the heat radiating from her body sent a wave of butterflies fluttering in the pit of my stomach.

We deepened the kiss, and I drew Lola's tongue between my lips, savoring her sweet, minty flavor. She ground her hips against my midsection, softly moaning into my mouth as she ran her fingers through my shaggy brown hair.

I spread my hand open across Lola's pert ass, filling my open fingers with her warm, springy flesh. As she moaned softly in my mouth, I caressed her perfect ass and shifted my hips, dry fucking her inner thigh. She moved her thigh up and down, caressing my cock as we opened our eyes and gazed at each other while our tongues danced together in the open air.

I ran my hand over the curve of her ass and gently dipped my fingers between her inner thighs, feeling the warmth radiating from her hidden treasure.

Lola pressed in close, sealing her lips over mine once again, then deepened the kiss, flashing her tongue so far into my mouth she nearly touched my throat.

As Lola moaned softly into my mouth, I slipped my fingers between her inner thighs until I grazed her pussy, causing the younger Bardot sister to twitch with excitement. Her moan warbled in my mouth as she playfully sucked my tongue across her lips as she dry fucked my hips between her legs.

Meanwhile, Veronica kissed her way across my face and braced herself against my chest as she leaned over and whispered something into her sister's ear. Although I couldn't quite make out what she said, Lola never broke our kiss, going all-out as Veronica returned to her original position beside me.

Veronica tugged at my shirt, causing Lola to break our kiss. She panted for breath as she stared at Veronica, her eyes heavy with lust. Illuminated by the cool light of the TV, Lola's lips glistened with our combined saliva, and her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulder, leaving half of her face shrouded in shadow.

She slid her leg off my cock and joined her sister by grasping my shirt and pulling it up my body. Her loose tank top drifted over her chest, completely revealing her perfectly round breasts in all their glorious beauty.

Full and springy, capped with puffy pink areolas, her D-Cup wonders were Maxim model perfect. Unable to resist, I reached out and cupped Lola's bare breast in my hand, giving it a gentle squeeze as I brushed my thumb over her engorged nipple.

Lola didn't mind in the slightest where I placed my hand, but as the ladies lifted my shirt higher up my chest, I briefly released her breast, allowing the sisters to remove my shirt and toss it aside.

I stole a glance around the room and noticed that Polly, Simone, and Kinsey were already asleep, while Gabby's eyelids were growing heavy. My dream team on the floor appeared to have cashed in their chips. They had set aside the popcorn bowl, and Giana lay fast asleep, with Ren and Sage cuddled up on either side, spooning the sexy blonde.

The wine and rain pattering against the giant glass windows was more effective than any sleeping pill. The ladies had all but drifted off, leaving me with all the freedom in the world to enjoy a private showing with the enchanting Bardot sisters.

In the distance, lightning flashed and thunder rumbled as the storm intensified. I could say the same about the fireworks erupting between the three of us.

Lola kneeled beside me, her hand gliding down my chest as she leaned in to kiss me. As our tongues intertwined, I cupped her breast through her loose tank top, gently squeezing as her nipple hardened against my palm.

Veronica pulled her t-shirt over her head and tossed it aside, leaving her clad in nothing more than a pair of skimpy silk panties. Her perky breasts jiggled as she pulled away the blanket, exposing my hard cock, which was straining against the confines of its boxer shorts prison.

I gently cupped Veronica's pert little ass and slid my fingers beneath the waistband of her panties, not stopping until I brushed against her warm, wet slit. Veronica shivered at my touch, and her nipples visibly hardened as she crawled over my chest toward her little sister.

What followed was the single most erotic moment of my entire life. Veronica leaned in close, bringing her face to mine, as Lola's tongue and mine danced together in the open air.

Lola's soft moans and heavy breathing filled my ears as Veronica dipped in between us and kissed us both simultaneously.

My head surged with a white-hot desire, and a wave of dizzying lust washed over me, tilting the room sideways. I found Veronica's tongue and drew her into our three-way kiss until we were a blur of lips and tongues. Moans of pleasure and heavy breathing filled the air as the sisters ran their hands over my muscular chest.

I lost track of who was who as I went between them, my tongue sliding and sucking between the sister's open mouths. I felt a hand on my cock, then another. A mouth nibbled my lower lip while another sucked my tongue. Hands pulled at my boxers until my cock sprang free and warm fingers curled around my shaft.

It was as disorienting as it was intoxicating. The sisters seemed to be everywhere at once, and I lost track of whom I was touching as my hands grasped and groped warm flesh wherever I encountered it.

As I slipped my fingers down the front of Veronica's panties, Lola's bare breast filled my free hand, her nipple playing through my open fingers. I cupped Veronica's pussy as I teased her clit with my thumb and squeezed Lola's nipple between my fingers.

Lola pressed an exposed breast into my face, and I opened my mouth, sucking on her engorged nipple as she ground against me. Veronica moaned softly and churned her hips, assisting with my probing fingers while she stroked my stiff cock.

As I sucked Lola's engorged nipple and areola deep into my mouth, I sank my finger into Veronica's soaking wet hole and used my thumb to massage her clit in fast, tight circles.

The ladies' soft moans rose an octave, but a rumble of thunder masked the sound. Lightning flashed, illuminating the sisters in a brilliant white light, while the rest of the room remained undisturbed as the ladies blissfully slept--except for one naughty little track star.

Gabby hadn't moved from her position at the end of the couch, but her half-lidded eyes were open and focused on us as she slipped her hand between her legs.

Lola and Veronica had completely undressed me, leaving my hard cock standing at attention with Veronica's hand circling my rigid shaft.

As I finger fucked the older Bardot sister, she churned her hips, and her face contorted with pleasure while her moans intensified.

The sisters' moans grew louder by the second, and I wondered how the other ladies could sleep through it all. Perhaps the thunder rattling the windows had caused their unconscious minds to block out the sound, including the sisters' moans of pleasure.

Lola pulled her breast from my mouth, and I released her nipple with a satisfying pop. The sultry nineteen-year-old beauty then broke away from our three-person kiss, trailing kisses down my neck and dragging her soft, bare breasts over my chest as she moved.

As Veronica stroked my cock, she sealed her mouth around mine, taking my tongue all for herself. She twerked her hips, using my finger like a dildo, hand fucking herself with wild abandon. Her moans turned sharply louder as she used my mouth to muffle her intense pleasure.

I maintained the pressure, buzzing her clit faster with a combination of techniques--circular motions and up-and-down strokes. Veronica's entire body trembled with excitement, and she was just moments away from a monstrous orgasm.

Meanwhile, Lola kissed her way down my chest and over my stomach. She gracefully slid off the couch and kneeled before me, coming face to face with my meaty cock. Without wasting a second, the gorgeous brunette beauty licked her way up the back of my shaft before slurping up the clear, viscous pre-cum that oozed from the tip.

Ribbons of pleasure floated up and down my shaft, curling my toes as Lola circled my knob using the tip of her tongue, savoring it like a messy ice cream cone.

Gabby had flipped over onto her back with her head still resting in Kinsey's lap. She had kicked free her blanket, pulled down her panties and spread open her legs while she finger fucked herself without a shred of self-consciousness. Her mouth hung open as she openly gazed at me through her half-lidded eyes.

Maybe I could find a way to incorporate my playful little minx into the mix? But right now, the moment was all about the beautiful Bardot sisters bonding over my fat cock. This was Lola's time to shine, and I didn't want to detract from that unless she took the lead.

Veronica stiffened where she rested on my lap, her pussy spasming around my finger as a massive orgasm swept over her body. In one motion, she released my cock, pulled away from our kiss, and collapsed forward onto my chest. She buried her face behind my ear, heaving for breath as her stomach quivered with short, sharp convulsions.

As Lola sealed her lips around my cock and took my shaft fully into her mouth, I palmed Veronica's tight ass in both hands, gently caressing her pert bottom over her silk panties.

Veronica turned her head and kissed me gently behind my ear. Her warm breath sent a lusty shiver down my spine as she whispered softly into my ear, "Lola wants you to be her first."

Lola slurped and sucked, bobbing up and down on my cock like a seasoned pro. Her tongue flashed across my sensitive glans and down the back of my shaft, all the while soft sucking pulses left my head swimming in hazy pleasure.

The news took me by surprise, and I moaned as a wave of intense pleasure raced up my shaft and curled my toes. As I processed Veronica's words, my legs trembled under Lola's oral assault.

Veronica squirmed atop me, circling her lithe hips as I squeezed her pert little bubble butt with both hands. I turned slightly toward her and whispered, "As in tonight? Right now on this couch?"

Veronica giggled softly in my ear as she playfully sucked on my earlobe. "She doesn't want to make a whole thing about her virginity, and this is her number one fantasy. Please say yes."

As my cock throbbed in Lola's mouth, I dipped my hand inside Veronica's panties and squeezed her bare ass cheeks. I slid my middle finger over the back of her soaking wet slit and whispered softly enough for only her to hear. "Take off your panties. I'm having sex with both of you."

Veronica giggled softly. "Yes, Daddy."

As Veronica lowered her panties over her hips, I assisted by gently pulling them down her legs and removing them, leaving us both completely naked.

"Now, get on your knees and help your sister suck my cock," I said.

Veronica giggled once more and met my gaze briefly. Her long hair cascaded over my chest, tickling my skin as she leaned in for a kiss, her blue eyes sparkling in a way I had never seen before.

"I love you," she whispered before pulling away and kissing her way down my chest, making her way to my fat cock.

Lola continued to bob up and down, slurping, sucking, and gagging, taking my cock deeper with every pass until I felt my tip touch the back of her throat.

A wave of intense pleasure rolled over me, causing me to stiffen and bringing me to the brink of orgasm.

Lola remained still for a moment, gagging softly as her throat flexed around my sensitive tip. Meanwhile, Veronica slipped off the couch and dropped to her knees before sliding beneath her sister and sucking one of my balls between her lips.

Veronica playfully teased me, her tongue exploring my sack and gently rolled my ball into her mouth, all the while caressing my inner thighs with her fingertips.

At this rate, I would come down Lola's throat in a matter of seconds. With the sisters occupied, I fixed my gaze on Gabby, who now sat up on the couch, openly watching the sisters suck my cock as she ran her fingers up and down her wet slit, her pleasure on full display.

With her attention focused on Lola and Veronica, she didn't even notice me watching her. Judging by the appearance of her engorged pussy, she had already come at least once.

Lola came off my cock with a soft slurp. My steel hard cock glistened, illuminated by the occasional flash of lightning and the TV's soft glow. A string of pearly cum oozed from my tip, but Lola quickly lapped it up before gazing up at me while she circled my knob with the flat of her tongue.

Lola may have been a virgin, but this wasn't her first time sucking cock, and we both knew she had me on the ropes. My chest heaved as pleasure swelled in my balls. If she deep-throated me again, it would end me.

As if sensing my impending orgasm, Lola shifted directions, licking her way down my shaft until she joined her big sister and sucked my other ball into her mouth, using her tongue to tease my sensitive sack.

Veronica came off my balls with a sweet, smacking sound and whispered something into Lola's ear, causing her younger sibling to giggle while her tongue slithered back and forth over my sack.

Veronica joined her, giggling once more before Lola released my balls from her mouth and said something to Veronica. Then, they both moved simultaneously.

Lola crawled back onto the couch, her loose tank top now revealing more of her breasts than it concealed. Both of her breasts were fully on display, the tank top caught in a web of her deep cleavage.

At some point, Lola had ditched her panties and was completely bottomless as she kissed her way across my stomach and up my chest.

Veronica climbed onto my lap, leaving my hard cock pressed flat against her stomach. My towering manhood rose like the Washington Monument, with my tip ending just above her navel.

It never ceased to amaze me that the petite beauty could fit my entire cock into her tight little pussy, but as the old saying goes, Mother Nature always finds a way.

As Veronica shifted into position, she tucked a long lock of her dark hair behind her ear and gently stroked my shaft. The soft glow of the television cast a partial shadow over her face and breasts, but the occasional distant flash of lightning revealed every inch of her flawless body.

Lola found my mouth with hers, and our tongues danced together as I filled my hands with her ample, springy breasts. I teased her nipples with both hands, and Lola moaned, grinding her hips in the air like a dog in heat.

Veronica took hold of my cock, leaned forward to create space, and then dragged my tip along her already drenched slit.

Pleasure bubbled up my cock, and I moaned into Lola's mouth, deepening our kiss as I felt my tip sink into Veronica's achingly tight honey hole.

Nobody fucked me the way Veronica fucked me, and a huge part of me worried that I would come before Lola had her chance to ride the bull. If Veronica went all out, she could end me in under thirty seconds, but I trusted her to restrain herself just enough for me to empty my load inside her little sister first.

Veronica sank down onto my cock, taking me deep as her entire body shuddered with ecstasy. "Fuck, baby. You feel so good," she whispered softly.

Warm pleasure rippled up and down my cock, once again curling my toes. I lifted my hips off the couch, thrusting deep inside Veronica's pussy until my mind swelled with an urgent need to come.

The older Bardot sibling simply had the best pussy I had ever felt in my life, and I struggled to resist the overwhelming urge to explode inside her.

Gabby's soft moans entered the fray as she arched her hips off the couch, watching Veronica churn her hips in slow circles, plumbing her depths with my thick, beefy cock.

As if sensing my excitement, Lola broke our kiss and curled up beside me, gently running her hand over my chest while watching her big sister ride me.

With my arm wrapped around Lola, I playfully teased her fat nipple, rolling it between my thumb and forefinger as I caught my breath.

Lola leaned in behind my ear, kissing me high on the neck, and whispered, "I want to ride you like Vee."

She wanted everything the same as her big sister, and who was I to deny her? If she wanted to ride me on the couch surrounded by her harem sisters, then so be it.

"Gabby is watching," I whispered. "Are you okay with that?"

Lola giggled and nodded before whispering, "If I weren't, we wouldn't be doing this. I want her to watch."

"What about birth control?" I asked.

Lola shook her head. "I'm not using any protection, and the risk of you getting me pregnant only makes it hotter. Please, come inside me. Okay?"

As Veronica swayed her hips from front to back, she increased her pace, and the sound of our sex mingled with her soft moans.

White hot pleasure swept over me, sending me into the stratosphere. I had to concentrate almost entirely on not filling Veronica with a massive load of cum.

Were they testing me? I should never have told Veronica that I wanted to fuck her, too. My ego got in the way of my common sense. She knew the effect she had on me, and surely she wouldn't spoil things for Lola?

Lola traced her tongue around my ear before slipping it inside, her warm breath and wandering hands acting as a catalyst. Together, they were too hot to handle, and seriously testing the limits of my sexual prowess.

Veronica changed directions, switching from a front-to-back grind to an up-and-down pogo-stick motion. Her breasts bounced in unison, and each time she took me deep, her ass lightly clapped against my midsection.

Once again, Veronica had cast her spell, doing things to my cock no mortal could. She was a goddess reincarnated as a beautiful woman, all the while riding my cock like a demon. My cock sizzled, and overwhelming pleasure bloomed from my cock, leaving my mind enveloped in a blissful haze.

Lola kissed her way down my neck, then leaned over my chest, caressing my skin with her soft, supple breasts and firm nipples.

My stomach seesawed with butterflies as I cupped Lola's bare ass in one hand and rocked my hips in sync with Veronica's ocean-wave rhythm. As we settled into a rhythm, I fought against the overwhelming urge to blow my load. At any moment, I could lower my resistance and open the floodgates, filling her womb with a lake of my active swimmers.

Instead, I concentrated on Lola, striving to divert my thoughts from Veronica and her stunning physique, which now undulated in sinuous waves above me. I slipped my hand between Lola's thick, toned thighs and gently glided my middle finger along her soaking wet slit, eliciting soft moans from the lush, brunette beauty.

She was every bit as wet as her sister. As she sucked and licked my nipple, I gently slid my finger inside her, exploring her virgin hole and probed deep, causing Lola to gasp with pleasure.

Lola swayed her hips, fucking my finger as her tongue danced across my nipple before coming off my chest with a throaty moan.

Thunder rolled as she tossed her head back and her legs quivered. Mercilessly, I pumped my finger in and out of her soaking wet pussy, gaining speed as atop me, Veronica once again switched motions, burying my cock to the root before grinding me deep, moving from front to back.

Lola turned her head to face me and found my lips, practically inhaling my tongue as she sealed her mouth around mine. She churned her hips almost in sync with her sister, moaning loudly into my mouth as her hips quaked and her breasts swayed.

I slid my finger up her slippery wet labia and found her virgin clit, nestled in her bubblegum pink folds. As soon as I touched her cherry bud, Lola stiffened and her entire body shuddered as she wailed inside my mouth, her pussy climaxing around my finger.

Lightning flashed, and low thunder rumbled as her essence flowed down my finger and rushed over my palm. She explored my mouth with her tongue, nearly reaching my throat, while her breasts jiggled beneath her, sliding across my chest, her orgasm consuming her.

As Lola came all over my hand, Veronica stiffened and fell forward, narrowly avoiding her little sister. She crashed onto my chest, face first, and buried her head in my shoulder, panting for breath. Veronica's pussy spasmed around my cock, twitching and flexing as she shuddered, burying her face in my neck and shoulders.

With my cock buried to the root inside her sensational pussy, my balls swelled and pleasure strobed up my shaft in rapid fire bursts. I was moments away from unloading an army of swimmers deep inside Veronica unless I pulled out immediately.

Lola and Veronica obstructed my view, but I could still hear Gabby's soft moans rising above the sound of rain pelting against the large glass windows. It seemed she had shifted down the couch, inching closer to us, and I began to wonder if I would have enough left in the tank to pull off a hat trick.

Lola broke off the kiss, sank back onto her knees, and gazed longingly at my cock buried deep inside her big sister.

As Veronica heaved for breath, my cock throbbed where it remained inside her, buried to the hilt. Caught in a state of post-orgasmic bliss, she kissed her way up and down my neck, whispering that she loved me as she squeezed my cock with her inner walls, nearly ending me.

My mind, already cracked and taking on water, nearly shattered with an intense urge to come. "Baby, I'm about to come," I whispered.

Lola, still recovering from her own orgasmic high, didn't seem to hear my words; however, Veronica did and let out a sigh.

"Fine," she said with a huff. "But I get the next load."

With that, she relaxed her tight grip on my meaty shaft and lifted her hips off my stomach, releasing her hold. My cock slipped out of her pussy and sprang upward, swaying from side to side, illuminated by the soft phosphorescent glow of the TV.

A mischievous grin lit Lola's face, and she tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, gazing at my cock as if to get a better look.

A thin line of pearly cum oozed from my tip and trailed down my shaft while more pumped from my knob in a weak stream. It was a clear sign that, despite my best efforts, I hadn't completely staved off an orgasm. Some cum had leaked into Veronica's pussy, and it might even be enough to impregnate her.

Lola glanced at her sister, who was still slumped across my chest like dead weight, and lightly slapped her ass. "Vee, move so I can get on."

Veronica let out another sleepy sigh and nestled in closer, kissing her way up my neck and nibbling on my ear. "But I'm so comfy. Tell her to go away."

Lola frowned. "I can hear you. Please, Vee? I'm so horny."

With another sigh, Veronica rolled off my chest and curled up beside me, sliding her arm across my chest as she rested her head on my shoulder. "There -- are you happy now?"

Lola grinned mischievously and straddled my hips, adjusting herself into position as she grabbed hold of my meaty cock. Her bare breasts jiggled and bounced, fully exposed despite the tank top riding her impressive cleavage. She looked at me and flashed a smile, revealing a row of perfect white teeth. "Ready to take another V card?"

I grinned. "Join the club. Membership is free and comes with incredible perks."

Gabby, who took it all in, giggled and crawled closer for a better view.

Lola smiled over her shoulder at Gabby and gestured for her to come closer. "How did the first time feel for you, Gabs?"

Gabby, who had at some point removed her panties, crawled up on my other side and gently teased my nipple. She smiled at her soon-to-be ex-virgin harem sister and said, "It was mind blowing."

Veronica and Lola both giggled before Veronica added, "I second that. It just keeps getting better and better."

Lola inched her way up my thighs until my cock rested against her soaking wet slit. She rocked her hips and used my cock to lubricate her already sopping wet pussy. "He's bigger than any of my toys."

Gabby peeled off her t-shirt, leaving herself completely nude as she nestled into the crook of my arm and intertwined her fingers with Veronica's, which rested halfway across my chest.

"Go slow, Lolly," Veronica said. "It might hurt a little at first, but I promise you'll come so hard."

With my arms wrapped around Veronica and Gabby, I gently cupped their perfect, palm-sized breasts in each hand and lightly teased their nipples, grateful for the moment of relief as I stepped back from the edge.

Lola leaned forward, letting her long dark hair spill over my torso. She braced herself on my chest as she reached behind her and dredged her virgin slit with my meaty knob, coating her labia with the cum still leaking from my tip.

Raw pleasure raced up my cock, but not as acutely as it had with Veronica. It wasn't that Lola was any less beautiful; rather, I had become accustomed to the more intense pleasure I experienced when Veronica left me teetering on the brink of oblivion.

Lola slipped my tip inside her tight little hole and paused, moaning as a look of hazy pleasure washed over her eyes.

I gazed down the length of my body, my cock poised at Lola's entrance, perfectly backlit by the flickering light of the television. As she rocked her hips back and forth, Lola's big, springy breasts jiggled slightly, and her face contorted with pleasure.

"Oh, fuck," Lola said, digging her fingers into my chest as she lowered herself onto my cock, splitting her virgin pussy like a grape. "It's huge."

Gabby giggled as she pressed in close, grinding her bare pussy against my waist while dotting my chest with a series of soft kisses.

"Take your time, baby," Veronica said. "How does it feel?"

Lola shuddered as she sank lower, gasping for air before pausing with my cock halfway inside her. "It hurts, but, God, it's fucking amazing," she said as she finished the sentence with a low moan.

Lola squeezed her tight pussy around my cock, sending a sharp thrill of pleasure racing up my spine as my balls swelled and the urge to come, once again, came knocking. I groaned and arched my hips, inching deeper into her tight virgin hole, and resisted the nearly overwhelming urge to thrust upward. "Baby, you are super fucking tight."

"Can I borrow your penis for five minutes?" Gabby asked, giggling. "I would love to feel her like that. She's so hot."

"You can tell if he's close to coming by how fast he's spasming inside you," Veronica said. "Once it's super fast, and you aren't ready for him to come, you can pull out for a second and give him a chance to recover."

I glanced over at Veronica. "I almost came inside you and you knew it?"

Veronica giggled and kissed me gently on the cheek. "Of course I did, babe. It's hard to resist because I love you, and I cherish the feeling of you coming inside me."

"Me too," Gabby said. "His penis is like a drug."

"A drug that can knock you up," Veronica said.

Gabby shrugged. "I'm starting the pill next week. After that, it's going to be spurt city."

Veronica giggled, and the pair exchanged a high-five across my chest. Meanwhile, Lola ignored their banter, wearing a look of pure bliss as she rocked back and forth, completely absorbed in her own world while she fucked me.

The youngest Bardot sister churned her hips, drawing me in deeper with each movement. Her chest heaved, her breasts bounced, and she openly moaned, no longer attempting to suppress her pleasure.

But amidst the sound of the television, the driving rain, and the near-constant rumble of thunder, the other ladies blissfully dozed, tucked away under their warm, cozy blankets.

Pleasure coursed through my cock and I groaned, moving my hips in sync with Lola's as she took me all the way, leaving my manhood buried to the hilt.

Lola paused with my cock fully inside her, panting for breath as she gazed down at me, wearing a lusty smile. "You're all mine now."

I belonged to her and eight other women, but I wasn't about to dampen her spirit. A rhythmic pulse of pure pleasure strobed along my cock, and my manhood throbbed against her tight, virginal walls as Lola squeezed back, sending waves of ecstasy racing up and down my spine.

Lola churned her hips, moaning softly as we moved together on the couch, fucking each other slow and deep. Her mouth fell open, and she closed her eyes, tipping her head back to bask in pure pleasure.

I gazed at my cock where it slid in and out of her pussy, watching the root appear and disappear, encased inside her pretty pink pussy lips. Her breasts rolled in slow circles, lightly clapping together as she picked up the pace.

My cock pulsed inside her, the contractions intensifying with each passing moment. Waves of pleasure enveloped nearly every part of my body, and coming was merely a matter of surrendering my resistance. Nevertheless, I held on, determined to provide Lola with an unforgettable ride.

Lola shifted directions and her moans intensified as she bobbed up and down on my cock. Her ass clapped off my midsection, and her full, springy breasts swayed with her, circling her chest faster as they collided in mid-air, crashing together with a satisfying clap.

Gabby and Veronica watched Lola, captivated by the brunette beauty as she surrendered herself completely, fucking me with wild abandon.

"Fuck, I'm gonna come again," Gabby said, her hand resting between her legs.

Lola fell forward onto my chest, grinding her hips as her eyes turned hazy and unfocused. We met face to face, her springy breasts pressed against my chest, bulging out on either side. Her half-lidded eyes flashed with pleasure as she panted for breath, signaling her impending orgasm.

I withdrew my arms from Veronica and Gabby and wrapped my hands around Lola's waist. With my palms resting on her hips, I slid them lower until I cupped her tight ass in both hands. Her ass officially belonged to me, and I squeezed her flesh between my open fingers and pulled her body lower until I felt my cock bottom out deep inside her pussy.

A stiff grunt interrupted Lola's continuous moaning as she wrapped her ankles around mine, drawing me inside her as deeply as possible.

I kissed Lola high on her temple as I mauled her ass. "Hang on, baby and come for me."

With a powerful upward thrust, I rammed the nineteen-year-old bombshell then hammered her relentlessly, fucking her hard and fast until I felt her break.

"Oh, fuck," Lola said before her words devolved into a jumbled mess.

Lola's body twitched and her stomach spasmed as she gazed into my eyes. Her pussy contracted around my cock in rapid-fire bursts, and she squeezed her pussy, holding me as deeply inside her as she could, breaking down my resistance until I came with her.

As I gazed into Lola's eyes, my resistance crumbled and I grunted, pinning my cock to the root before a massive orgasm swept through my body. A violent spurt of white-hot cum jettisoned from my cock, splattering her virgin cervix before the floodgates opened.

I gushed a molten of river of cum, emptying load after load into Lola's fertile womb, my orgasm extending for what felt like an eternity.

Lola's eyes rolled back in her head as she shuddered above me, her pussy spasming in violent contractions while she held me deep inside her, milking my cock of every drop.

My orgasm reached its peak, and as I came down the other side, I rocked my hips, filling her with an unending flow of warm, sticky cum.

Lola found my mouth with hers, and our tongues danced together as her warm breath caressed my upper lip. She churned her hips, sliding my cock in and out as I felt my cum leaking out of her pussy.

We lay together in silence for a long minute, kissing deeply as I ran my hands up and down her back and bottom, gently caressing her until we both caught our breath.

When she pulled away, her hazel eyes shimmered with pure joy, and she sighed happily. "That was even better than advertised."

I leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips. "Does this make you an official harem sister?"

Lola nodded. "Absolutely. We're going to have a great time in the bedroom."

"Or on the kitchen counter," Gabby said with a giggle.

I pulled her into a warm embrace and held her tightly. "Welcome to the family, baby."

Beside me, Veronica sniffled, and Lola glanced at her sister before giggling. "Babe, there's like a river of cum flowing from my pussy. I'm not sure if this is the right moment to get sentimental."

Gabby giggled, and I chuckled while hugging Lola tightly, as Veronica laughed along with us.

"Is it so strange to bond over our man's gigantic cock?" Veronica asked.

"Given everything that's gone down this week, it's probably the least strange thing to have happened," I said.

"I'm getting a cramp," Lola said, glancing over at Gabby. "Make room, Gabs. Mama needs some post-coital cuddle time."

Gabby scampered to the side, making room for Lola before Lola slid my cock from her ravaged pussy and stretched out on the couch beside me.

Gabby eyed my swaying cock hungrily where it still stood tower tall, glistening with oozing cum and Lola's essence. She bit her lower lip and glanced over at me, hopefully. "Daddy, can I ride you?"

Lola and Veronica giggled as I waved Gabby toward my cock. "Better make it fast before he deflates."

A very naked Gabby scrambled across the couch and gleefully climbed onto my lap. She lined up my cock and, in one swift stroke, slipped me inside her, taking me to the root.

Coming off the heels of a major orgasm, I was in no position to come anytime soon. But as Gabby's tight pussy squeezed my cock, I groaned, and I could feel myself growing harder.

Tendrils of pleasure crept up my shaft, and I caressed Gabby's thighs while she churned her hips, grinding from front to back.

Pleasure contorted her exquisite face as her perky, palm-sized breasts swayed in tight circles.

"Oh, fuck," Gabby said, not even trying to contain her pleasure. She leaned forward, resting her hands on my chest, causing her cleavage to pile up between her arms. She twerked her hips, sliding up and down my cock, using only her core muscles to move her lower body.

Pleasure strobed through my cock as Gabby's ass clapped off my midsection and her moans grew steadily louder. No longer trying to contain her voice, she cried out, "Yes, Daddy. Fuck me so fucking good!"

Kinsey was the first to sit up, her eyes widening as she blinked away the remnants of sleep. "What the hell?"

Polly was the next to react; she shot up, her eyes wide and her jaw dropped. "Oh my God! Go, Gabby!"

Simone sat up right after Polly, laughing and clapping her hands, which caused Ren, Giana, and Sage to wake up and turn around.

"That's not fair," Giana said, and scrambled to her feet. "I want to fuck him next."

"Me too," Ren said, raising her hand.

Sage giggled and pointed toward the couch. "Look at Ronnie and Lola. They're totally spent."

Gabby took it all in stride, ignoring her harem sisters as her entire body trembled with ecstasy. She pinned my cock deep and moaned as her pussy spasmed and her stomach quivered under the weight of what must have been her fourth or fifth orgasm.

"Oh, Daddy. I'm coming all over your fat cock,!" Gabby shouted with her eyes closed and her hips churning in tight circles.

Ren scrambled across the couch and plopped down next to Lola, peering between her best friend's legs. "He totally cream-pied you! Yay, Lola!" she exclaimed, clapping excitedly.

Gabby collapsed forward onto my chest with her arms splayed out on either side, heaving for breath. Her pussy spasmed with aftershocks around my cock that remained buried deep inside the future Olympian.

The girls gathered around, gazing in wonder at our foursome. Veronica lay beside me, her naked body pressed against my side, while Lola rested her head on my chest on the other side.

"That might be the hottest thing I've ever seen," Simone said.

Giana harrumphed and folded her arms across her chest. "Me, Sage, and Kinsey, get the next foursome."

Polly glared at Giana. "What about me, Ren, and Simone? We deserve to be in it too!"

Kinsey's eyes sparkled with excitement. "We'll break the record and do a six on one!"

"I think that's technically considered an orgy," Simone said.

I sighed as a wave of complete relaxation washed over me. "You girls can decide, but right now, I'm going to bed and taking Lola and Veronica with me."

"Yay!" Veronica said as she snuggled even closer and exchanged a half-hearted high-five with her little sister over Gabby's back.

"Gabs, you need to roll off," Kinsey said. "You've trapped our man's cock inside you."

Gabby giggled and glanced back at the ladies gathered around us. "There was nothing chill about this movie night. You bitches missed out."

Lola nuzzled up on my other side and sighed contentedly. "Come on, Daddy, let's go to bed."


Chapter ten
Lolly


Muted sunshine, chirping seagulls, and the distant sound of waves crashing on the beach roused me from a peaceful slumber. A warm breeze drifted in through the open French doors leading to Veronica's sun-speckled deck, rustling the thin sheet draped across my lower half.

A warm, bare body filled my arms, and I nestled in closer, inhaling her soft, tropical scent. The scent belonged to Lola, not Veronica, and I half-smiled as I drew the supple nineteen-year-old goddess deeper into my morning embrace.

I fluttered my eyes open and gazed at the back of Lola's head. Her dark, shiny hair filled my view, and her beautiful, bare body spooned against mine.

My gaze drifted down to her picture-perfect ass, cradled by my stiff cock. I stole a glance over my shoulder and found only a patch of empty bed where Veronica had fallen asleep against me the night before.

Big sister had apparently slipped away, leaving Lola and me all alone. With Lola's soft, warm, and very naked body pressed tightly against me, my morning wood felt more like a towering oak in desperate need of Lolly's full attention.

I slid my hand up her stomach until I found her full, springy breast, filling my open palm with as much flesh as it could hold. Her nipple stiffened against my palm, and I buried my nose in her hair, inhaling her intoxicating tropical scent.

My rock hard thickened where it rested between her thighs. My shaft expanded against her bare slit where I felt her slippery essence coat my shaft. With a soft moan, I churned my hips, sliding my cock through her buttery soft folds as I nuzzled in close behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck.

"Good morning, Lolly," I whispered in her ear.

Using the nickname was a calculated risk. After all, she didn't even allow her parents to call her Lolly. She had reserved the nickname for Veronica, and only Veronica. Whenever anyone had attempted to call her Lolly in the past, she had rebuffed them in a fit of anger. I was treading on sacred ground and putting our newly formed relationship to the test.

But the moment felt right, so I expressed it as a term of endearment. It was the best way to convey my love for her without coming out and actually saying it. I was quickly falling for the younger Bardot sister, and if she had saved her virginity for me, perhaps she was perceptive enough to read between the lines.

Lola moaned softly and churned her hips, squeezing my cock between her thighs as she pressed my hand against her bare breast. "Mmm... baby, that feels good," she whispered gently.

Had she heard me? I interpreted her lack of reaction as a positive sign. I traced a circle around her ear with my tongue and toyed with her earlobe. As I squeezed her breast, I shifted my hips from front to back, gliding in and out of her inner thighs as the heat between her legs radiated over my rock hard shaft.

Lola moved her hips in sync with mine, grinding my cock against her soaked pussy as she let out a whimpering moan. "Baby, I need you inside me."

My heart hammered in my chest, and my hand trembled with excitement. I reached down to grasp my meaty cock while Lola shifted her hips slightly, providing me with a better angle for entry.

I dredged my tip up and down through her slippery pink folds, properly lubricating my massive cock, before I slipped it inside her, moaning as pleasure swept through me. With a groan, I inched deeper, and tendrils of pleasure coiled up my shaft, turning my morning brain hazy with an overwhelming need to fill the busty nineteen-year-old beauty with another massive load of my sticky cum.

Lola shifted her hips in such a way that my cock slipped from her pussy, and my knob glided along her labia until it rested atop her perfect little rosebud, throbbing in protest.

"Baby, put it back in," she whispered, reaching a hand between her legs to tease my tip with her outstretched fingers.

Lola rocked her hips, moaning softly as she pressed her backside against my cock, forcing my knob deeper into her slippery folds. Her moans intensified, and she picked up my hand that cupped her breast and drew my index finger between her lips, encasing it inside her warm, wet mouth.

Feathery pleasure floated through me, unleashing a flurry of butterflies in the pit of my stomach. My cock throbbed between her thighs as her essence flowed like a river, leaving my shaft drenched in a glossy sheen.

Lola's tongue glided up and down my index finger as she sealed her lips around my knuckle, sucking gently for a few seconds before releasing my finger with a juicy slurp.

She moaned softly, her words escaping in a breathless whisper. "God, baby. Yes. Put your cock back inside me. Please, fuck me."

With my cock completely soaked in her essence, I guided the tip down to her entrance, gently dipping inside and groaning as a wave of pleasure washed over me.

As Lola clamped down around my cock, unwilling to let it slip from her a second time, a wall of pleasure spiked in the back of my mind. I moaned, grinding my hips as I churned my cock inside her incredibly tight pussy.

"Fuck, baby, you're so tight."

"Yes. Right there. Push deeper. I can take it."

Her words spilled out in a rush before fading into a prolonged moan. She pressed her tight little ass against my cock, spearing her pussy with my tree-trunk thick manhood.

Pleasure coursed through my cock as I glided into her buttery warm pussy, sinking halfway deep, and pausing to savor the exquisite tightness enveloping my shaft.

I groaned and nuzzled in tight behind her ear as I shifted my hips, savoring the sensation of her pussy squeezing my shaft. "God, I could live inside your pussy and die a happy man."

She smiled and churned her hips. "Good. You can fuck me five times a day."

I craved her down to my very core, and wanted nothing more than to spend the entire day in bed, fucking her continuously until neither of us could walk.

I nibbled her ear and let out a soft moan as I thrust my hips and pinned my cock to the root, impaling her on my steel hard rod.

Lola gasped and then moaned, her body quivering as her pussy strobed around my cock in rapid, vibrant pulses.

The pleasure buzzing through my head leveled up, and I sucked in a short, sharp breath as I tried to steady my pounding heart.

Lola swiveled her hips, grinding my cock deep inside her, allowing us both a moment to adjust. I kissed my way up and down her neck, nuzzling close behind her ear, causing her to shudder as she lay nestled in my arms.

A wave of goosebumps cascaded down her neck, and her nipples visibly stiffened. She rocked her hips, grinding my cock in slow, tight circles, moaning softly as her heavenly face came alive with unbridled pleasure. "Oh, baby,"

As I kissed my way up and down her neck, I mauled her breast with my hand, filling my fingers with her soft, springy flesh. Slowly, I rocked forward and back, penetrating her deeply as Lola tightened her vaginal muscles and churned her lithe hips in rhythm with me.

Lola pressed against me, as if urging my cock deeper. "Faster, baby,"

I pumped her from behind, picking up the pace as my cock glistened where it slid in and out of her tight, puckered hole. The heat from our coupling intensified, and my balls tightened as my shaft strobed, expanding against her inner walls.

From this angle, I couldn't penetrate her as deeply and forcefully as I wanted. I kissed my way up to her ear and whispered, "Baby, I want to take you from behind. Get on your hands and knees."

Lola's chest heaved as she nodded in agreement. "Take me however you want."

A finer phrase never existed. I slid my cock from her pussy, then pushed myself up, sitting back on my knees. Lola rolled over onto her stomach, then came up onto all fours, presenting me with her perfect ass and her sweet pink treasure box glistening like the crown jewels between her parted legs.

I crawled forward, my hard cock swaying before me. My tip bounced off her sculpted cheeks before I took it in hand and quickly inserted it into her pussy from behind.

Lola groaned with pleasure as I sank deep inside her, arching her back while her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders.

She glanced back at me over her shoulder, her eyes heavy with pleasure. "Fuck, baby. You're huge."

I stroked my cock in and out of her tight pussy as I caressed her supple ass, savoring the view of her pink lips gliding along my shaft. "And you're nice and tight. We're a match made in heaven."

Lola giggled and arched her ass upward as she lowered herself onto her elbows. "I was so horny this morning. It was like you were reading my mind."

Lola clamped down on my cock, squeezing me inside her as I picked up the pace and gave her ass a playful swat. "I woke to find a beautiful girl naked in my arms, spooning me. It turns out she was impossible to resist."

She giggled again and moved her hips from front to back, synchronizing her movements with mine. As we settled into a rhythm, Lola's moans rose an octave, punctuated by a sharp grunt each time I bottomed out.

Lola's ample breasts swayed beneath her chest, becoming visible with each swift stroke. The bedsprings creaked, and a warm breeze drifted across the bed, providing welcome relief to my overheated cock.

"Oh, baby... you feel incredible. I love this position so much," she said.

Like almost every other position, this was her first time doing it from behind. I grabbed hold of her hips and picked up the pace. My cock flashed in a blur, glistening wet as I fucked her harder and faster. Her ass clapped off my midsection and her moans intensified, growing loud enough to hear all the way down in the kitchen.

I playfully smacked Lola's rear again, this time with more force than the first. She tossed her head back and moaned, clearly relishing the momentary sting that accompanied the unending pleasure.

She pushed back with her hips, pausing for a moment and groaning so loudly her harem sisters could hear her on the downstairs deck. Her hips shuddered as her breath caught in her throat, and then her pussy spasmed around my cock in short, chaotic bursts. "Oh, my God, I'm coming all over your cock," she said, her voice breathless.

I slowed down, allowing her a moment to collect herself. My orgasm lingered in the back of my mind, not yet demanding its release. I still had enough juice in the tank to bring Lola to climax at least one more time.

Lola sucked in short shallow breaths as she pushed herself up onto her knees, angling her hips just enough to prevent me from slipping out. She leaned back, resting her shoulders against my chest while swiveling her hips, grinding me inside her.

"I don't have to share you with anyone," she said, smiling at me over my shoulder. "This morning, you're all mine."

I leaned forward and found her mouth with mine. We parted our lips, and our tongues danced together. I cupped Lola's breasts, one in each hand, and tweaked her nipples, causing her to shudder and deepen the kiss, drawing my tongue between her strawberry-flavored lips.

We rocked in a slow circle, deepening our kiss as Lola reached behind her head and curled her fingers around the nape of my neck.

As she ran her fingers through my hair, she squeezed her pussy, eliciting a primal groan from somewhere deep within me. Hazy pleasure blossomed in my mind, and for the first time, a mild urgency to come sprang to life in the back of my mind.

As our tongues danced together, I mauled her perfect breasts, sliding in and out of her pussy, my cock throbbing in her velvety depths.

As her ass clapped off my midsection, Lola broke the kiss and gazed into my eyes. Her brows furrowed with pleasure, and her lips glistened with our combined saliva. The sunlight caught her hazel eyes, reflecting flecks of gold that left me awestruck.

She was not just beautiful; like her sister, Lola's beauty was transcendent. The Bardot sisters were a rare talent--an anomaly that appeared as infrequently as Halley's Comet.

This beautiful, untamed wonder allowed me to make love to her, and I was the only man to have ever achieved that honor. If it were up to me, I would be her last as well.

Without a moment's hesitation, I blurted out what was in my heart. "I love you, Lolly."

Tears welled in Lola's eyes, and a soft smile played on her lips. As the pleasure intensified, she pressed her forehead against mine and gazed into my eyes. "I love you too, baby."

A wave of pleasure rushed up my cock, threatening to end me, and I groaned, pinning my cock to the root as our lips met and our tongues flashed together.

Deep inside her, I ground my cock in a tight circle, savoring the sensation of her pussy squirming around my steel hard shaft. I mashed her breasts together, squeezing them in my open hands as my head buzzed with a sharp need to come.

Lola broke off the kiss, heaving for breath as she locked her lust-filled eyes on mine. "Let's switch positions, baby. Please. I want to look into your eyes when you come inside me."

Every man should hear those words at least once in his lifetime. I slid my cock from Lola's pussy, and she stretched out across the bed, flipping over onto her back. Her long, dark hair floated around her head and spread across the white sheets as she parted her legs and opened her arms to me.

I crawled forward until I hovered above her, pinning my hands on either side of her shoulders. My glistening, hard cock rested on her stomach, twitching and throbbing as Lola wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me into a languid kiss.

Our tongues coiled together, and she let out a soft moan in my mouth. She wove her fingers through my shaggy brown hair and glided her free hand along my shoulder blade, caressing me as she churned her hips.

Lola wrapped her ankles around my legs and swiveled her hips as I took my cock in hand and dredged my tip through her soaking wet slit.

She arched her back off the bed and moaned, breaking our kiss as she gazed into my eyes. "Fuck me, baby."

I lined my cock up with her honey hole, and with a grunt, thrust my hips forward, impaling her in one fluid motion.

With my cock pinned to the root, waves of pleasure coursed through my body, and I moaned as goosebumps flashed across Lola's stomach and chest.

Her half-lidded eyes took on a glassy sheen as she churned her hips and fucked me slow and deep.

I rocked my hips in harmony with hers, while the bedsprings creaked beneath us, playing my favorite song.

She squeezed her pussy around my cock, drawing a long, low moan from me before I picked up the pace, thrusting in and out, never taking my eyes off Lola's.

Lola clung to my shoulders, wrapping her long, toned legs around my waist as she drew me in deeper, panting for breath. Her eyes glazed over with milky pleasure, and she groaned, raising her hips to meet my downward thrusts. With each powerful stroke, she grunted, her body quaking and sending her breasts rolling in languid circles.

"Say it again, baby," she said between broken grunts.

"I love you," I said, saying the first words that came to mind.

Lola smiled and gyrated her hips, drawing me in faster and deeper. Her moans intensified as her body moved in perfect harmony with mine.

"God, I love you so much," she said. "I always have. Say it again, using my name."

Pleasure surged through my cock, faster and faster as the overwhelming urge to come battered my consciousness. My breaths came short and fast, and it was only a matter of moments before the dam broke and I flooded her with my seed.

Still, I knew precisely what she wanted me to say. "I love you, Lolly."

Lola moaned and arched her back high off the bed. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she dug her fingers into my shoulders. Her pussy fluttered around my cock, and her body quaked. She tightened her legs around my waist, pulling me in deeper.

My vision flashed white, and with a loud grunt, I thrust forward and impaled her. Dizzy and breathless, I erupted inside her, gushing load after load of warm cum into her fertile, unprotected womb.

The room tilted on its axis, and I held on, spurting ropes of hot jizz, while I gazed into Lola's beautiful hazel eyes. I continued pumping my cock in and out until my orgasm hit its zenith and I crashed down to the other side.

I dropped to my elbows and kissed her on the lips, taking in short, sharp breaths until the room righted itself around me.

Lola slackened beneath me, sinking back onto the mattress as she panted for breath. A light sheen of perspiration glistened on her chest, and her full, springy breasts rose and fell in rhythm with her breathing. She loosened her legs, easing back on the death grip, and ran her fingers through my hair, her face radiating pure joy.

"It turns out that sharing your sister's boyfriend is way better than stealing him," Lola said.

I chuckled and kissed her again. "So long as you aren't sharing any other boyfriends."

She smiled and kissed me. "You're all I'll ever need."

I slipped my cock from Lola's pussy and sat back on my knees, surveying the aftermath.

Pearly cum oozed from her tight pussy, running down her ass crack while even more dotted her tiny, puckered hole.

"That's a whole lot of cum," I said.

"Don't worry," she said. "The girls bought like an entire case of Plan B."

My jaw dropped. "Seriously?"

Lola giggled. "We all love cream pies way too much, and I'm not on birth control... yet."

"Why don't I know these things?"

Lola shrugged. "It's girl business."

Birth control was more than girl business, but then again, I could have opted for a condom if I felt strongly about it. "Can I read the group chat?"

Lola shook her head. "No boys allowed."

I rolled my eyes. "You ladies are very protective of your group chat."

She giggled and shrugged. "You're surrounded by beautiful women who love you. Stop complaining."

I crawled up beside her and stretched out, sighing with contentment as I pulled her into my arms.

Lola nestled beside me, wrapping her arms around me and stretching her leg across my midsection, covering my deflating cock with her inner thigh. She propped herself up on her elbow and traced a heart on my chest, gazing at me as if she wanted to ask me something.

I frowned. "Something on your mind?"

She shook her head. "It's nothing. Just me being stupid."

I playfully swatted her bottom, leaving my palm planted on her ass cheek before giving it a loving squeeze. "Spit it out, beautiful."

Lola giggled. "Fine. The new me is committed to being open and honest, so I'll ask you." She paused for a moment, before she took the leap of faith. "Did you mean it, or was that just sex talk?"

I caressed her bare ass as I committed every detail of her exquisite face to memory. "When I love someone, I express it," I said. "I love you, Lola Bardot. Do you believe me now?"

Her face brightened, and she nodded before leaning in for a quick kiss. As she pulled away, she tucked a lock of her long, dark hair behind her ear. "When you called me Lolly, I came so, so hard."

"Yeah, it didn't escape my notice. Are you comfortable with me using that nickname?"

Lola nodded. "Just you and Vee, though. Nobody else."

I wasn't sure what kind of issue Veronica and her sister had with names, but it was clear that they held a much deeper significance than I had realized. "Even when you're angry?"

Lola glared at me. "Don't push your luck."

I laughed and pulled her closer, squeezing her tightly against me. "You're not the easiest person to love."

"So I've been told," she said. "But I'm working on it."

We pulled away from each other just enough to meet face to face. Lola once again began tracing an outline on my chest, but this time it resembled the shape of a cock.

"So I apologized to Vee for everything," she said. "And I'm transferring to Florida. Well, I'm planning on transferring, provided my grades are good enough."

"And you'll live here when you're not in school?"

Lola nodded. "I feel safe and happy here. Honestly, I haven't felt this way in a long time."

"We don't have the same waves or surfers that you would find in Hawaii."

Lola grinned. "Then you'll just have to take me to Hawaii every once in a while."

"Just let me know when, and I'll have my assistant book the tickets. Although we'll have a large posse who will want to tag along."

She grinned. "You mean my entourage?"

I laughed. "Don't let Polly hear you say that."

Lola giggled. "It's Giana I'm worried about. That girl is seriously strong."

I pulled her into another long hug. "I'm glad you worked things out with Veronica. You're like a different person this morning."

She leaned in and kissed me on the chest. "And you were right about one more thing."

"Yeah?"

"That look in Vee's eyes... it's gone."

"You don't feel judged?"

Lola shook her head. "Not even a little. For the first time in my life, we feel like equals."

I patted her bare ass and kissed her on the cheek. "That's because you are equals."

She sighed like someone without a care in the world. "I'm starving. Can we make pancakes?"

"Sure, but don't be surprised if a line forms in the kitchen. You'll be making pancakes for an hour."

"I'm not worried about that," she said. "You're the one cooking them, not me."


Chapter eleven
Jack's New Crush


The next few days flew by in a blur. Without any drama, we enjoyed our time at the beach, by the pool, on my boat, and even shopping, despite my initial reluctance. Meanwhile, I spent my nights with various combinations of Giana, Sage, Kinsey, Gabby, Simone, and Ren.

I spent one-on-one time with every woman in the house, and if anyone ever lived a dream, it was me. What made it even better was that there was no end in sight. My days of loneliness and isolation were long gone. With our entire lives ahead of us, this was our new normal. Well, it was our new normal until the announcement came and turned our lives upside down. That announcement was just one day away.

The morning before the world-changing announcement, the house buzzed with activity. The girls were busy preparing for the party and finalizing arrangements with vendors. Polly had spent most of the previous day and half of her morning conversing with caterers, bartenders, DJs, a valet parking service, and even a few reporters from our local news channels.

There were countless calls to manage, but Polly had assigned me one crucial task: picking up my assistant, Amber, from the airport. Jack had volunteered to join me for the drive, and we chatted along the way. Our conversation was mostly ordinary, but I couldn't shake the feeling that my best friend's typically cheerful demeanor had yet to return. After the incident with Veronica, his mood had taken a darker turn, and I wanted to help him find his way back into the light.

We parked the car and made our way toward the baggage claim area while I contemplated the best approach for our conversation. As we navigated through the terminal, I tried to engage Jack with our usual banter, but he wasn't having it. He offered curt replies and strained laughter, and I worried he might spiral into a depression once he returned home.

We arrived near the bottom of an escalator that led from Amber's gate to the baggage claim carousels, watching for her arrival as we had arranged via text. She was turning the trip into a vacation and planned to stay for at least a week, although the ladies were strongly encouraging her to extend her visit.

As the new arrivals descended the escalator and flowed around us, I turned to face my best friend with a frown.

"Are you going to let this mood of yours fester, or do I need to drag you across the tarmac to get you to talk?"

Jack's shoulders slumped as he met my gaze, his expression somber. "Sorry. I'm trying not to be a downer. Is it that obvious?"

I rolled my eyes. "How long have I known you?"

Jack sighed, looking frustrated. "This vacation didn't turn out the way I had hoped. Don't get me wrong; it's been a blast, but... you know."

"I understand," I said, deliberately avoiding mentioning Veronica's name. "The only way to move past something is to talk about it. What's on your mind?"

He shrugged. "I mean, getting with her was an absolute long shot, and deep down, I knew she wasn't really interested in me. Still, having her as a friend is better than not having her in my life at all. It just sucks."

I reached out and squeezed his shoulder. "Are we good? I broke guy code, and I understand if you're still pissed off at me."

Jack shook his head. "It's not your fault. Veronica and I were never a thing. You did nothing wrong except monopolize every woman in the house for yourself."

There was no point in dwelling on that fact. If I were in Jack's position, I would have felt the same way. In fact, I would have likely handled it much worse. The thought of Jack being with Polly made me feel physically ill.

"What's happening between you and Angel? Polly mentioned that they're all coming to the party tomorrow."

Jack ran his fingers through his hair and grimaced slightly. "I ended things with Angel. It wasn't fair to treat her as a substitute for Ronnie, and I kind of used her to make Ronnie jealous. That backfired on me, and I felt guilty for stringing her along."

"Don't feel too bad. It's not as if Angel didn't have fun, and I seriously doubt she felt used. Maybe she wasn't looking for anything more than a summer fling. How did you leave things with her?"

"We're in a good place," Jack said. "In fact, she seemed almost relieved, which, to be honest, kind of hurt my ego a bit."

I laughed while keeping a watchful eye on the steady stream of arrivals. "You know you're welcome to stay at the house for as long as you'd like. It's your home just as much as it is mine. There's no need for you to leave this weekend."

"Thanks for the offer, but I've had my fill of paradise--at least for now. I'll head back to the city to lick my wounds and plan to visit later this summer, or possibly in the fall."

"You're still taking the job, right? I need people around me I can trust."

Jack grinned. "Of course. I'm not a complete idiot, and I'll gladly ride on my best friend's coattails all the way to the top."

I laughed and gave him a good-natured smack on the back. "Good deal. That means we'll talk almost every day."

Jack rolled his eyes. "Only if you promise to keep your harem off-screen during work calls."

"I make no promises there," I said. "In fact, that will be impossible. You know that Veronica and Simone are also coming to work for our company, don't you?"

Jack's eyes widened. "Ronnie took a job?"

I nodded. "She'll actually be working pretty closely with you and Simone in media relations. I hope that won't be a problem."

A faint smile flickered in Jack's eyes as he shook his head. "This job might be more enjoyable than I thought."

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of Amber emerging from the top of the escalator. I had never met my virtual assistant in person, and her appearance took me by surprise.

At twenty-two, Amber was the same age as Jack and me; however, I had always regarded her as someone older. She was highly professional and excelled at her job, which eased much of the pressure from my daily activities.

Yet, the young woman descending the escalator exuded a sense of carefree fun that I found unfamiliar. Amber had her brown, shoulder-length hair styled in a playful ponytail, and she wore a vibrant blue summer dress that complemented her slender figure beautifully. Upon noticing me, a radiant smile illuminated her lovely face, and she waved, her brown eyes sparkling with excitement.

"There she is," I said to Jack, smiling and waving at Amber. "She's the girl in the blue dress."

Jack's jaw dropped as he stared at Amber, completely stunned. "Are you referring to the hot girl with the ponytail?"

In the months I had known Amber, I would never have described her as 'hot,' but Jack was right--she was objectively attractive. Still, I felt no romantic feelings toward her. I didn't want to jeopardize her services or damage our professional relationship, and if I attempted to bring any more women into the house, the ladies would lynch me.

I scratched my head, frowning. "Uh... sure? That's Amber."

Jack spun on me, his eyes alive in a way I hadn't seen in a long time. If I had ever doubted the concept of love at first sight, I certainly didn't now. "Are you two... um... you know?"

I laughed and shook my head. "No, Jack. My relationship with Amber is strictly professional, and I plan on keeping it that way."

A crooked grin sparkled in his eyes as the old Jack emerged from his cocoon. "Do you mind if--?"

I interrupted him with another slap on the back. "Go for it. But I want to be the best man at your wedding."

Jack's cheeks flushed with embarrassment. "Be serious."

I chuckled. "I am being serious, but she's not one-night-stand material. There better not be a walk of shame in Amber's future. You need to respect her, or you'll have to answer to me."

Jack turned his gaze toward Amber, looking awestruck. "Of course not. Just look at her -- she's an angel."

Amber reached the bottom of the escalator, her heavy-looking backpack in tow, and her face brightened as she crossed the terminal to greet us.

"Oh, shit. What should I say?" Jack asked.

"Just be yourself, buddy. Relax and take a deep breath. She's not scary."

Amber approached us and set her backpack down at her feet. "Hi, boss," she said with a smile. "It's nice to finally meet you in the flesh."

I gave her a warm smile and leaned in for a brief, professional hug. "It's great to meet you as well. You look a lot different from how you do on our video calls."

Amber frowned. "Is that bad?"

I laughed. "No. It's good. I thought you wore glasses, and you're wearing a dress?"

She laughed. "The glasses are just for blue light. You know, the kind that helps protect your eyes when you stare at a computer monitor all day. And the dress...." She glanced down at herself. "I'm on a beach vacation, right?"

Jack stared at her, completely tongue-tied, and I felt it was only right to play the role of a proper wingman for my best friend.

"Absolutely, and it suits you." I turned slightly to include Jack in our conversation, gesturing toward him. "Amber, this is my best friend and our new media relations director, Jack Jones. Jack, meet Amber, the world's greatest executive assistant."

Amber gazed at Jack, her brown eyes softening as she took him in. A warm smile illuminated her face, and she extended her free hand, appearing just as smitten with Jack as he was with her. "Nice to meet you, Jack. I've heard a lot about you."

Jack openly stared at her for a full second before his brain caught up, prompting a reaction. He took Amber's hand and returned her smile. "It's great to meet you. Parker mentioned he had an assistant, but I pictured a librarian in my mind. You're...." He licked his lips, and his cheeks flushed a deep crimson. "Well, you're definitely not a librarian."

"Thanks," she said, blushing. "It seems like you all are having an amazing time. Did you bring your girlfriend, or...?"

"Oh, Jack's very much single," I said.

I cleared my throat and nodded toward Amber's noticeably heavy backpack, and Jack immediately got the hint.

"Let me take that for you," Jack said, rushing forward.

Amber's blush deepened, but she kept her gaze fixed on Jack. "That's sweet, but you really don't need to do that."

"I insist," Jack said, picking up the backpack from the ground and slinging it over his shoulder.

From that moment on, I officially became the third wheel in what turned into an impromptu date between Amber and Jack. I retrieved her luggage from the carousel, and the newly minted couple chatted animatedly all the way to the car. During the drive home, I transformed into a silent Uber driver as Jack and Amber uncovered a wealth of shared interests.

However, one specific moment captured my curiosity.

"So, this isn't just a working trip for you? You're here on vacation?" Jack asked. "Anyplace in particular you're going, or are you leaving it open-ended?"

"I'm staying at the boss's house all week," Amber said. "It looks like a resort, and it's right on the beach. Just give me a novel and an umbrella in the shade--that's paradise."

"Amber, please don't call me 'boss,'" I said. "And don't call me 'Mr. Ford' either. It's just Parker, okay?"

Jack laughed. "Mr. Ford? Your father is Mr. Ford."

"Fine," Amber said from her seat in the passenger side. "I'll call you Parker."

"Great," I said. "Now that's settled, let's discuss extending your vacation. For the second week of your trip, I'll cover your regular salary, and you can do a few hours of work for me here and there. That way, you can tell the IRS this is a work trip, and write the entire trip off on next year's taxes."

Amber frowned, as if deep in thought, while Jack perched on his seat in the second row, leaning forward in anticipation of her reaction.

"The girls won't mind?" she asked.

"Are you kidding me? They have done nothing but pester me about getting you to stay longer."

Amber threw up her hands in exasperation. "Fine. You win. I'll stay."

"Fantastic! You'll have your own room with a view of the beach. Trust me, you won't want to leave."

Amber glanced back at Jack over her shoulder. "Boss--I mean, Parker--said you were leaving this weekend?"

As she spoke, a flicker of disappointment glimmered in her eyes.

Jack physically flinched as if he had been struck. His reaction lasted only a moment before he recovered, stealing a glance at me in the rearview mirror. "Actually, I've been considering extending my stay. I'll be working with Veronica and Simone, and we should really put together a game plan for our first sixty days."

An excited smile lit up Amber's eyes. "Really? I would love it if you stayed."

I grinned at Jack in the rearview mirror, and his eyes flickered to meet mine for the briefest moment before he looked away, as if embarrassed. "Jack has many excellent ideas for branding."

Jack blushed for what felt like the tenth time since he first laid eyes on Amber. Then, with deftness, he shifted the conversation, leaving me, once again, the odd man out.

When we arrived back at the house, Jack and Amber went ahead of me. Jack gave her a guided tour, and I was more than happy to carry Amber's luggage up to her room.

When I entered the kitchen, I discovered that the ladies had rearranged most of the furniture to prepare for tomorrow's party. Outside, I found part of our crew gathered around Amber, while a temporary tent, complete with tables, chairs, and decorations, had been set up at the back of the property.

Giana and Sage had cornered Amber by the pool while Jack attempted to run interference between Amber and his younger sister. Giana was likely playing matchmaker, having easily picked up on her brother's obvious adoration.

"Cupid has struck Jack and Amber right through the heart," Polly said as she approached me, intertwining her fingers with mine.

Veronica appeared at my side and intertwined her fingers with mine. "And now he says he's extending his stay, when just a couple of hours ago, I caught him packing his bags."

I grinned at Polly. "You should have seen him at the airport. It was pure gold."

I gave Veronica's hand a loving squeeze as I turned to face her. "He mentioned on the way to the airport that he was leaving this weekend, but he nearly broke his ankles walking that back when Amber said she wanted him to stay."

They both laughed and leaned in close, each running a hand up my arm as we watched Jack and Amber navigate Giana's exuberant personality.

As Gabby and Kinsey approached Jack and Amber's group, I surveyed the tent, temporary bar, and even an impromptu stage. "You guys have done an incredible job with this place. Are we inviting half the beach?"

"Thank you, baby," Polly said. "It's better to over-prepare."

"Polly took care of everything," Veronica said.

"That's completely untrue," Polly said. "We all pitched in."

The two of them exchanged a long, very loaded gaze before Polly nodded at Veronica.

I frowned, glancing back and forth between them. "What's going on?"

"There are some things we would like to discuss," Polly said.

"But it's nothing bad," Veronica said. "In fact, it's good. Right, Polly?"

Polly smiled at her best friend. "Absolutely! Come on, let's show Parker the tent, and then we can talk privately."

The three of us pulled a few chairs from a nearby table and formed a small circle, with the ladies facing me. Worry tugged at my gut as I waited anxiously for one of them to speak.

"First, we need to discuss logistics," Veronica said. "We came here for a vacation, and if we're moving, we need to return home soon to pack our belongings."

Polly nodded in agreement, and a wave of relief washed over me. "For a moment, I thought you two might get cold feet."

Polly giggled and shook her head. "My feet are nice and toasty. You're stuck with us now."

I leaned back in the chair and allowed the rush of adrenaline to dissipate. "About moving... Amber has everything organized. We just need to provide her with the dates. She has arranged for a moving company to manage all the logistics, including packing everything up. I understand that both of you have busy lives and people back home you'll want to say goodbye to. For this trip, I thought the three of us, along with Simone, could travel together. Of course, that's only if you don't mind me meeting your extended circle of friends."

Their jaws dropped, and they exchanged shocked glances before turning their attention back to me.

"I can't believe you took care of all that for us. That's so incredibly thoughtful," Polly said, her eyes glistening with tears.

"And you want to come with us?" Veronica asked.

"Of course," I said. "I love you both very much. We have four years of blank space to fill, and I want to know everything there is to know about you. Besides, I thought that with all four of us traveling together, it could be a fun little trip."

Polly's chin quivered with emotion as she pushed herself off her seat and slid onto my lap, wrapping her arms around me. "I love you so much."

I opened my other arm for Veronica, and she climbed onto my other leg before I wrapped both of them in a hug.

We could have openly discussed the moving plans, but they obviously had other matters on their minds. "Is this all you two wanted to talk about?"

Polly came away sniffling, and she shook her head.

"I'm an open book," I said. "Let's talk."

"It's about our parents," Veronica said.

"And yours," Polly said. "What should we tell them?"

I frowned. "You're talking about our lifestyle choices."

Veronica rolled her eyes. "You mean our harem?"

I winced and then sighed. "Fine. Are you both worried about breaking the news to them?"

Polly nodded. "I mean, my mom is crazy about you, but still... this lifestyle is... complicated."

"And more than a little unconventional," Veronica said.

I chuckled as I pulled Veronica closer. "As far as my parents are concerned, you don't need to worry," I said. "They know everything."

Polly's eyes widened, and she sat up straight in my lap. "What? You told them? When?"

Meanwhile, Veronica's jaw dropped. "Just like that?"

I shrugged. "Two days ago, I spoke with them and explained the situation to ease any awkwardness when they arrive tomorrow."

"How did they react?" Polly asked.

"They have been aware of my feelings on this subject for a long time, so it didn't come as a surprise. If anything, they are happy for me because I am happy and in love. We aren't hurting anyone, are we?"

"Right," Veronica said, as Polly nodded.

"We are all consenting adults approaching this with an open mind and free will. If my parents, or yours for that matter, have an issue with it, that is their concern, not ours. We will continue to live our lives in harmony, and they can decide whether they want to be part of our family."

Both of them relaxed slightly and leaned against me. Polly ran her hand over my chest and kissed me high on the temple. "You're a good man."

Veronica mirrored the gesture on my other side, gently guiding my face to meet hers before kissing me softly on the lips. "And you'll be an amazing father."

The girls exchanged a glance, as if there were still matters left to discuss.

"Spit it out," I said.

Polly traced a line down my chest with her fingertip while her eyes lingered on Veronica's. "Ronnie and I have been talking."

Veronica shifted her weight on my lap and inched closer, gazing at Polly as she spoke to me. "We want to be young mothers."

"Together," Polly said.

"You both want to get pregnant? As in, right now?"

They exchanged glances before directing their attention to me and nodding in acknowledgment.

"Then you should stop taking birth control," I said. "We'll go ring shopping during our trip."

Polly's eyes widened again. "Seriously?"

"Just like that," Veronica said.

I shrugged. "Expect a proper proposal from me, and since I don't want to get arrested for polygamy, we may need to make the ceremonies more spiritual than official. But yes, we've known each other forever. We're in love, we're grown adults, so what's stopping us?"

Dewy tears welled in Polly's eyes as she shook her head, laughing. "Nothing."

"I assume Simone isn't part of the pregnancy club?" I asked.

They shook their heads. "She wants to focus on starting her career first," Veronica said. "But ring shopping--that's a different story."

They both laughed, and I sighed. "You guys are driving me crazy with your group chat."

The girls exchanged one last lingering glance, and Veronica bit her lip, summoning the courage to ask one last question. "Speaking of making babies, Polly and I thought the three of us might get started tonight."

Butterflies fluttered in my stomach, and my head spun with the implications. "As in...?"

Polly grinned. "Combo number one."


Chapter twelve
Combo Number One


Veronica's lips formed a perfect seal around my cock. She slid her tongue along the back of my shaft while the sweet sounds of slurping and sucking mingled with Polly's soft moans. With her fingers curled around the base of my cock, she feasted on my shaft, taking it deep inside her mouth until my knob grazed the back of her throat.

My cock strobed with pleasure, and my toes curled as a wave of pure adrenaline surged through my veins. I lifted my hips off the bed, pushing deeper while I moaned into Polly's sweet pussy, which currently filled my mouth.

I lay stretched diagonally across the king-sized bed, with both women positioned at opposite ends of my body. Moonlight bathed the room in a silvery glow, while a gentle summer breeze wafted in through the open doors leading to the deck.

Polly sat on my face, grinding her pussy into my mouth while I feasted on her sweet, pink dessert, toying with her clit using the tip of my tongue. Veronica bobbed up and down on my cock, slurping and sucking as Polly's soft moans rose an octave, outpacing the distant sound of the pounding surf.

I ran my hands up Polly's thighs, which were positioned on either side of my head. As she moved her hips from front to back, grinding against me, I caressed her stomach before cupping her soft, springy breasts in my palms.

I teased her nipples with my fingers, causing a wave of goosebumps to spread across her skin. Her nipples hardened, her stomach quivered, and she tilted her head back, moaning in unbridled ecstasy.

"Fuck, baby. I'm coming again!" Polly exclaimed, her body tensing as her essence filled my mouth.

As I savored every drop, Polly's entire body trembled as she clutched fistfuls of my hair, moaning loudly as the orgasm enveloped her.

Meanwhile, Veronica sucked and slurped, undaunted by Polly's outburst. She glided my knob over her lower lip before descending, taking my cock deep inside her mouth while her tongue rode the back of my shaft.

The sensation was utterly mind blowing, and once again, the stunning brunette demonstrated that her skills in the bedroom were unparalleled. She was an utter demon in the sack with the ability to drain me completely dry on demand. In a household filled with athletes, Veronica Bardot earned the gold medal in the biathlon of fucking and sucking.

Hazy pleasure floated through my mind, and my cock pulsed in Veronica's mouth, building to a peak that left me moments away from climaxing. With Polly's pussy filling my mouth, I couldn't easily warn Veronica.

Polly slid off my face and collapsed onto the bed beside me. She sucked in short, shallow breaths, her chest rising and falling in quick succession. Her breasts heaved, and her golden hair spread out around her, cascading over my chest and shoulders. As she regained her breath, she happily watched Veronica suck on my cock.

Polly's oral technique was exceptional, surpassing nearly everyone except for the slender brunette who dominated the sexual stage like no other.

As if sensing my imminent eruption, Veronica backed off my cock and squeezed the base of my shaft, effectively halting my orgasm in its tracks.

I sucked in short, labored breaths and squeezed Polly's hand as I gazed down the length of my body at the undisputed champion of oral pleasure.

Veronica gently caressed my shaft, placing delicate kisses on both the tip and shaft as she looked up at me. "Baby, are you ready for me to ride you?"

It was a valid question. If she went all out, she could make me come in under three minutes, even when I started off soft. After nearly thirty minutes of foreplay, she could bring me to climax whenever the mood struck.

"Yes," I said. "But don't go all out unless you want me to finish quickly."

Polly propped herself up on one elbow and looked at me with a frown. "Don't come too fast. I want to ride you, too."

"I have enough in the tank for two cream pies," I said. "Don't worry. You'll get your chance."

Veronica straddled me, taking my cock in hand as she shifted forward on my lap. She grinned down at me and moved into position, her beautiful C-cup breasts jiggling and bouncing. "Unless I decide to drain you dry."

"Ronnie, stop teasing," Polly said.

Polly had never seen Veronica fuck me. In fact, none of the women in the house had witnessed Veronica go all out, riding my cock. It was truly a sight to behold, and I imagined the reality might intimidate some of her harem sisters. I was curious to see Polly's reaction to her best friend fucking me like an S-tier porn star. And Veronica's words were objectively accurate. If she wanted to drain me dry, she absolutely could.

Butterflies took flight in the pit of my stomach, and even the thought of her riding me, made my cock pulse with excitement. "Now, now, ladies, let's play nice."

Veronica giggled and blew a kiss to Polly, who snuggled up beside me, resting her head on my shoulder.

Polly fixed her gaze on my stiff cock, where it pressed snugly against Veronica's toned tummy. She licked her lips and then eyed Veronica warily. "Maybe I should fuck him first."

Veronica stroked my cock in one hand and pushed herself up and off my lap before gliding my tip along her soaking wet slit. "You just came. Don't be greedy."

Polly's soft breasts pressed against my side as she caressed my chest with her fingertips, all the while never taking her eyes off Veronica. "God, you're so pretty, Vee."

It was the first time I heard Polly use Lola's nickname for her sister, but Veronica didn't seem to mind. As a look of pleasure spread across Veronica's face, she smiled at her best friend. "Thank you, sweetie. But you are much prettier than I am."

As Veronica guided my tip through her warm, wet labia, my cock throbbed while tendrils of pleasure curled up my shaft. I cradled Polly's ass in one hand and pulled her against me until I felt the wetness between her legs meet my hip.

Polly leaned in behind my ear, trailing kisses along my neck as she pressed her pussy against my hip and circled my nipple with her index finger.

Veronica guided my cock inside her slippery hole and flexed her magic pussy, squeezing my cock and unleashing a tidal wave of raw pleasure inside me that set my heart racing.

With my head spinning, I stiffened under the onslaught of ecstasy and hissed out the word, "Fuck."

My cock pulsed, thickening inside her, causing my shaft to expand against her vaginal walls. As blood rushed to my cock, I watched as my manhood disappeared inside her depths, leaving me buried to the root.

Veronica moaned, her entire body shuddering as she paused for a moment to adjust. She leaned forward just enough to rest her hands on my stomach, gazing down at me with a sultry smile. "Are you ready for me to take things to the next level, baby?"

Honestly, I wasn't, but what could I say? If I came too quickly, then I came too quickly. In the past, I had even tried closing my eyes to prolong the experience, but the overwhelming pleasure and the mind-blowing sounds of her moans were simply too much to handle.

"I'm ready, babe, but please go easy. I want to last longer than just a hot second."

Veronica began to move rhythmically, a smile playing on her lips. "Don't worry, lover. It will be hot and last much longer than just a second."

Polly giggled and pulled away from where she had been nursing a hickey to life on my neck. She rested her head on my chest as she watched her harem sister at work.

Veronica quickened her pace, moving in a manner that transformed my cock into a radioactive beacon of white-hot pleasure pulsing deep within the lithe brunette.

She churned her hips, grinding me in a front-to-back motion as her torso moved in a graceful S-shaped pattern that ended with me penetrating her so deeply it was as if she had sucked my balls inside her.

Every lithe muscle in her body worked in harmony to create a pleasure so profound that it brought me to my knees. Yet, it wasn't just the way she moved. It was her intoxicating scent, stunning face, and angelic voice that encapsulated the essence of a woman I loved with all my heart.

As I clung to the edge of orgasm, Veronica moaned softly, leaning forward just enough to rest her hands on my lower chest. Her dark, glossy hair cascaded over her shoulders in shimmering waves, and her beautiful face contorted with unrestrained pleasure.

The sound of her voice alone left me reeling, and I closed my eyes to concentrate fully on simply not coming.

Polly propped herself up on her elbow, and I cracked opened my eyes to see her gazing at her best friend, utterly awestruck.

Veronica appeared oblivious to Polly's shocked expression and continued fucking me in rhythmic waves, quickening her pace as I welcomed the distraction that Polly provided.

Polly gazed at my face, her eyes widening in shock. "You're trying not to come, aren't you?"

I bit my lower lip as my pleasure bar spiked into the stratosphere. With a concerted effort, I locked my gaze onto Polly's electric blue eyes, striving to concentrate on her words. If I allowed my focus to waver for even a moment, I would explode inside Veronica. Instead, I used my eyes to express a sense of helplessness before Polly redirected her attention once more to her best friend, who fucked me in a way that Polly never had.

"Fuck, baby," Veronica said. "I'm so close. Just hold on for one more second."

The sing-song sound of the creaking bedsprings grew louder as Veronica shifted into fifth gear and moaned.

Her angelic voice was the gasoline poured onto an already raging inferno, and I groaned, clinging to the edge of oblivion.

As quickly as Veronica brought me to climax, she got off equally fast. It took very little to bring her into the realm of life-shattering orgasms. However, unlike me, she came many, many times during our normal lovemaking sessions.

Polly's jaw dropped as she sat up straight, watching Veronica ride me like a grand champion taming a prized bull at the rodeo. "I want to fuck him like that."

Polly's words emerged as little more than a whisper, as if she intended them more for herself than for Veronica.

Veronica's entire body trembled, and her vaginal muscles contracted around my cock. She held still atop me as I throbbed within her exquisitely tight depths. Yet somehow, through sheer willpower, I staved off my orgasm.

I rested my hand on Polly's back as my little blonde princess continued to gawk at her best friend, her expression a blend of awe and envy.

Polly turned slightly to look at me, her eyes registering concern. "Did you come?"

"Not yet," I said, squeaking out the words between labored breaths.

Veronica pushed off my lap and let my cock slip from her pussy. A feeling of profound emptiness swept through me, causing me to shudder as the cool air washed over my glistening cock. The lithe brunette sat back on my thighs and smiled at her best friend. "Harem Daddy has a big, beautiful, magic cock. He makes me come so, so fast."

Polly giggled and gazed at my cock swaying from side to side like a skyscraper caught in a hurricane. "How do you ride him like that? It's like you were fucking him with your entire body."

My orgasm receded into the depths of my subconscious, and I let out a sigh of relief. I relaxed into the mattress and looked down the length of my body at Veronica, who sat with her legs spread apart, presenting me with a front row view of her tight, freshly fucked, pink hole.

"Whenever I allow her to take full control, she nearly destroys me," I said.

Polly frowned. "I want to destroy you, too." She looked at her best friend with a hopeful expression. "Can you teach me?"

Veronica giggled. "Seriously? I can't imagine that Parker doesn't get off just as hard when you two have sex."

It was true that Polly brought me to extremely intense climaxes, but her technique did not compare to Veronica's. Our intimate physical connection stemmed from a lifetime of love and repressed emotions. "Polly is underselling herself," I said, gently caressing her back. "Baby, my orgasms with you are just as powerful as they are with Veronica."

Polly rolled her eyes. "I've never fucked you like that. Vee looked like a goddess riding you in her sex temple."

Veronica laughed, prompting Polly and me to join in.

"You're crazy," Veronica said.

"Seriously," Polly said. "Can you teach me?"

"It's all in the hips," Veronica said. "Climb on top of him and let me watch you fuck him."

This entire experience was as surreal as it could be. I couldn't believe I had ever worried about Polly discovering that Veronica and I had feelings for each other. Now, they were swapping places on my cock like a pair of professional wrestlers tagging in and out of the ring.

"Be prepared for me to blow my load," I said. "Veronica has already pushed me to the edge twice."

Polly took Veronica's place on top of me, positioning her knees on either side of my hips. She grasped my swaying cock in hand and lovingly caressed it between her fingers. "Good, because I'm ovulating. You can knock me up."

"Then we're both ovulating," Veronica said. "How amazing would it be to get pregnant on the exact same day?"

As Polly stroked my cock, she smiled at her best friend, who took Polly's place beside me, sitting back on her knees. The girls then traded an actual high-five, which made me chuckle.

"It would be just like having twins," I said.

"Exactly," they replied in unison.

"We want girls," Polly said. "So please just give me all your X chromosomes."

The bubbly blonde sat on top of me, her springy D-cups jiggling in rhythm with the motion of her hand stroking my cock.

"I'll do my best to comply," I said, prompting both girls to giggle.

Polly pushed herself up onto her knees and guided my already sensitive tip along her slit before carefully guiding my hard cock into her tight, warm hole.

I groaned with pleasure as Polly's tight pussy gripped my shaft. She tightened her vaginal muscles as she lowered herself, her face contorting with ecstasy. Leaning forward, she dug her fingers into my chest, her eyes glazed over with bliss.

"He stuffs me so full," Polly said, her words fading into a moan.

"He's definitely a big boy," Veronica said. "You look super hot riding him."

Polly's breasts jiggled as she shifted into position, enveloping me deeply within her pleasure palace. Veronica was right. She was ridiculously hot with her flawless face, ample breasts, tight ass, and lush golden blonde hair cascading over her shoulders.

I placed my hands on Polly's thighs and lifted my hips off the bed, pushing through the last bit of tightness that prevented me from bottoming out. Orgasmic bliss danced at the edges of my consciousness, but I remained steady, prepared to embrace whatever Polly had in store for me.

"Show me how you typically ride him," Veronica said.

Polly braced herself against my chest, leaning forward and pushing her stunning breasts together between her arms, creating a deep valley of breathtaking cleavage. Her firm nipples pointed directly ahead, just begging for me to take them in my mouth.

Polly shifted her hips from front to back, grinding me deeply, moaning as she achieved a steady rhythm.

I matched her pace and grabbed hold of her ass, drawing her more deeply every time she moved forward.

Polly moaned and shuddered as pleasure washed over her face, but she bit her lip and paused long enough to collect herself before answering. "That's how I do it. Normally, we begin by grinding each other. I love the way he feels inside me; it also gives me a chance to adjust."

My cock strobed in her velvety depths, straining against the exquisite tightness of her sensational pussy. I groaned softly and reached up, cupping Polly's breasts in my hands. "It feels pretty fucking good to me."

"That's good," Veronica said. "Look at his face. He's already super close to coming."

"Only because you warmed him up," Polly said as she fucked me slow and deep. "He lasts way longer with me than he does with you."

"That's not a bad thing," Veronica said. "You enjoy having sex, right?"

Polly moaned as she gyrated her hips, circling her insides with my fat cock. "God, I love fucking him more than anything in the world."

Veronica frowned. "Then I don't see the problem."

"Because I want to feel him the way you do," Polly said. "Please, Vee?"

I squeezed Polly's breasts in my hands, playing with her nipples as I rocked in and out, fucking her in slow, deep strokes.

"What do you do next?" Veronica asked.

"Like I said, fucking him this way feels so good," Polly said. "Sometimes, I just rock on top of him for ten or fifteen minutes, and that makes us both come super hard. Or if I want to get us both off fast, I'll bounce up and down so he can watch my tits smack together."

"Wait. You do that intentionally?" I asked.

Polly giggled. "I love it when you look at my breasts almost as much as I love when you play with them. It really turns me on."

"I can see why," Veronica said. "I would kill for your rack."

"Yours are much better," Polly said. "My big boobs hurt my back."

"Show me how you fuck him when you want to end things," Veronica said.

Polly switched motions, going from a front-to-back grind, to bouncing up and down. My cock sizzled with heat as it slid in and out of her tight little pussy. The bedsprings squealed in a tight rhythm, growing faster by the second as Polly picked up the pace.

Polly moaned, tilting her head back as her big breasts bounced together, and her hips clapped off my midsection.

She was absolutely spectacular--a living goddess who had every reason to be confident in her skills in bed. The intense urge to come skyrocketed in the back of my mind, and I groaned, catching Veronica's attention.

"Slow down," Veronica said. "He's about to blow."

Polly came to an abrupt stop, and the bedsprings fell silent. As she sucked in quick breaths, my cock throbbed inside her, but it wasn't enough to push me over the edge.

I rested my hands on her thighs, attempting to calm my racing heart. I was only moments away from climaxing, and even now, if she squirmed too much, she might send me over the edge. She honestly didn't need Veronica's coaching, but it seemed she thought otherwise.

"Honestly, Polly, you don't need me to teach you anything," Veronica said. "Your man is obviously thrilled with your performance. I mean, look at him."

Both ladies turned their attention to me as I sucked in short, shallow breaths, attempting to regain my composure. I caressed Polly's thighs and focused my full attention on her beautiful face. "Veronica is right, baby. You're already more than I can handle."

Polly lowered herself until we met face to face, her breasts pressing against my chest. She kissed me softly on the lips. "I love you for saying that, but I want to be even better in the bedroom."

She pushed herself into an upright position, leaving my cock buried deep inside her treasure trove, and turned her attention to Veronica. "Tell me how you do that thing with your hips."

"It's all about the motion. To achieve the right movement, you must first release your inhibitions. Truly feel the rhythm of your body moving in sync with Parker's," Veronica said. "As you shift your hips forward, allow the momentum to carry your upper body. Don't resist it; just let it happen. As the inertia flows through your chest, redirect your energy back down your torso just enough to guide your hips forward. It's like a flywheel: once you get started, your body will move on its own."

"You two are trying to kill me," I said, eliciting laughter from the ladies.

"I think I understand," Polly said. "Is it really that simple?"

Veronica shrugged. "As much as I would love for you all to think I'm some sort of sexual guru, I'm not. It's simply physics."

"Have you been speaking with Gabby?" I asked.

Veronica rolled her eyes at me before turning her attention back to Polly. "Try it, and you'll understand what I mean."

Meanwhile, my cock pulsed deep inside Polly's pussy as if demanding attention. In response, Polly tightened her vaginal muscles, as if trying to tame a wild beast.

"Okay, I'll give it a try," Polly said. "It helps if I close my eyes and remember how you did it."

"Go for it," Veronica said. "I'm sure you won't hear any complaints from our boyfriend."

Polly giggled and then settled into place atop my lap. She closed her eyes, her expression becoming blank as if she were attempting to enter a Zen-like state. She moved her hips from front to back, and at first, there was no noticeable difference from her usual cowgirl style.

A moment later, her entire body relaxed, and her lips parted slightly. Her upper body aligned with her hips, achieving perfect synchronicity. As the energy flowed downward, her hips moved forward, allowing me to sink my cock even deeper inside her.

A faint smile graced Polly's lips, yet she kept her eyes closed and moaned softly as the bedsprings creaked beneath us.

"That's it!" Veronica said excitedly. "You've got it!"

Polly fluttered her eyes open and gazed down at me, her face radiating a pleasure unlike any I had ever witnessed. She allowed her body to guide her, and within moments, she achieved the same fluid S-shaped movement as Veronica.

The effect on me was just as profound. A wave of intense pleasure swept over me, and every inch of Polly's pussy seemed to come alive around my cock, flexing, squeezing, and squirming as her sharp moans rose with the hazy lust settling in my mind.

I grasped Polly's hips and synchronized my movements with hers, gazing up at her magnificent breasts as they swayed in slow circles before bouncing together in perfect harmony.

"You've got it," Veronica said. "Lose yourself, Polly. Let go and feel his big, beautiful cock stretching you out inside."

Polly groaned and arched her back, allowing her golden hair to cascade over her shoulders. Her face contorted with pleasure as her nostrils flared. "It's my magic cock."

"It's yours, baby girl," Veronica said. "Let it all out."

A powerful urge to come swelled inside me, and this time, there was no resisting it. Adrenaline coursed through my body, and my toes curled as a primordial groan rose from my depths. I gripped Polly's hips as my cock strobed in her tight pussy, and I let the orgasm consume me. "Baby, I'm coming."

But Polly was too far gone to respond. She inhaled sharply and froze atop me, her hips barely moving. She squeezed my cock with her vaginal walls, and her stomach quivered as her entire body trembled under a wave of orgasmic ecstasy.

With a powerful grunt, I erupted inside her, my head spinning as the most intense orgasm of my life transported my soul to another dimension. Pleasure, unlike anything I had ever experienced, surged through my mind as I released a torrent of potent seed into Polly's fertile womb.

An unending geyser of sticky jizz gushed from my cock, filling the pixie blonde like a fire hose dialed up to eleven. I had entered Nirvana and could officially die a happy man. As my orgasm crested, reality broke through my state of orgasmic transcendence, and I felt Polly's hands on my chest. Her pussy flexed around my cock, rapidly pulsing as she squeezed my manhood like a tube of toothpaste.

Polly collapsed forward onto my chest, going limp as she gasped for breath. I wrapped my arms around her waist and cradled her ass in my palms, caressing her softly as I attempted to regain my composure.

"You may have drained him dry," Veronica said with a giggle.

Polly turned her head and smiled as her words spilled out in a breathless rush. "Sorry, I got a bit carried away. I've never come that hard."

Veronica leaned over and kissed her best friend on the forehead. "It was incredibly hot, and you're a natural at the Veronica Bardot method."

Polly giggled as she rolled off of me, sliding my cock from her ravaged pussy. She stretched out on her back beside me with her legs parted. She lifted her hips off the bed and slid a pillow under her ass as if trying to keep my cum from spilling out.

"I didn't mean to be so greedy," Polly said. "Hopefully, he saved another load for you."

"Oh, I wouldn't worry about that," Veronica said as she climbed on top of me. "I can make him come whenever I want."

I groaned as I watched Veronica position herself comfortably on my lap. While I had no doubt about her sexual prowess, I wasn't certain that even she could coax another load from my overworked cock.

My cock glistened with Polly's essence as pearly cum dribbled from the tip. It remained erect, though it was beginning to soften. However, if anyone could make my engines rev, it was my Veronica, and she possessed precisely the right toolset to get me back on the road.

Without hesitation, Veronica slipped my cock inside her and began to move her hips rhythmically. She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. "Just relax, baby, and let me take care of everything."

I sank back into the mattress and relaxed, savoring the sensation of Veronica's pussy bringing my manhood back to life.

Her sweet moans filled the air as she ground her hips, squeezing and flexing her pussy, coaxing my cock back to life. "Baby, I love the way you feel inside me."

Her soothing words ignited a spark within me, and my cock flexed, hardening against her tight inner walls. I ran my hands up her thighs and cradled her hips, attuning myself to the rhythm of her movements as I matched her pace.

Polly rested her head against my shoulder as she watched Veronica ride me like a queen holding court. "She's the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. You look like a fairy-tale princess, Vee."

Veronica moaned, and her eyes took on a hazy luster as she smiled at the blonde bombshell. "Back at you, babe."

As Veronica began to move, my cock came alive. I ground my hips, and waves of pleasure washed over me, resurrecting my cock until it throbbed within her with the fiery intensity of a phoenix rising from the ashes.

I filled my hands with Veronica's perky breasts and gently rolled her nipples between my fingers. My cock throbbed inside her as my arousal intensified at an exponential rate.

Veronica began fucking me in a way that no one else ever could, her beautiful face reflecting the pleasure coursing through her veins. Her sugary moans hit me like an aphrodisiac, igniting a surge of white-hot desire within me.

Polly watched Veronica move above me, completely mesmerized, her mouth agape and her eyes wide with wonder.

Veronica went all out. She moved her hips faster and my cock sizzled inside her, flashing in and out in a blur. A second orgasm rose from my depths, and I was mere moments away from filling her with a fresh load of cum.

"Baby, I'm close," I said, struggling to articulate the words before my orgasm struck me like a nuclear missile.

With a sharp grunt, I pinned my cock to the root, lifting her off the bed as my orgasm hit. A jet of hot cum blasted from my balls, followed by another, and I filled Veronica's fertile womb with a river of my potent seed.

The orgasm lacked the fiery intensity of the first, but it was still quite powerful. I pumped my hips, emptying my balls as Veronica rode me, soaking in every drop.

Perspiration glistened on Veronica's forehead, and her nostrils flared as she lowered herself to meet me face to face. Our mouths met, hot and hungry, before our tongues intertwined. We surrendered to our carnal need, devouring each other as if we had never done so before.

I cradled Veronica's ass, lifting and lowering her hips as I emptied the last of my seed into her velvety depths. She moaned into my mouth, and we extended our kiss until we sensed Polly's presence beside us.

When we pulled away, the ladies surprised me. Instead of Polly kissing me, she leaned in to kiss Veronica, and the two women eagerly explored each other's mouths, their tongues flashing between their parted lips.

As the minutes passed, the three of us lay entwined together, exchanging kisses while our hands roamed and explored each other's bodies. Eventually, the two women nestled against me, one on each side, before we drifted off to sleep. With a bit of luck, I may have conceived a child with both of them.


Chapter thirteen
Epilogue


It was a miracle that the police hadn't issued us a noise complaint. At least a hundred people milled about on our outdoor deck, where the crisp sound of live music blared from concert speakers arranged around a temporary stage.

Polly had hired a DJ, but she had also arranged for live music, and our local performers had drawn nearly everyone to the dance floor. It turned out that Leilani could sing just as well as her twin sister, Meilani.

The duo stood on stage, delivering a flawless rendition of the song Snow on the Beach by Taylor Swift and Lana Del Rey. Given our location, the song was particularly appropriate, and the crowd erupted with enthusiasm.

I danced with Sage and Giana, but soon enough, all nine of my beautiful girlfriends surrounded me while the twins frolicked on stage, captivating the crowd's attention.

I took turns hugging and kissing each of my beautiful harem brides, celebrating not only the significant announcement that had captured the attention of every major news outlet in the world, but also this moment of joy as we joined ten beautiful souls under one roof.

As the song ended, the twins took a break, and the DJ returned to the stage.

Simone whispered in Polly's ear and then pulled me closer. "The piece about you starts in five minutes. Come on, Jack and Jason have it on the TV by the bar."

Simone guided me through the crowd while Polly held onto my other hand, and the rest of the ladies formed a chain that extended through the throng of partygoers.

When we arrived at the bar, Jack stood behind it, pouring tequila into at least two dozen shot glasses that were neatly arranged in two rows. Amber stood beside him, distributing the freshly poured shots, which were practically overflowing with tequila.

Jack and Amber had already tuned the TV above the bar to a news channel, where a banner at the bottom of the screen announced -- Breaking News: Tech Genius Parker Ford Discovers Cure for Alzheimer's Disease.

News outlets around the world dedicated the entire day to covering the story. While the coverage was largely positive, skeptics and conspiracy theorists on the far right of the political spectrum characterized the discovery as a hostile government takeover of their DNA. Meanwhile, some on the left condemned it as yet another example of corporate greed, framing it as class warfare and asserting, with no evidence, that I would set the drug's price so prohibitively high that it would only benefit the wealthy.

However, for most people, the news was a revelation. It felt like a breath of fresh air in a world gone mad. My original prediction had come true--within just a few hours, my anonymity had vanished. Now, more than ever, I would cherish and appreciate the women and men around me, valuing their love and friendship for the years to come.

A shot glass materialized in my hand, accompanied by a sweet kiss on the lips from Giana, who stood beside me.

"Everyone, be quiet," Simone said as she used her phone to increase the volume on the TV. "It's about to start."

A striking blonde reporter appeared on television, smiling at the camera. "So, who exactly is Parker Ford? Some are calling him the next Albert Einstein, while others say he's more like Hugh Hefner with a brain."

Jack snorted with laughter and raised his glass. "Cheers to that!"

That drew laughter from everyone assembled around us at the bar. The segment showcased videos from my social media feed, highlighting my adventures in mountain climbing and van life. My ex, Lacy, appeared on-screen, and they had somehow managed to track her down for an interview in the few hours since the announcement.

"Who's that?" Polly asked, frowning at the stunning blonde.

"The wrong girl," Giana said. "We have enough blondes, and besides, her blonde hair looks like it came from a bottle."

The crowd erupted in laughter, and the girls exchanged high-fives as the segment continued. Next, Simone appeared on the screen, and a hush fell over the audience.

The impromptu interview took place in the driveway in front of our house. Simone had arranged for this segment to air, saying that we needed to take control of the narrative before the media did.

The reporter extended her microphone toward Simone. "You've known Parker Ford for most of his life. Can you share a bit about the man?"

Simone smiled and described me using the most flattering words, while the reporter nodded in agreement.

"Some are referring to this house as the modern-day Playboy Mansion. Is there any truth to these rumors?"

"Absolutely not," Simone said. "The women who call this house a home are intelligent, beautiful, and talented in their own right. Parker isn't peddling pornography or creating an OnlyFans account. He's a loving, intelligent, kind, and exceptionally talented man."

Giana flashed a mischievous grin. "You should have mentioned he also has a giant--"

"Okay," I said, interrupting her. "Thank you for playing, Ms. Jones."

The crowd laughed, and Giana giggled before rising onto her toes to kiss me on the lips.

As much as I appreciated Simone's words, there was no way to put the genie back in the bottle. The media would eagerly exploit my relationship status, a situation beyond our control. They were peddling entertainment disguised as news. I wasn't ashamed of who I was or what we were doing, and I planned to address that with the media myself in the coming days.

The most effective way to alter the media's narrative was to reveal the truth, undermining their ability to attract viewers or clicks. Within a few days, the world would forget all about my relationship status, while those in need of life-changing medications would gain access to them.

The segment continued for a few more minutes, emphasizing my father's bankruptcy while dissecting my otherwise ordinary childhood. Simone was the only woman in the household interviewed, but with the influx of press and paparazzi, that would soon change in the coming days.

When a commercial flashed on the screen, Simone muted the TV while Jack raised his voice above the buzz of conversation from those of us gathered around the bar.

"I want to propose a toast to my best friend --"

"And our harem daddy!" Giana exclaimed, prompting laughter from both our old and new friends.

Jack rolled his eyes. "Please raise your glasses to celebrate the man who has put an end to dementia."

My cheeks flushed with warmth as I averted my gaze, feeling Polly's fingers intertwine with mine. When I turned to look at her, pure love filled her eyes, and a sense of calm enveloped me.

Jack raised his glass high in the air. "Here's to Parker Ford, the world's greatest harem daddy and planet earth's most horny man alive!"

# # # # #
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Harem University: Complete Box Set
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A young man’s college adventure leads down a road paved with co-ed gold…

Nineteen-year-old Matt Parker was a late bloomer. After growing up as the runt of the litter, left out and left behind, Matt experienced a growth spurt that made him unrecognizable to all but his best friend, Luke Monroe.

After years of personal tragedy, Luke’s family took Matt in and gave him a home where he spent the last two years preparing for college.

Two years where Matt thrived and blossomed, growing from an undersized ninety-eight-pound weakling into a muscled hunk ready to take college by storm.

But his troubles are only beginning when a blown dorm assignment leaves Matt homeless. But Luke’s mother, Nora, won’t feed Matt to the wolves. The round and curvy mother of four rounds up her three daughters to brainstorm alternate living arrangements for Matt.

The dorm isn’t Matt’s only problem. He’s spent the last two years dodging Luke’s gorgeous college-aged sisters, and now it’s time to make amends.

First, Matt comes face-to-face with the oldest Monroe daughter, his former babysitter, Bella. The onetime homecoming queen is now the president of her sorority. When she meets Matt, the lithe, raven-haired beauty, doesn’t recognize him and neither does Mia, the middle Monroe sister, who is as beautiful and busty as she is sweet and innocent.

The youngest Monroe sister, fiery, golden-haired Zoe, isn’t as forgiving as her sisters. During high school, Zoe and Matt were best friends until Matt ghosted her.

It’s up to Matt to make good with Zoe and solve his housing crisis while traversing the raging rapids of the Monroe’s sister’s sibling rivalry, as they each lay claim to Matt’s heart.

Harem University follows nineteen-year-old, Matt Parker, as he settles in at college and builds the harem of his dreams!

This full box set contains the entire Harem University trilogy including Tempting Tutor, Co-Ed Comfort and Day Trip!

Includes a brand new, never released bonus scene not available in the original series!


18+ Only!

Back Home Harem: Complete Box Set
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One man proves you can come back home again…

Steve Erickson’s life is a mess. Five years ago, Steve moved his family west to build a thriving business. Where his business flourished, his marriage crumbled. But Steve and his beautiful buxom wife Angie, aren’t ready to throw in the towel. On the brink of divorce, the couple agrees on a wild plan. They want to move home where they first fell in love and left behind their old friends.


Eager to rekindle their old flame, Steve and Angie move home, bringing their son, Max, with them. There’s only one problem — their new house isn’t ready.


Steve’s lifelong best friend, multi-millionaire Jim Fields, and his stunning blonde wife, Gretta, open their home to Steve and his family. When Steve arrives, he discovers paradise is exactly what it seems. Now it’s time to heal old wounds and restart old friendships.


But every relationship comes with temptations. For Steve, those temptations start and stop with his best friend’s wife, Gretta, and their three drop-dead gorgeous, college-aged daughters. During a welcome home party, Steve reacquaints himself with bratty blonde Lillie and her sisters Jenna and Becca. Their brazen flirtations make Steve realize he’s treading deep water.


When someone shows up in Steve’s bed in the middle of the night, that deep water threatens to pull him under. Is it his wife Angie who had a few too many cocktails during the welcome home party? Or is the mystery lady Gretta Fields who shares a secret past with Steve? Or is it one of her three daughters, each jockeying for a position to win Steve’s heart? It’s up to Steve to unravel that mystery one lady at a time.


With summer in full swing, the bikinis are on and the pool’s wide open. Can Steve resist temptation? Or will his marriage flame out?


This box set contains all four books in the Back Home Harem series, including Mystery Lady, Dream Dates, Bachelor Auction, and Pageant Princess! Read the entire series from start to finish that follows forty-two-year-old, Steve Erickson, as he comes back home to build his dream life, save his marriage, and build a harem along the way.

They're Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set
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When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…

For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.

For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.

But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.


Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.

This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.

OEBPS/image_rsrc2BH.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc2BF.jpg
:a
. REX STERLING





OEBPS/image_rsrc2BG.jpg
UNIVERSITY

B —

REX STERLING





OEBPS/image_rsrc2BK.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		1. Harem Daddy

		2. Sister Bond

		3. Masterpiece

		4. Good Morning

		5. Official Daddy

		6. Squeaky Wheel

		7. Little Brat

		8. Surf Sister

		9. NetFlix and No Chill

		10. Lolly

		11. Jack's New Crush

		12. Combo Number One

		13. Epilogue

		Also by Rex Sterling




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207







OEBPS/image_rsrc2BJ.jpg





