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Foreword










Josh’s comfortable life comes crumbing down when his busty professor discovers his shameful secret.
 The stud stands to lose everything if he can’t keep his urges under control.

Luckily for him, there are three beautiful women in his life that are willing to do everything it takes
 to see the man succeed.

Our hero is about to get the experience of a lifetime…


Previously published as ‘MILF Harem’ Part One and Two.


Bundled together now in this one package for your reading pleasure. Enjoy.













Chapter
 1












“M
 iss Smith, thank you for coming on such short notice. Josh, do you know why I’ve called you into my office today?”

Miss Howell pivots towards me. Her usually warm and friendly brown eyes are now stern. She’s my favorite teacher, and not only because she’s the hottest; although that definitely helps. Miss Howell does her best to hide her curves and her large bosom, but there’s no hiding her natural beauty or her big bush of dark curls.

She’s also smart, funny, kind and caring. Every class with her is an absolute pleasure. I’ve never met a teacher I feel more connected to; it’s clear she truly wants me to succeed in life, no matter the path I choose.

That is why it comes as an absolute shock to me to be called into her office. My grades have been slipping, but they aren’t that
  bad. I’ll be the first to admit I’ve been distracted lately. To make matters worse, my host-mom, Lisa, is there as well.

I must have really fucked up if they called her.

My parents were born in the States, but they moved to Europe in their early twenties for my father’s work. My father’s business took off, and he’s now among the wealthiest men in the world. There’s hardly an industry he doesn’t invest in, but he makes the bulk of his profits from the many, many tobacco companies he owns. He’s truly built himself an empire.

My dad even ended up rescinding his American citizenship for that of the Principality of Monaco. For tax purposes, of course. That’s where I was born, which technically makes me Monegasque.

As a result, I grew up all over the old continent, moving almost every year; London, Rome, Berlin, Paris and back again. I’ve seen it all. I never got to put down roots. As soon as I started to make some friends my father’s business was expanding to another country and we’d move again.

I rarely got to see my parents. I was raised by an ever-revolving staff of nannies and teachers, all with one ultimate goal in mind: For me to take over my father’s empire when I came of age.

No one ever stopped to asked me what I wanted
  to do.

I moved so much growing up there wasn’t a single place that felt like home. I was born and raised in the elite schools of Europe, but I didn’t feel
  European. At the same time, I didn’t really feel American either.

Even though my parents were both from the US, I only knew the States from the movies. My father never wanted to visit, for reasons he never fully explained to me.

That is why when I turned 18, rather than follow my father’s wishes and join some elite university in Zürich, I did something completely and totally different.

I joined a community college in a small town in the middle of the United States.

I even signed up for an exchange program so I got to live with a local family and experience my ‘home country’ as a ‘local’, as silly as that sounds.

My father definitely thought it was silly. Idiotic. ‘A complete fucking waste of time and resources’
 . Maybe he’s right, but I feel I need to live life on my own terms. I needed to taste the real world, and not be surrounded by minders, nannies and yes-men all the time.

The transition has been difficult. Culture shock is real, I can affirm. Luckily, my host-family has been nothing short of amazing.

Lisa Smith has been kind enough to welcome me into her home, where she lives with her daughter Julie. Life in Greenville, Colorado is very different from the luxury estates my father owns in Paris and Rome, but I like it here. Life is simpler. Easier. And in many ways, better.

But, based on Miss Howell’s stern face, it’s all about to come crashing down hard.

“I have no idea why I’m here, honestly,” I answer as I sit down.

“Don’t lie to me, Josh. You know I hate liars.” Lisa says.

“Lisa, I’m not. I really have no clue.”

I’m blessed to have met Lisa.

My biological mother is cold and distant and only cares about status, power, and wealth. A perfect fit for my father, actually.

Lisa couldn’t be more different. She’s kind, caring and nurturing. She insist on making me sandwiches every morning, even though I’m a fully grown adult. Every night during family dinner she wants to hear about me and Julie’s day.

We have movie nights every Friday, where we cuddle up on the couch and watch the latest popcorn flick that’s on Netflix.

It’s like I found a new family.

Which is why it’s so awkward that Lisa Smith is also the most attractive women I’ve ever seen in my entire life; only matched by her daughter. With her voluminous head of red hair, thick red lips, green eyes, large bosom and curvy hips she could’ve walked right out of my dreams.

Imagine Christina Hendricks, only more beautiful. I didn’t think it was possible until I met Lisa.

Living with two absolutely gorgeous women who are both completely oblivious of the effect that they have on me is both a blessing and a curse. Lisa and Julie both tend to wear nothing but oversized shirts and panties on movie night; the shirts barely reaching past their round butts; their hard nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric. Both of them want to snuggle up against me for warmth.

I spend more time making sure they don’t accidentally rest their heads on my erection then watching the movies if I’m honest.

That is why I try to jerk off as much as possible; keep the well drained so I don’t sport a massive erection every time one of them bends over to grab something from the dishwasher.

So far, it hasn’t helped much.

Lisa looks worried with her hands folded in her lap, and her red hair pulled into a bun. She must’ve come straight from her yoga studio because she’s still wearing her athleisure
  outfit that drives me mad.

Her big ass looks downright godly in that thing.

I have no idea why she never re-married after her husband ran out on her, because there’s not a man in the world that wouldn’t want to date her. I don’t mind though. In fact, if Lisa came home with a man right now, I think I would be jealous to my very core.

Not the healthiest emotion to have, perhaps, but it’s the truth.

“Josh. Do you know what this is?”

Miss Howell places my laptop on her mahogany table. Every student received a laptop at the beginning of the year. Mine had some issues recently, and so I brought it to the college’s IT-department for repair.

I have no clue why it is now on Miss Howell’s table, and why she’s looking at me like this is a giant clue.

“That’s my laptop,” I answer.

“Exactly. Let’s turn it on, shall we?”

She turns it on. As we wait in silence, my teacher closes the shades. The crappy laptop boots up very slowly. The air in the room is thick with tension. Howell’s dark eyes watch me like a hawk as I can’t help but fidget in my seat.

“Miss Smith, I must… apologize in advance for what I’m about to show you, but I thought you should know,” Miss Howell says.

Lisa nods firmly. “I’m ready.”

“There must be some mistake,” I say. “Perhaps my laptop got switched with someone else’s or something?”

Miss Howell ignores me and navigates her way through my folders, finding her way through the maze expertly. As I watch her click through the file explorer, my face suddenly grows red and my stomach clenches.

Oh.

It’s that.

Fuck.

“Here,” Miss Howell says, her voice quivering slightly. Her pale cheeks are flushed as red as mine. “Explain this, Josh.”

She turns the laptop back towards me and Lisa. The screen shows dozens and dozens of thumbnails of pornography.

Porn I have downloaded and saved on my laptop. Well-hidden. Or so I thought.

“What am I looking at?” Lisa says as she leans forwards.

I want to die from embarrassment. The titles of the files are as clear as day.


My Hot Mature Neighbor Won’t Stop Sucking My Balls.



Sexy MILF Sucks Me Dry.



The Woman of the House Is Free Use.



Redhead MILF loves my fat cock!


To make matters even worse, Miss Howell double-clicks the first video. Instantly the screen is filled with a close-up of a big cock being orally worshiped by a mature, older, red-headed woman; accompanied by the sounds of her gagging and chocking on the big cock in her mouth.

“You like it when I suck your cock?” The pornstar says as she slurps on the big cock. “You like it when I worships your big fat cock, baby?”

The illicit sounds blast on full-volume. Miss Howell mercifully mutes the video, but she doesn’t close the laptop.

“There’s hundreds of these files on here I’m afraid,” she says. “IT brought it to my attention when they noticed the hard drive was almost completely full.”

As she’s talking, the porn keeps playing. Lisa barely pays attention to my teacher, instead focusing fully on the pornographic video. The pornstar, all make-up and plastic, is a pale imitation of Lisa’s natural beauty.

For a second I wonder if this is all a bad dream but no matter how hard I pinch myself, I still find myself in the warm and humid office with two busty older women watching my shameful collection of MILF porn.

Miss Howell closes the laptop, and finally Lisa naps out of her trance. For a second I see raw excitement on her face, but then her look changes back to that of a stern, disappointed parent, and I think I must’ve imagined it.

Still I cannot help but notice her chest is flushed and her nipples poke through the fabric of her Lululemon top.

“Why have you called me here?” Lisa asks. “Porn is not illegal. Josh is a young, hot-blooded male. This is to be expected, is it not?”

Miss Howell parks her big ass on the side of her desk and looks at me. I can barely meet her gaze. In all my years dealing with minders, nannies, teachers and helpers, I’ve never felt so small.

“Perhaps you’re right, Miss Smith, but it’s definitely against the college’s rules. They are very
  strict about pornography these days. Technically, every single video is a violation, and seeing as there are.. one hundred and eighty three pornographic videos on this laptop, which is school property…”

I finally looks up and met Miss Howell’s gaze. I expect her to be angry, but instead, I find nothing but sympathy and warmth in her big brown eyes.

“You’re talking expulsion,” I say as I connect all the dots in my mind. “If the board wanted to, they could expel me. Which means I would lose my student visa. I’d have to return home in disgrace. It would be a black mark on my record; I might not even get another visa again. In fact, I might never be able to legally enter the United States again.”


And never see my host-family again.
  I swallow those last few words, but they hit the hardest. It’s only been a few months, but living with the two women has been transformative for me. My parents dolled out praise sparingly, while Lisa showers me in love and affection. Julie and I like to mouth off to each other like we are proper siblings, but in the end I know she cares deeply for me as well. They’re the best thing that has ever happened to me.

The realization sets in slowly, like ice crawling through my veins. I just fucked up my entire life.


“This is bullshit!” Lisa yells.

She rises from her seat so quickly it tumbles over backwards.

“You can’t expel my Josh for doing something extremely normal! Look at him, he’s in the prime of his life! Everyone masturbates! I’m sure even you do, Miss Howell!”

My teacher raises her hands to try and calm Lisa down. It feels really good to have Lisa on my side — the last thing I want is for her to think of me as a perv.

“Calm down, Miss Smith, please. I agree with you. One hundred percent. It’s normal. It’s just not very smart to watch porn on your school’s laptop when you have a freaking phone
 , Josh!”

“The screen’s bigger,” I admit sheepishly.

The two women shake their head and tut at me.

“So what happens now?” Lisa says, her arms crossed. “I will not let Josh go without a fight. I’ll fight this in court every step of the way if I have to!”

“There’s no need for that, please,” Miss Howell answers. “I am going to sweep this under the rug. I confiscated the laptop and told the IT-department I would deal with it. As far as I’m concerned, the case is now closed.”

I let out a giant sigh of relief. Oh thank god
 . For a second I feared I’d never see Lisa again.

“IF!” Miss Howell continues, jabbing her finger into the air. “IF and only if this never
  happens again! Do you understand me, Josh? Never
 !”

“I understand. Never. You have my word.”

“Good,” Miss Howell says with a warm smile. “Because I’m putting my big butt on the line for you, boy. And I’m only doing it because I believe in you. You’re the brightest boy I’ve had the pleasure to teach. You can achieve absolutely anything you want if you put your mind to it — so perhaps you should give the porn a rest and focus on your grades, yes? I expect all A’s from you from here on out.”

“Yes, miss,” I say. “Absolutely.”

“Oh, thank you, Miss Howell,” Lisa says. “Thank you, thank you!” She throws her arms around my surprised teacher and hugs her tightly, their boobs mushing together.

“Don’t worry, I’ll keep my eye on this young man. There’s going to be some changes in our household. Big changes. It won’t happen again. You have my word!”

“I hope so, because you are going to see me every single week right here in this office, Josh, and I’m going to go through your laptop with a fine comb. If I find any
  trace of porn there you are in big trouble, do you understand? And if you don’t score all A’s, you’re also
  in trouble.”

I swallow the lump in my throat. To be alone in this private, isolated office with the gorgeous Miss Howell as she searches my laptop for MILF porn? Every single week?

“Yes, Miss Howell. I understand.”













Chapter
 2












“I
 ’m very sorry about that. It won’t happen again. Please don’t mention it to Julie. Or anyone in the universe, for that matter.”

I’m not easily embarrassed, but this certainly did the trick. If the ground could swallow me whole that would be a very welcome change. The car ride home feels like an eternity.

“You have nothing to be embarrassed about, sweetie. You’re a normal guy,” Lisa says. She reaches out and places her hand on my thigh affectionately. “It’s totally normal to masturbate. You know that, right?”

“Yes.”

I can’t believe I’m having this conversation right now, but here we are.

“It’s very normal for a man of your age to have certain needs. It’s very normal to take care of yourself. Just, in the future, try not to use school property.”

“Understood.”

The urges I feel are beyond
  normal, but how do you even begin to say that? Lisa, you make me so hard I can’t help but jerk off four times a day?
  That’s not going to work.

“Besides, shouldn’t you find some girl to help you take care of you? I’m surprised you haven’t brought a girl home, actually. A strapping young boy like you must make all the girls swoon.”

“Lisa!”

“What? I’m not saying anything I shouldn’t. It’s just the truth, sweetie. You’re going to make some girl very happy someday.”

I can’t tell her truth. I can’t say that I don’t want just any old bimbo. I can’t tell her there’s someone very special I have my eyes on. Someone forbidden
 .

“Is there anyone you’re interested in now?” Lisa asks.

I almost blurt out the truth, but then I catch myself.

“There’s one girl. Well, two. Three, actually.”

“Three!? Look at you! Have you asked them out yet?”

“No.”

“Why not? Don’t tell me you’re too shy.”

“It’s not that. They’re all… unavailable.”

“Oh, poor sweetie. Well, you know what they say: There’s plenty of fish in the sea. Like that teacher of yours, for example.”

“Miss Howell?” I almost stammer. “What?”

“I’m sure that cougar wants to teach you a thing or two. Don’t give me that look, young man. You saw how she looked at you. I’m sure she watched all of those videos two times over before calling us. You know, I thought young men like yourself only wanted young bimbo’s, but your taste is… different. MILFS? I’ll have to google that.”

“Please,” I say. “Can we not
  talk about porn? Or my dating life? Or me hooking up with my teacher?”

Just saying the words makes me hard. Lisa’s hand is still on my thigh, dangerously close to my growing erection.

“That ship has sailed, sweetie,” Lisa laughs. “Porn has got you into trouble, so we’re definitely
  going to talk about it. Tell me what MILFS are.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“You made me watch porn in-front of your teacher, baby. So don’t get all coy on me now. Tell me!”

“Mom’s I’d like to fuck,” I mutter.

“What? Speak up, baby.”

“MILFS. Mom’s I’d like to fuck! That’s what it means, Lisa.”

“Ah.” Lisa looks at me, smiling from ear-to-ear. Her green eyes twinkle. She’s enjoying making me squirm.

“You knew that already!” I say. “You’re teasing me.”

“Guilty as charged,” she laughs. “I wanted to hear you say it. You know, I thought I was too old to turn heads, but if MILFS are a fetish, perhaps not.”

“What? You’re absolutely gorgeous,” I blurt out without thinking.

Lisa turns her head towards me. There’s no cheeky glint in her eyes now, no mocking smirk. Only genuine curiosity, and something I later recognize as vulnerability. “Do you really mean that, Josh?”

“Yes,” I say truthfully. “Yes, you are… you are very pretty, Lisa. Smoking hot, actually.”

She flashes me her familiar grin again. “Good to know, sweetie.”

“How about we talk about your
  dating life instead?” I say, flipping the conversation. “Why haven’t you brought anyone home?”

“Oh please!” Lisa says. “I don’t have the time or the energy for that. After Roger walked out on me, left me for that barely legal secretary slut of his, a man’s the last thing I wanted in my life. Plus, I have Julie. I don’t want to bring some stranger into her life.”

“Julie’s an adult now,” I say. “She can handle it.”

I have no idea why I’m trying to talk Lisa into dating. The last thing I want is for her to come home with some balding investment-banker named Charl. Lisa only deserves the best.

She deserves me.

“Maybe you’re right. Maybe I’ve been scared to get hurt again. Maybe I just haven’t found the right man.” Lisa shrugs. “Luckily, I have you now.”

“Sorry?”

She squeezes my thigh affectionately — only this time, her hand does brush against my bulge.

“Oh, sorry,” Lisa laughs as she pulls her hand away. “My, you really are a hot-blooded young man aren’t you? I was saying how Julie and I enjoy having you around the house: You do bring some much-needed male energy into our home. But now I’m thinking that perhaps we’ve been making things a bit too hard
 for you.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Oh, you do, mister. I’ve caught you looking when I’m drinking my morning coffee in my sleep-shirt. Don’t worry, I’m not mad. I’m flattered. You’re only male, you can’t help but take a peek.”

“Sorry.”

I thought I was being stealthy. Seems that wasn’t the case.

“You’ve got nothing to be sorry for, sweetie. I’m the one who ought to be sorry! I’m supposed to be taking care of you, and instead I’m winding you up so much that you download so much MILF porn you almost got deported! What kind of host does that make me? I’ll take care of you, baby. Don’t worry.”

“What do you mean?” I ask after a moment of silence. Take care of me?
  I know what I want it to mean, but surely she can’t mean… that
 .

“You’ll see, honey. You’ll see. Look, we’re home.”

Lisa’s cheeks are flushed, and she seems happy for this conversation to be over. I thank her, storm into our home, go to my room and bury my head in my pillow.

Fucking hell. What kind of mess did I get myself in to now?













Chapter
 3












“H
 eard you got into trouble.”

I whirl around with my morning coffee in hand. I haven’t even got a sip in — I’m so not ready for this day to start. My host-sister teasing me is the last thing I need. I slept like shit last night.

Julie’s looking right at me, her beautiful green eyes daring me to say something. Her red hair’s tied into a ponytail, and she’s wearing nothing but a small white t-shirt that barely comes past her hips and green socks. And, I assume, panties.

“What did you hear?” I ask as I take a sip of my brew. Fuck, I love coffee.

“Oh, you know. Things.”

“Cut the shit, Julie. What did you hear?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

Julie yawns and stretches her arms high above her head. Her white shirt rides up, exposing her pink panties and flat, sculpted stomach in the process. Julie keeps in perfect shape. Not a day goes by where she doesn’t go for a run. The results are stunning. Where her mother is a bit more voluptuous, Julie’s figure is slim — except for her round behind and large bosom. She’s always complaining to her mom about the figure she inherited. The idiot has no idea how beautiful she is, and how many girls would murder for her genetics.

Her tight panties hug her vulva, and I can’t help but stare at the world’s most beautiful camel toe. My cock responds instantly, and I’m happy to be sitting behind the counter. If I was standing up, there was no way to hide the tent I’m pitching in my sweats.

I didn’t jerk off last night. My porn addiction has gotten out of hand, and after having to face Lisa and Miss Howell, I decided to quit cold turkey.

I’m already regretting that decision because I can’t look at Julie without having lewd thoughts.

“Hey, perv! Eyes up here!”

My eyes snap up to Julie’s face. She’s grinning wildly, happy to have caught me in the act. Damn it. Now I’ve given her ammunition to tease me all day.

“Take a picture, it’ll last longer,” she quips as she walks past me to fix her own cup of coffee.

I grab my phone and bury my head in the news. I try not to pay too much attention to the hellscape that is 24-hours news, but in this moment I can use the distraction. As I skim through the latest outrage, I sense Julie’s standing next to me. I glance up and find her frozen in mid-stride, her green eyes wide in shock as they peer downwards.

I follow her line of sight.

She’s staring right at my crotch. The outline of my cock is extremely visible through my grey sweatpants.

Fuck. This is exactly why I made sure to jerk off as often as I did — I don’t want to bother the two most important women in my life with my giant bulge.

“Jesus, Josh,” Julie whispers. “You’re carrying a fucking cannon or what?”

“Take a picture,” I say. “It’ll last longer.”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Julie whispers, more to herself than to me. She seems mesmerized. “Fucking hell. I thought they didn’t get that big. I thought porn was a lie. But this, Josh… holy shit.”

“What?”

Julie’s eyes fly up to mine. She looks surprised and embarrassed, her bluster and bravado gone in an instant. Her pale cheek are flushed, as is her chest.

“Nothing,” she stammers. “Forget it, loser. Bye!”

She runs to her room, her round behind bouncing with every step as she races up the stairs. I don’t get a moment to collect myself before Lisa walks into the kitchen, wearing nothing but a purple bathrobe loosely tied around her frame, providing me with an ample view of her large bosom. Her beautiful red hair hangs loosely over her shoulders.

“Morning soldier. Were you teasing Julie again?”

“Something like that,” I answer.

As she turns towards the coffee machine I reach down and adjust myself. I’ve already traumatized one woman today.

“What are your plans for this beautiful Saturday?”

“I’m going to hit the gym and then work on my business for the rest of the day.”

In my spare-time I’ve been working on a little side-project. My father expects me to take over his tobacco empire, but I want to make it on my own. I want to prove my own worth, and not simply inherit everything.

And, most of all, I don’t want to be the head of a corporation whose main mode of operation is getting entire underdeveloped countries addicted to smoking.

If it’s an adult own decision to start smoking I have no problem with it, but I’m not naive. I know what my father’s company does. They buy off local politicians and hand out free cigarettes to children as young as twelve in countries most people wouldn’t be able to locate on a map. Get them hooked young and you have a customer for life.

No, I want to do things my own way, and that’s why I’ve been working on a little program that can analyze CT scans of the lungs in an instant using AI. It’s still very early in development, and while it’s not going to change the world radically, if I get it working properly it’ll be proof I can create value on my own. It’ll prove that I can do more than sit on my dad’s cash.

I need to work hard on it to get it anywhere near finished, and the MILF porn has been quite a distraction. In a way I’m happy Miss Howell found it, and I can try to move past it now.

But it’s hard.

It’s even harder because Lisa’s bathrobe is hanging open and I can basically see her entire left breast, with only the pink nipple hidden behind the thin layer of fabric. Even her tits have freckles.

“You’re so serious, Josh. No wonder you need to, ah, blow off
  all that steam.” She wiggles her eyebrows at me.

I keep my eyes focused on hers and keep my expression neutral. Don’t look down.


“I think you need a break, sweetie. How about we go out for dinner, tonight? I’ll ask Tris, too. We can go to that fancy French restaurant on Main Street. How does that sound?”

“Tris?”

“That’s what I said, yes,” Lisa laughs. “Come on, say yes.” She reaches out and grabs my hand. “Please? For me?”

Tris is Lisa’s best friend and the only woman in the world who can match Lisa’s and Julie’s beauty. Age-wise she’s right in the middle between the two, but there’s one big difference between Lisa and Tris.

Tris is wild
 .

Where Lisa dresses like a (very hot) mom, Tris’s wardrobe seems to be nothing but short dresses and high heels. I’ve only seen Tris a handful of times, but every time I did has been extremely… memorable
 .

With my hormones raging as they are, I’m not sure throwing her slutty best friend in the mix is such a good idea.

“I don’t know, I need to work on my project as well.”

“No, you don’t. You need to have dinner with your host-family, mister!” Lisa says, faking being stern. “As your host-mom, I’m ordering you to come with us! Alright? Sweetie? Please?”

She flutters her eyes at me.

I can’t say no to that.

“Fine,” I relent. “Okay. Let’s go out for dinner tonight.”

“Oh, sweetie! Thank you!”

Lisa suddenly rushes forwards and throws her arms around me in a tight hug. Her robe parts to the side and her soft, naked breasts are smushed against my chest. Her hard nipples poke against me, and my cock lurches to full hardness in an instant.

I’m so surprised and caught off-balance by her hug that my right hand ends up right on her behind I as I try to steady myself. I don’t feel any panties.

Our hips touch, and my full hardness presses against her. I expect her to jump away, but instead she squeezes me tightly, and I heard what I can only describe as a soft groan in my ear.

When she finally moves away from me her face is as scarlet as her hair.

The coy look on her face isn’t what draws most of my attention, though.

No, that is the fact that the tight hug has opened her robe completely, and for a brief five seconds, Lisa is standing in front of me completely and totally naked. Her body is every bit as curvy and plump as I imagined it would be — large, heavy breasts, sprinkled with freckles and with large pink areolae hang above a beautiful stomach with just the right amount of fat, and below that is the holy grail:

A red bush of hair sitting right above her mound.

“Oh! Sorry!” Lisa yelps as she closes her robe.

I’m too perplexed to say much of anything.

She looks up at me, her face wild with lust for a moment. Then her usual, familiar smile returns. “So, dinner! Be ready at six, young man!”

Lisa waltzes out the kitchen, and I take a sip of my coffee. It’s cold, but I don’t even notice.

The memory of Lisa’s red bush is burned into my retina.

I picked the wrong day to stop jerking off.













Chapter
 4












I
 bury myself in my work and time flies by. The mental images of Lisa and Julie’s curvy bodies have been pushed far into the back of my mind. Programming has a way of making me forget everything. The house could burn down and I wouldn’t notice.

“Ready, darling? It’s almost six.”

It’s only when Lisa knocks on my door and peeks her head into my room that I snap out of my flow.

“Right! Fuck! Give me a second!”

I hop into the shower and quickly rinse, and then throw some nice clothes on. The Smith family always treats going out for dinner like they’re attending the Cannes Film Festival, and I don’t want to be under-dressed. No hoodie and jeans this time, but a proper suit.

I wanted to find a quiet moment in the afternoon to ‘take the stress off’ when Lisa was out shopping and Julie would be out for her run and I had the house to myself (despite my earlier promises to quit jerking it), but I was so deep into my focus that I forgot all about that.

And now I was going to have dinner with three beautiful women while brimming with hormones. Fuck
 .

“Whoa, look at you!” Lisa says when I come down the stairs. “You look like a proper gentleman!”

Lisa looks absolutely stunning herself. The small form-fitting black dress she’s wearing hugs all of her curves. I have to strain my neck to stop myself from checking her out from head to toe.

“Yeah, when did a nerd like you get clothes this nice?” Julie smirks. She’s wearing a low-cut green floral dress that matches the color of her eyes

“Hey, be nice.”

Julie sticks her tongue out at me and I make a face in return.

Lisa touches my arm and feels my muscles. “Come, or else we’ll be late.”

“Does it matter? Tris is always
  late.”

“And that’s why we have to give the proper example and be there on time. Come in, in the car you two!”

The ride passes quickly. Lisa and Julie chat about the latest celebrity gossip, and I stare out the window and let the rolling hills of Greenville pass me by. This sleepy town couldn’t be more different from the perpetually busy streets of London or the chaotic and frenetic energy of Paris, but it’s this place that feels like home.

There’s Little Italy
 , the tiny coffee place run by ‘Mama’ Esmeralda Sorrento, a big-chested mature Italian women whose passion for good coffee and delicious pastries is unmatched. Every Sunday I get coffee there with Lisa, and I look forward to that moment of peace and quiet all week.

We pass by the big park off main street where the whole town gathers for barbecues every Saturday evening in the summer. We visited when I just arrived here, Julie and Lisa both wearing hot pants and shirts tied into a knot in the front.

Every corner of the town, every street stirs a different memory in me, but they all have something in common.

They all make me happy.

I’ve only been in Greenville for a few months, but already this place feels more like home than all the frigid villas and minimalist penthouses I’ve ever lived in.

I can’t let it slip through my fingers. I have to do whatever it takes, no matter how hard it might be.

“What are you thinking about, hun?”

Lisa looks at me through the rear-view mirror.

“Hm?”

“You look troubled.”

“Just thinking about home,” I answer.

“Ah. Monaco, right? You’re so well-traveled, Josh.”

I look up in surprise. “No, here.”

“Here?!” Julie shrieks. “Why would want to you live here in backwater-assville?
 ”


Because I have you two.


The answer dies on my lips as we turn into the parking lot of la belle mère
 . The conversation is forgotten as I get out of the car and the two beautiful dames hook their arms into mine.

I walk into the fancy restaurant with the two gorgeous women in my arms, feeling like a million bucks.

We start off with champagne as we wait for Tris to join us. She’s late, as is expected. We’re halfway done with our second glass when she finally shows up.

“Hey bitches!” Tris laughs as she pops up behind Lisa.

When I see what she’s wearing I nearly spill my champagne. I thought Julie’s dress was low-cut, but that’s nothing compared to what Tris is wearing.

Her azure blue dress is cut so low I can practically see her belly-button. Her large, jiggling breasts are kept in place by sheer magic, because every time she breathes I can see the pink edge of her nipples just begging to break out.

And that’s not all because the dress is cut at the side as well, showing off her long, toned legs and high heels. The end result is that the platinum blonde looks like a succubus; an otherworldly creature perfectly designed to seduce human males.

And this one is priming to sink her claws into me.

“Holy shit Josh, that suit looks like it was made for you!” Tris says.

She leans over and rubs her hand over my arm, squeezing my bicep.

“Feels good too,” she winks.

“What the hell are you wearing, slut?” Lisa jokingly says as she checks out her best friend. “Did you think we were having dinner at the Playboy Mansion?”

Lisa never so much as utters a curse at home, but when she’s with her BFF, her demeanor shifts completely. The two of them are always challenging each other, as best friends tend to do.

“Shut up bitch, don’t be jealous,” Tris answers as she sits down across from me.

Now I’m surrounded by three gorgeous women. Gods save me.

“I’m not one to pile on, but mom’s right,” Julie joins in. “You’re going to give Josh a heart-attack with that dress.”

“I didn’t know my Liz raised such a prude. Josh doesn’t agree with you, do you, Josh? You don’t mind?”

To make her point she leans forwards and grabs my hand, her large breasts pressed against the table. My eyes can’t help but dart towards her décolleté. What I wouldn’t do to slide my dick between those puppies…

“Your body your choice, right?” I say.

Julie snorts. “Such a lame diplomatic answer.”

Lisa smiles. “That’s why Josh will make a great leader, and you’ll get absolutely nowhere
  because of your rotten attitude, miss. You can learn a thing or two from him.”

“Yeah, right!”

“Don’t worry, Julie. You can always become my secretary,” I say with a wink.

Julie kicks my shin under the table.

“Maybe you can teach me how to get in trouble with Miss Howell, hm?” Julie says with a wicked smile.

My mouth goes dry. “You know about that?”

“I know everything, baby,” Julie says.

“Julie!” Lisa says. “Be nice!”

“What’s this now?” Tris asks as the waiter delivers her a glass of champagne.

“Oh don’t play dumb, Tris. I know everything because I read mom’s messages to you,” Julie explains. “That’s why you’re wearing that fuck-me dress.”

Lisa sighs. “This is why we can’t have nice things, Julie. You’re unbelievable. You can’t read my messages, those are private!”

Julie shrugs as she twirls a strand of her hair. “Or maybe you should just lock your phone if you don’t want people to read your messages. Or did you want Josh to find your nudes? There’s so many of them. So. Many.”

“Careful missy. I’m losing my patience, and even though you’re an adult I will not
  hesitate to spank you right here in the middle of this fucking
  restaurant, understood?!” Lisa thunders.

In all our time together I’ve never seen Lisa get mad, but she’s really putting her daughter in her place now.

“Sorry,” Julie says, her shoulders shrinking. Tears spring to her eyes. “I was just teasing, I didn’t mean to make you angry.”

“It’s okay,” I say. I squeeze Julie’s hand. “Really. This all started with my
  fuck-up. Let’s not fight, and just have dinner together as a family.”

“Yes, listen to daddy,” Tris says with a twinkle in her green eyes. “I don’t know about you, but I’m famished!”

Right on cue the entrées are served and as we delve into the delicious food and matching wines the harsh words spoken are quickly forgotten.

As the courses pass and the glasses of wine do as well, I find myself hoping no one would raise the topic of my porn addiction again.

I am once again proven wrong when Tris clears her throat. We’ve now reached the deserts, and we’re all feeling no pain. None of us will be driving home today, that’s for sure.

“So. As little Julie already said so… gracefully, with the flair of a budding politician… you got into some trouble with your teacher, Josh?”

“Uhm. Yes.”

Tris shrugs. Her boobs bounce. I try not to stare. I find myself staring anyway. Drinking two glasses of champagne, two white and two red wines has that effect on me.

“I don’t see the point. You’re a stud. Of course you’re raring to go. What’s the harm in a little porn?”

“Pervert,” Julie whispers.

“You’re one to talk,” Tris fires back. “You know Lisa has found your stash of sex toys, right? You do realize people over twenty know what a butt-plug is? We know that magic wand is not
  for rubbing your back. Don’t throw stones when your house is made of glass, Julie. Or in your case, dildos.”

Julie’s face grows redder and redder. She hides herself in her glass of wine, nearly downing the whole thing as I find myself wondering about the buzzing sounds I’ve heard coming from her room from time to mine. I didn’t think too much of it — but now I’ll never be able to walk past her room without thinking of Julie placing that magic wand on her clit while she slides a plug into her delicious ass. Thanks, Tris.

“I have a solution,” Tris announces.

“Oh god,” Lisa intervenes. “I think you’ve said, and drank, enough, girlfriend.”

“No, you’re going to want to hear this one, girlfriend, hater of men.”

“I don’t hate men!” Lisa answers.

“Really? You’ve never been with anyone since Roger.”

“Exactly. I hate Roger. Not other men.”

“You’re a fucking hottie, bitch. You should be getting around.”

“Like you?” Lisa teases.

“Yes, like me!” Tris laughs. “You have a fucking hot body. Right, Josh? Lisa’s hot, right?”

I can’t drink my way out of this one. Three sets of gorgeous eyes look at me expectantly.

“Yes,” I say with confidence that surprises even myself. “Tris is right: You have a fucking hot body.”

Now it’s Lisa’s turn to turn scarlet. As our eyes meet I can see she’s thinking about this morning, when she accidentally flashed me.

“I don’t see where this is going,” Lisa murmurs.

“Isn't it obvious?” Tris says, gesturing wildly. “The answer is right in front of you! All three of you!”

“And that is?”

“You two ought to keep this stud’s balls drained!” Tris shouts. Several tables glance over as Lisa spits out her drink. Julie is simply at a loss for words.

“Are you insane?” Lisa hisses. “We can’t do that.”

“And why not? If you two don’t do it, I will,” Tris says with a smirk.

Underneath the table, something presses against my ankle. I realize it’s Tris’s foot, and it’s working its way up my leg quickly.

I figured Julie would be angry at the suggestion, but she is uncharacteristically quiet. She avoids my eye-contact.

“Don’t listen to my friend, she’s drunk,” Lisa says apologetically.

“On the contrary, I’ve never been more lucid in my life. You need a man in your life. How long has it been since you’ve been with a man? Too damn long, that’s what. And your snarky daughter: That attitude of yours is also begging for a hard fuck. What? You’ve got more toys than me, girl. You need the real thing. Yes, I’m saying it. He’s man enough that there’s enough of him to go around.”

“Enough,” Lisa says. “Tris. I mean it. You’ve had your fun. Now hush. You’re going to get us kicked out, and this is the only good restaurant in all of Greenville.”

Tris’s foot presses against my bulge. Her eyes widen and her beautiful red lips curl up into a smile as she gets a sense of my size.

“Fine, fine,” Tris says as she removes her foot. I breathe a sigh of relief. “But think about what I said, hm?”

Oh, I will.

It will be impossible not to.
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L
 ife went back to normal in the following weeks.

Well, as normal as possible under the circumstances.

Julie avoids me now, much to my regret, but I get it. Every time I look at her I hear Tris’s words in my ears. I can’t help but mentally picture her entire toy collection. When I pass by her room, I inadvertently find myself listening for any faint buzzing or moaning. We mutter hello’s and goodbye’s at the breakfast and dinner table and that’s it.

Even Lisa looks at me differently. I know she tries to act like nothing changed, but I can sense it in the air. There are more lingering stares. Words are unspoken. I don’t really know what to say to make it all better.

With all the tension in the home, my work has been suffering. I can’t focus on my business, and even my grades are starting to slip.

I haven’t touched any porn. I want to stay true to the promises I made to Miss Howell and to Lisa. I’m sure I could hide it if I really wanted to, but I don’t want porn anymore.

I want the real thing.

That is why I’m stroking myself in the shower before bed as I think of the three beautiful women kneeling in front of me. Lisa, Julie, Tris; each one of them naked and willing and begging for my cock. I don’t need porn anymore — not after all that I’ve seen and heard.

Lisa’s robe falling open, flashing me her delicious naked body. Julie toying with herself in her room, working a plug into her ass as she places a wand on her clit. Tris looking me dead in the face and telling me that if they don’t care of me, she will, while the ball of her foot presses right against my hard cock.

“Ah, Lisa,” I moan involuntarily as I feel my orgasm building in my balls. I still remember how Lisa’s full breasts felt pressed against my chest. I should have reached out and sucked on her big fat tits. “Oh Lisa!” She’s been talking to Tris about me — about my cock. I’ve seen her stare and bite her lip. It’s like something is right on her lips, but she can’t find the right words. My friend is right, Josh, you should use my tits as your cumdumpster every night.
  Is that so had to say, Lisa? I know you want it. You want this big cock. Open your mouth. I’m going to feed you my dick
  “Oh Lisa! Lisa! LISA!”

“Yes honey? What is it? Are you okay?!”

The door to the bathroom opens and Lisa pulls the shower curtain to the side in less than a second. The beautiful woman looks very concerned for my wellbeing, which turns to surprise when she sees me gripping my hard cock.

I don’t have any time to react. Everything happens all at once.

I’m shocked I forgot to lock the door. What a rookie mistake. Elementary. Fucking idiot.


I scream inadvertently the moment Lisa pulls the curtain to the side, which morphs into a moan as I cum right there and then. My heart rockets into my throat and as much as I would like to, I can’t stop my orgasm.

I’ve already achieved lift-off.

My balls tremble and pulse and with horror I realize what’s happening. My hard cock is pointing right at Lisa. I have to move it — but it’s too damn late!

A blast of hot cum jets out my cock with the speed and intensity of a bullet. The thick load lands square on her cheek.

Her beautiful mouth forms a perfect ‘O’ as she stares in a mixture of surprise, shock, and wonder at my cock. Lisa doesn’t move away or scream. Instead she stares mesmerized at my cock as I spurt my hot, pearlescent cum all over her cheeks and chest. Rope after rope of my hot cum spews out my throbbing cock.

Lisa’s wearing only a t-shirt as she’s getting ready for bed, and it’s now covered with thick goblets of my cum.

The tip of her tongue darts out to taste my seed. It happens so quickly I wonder if I imagined it, but the flushed smile she gives me is very real.

“Whoah, mister. No wonder you need a release with a cock that size. You could knock someone out with that thing!”

I rest my head against the tiles and breathe. That orgasm took just about everything out of me. I’m breathing heavily, my hand still fisting my cock as Lisa smirks at me — with cum dangling from her chin.

Does she not realize?

My cock pulses with lust right away. This is the sight I’ve always dreamed about.

I expected her to run and shriek and be angry, but instead, she’s smiling broadly.

“Sorry,” I say. “Forgot to lock the door.”

“No worries, sweetie.”

“You’ve got a little… yeah, on your face.”

“Oh!” Lisa laughs. She lifts her shirt and wipes the cum off her face. “Oh, there’s so much of it! Better throw this thing in the laundry!”

Lisa lifts up her shirt; and her large breasts bounce freely. She stands in front of me in nothing but her panties as she wipes the cum from her face with the soiled shirt, before throwing it into the hamper.

I’m awestruck with how casual she is about her nudity. My cock lurches with renewed vigor.

“A little warning next time would be nice,” Lisa winks. “Goodnight, stud.”

I’m left gasping for breath with my heart racing.


Wait, did she say next time?



What’s going on?
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T
 he next day I’m back in Miss Howell’s office. The shades have been drawn and the door has been locked. We’re all alone in her office, which is at the very end of the hallway. There’s no place more private in the whole building.

The beautiful teacher sits behind her desk and looks at me through her big glasses. Her perfume fills my nostrils.

“Anything to report, mister Hunter?” She raises an eyebrow.

I find myself fidgeting in my seat as I think about Tris, Julie, and Lisa. I can’t lose them. I can’t lose my found family. “No, miss.”

“No re-lapses?”

“None.”

“Can I see your laptop?”

“Of course.”

I hand the device to her. She scans through my history and my files. If I really wanted to I could avoid detection of course; there’s no universe where Miss Howell is more tech savvy than me; I simply got sloppy last time.

But, there’s truly nothing to find. I haven’t downloaded or watched any porn, MILF or otherwise.

However, my attention-span has definitely suffered.

“Everything looks okay. How has your school work been?”

“Not great,” I find myself admitting. “Focusing is… difficult.”

Miss Howell nods. “And why is that?”

“Things have been a little tense at home lately,” I admit.

I haven’t spoken to Lisa since I accidentally came on her. I didn’t even know my cum could fly that high, but the moment I saw her pretty face in front of me as my orgasm built up I simply exploded. Just thinking about it makes me hard.

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No, miss.”

“No friends with benefits either? What are you calling it these days? Fuck buddies
 ?”

“No.”

“Are you relieving
  yourself regularly?”

“Uhm.”

“You’re a healthy young man. I said I didn’t want to expel you for downloading porn on school property — I never said you weren’t allowed to clean your pipes. Do you understand what I’m saying, mister Hunter?”

“I think I get the gist ye—”

“Masturbation,” Miss Howell says, cutting me off. “I’m asking if you jack off.”

“This is a strange conversation,” I say.

“Nonsense. It’ perfectly natural and healthy.”

Miss Howell stands up and strides towards me, swaying her hips as she walks. Today’s she’s wearing a short skirt and a pantyhose. Her heels click on the floor. Her shirt can barely contain her round breasts, the top buttons clinging on for dear life.

She sits down on her desk in front of me, my eyes right on level with her crotch. She slips one foot out of her heels and places it on my chair — right between my legs.

“I have an offer for you, mister Hunter.” Her nimble fingers play with the top button of her blouse. I’m mesmerized. “Perhaps you need a little… encouragement. What do you think?”

I can barely think. All of my attention is being gobbled up those huge, magnificent milkers that are but one blouse away. Miss Howell pops the top-button open, and her creamy white breasts almost spill out completely. Her foot presses against my thick bulge, and my teacher smirks wickedly.

“Good answer, Josh. Here’s my offer: If you get straight A’s next semester, I will… well, let’s just say you get to pick your favorite video, and we can… re-enact it? How does that sound?”

I nod vigorously, my tongue all tied up.

“Excellent. I wonder which one you’ll pick, there’s so many to choose from. I cannot wait, Josh.”

She presses her foot into my cock one last time, a look of wild lust on her gorgeous face — and then she stands up, straightens herself, fixes her blouse and strides back to her desk.

“That’ll be all, mister Hunter. You may leave now.”

“Yes, miss Howell.”

My hand is on the door handle when she stops me.

“One more thing, Josh.”

“Yes?”

Miss Howell smiles as she fingers one of her pens. “Good luck.”

“Thank you, miss Howell.”

“See you next week, Josh.”
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I
 finally have the entire house to myself on Saturday night. Julie is seeing a movie with her friends, and Lisa is at her yoga studio, where the moms of Greenville often stay late to drink green tea and chat. Lisa’s always asking me to go with her, but I haven’t relented yet. I am considering it though — I could use a good stretch. Plus, seeing her in her yoga leggings is already a reward on its own.

It’s a perfect evening to get some work done. And yet, nothing is happening. I stare at my screen. The code is right there. The cursor blinks, waiting for my commands. Nothing comes out of my fingertips. My mind is too full. Thoughts of Lisa, Julie and Miss Howell swirl in my head.

With a growl of frustration I close the window and my mouse instantly hovers to my web browser. Just a few clicks and… no, I promised I wouldn’t… oh, it wouldn’t hurt anyone… no, a promise is a promise…

A car pulls up to our home. I don’t recognize the sound; it’s definitely not Julie or Lisa. One of Julie’s friends perhaps? I peek out the window to see a pristine white SUV parked on our driveway. Who do we know that drives such a flashy car?

The driver-side door opens and a long leg is kicked out. Ah, Tris. Of course.
  I go downstairs and open the door for her.

“Lisa’s out, I’m afraid.”

“Who says I came to see her?” Tris smirks. “May I?”

“Of course, come in.”

Tris saunters into our living room. Her tight, fire-red dress barely reaches past her hips.

“Is everyone out?”

“Yeah, it’s just me.”

“I’m not interrupting you, am I?”

Her blue eyes seem to dart towards my crotch for a split second. I notice my fly is open, and quickly zip it up. Damn it. “Not at all. I was trying to get some work done, but I was too distracted to focus.”

“Yes, I heard.”

“You did?”

“Be a good host and offer me something to drink, sweetie.”

“Sure. What can I get you?”

“Will a margarita be too much effort?”

“Not at all.”

I mix the drinks as I feel Tris’s hungry eyes stare right at me. She’s like a cheetah circling its prey.

“Thank you, darling,” she says as I hand her the drink. “Cheers.”

I sit down on our couch. Rather than take the chair, Tris sits down right next to me. We clink our glasses and take a sip.

“Ah. Excellent. You’d make an excellent bartender.”

“I think my talents lie elsewhere.”

“Yes, you are working on some technobabble blahblah
  app, aren’t you?”

“That’s not the technical name, but you’re not wrong,” I admit.

“I’m sure it’s very important, but also very boring,” Tris pouts. “I don’t like being bored.”

“What do
  you like, Tris?”

“You.”

She places her manicured fingers on my thigh. My heart rate skyrockets.

“Don’t look so surprised, Josh. Do you have any idea how much of a catch you are? You’re handsome, smart, driven, ambitious, kind. Do I have to go on? I’m surprised you don’t have all the girls in your class fawning over you. I’m sure you do
 , but you’re too focused on your work to notice. Am I right?”

I search for the right words. “Those girls don’t really interest me.”

Her blue eyes twinkle with desire. “Ah yes. MILFS, wasn’t it? That’s your poison?”

I try not to spill my drink as I take a sip. “Yes.”

“Tell me, Josh. Am I MILF enough for you?”

She leans back and runs a finger down her neckline. Her large tits are right there, barely held back by a thin layer of fabric. God, she’s absolutely gorgeous and winding me around her finger.

“More than enough,” I say with confidence. “You are one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever had the pleasure of meeting, Tris.”

“One of the most? How do I compare to, say, my best friend?” Her fingers drum on my leg.

I can’t help but smile. “That’s an impossible choice and you know it. You are both gorgeous. I wouldn’t be able to choose if my life depended on it.”

“Then you are lucky you don’t have to choose,” she says with a grin as her hand slides up my leg.

“I’ve heard about your troubles, Josh. About the stress, the business, the grades. I’ve been talking to my best friend and that busty teacher of yours. I know what you need. Release
 . I’m here to give it to you, if that’s alright with you.”

Her fingertips have now reached the bulge in my jeans, which has been there from the moment I saw her long legs step out of her flashy car.

“Oh wow,” Tris mouthes. “Lisa was right, you are
  packing. Jesus, Josh.”

I grab her wrist gently. “Tris, I am flattered, but what if someone were to walk in?” My eyes glance at the door. “Lisa could be back home any minute. If she came here and found us…”

Tris smiles wickedly at me. “Perhaps she’d join us. Ah, did I just feel your cock throb? You like that, wouldn’t you? I’m not going to to lie: I would definitely like to see it. Lisa’s always such a caregiver, always such a goody two-shoes.
 Always doing the right thing. It would be nice for her to cut loose and suck on your fat dick for a change, wouldn’t it, Josh?”

I’m at a loss for words. It’s hard to speak when someone as beautiful as Tris is rubbing your erection and whispering forbidden words.

“But that’s not what you think will happen. You think she’ll freak out and kick you out? That’s what you’re afraid of, isn’t it? Well, I’ve got some good news for you, Josh.”

Tris straddles my lap. She grabs my hands and places them right on her ass, underneath the short dress, and my cock feels ready to burst out of my pants as I feel her soft and perfect flesh.

Her large bosom is right in my face. She leans forwards and nibbles on my earlobe, and my eyes flutter with pleasure.

“Are you ready for the good news?”

I nod.

“Lisa asked me to do this,” Tris whispers into my ear.

I’m frozen in shock as Tris licks my earlobe and my neck, and grinds her body against mine.

“Lisa?” I stammer. “Asked you?”

“Uh huh,” Tris moans. She sits up and looks me right in the eyes. Without breaking eye contact she reaches down and pulls her dress over her head and flings it into the corner.

She’s completely naked underneath, save for a thong.

Her large breasts bounce freely inches from my face, mesmerizing me completely. I’ve fantasized about Tris a hundred times, but never would I have expected to see her naked in front of me. Tris grabs her own breasts and squeezes them, her thumbs flicking her hard nipples.

“Lisa knows what you need,” Tris says as she grinds on my lap, my bulge pressed right against her thong. “She saw how big your cock was. She knows that a man likes you needs release, needs the touch of a woman. She wants to do it herself but she’s a bit too shy… so I volunteered.”

Tris grabs my head and practically shoves it into her chest. “So suck on my big tits, Josh,” she moans as she reaches down and unclasps my belt. “You’ve been such a good boy.”

I’m in heaven. Tris smothers me with her soft tits, as I suck on her hard nipples. She manages to unbutton my pants and yank my pants and boxers to my ankles, all the while her tits never leave my hungry mouth.

She wraps two hands around my cock and strokes me up and down as I alternate sucking on her breasts.

“Fucking hell Josh, I’ve seen some big dicks in my time, but this one takes the cake,” Tris gasps. “You’re fucking huge.”

Her ass is downright perfect in my hands. I slap it, and she groans approvingly, prompting me to smack it a few more times for good measure.

Tris leans down and kisses me. There’s hunger, passion and lust in her kiss. I answer in kind. My tongue enters her mouth, claiming it, as our bodies unite. Her hands are on my hard cock as I hold her tight, perky ass in mine. Her soft breasts are smothered against my chest.

All my stress fades from my mind. There’s only the beautiful woman in my lap. That’s all that matters.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to kiss you,” Tris breathes between kisses. She nips my bottom-lip. “You’re even better at it than I dared to hope.” Her hands grip my cock tightly. “I’m going to suck you off now.”

Tris sinks to her knees in front of me and for a moment just stares at my cock. I’ve always known I’m on the larger end of the spectrum, but the sheer adulation that Tris has in her eyes is new to me.

“It’s gorgeous,” she breathes as she runs a finger up my length. “Your balls are huge,” she mumbles as he fingers cradle them. “And it’s so thick as well. Just the perfect size for a slut like me to suck on.”

Tris looks up at me with puppy-like eyes.

“Can I suck on your cock, Josh? Please?”

Something comes over me in that moment. A switch is flipped in my mind. I’m no longer the passive observer, overwhelmed by the big tits and round ass that are in my face.

Now, I’m in charge.

I reach out and grab her a fistful of her short blonde hair. Not too tight to hurt, but enough to be in control. “Open your mouth wide, my hot little slut,” I growl.

Tris obeys instantly, opening her thick red lips and stretching out her pink tongue for me. I slap the head of my cock against her outstretched tongue. She tries to wrap her red lips around the head of my cock, but I pull back every time.

“Not yet,” I say. “You can suck my cock when I say so.”

“But I want to,” Tris whines.

“I know you do, baby. Here, have a suck.”

I pop the head of my cock into her mouth, bulging her cheek. Tris closes her eyes and hums in elation as her tongue flicks against my cock, darting against the sensitive slit. One hand wraps around the base of my member as the other cradles my sack.

Nothing I’ve seen in porn can compare to the oral cock-worship I’m receiving from Tris. She’s in love with my cock.

I feel like an absolute king.

She worships my throbbing member for twenty minutes straight, kissing and licking me all over; taking me as far deep into her mouth as she can take until she chokes on it; coating my balls in her saliva; tonguing the head as she strokes me. Tris is in heaven.

“Maybe next time you can fuck me,” Tris says. My cock throbs at the thought of the blonde bouncing on my cock, until I fill her cunt with my seed. “But for now I want you to come all over my tits. Can you do that for me? Can you come all over my big tits?”

She smirks as she hears my groans while she rubs the head of my cock against her hard nipples.

“That’s it, baby, come for me. Come all over my big titties. You’ve wanted to that from the moment you first met me, right? When we came to pick you up from the airport? It’s okay, you can tell me.”

“Yes,” I growl. “The moment I saw you in your slutty dress I wanted to cum all over you, Tris.”

“Yesss,” Tris moans, her eyes closed. “I should have joined you in the back of the car and sucked you off all the way home, baby, and switched positions with Lisa halfway. Your big cock deserves to be worshiped by a whole harem of obedient girls. Are you ready to cum, baby? I feel your balls pulsing. You’re going to cum all over my tits?”

Fuck me.

The mental image of Lisa and Tris sharing me is enough to send me over the edge and into nirvana.

I come hard, hot jets of cum flying out the head of my cock, one after another, hitting Tris not only on her chest but her face as well. Tris milks my cock dry as I moan and tremble. I keep cumming for what feels like ages, my thick load dripping down Tris’s tits and cheeks, and she doesn’t stop until my balls are completely drained.

Tris leans back and slides her hands into her thong. She fingers herself to orgasm in a matter of seconds, shaking with pleasure before me as my cum dribbles down her cheeks. It is the most wicked and most beautiful scene I have ever seen in my life.

Her blue eyes flutter open, and she smiles wildly at me.

“That was… amazing, Josh.”

She leans forwards and kisses my still-hard cock. “I love your cock. Jesus. Look, you’ve absolutely covered me. That’s so fucking hot. Ugh, you’re so perfect, Josh. We’re so
  doing this again.”

She grabs her purse and to my surprise, pushes her phone into my hand.

“Take a picture,” she says as she leans back and juts out her chest. Thick goblets of white cum drip down her tits onto her flat stomach. “You don’t want to forget what this looks like, do you? Take a picture of the thick load you just dropped on my tits, babe.”

My cock is already back to full mast at her naughty words, and I take several pictures of her smiling wickedly at the camera.

“Excellent,” she smiles as she takes a look at them. “Now I have something to show my best friend if she asks me how it went.”

My eyes widen in surprise. “You would really?”

Tris laughs, leans forward and kisses my cock. “Lisa’s not so innocent as you think, Josh. She has wants and needs too, she’s just too damn innocent to do anything about them. Don’t worry, I’ll forward the picture to you as well. Now, I’d better shower and clear out before Julie gets home. Don’t want to make that little vixen jealous.”

Tris picks up her dress and purse and dallies up the stairs, whistling a happy tune as I’m left on the couch, stunned and naked. Did that really happen?

I grab my phone. Tris has just texted me the picture. Oh yes, that really happened.

And like she said… we are definitely
  doing this again.
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S
 unday is always a busy day for Little Italy
 . The small coffee shop is packed with visitors, but luckily ‘Mama’ Esmeralda Sorrento always saves us a table. One of the perks of being the proprietor’s favorite customers.

“Josh!” Esmeralda shouts when we enter the shop. The mature Italian woman pulls me in for a tight hug, her heaving breasts pressing against me as she smothers me with kisses on my cheeks.

A proper European greeting, Esmeralda always says, though I haven’t seen anyone else in Greenville get this treatment — something Julie loves teasing me with.

“Esmeralda,” I say. “Great to see you again!”

“Please, call me Mama
 , everyone does,” Esmeralda says. The raven-haired beauty pinches my cheek. “What can Mama
  get for you? The usual?”

“The usual, Mama,” I answer.

“Coming right up, my boy! Please, sit!”

The best seat in the house, right by the window, is reserved for us. The usual is an espresso and a croissant for me; cappuccino and red velvet cake for Lisa, and pumpkin latte and carrot cake for Julie.

Julie usually doesn’t join me and Lisa for our weekly coffee session, but today she wanted to come along, and I’m happy for it.

The last few weeks have been quite awkward for everyone. Today, we three are acting like nothing has happened, and the dynamic is back to normal.

Life is normal.

Life is good.

It’s almost as if last night, Tris didn’t
  suck me off in our living room until I absolutely showered her huge milkers with my cum. It seems like a dream, but I know I can check my phone at any time and see the proof right there, in my gallery. I know this because I’ve already checked out those pictures over a dozen times today. It’s still hard to wrap my head around it.

“How did you sleep last night?” Lisa asks as she sips on her cappuccino.

“Very well,” I say.

It’s true. I slept like a fucking baby. After Tris left I spent a few hours working on my business, having had a major breakthrough. After that, I slept like a log. I can’t remember ever feeling this refreshed and simply happy to wake up.

“Good,” Lisa smiles.

I study her face. She’s wearing jeans and a baggy sweater, her red hair wrestled into a messy top. It’s a casual look, but I think she’s at her most beautiful like this: Just a normal, amazingly beautiful woman. Tris’s low-cut dresses, pristine make-up and manicured nails are also sexy as hell, but there’s something comforting about Lisa’s simple natural beauty.

I try to find a clue in her face. Does she know what happened? Tris told me that Lisa asked her to take care of me, and ensured me that she would share the picture of her cum-covered face with Lisa, but… perhaps she was simply getting me worked up. Maybe none of that was true.

If it was, Lisa ought to win an acting award, because she’s acting as if this is just any other Sunday.

“I got you something,” Julie says. She reaches into her bag and pulls out a wrapped gift.

“For me?”

“Yes, for you, loser,” Julie says as she thrusts it into my hands.

Julie is wearing those leggings that hugs her tight ass perfectly, along with a crop-top that leaves little to the imagination. It’s clear she takes after Tris, rather than Lisa, when it comes to her styling.

“Are you going to open it or what?”

“Yes, yes, I didn’t know it was a race,” I say as I remove the wrapping paper. Inside there’s a little black box with a gorgeous watch in it.

“It’s one of those fancy fitness trackers,” Julie explains. “I know you’ve been stressed lately, and they say cardio helps a lot with stress, so I figured, now you have a watch that tracks your runs, so you can go and run with me!”

Julie smiles nervously, forgetting to put on her tough girl persona for a second. “Do you like it?”

“Julie,” I say. “It’s amazing! Thank you!”

She reaches in and hugs me tightly. “No worries, bro. Now you owe me a run.”

“Oh, you bet your ass I’m going to join you.”

“Don’t think you’re going to outrun me now. I’m pretty fast.”

“What do I get if I beat you?” I ask.

Julie raises her eyebrows. “I’ll think of something good. Don’t you worry.”

Lisa admires the watch as well. “Look, you can track all kinds of exercises, not just running. There’s even a yoga setting. You know what that means? You can join my yoga class!”

Julie rolls her eyes. “Mom, Josh needs to blow off steam. Not stretch lightly for an hour in a hot room with a bunch of sweaty moms.”

“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it,” Lisa says, undeterred. “You’ll try it, right, Josh?”

“Sure,” I say. “Why not?”

We drink our coffee in peace as we chat idly, and I couldn’t be happier with my little new family. There are still many challenges on my road: I need to get my prototyped launched if I want to obtain a permanent visa and stay in the country when my term ends, but for now, that is still months and months away. Life is good.

Outside the little café, a white SUV stops in front of the red light. Tris’s is behind the wheel and gaze meets mine. She smirks, waves at me, and pulls up. I take a quick sip of my coffee as my blood rushes downwards.

This is shaping up to be an interesting year.
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“H
 ey nerd! You’re joining me or what?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m coming.”

It’s the crack ass of dawn, a time when any sane person is still asleep. It seems that today, I am not a sane person, for the beautiful Julie has talked me into going on a morning run with her.

For me, anything before noon is considered morning. Julie has a different idea.

I stagger into the hallway, rubbing sleep from my eyes as I fumble for my running shoes. The front door is open and Julie is outside doing her pre-running stretches. Her fire-red hair is tied up into a ponytail, and she’s wearing bright pink running sneakers, leggings and a colorful shirt.

“Come on, slowpoke. You’re burning sunlight.”

“I don’t see any fucking sunlight,” I grumble as I step outside. “Fuck me its cold.”

“That’s because you’re standing still like a grandpa, come on. You’ve got to warm up.”

Julie’s does jumping jacks in front of me. Her sports bra is doing some heavy lifting, dealing with all of her jiggle.

I throw in a few half-assed jumping jacks, and pretty soon I’m feeling warmed up. I do keep in shape, but I prefer weight lifting. Running is not exactly my thing.

“Ready, slowpoke?”

“Ready when you are.”

“Let’s go then.”

We jog towards Greenville’s main park together. I can tell she’s taking it easy for my sake — I’d like to say that’s not needed, but without my morning coffee, I am quite useless. Taking it easy is just fine by now.

“How’s your app going?” She asks.

I shrug. “Progress has been slow. I really need to buckle down and get it done.”

“Anything I can do to help?”

I glance at her. “I don’t know, are you secretly a rockstar programmer?”

“What if I am? Would that blow your mind?”

I think for a moment before I answer. “Not at all, really. You’re smart. You’ve definitely got what it takes. Just never heard you talk about it, that’s all.”

“You don’t know all my secrets.”

We reach Greenville’s main park, where we stop for a moment to catch our breaths. The sun is rising in the distance, coating the park in a beautiful orange glow. There’s hardly anyone around. The world is silent and still. No traffic. Only the chirping of the birds to be heard.

“Whoa,” I say. “It’s amazing here.”

Julie nods. “That’s why I love coming here. A moment of quiet before the storm of a busy day.”

“Look at you, being all zen and shit,” I say. “Here I thought you just wanted to stay fit.”

Julie punches my shoulder. “I do want to stay fit, jerk. Got to be fit if you want to make it on TikTok, right?”

I shake my head. “You’re the smartest girl I know, Julie. Surely there’s more to life than being a model? Not that there’s anything inherently wrong with that, but you’ve got the brains to go along with the beauty.”

Julie’s thick lips curl up into a smile. “Are you flirting with me?”

“What if I am?”

Julie bites her lip and looks away. “Look. It’s easy for you to say that, because you come from money. Mom probably hasn’t told you this, but the child support and alimony she gets from Roger stopped last year when I came of age.”

“I had no idea,” I admit. “What about the yoga studio?”

She frowns. “That? That costs more money than it makes. It’s a hobby. Don’t tell her I said that.”

My host-mom never fully explained her financial situation to me, and I didn’t pry. All I learned is that her ex-husband was wealthy, and that Lisa took him for all he was worth when he left her for his barely legal secretary.

“Yeah. My mom’s quite frugal, so we’re not in any financial trouble just yet, but… I need to start earning my share, you know? And the quickest way to do that is with these.” She gestures vaguely at her figure.

I make a mental note to sit down with Lisa and go over her financials, if she’s willing to share that information with me. Helping out financially is the least I can do.

“So, let’s get this show on the road. You’re sure you can keep up with me?” Julie asks.

“Positive,” I say. “Show me what you’ve got.”

“Want to make it interesting?”

“Shoot.”

“If you can keep up with me for, say, three miles around the park at my pace, I’ll owe you a huge favor. It can be anything.”

“And if I can’t keep up?”

Julie flashes me a smile. “Then you’ll owe me
  a huge favor.”

“From the glint in your eye I can already tell you have something in mind. What is it?”

“That’s for you to find out. Go!”

Julie sprints off. I curse under my breath because I am far from ready, and struggle to keep up with her. “Unfair!” I grumble, but I soon realize my breath is better saved, because Julie has an absolute blistering
 pace.

I sprint hard to catch up with her, but she always manages to stay a couple of yards ahead of me. There’s one benefit to this: I can watch her bubble butt bounce with every step. Her leggings leave absolutely nothing to the imagination as they tightly cradle every inch of her round behind. This gives me the energy to keep up with her pace for most of the route — but with the finish visible in the distance I am forced to admit defeat.

My lungs burn, my muscles cramp, and my head pounds as I stop running and gasp for air. Jesus
 . I knew Julie was fit, but I didn’t think she was this much of a speedbunny.

“You win,” I gasp. “You win.”

Julie sprits back to me and places her hand on my back. “You okay, Josh?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I say. “Just have to catch my breath.”

“Don’t die on me, okay?” Julie says, only half-joking.

I chuckle. “It will take more than that to take me down. I’m not much of a runner, I’m afraid. You’ve got me beat. For now.”

“For now? Is that a challenge?”

“You bet your sweet ass it is. I’m not going to let this slide, you must understand that.”

“Uh huh,” Julie laughs, crossing her arms over her chest. “All I hear is that you’re a sore loser.”

“I am sore, that’s for sure,” I complain as I rub my ankles.

“Did you at least have fun?”


Watching your ass has been great, sure.


I swallow that comment and nod. “You’re right, it’s very calming to be out here. Helps deal with the stress. My lungs are still burning but I do feel relaxed, if that makes sense. Let’s jog home, yeah?”

We walk home chatting about everything and nothing. Julie fixes herself a sport drink, while I stick to my daily morning coffee ritual, which she mocks me for relentlessly.

“I’m going to take a shower,” Julie says, “And afterwards, you’re owe me that favor.” She pulls her sweat-soaked shirt over her head, showing off her bright pink sports bra.

“And what favor is that?” I ask.

“I haven’t decided yet. I could use a massage, or a photographer to help me out… which one do you prefer?”

“I’m rubbish at both,” I lie.

“Masseuse it is,” Julie says. “I’ll beat your ass next week so you’ll be forced to be my very own photographer.”

She walks up the stairs while I eat a light breakfast. When I hear that she shower is done, I head up-stairs. “You done?” I ask, lightly knocking on the bathroom door. Rather than pulling it open, I check on Julie’s room. “Are you done in the bathroom?”

Her door is cracked open ever so slightly, and my eyes can’t help but fall on the large, floor-to-ceiling mirror she has installed on the side of her room.

Julie’s completely naked as she towels her hair dry. Her body is toned and beautiful. There’s not a hint of hair on her mound. Her breasts are large and plump, with beautiful pink nipples that begged to be sucked on.

“Are you this
  eager to massage me, Josh?” Julie asks.

My eyes snap up. Fuck. I hadn’t realized she was looking right at me.

“I, uh, wanted to check if you were done in the bathroom,” I try to explain myself.

Julie makes no effort to hide her nudity. If my body was as fantastic as hers, I wouldn’t either. Perhaps a modeling career isn’t such a bad idea after all. With a body like that…

“As you can see, yes, I am, you dolt,” she laughs. “Hurry back here when you’re done — my calves could use a good rub.”

I rinse myself quickly and throw some fresh clothes on before heading back to Julie’s room. My head is spinning but I try to keep cool. I knock on the door.

“Come in.”

Julie’s lying on her bed, her green eyes watching me intently as I enter her domain. I’m not inside her room often, and for good reason — it’s the girliest place you can imagine. I suspect secretly Julie’s a bit embarrassed about all her stuffed toys and posters of boy bands.

“Go ahead, laugh,” she says.

“What for?”

“I can tell what you’re thinking. You hate my room. It’s too girly for you.”

In the back of my mind, I recall Tris’s words. Something about Julie having a larger supply of sex toys than her mom and best friend combined. None are on display now, as my eyes quickly scan her room. Unless she humps her stuffed animals…

“It’s not exactly my choice of decor, but here’s nothing wrong with it.”

“No?”

I shrug. “The only reason my room is so sparsely decorated is because I moved here from overseas, remember? My room back in Monaco is filled to the brim with action figures and anime body pillows.”

“You’re lying,” Julie laughs. “You’re trying to make me feel better.”

“Maybe. Is it working?”

“Maybe. Are you ready for that favor?”

I lick my lips. There’s a lot of favors I would like to do for Julie. She’s spread out on her bed, wearing a tight white t-shirt, no bra. Her hips are only covered with a pair of boy shorts. Julie’s absolutely gorgeous.

She’s also off-limits.

I shouldn’t be having these lewd thoughts, but I can’t help myself.

“What did you have in mind?”

She raises one leg for me, and nods at her nightstand where there’s a bottle of lotion.

“My calves are sore from beating your ass, Josh. How about you rub them for me, while you ruminate on how you got beaten by a girl?”

“Such a gracious winner you are,” I grin as I squirt the lotion into my hands. I grab her calves and get to work; gently kneading her soft flesh.

I work my way down and rub her feet as well, first the left, then the right. Julie’s relaxed, her eyes closed, her chest heaving up and down with every gentle breath as I massage her feet. My hands slide up, working all of her legs. Without saying a word she grabs her boy shorts and pulls them up, showing off her gorgeous, pale white thighs.

“Do those too,” she says breathlessly.

I comply, my fingers rubbing the lotion deeply into her powerful, toned thighs. The air is thick with tension. Julie’s lips are parted slightly, and for a moment I think about just leaning down and kissing her.

Then my common sense kicks in.

I don’t want this moment to end, but there’s only so much one can do.

“All done,” I say gently as I squeeze her thighs.

Julie whimpers softly. “You’re so fucking good at this Josh. You’ve got the hands of a god.”

“Thanks.”

She looks at me through her fluttered lashes. “You’ll do this again for me, right?”

“We’ll see,” I answer with a smirk. “Can you make it worth my while?”

“I think I can do that,” Julie whispers.

Her lotioned-up toes brush against my crotch ‘accidentally’ as she moves her feet.

“Oops,” she mouthes as she looks at me, daring me to say something. Lust tingles down my spine. I want to release my cock from it’s confinement and shove it down her pretty little mouth. I want to use her like I used Tris.

“Breakfast!” Lisa calls out from downstairs. This means pancakes are ready. Julie shoots up, the spell of lust now broken.

“Breakfast,” Julie stammers.

“Yes, breakfast,” I answer, eloquently. We nod, and then we both walk downstairs and eat our pancakes in silence as Lisa chats about the latest gossip she heard from the yoga moms. Julie and I don’t make eye contact.

Both of us pretend like we weren’t just about to fuck with reckless abandon.

If only Lisa hadn’t called us downstairs…
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T
 he smell of Mexican food — my favorite — fills our home. I table my work for the day and head downstairs. Julie’s out with her friend again, so it’s just me and Lisa tonight, which I’m more than happy with.

Julie has been spending a lot of time with her best friend, Meghan. Meghan’s the one who has been filling Julie’s head with thoughts of modeling and social media clout. All nonsense, but they both do have the bodies for it — and the brains to figure out how to work the algorithm.

I reach the bottom of the stairs when I hear a familiar voice, and my body responds instantly.

Tris’s warm laugh rises from the kitchen.

The last time I heard that voice was when she was moaning with my cock down her throat. I’m hard in an instant, and I take a moment to adjust myself and take a deep breath before I stride into the lionesses den.

“Good evening.”

Tris and Lisa look up at me, their conversation falling silent. Both of them have a big glass of wine parked in front of them, and Tris’s blue eyes twinkle as she looks at me. I know what that look means.


Trouble.


“You were’t talking about me I hope?”

“Guilty as charged,” Tris says. “Come sit your tight ass down next to your favorite MILF.” She pats the seat next to her.

I grab myself a glass because there’s no way I can go through this evening sober. I already know it’s going to be one of those
  nights.

I sit down and Tris’s hand lands on my thigh instantly, her long nails digging into my skin.

“Lisa here was just telling me what a good boy you’ve been,” Tris says. “You’ve been working hard lately. Even your grades are up. Tell me again: Why do you even attend community college when you’re the heir to a billion dollar empire?”

I fill my glass with white wine. “For the life experience,” I answer truthfully. “It’s nice to be normal for once.”

“But Josh,” Tris says. “You’re anything but normal.”

“Tris!” Lisa says. “Be nice!”

“You think normal boys are this fit? This smart, this driven? This mature? This… gifted?”

There’s a small smirk on her red lips as she says those last two words.

“Face it, Josh. You’re extraordinary. You don’t belong in Greenville. You belong in a boardroom somewhere in New York or London. Tokyo.”

“Are you that eager to get rid of me?”

“Not at all!” Lisa quickly says. “That’s not what my dear drunk friend is saying, IS IT?”

“I just want him to be happy!” Tris counters. “Are you happy, Josh?”

I look at Lisa. I’ve never seen a woman more beautiful than her. Her big mane of red hair is tussled and there’s food stains on her sweater (no doubt from the burritos that are in the oven as we speak), and it only makes her prettier. Then I turn to Tris. Terrible Tris
 , as Lisa likes to call her behind her back. She’s the polar opposite of her best friend; her platinum blonde hair is perfectly cut, her make-up is on point, her nails are long and manicured, and she’s dressed not for a night in, but for the hottest nightclub in Paris. How these two women are best friends is beyond me.

“I’m happier than I’ve ever been,” I answer truthfully. “I love it here in Greenville, and in this home.”

“Aw, Josh,” Lisa says. “That’s so sweet.”

The oven beeps. Lisa stands up to check on the food, and when she does so, Tris’s hand slides further up my leg, until she’s fully cupping my cock under the table.

“I’ve missed this beast,” she hisses into my ear. “I want you to feed me your cock tonight, Josh. I need my daily dose of cum, and I need it badly.”

“Jesus,” I grown as she squeezes my bulge. I was already half-erect just sitting at the dining room table with two gorgeous women, but now I’m as hard as a rock.

“What’s that?” Lisa calls out from the kitchen.

“I said it smells delicious!” I answer.

Tris’s fingers fidget with my zipper.

“What are you doing?” I hiss.

“I want to see it,” she says. “Show it to me.”

“Lisa’s right there!”

“Liz! I think I left another bottle of wine in my car, can you be a dear and get it for me?” Tris calls out.

“Sure thing,” Lisa answers as she turns the corner.

The moment mom is out of sight Tris yanks down my zipper and reaches her hand in like there’s a million dollar down my pants.

She pulls my thick cock out and gasps audibly.

“Jesus Christ, Josh,” she says, licking her lips. “I missed this. You have no idea.”

Tris leans down and runs her tongue up the length of my shaft. All I can do is grab the table and stare at the door, praying that Lisa doesn’t suddenly decide to sprint back into the house. This is completelyinsane
 .

“You even smell good, too,” Tris groans as she nuzzles my cock. “I meant it when I said you’re not normal, Josh. You’re amazing. This cock is amazing, and so are you.”

Her two hands circle around my shaft as she lifts her face and kisses my cheek. I smell her perfume.

“I want you to use me, baby,” she says softly as our eyes meet. “Do you understand? I am yours to use. Whenever you want. Fuck my mouth. My pussy. My ass. All my holes are for you to use, Josh. Lisa and Julie will come around, but me? I’m ready for it. If you need to destress or you’re just horny, just call me, okay?”

I rest my hand on her cheek. My thumb rubs against her bottom lip. “I’m probably a fool for questioning such a request from such a beautiful woman, but I’ve got to ask, Tris. Why?”

Tris squeezes the base of my cock.

“Because you make my best friend happy,” Tris answers. “You make her daughter happy. And you make ME happy. Before you came into Lisa’s life, she was miserable. You brighten the life of everyone around you, Josh. You’re smart, driven, sweet, kind. Plus, you’re gorgeous and you’ve got a big cock, I’m not saying that doesn’t help,” she smiles. “But most of all, you deserve it. Even if you don’t fully believe that yourself yet, because you’re still finding your way — but I see it. There’s so much promise in you. I just want to be along for the ride, and do my part, if you’ll let me.”

The front door closes. Lisa’s just around the corner. I expect Tris to let go, but instead she does something completely crazy.

She leans down and takes my cock into her throat, as far down as it’ll go. I stifle a moan as Lisa turns the corner and stops dead in her tracks.

“Where’s Tris?” she asks, cocking her head to the side.

Her friend’s body is hidden from view by the dining room table.

“Bathroom,” I say, trying to keep my voice steady as my right hand holds a fistful of Tris’s hair while I choke her on my cock.

Lisa chuckles. “No wonder, with the amount of wine she’s been chugging. I’m surprised her liver is still intact.”

“Haha, yeah.”

Without my cock leaving her mouth Tris slides out of her seat, kneeling in front of me. She bobs her head up and down furiously, the back of her head bumping against the table as she fucks her mouth on my cock.

Lisa turns around again. “Hm?”

“Nothing,” I answer.

I have to think of something fast. At the rate Tris is going, Lisa’s going to notice every moment now.

“Lisa, could you do me a huge favor? I saw we’re out of beer; can you run down to the store real quick? I’d really like to drink a Corona with the burritos.”

I’m shocked with how steady my voice is, as Tris’s tongue works my shaft. I feel bad for lying, but right now, it’s justified.

“Is something wrong with your legs, mister?” Lisa asks.

“Yes, actually, I, uh, sprained my ankle when I went jogging with Julie.” Another lie. Definitely going to hell now.

“Oh, poor baby! I didn’t know! Is it swollen? Let me take a look!”

“That’s alright!” I say. “Can you get it, please?”

“Oh. Sure, honey,” Lisa answers with a raised eyebrow. “Be right back.”

“Are you literally insane?” I ask Tris the moment the front door closes.

Saliva still connects Tris’s bottom lip with the head of my engorged cock.

“You make me cock-drunk, Josh,” Tris says. “The only cure is using me like a good little slut.”

A thrill runs down my spine.

“Fine,” I say as I stand up. “Crawl towards me.”

Tris follows my command, her eyes focused on my hard cock as she makes her way over.

“Pull out your tits, slut.”

She pulls out her big tits for me and looks up at me, fluttering her lashes.

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair and force my cock down her throat. Tris chokes, but I keep her head pushed down.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To choke on my big cock like a good little slut?” I ask.

I pull her back. “Yes Josh!” she whimpers. “Yes!”

I slide my cock back into her throat. I reach down and roughly squeeze her tits. The rougher I am, the harder she moans, her lips stretched around my cock.

Tris is a freak — and I’m realizing I love treating her exactly how she wants to be treated.

“You want to have dinner with your best friend with a belly full of cum, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck yes,” she groans.

I roughly twist her nipples, and Tris moans loudly.

“I’m going to cum down your throat, slut!”

I fuck her mouth hard, my balls slapping against her chin with every thrust. Her make-up is smeared all over her face as I use her for my pleasure.

If Lisa were to look through the window right now, I would be in deep shit.

My orgasm builds and builds, until there’s no stopping the eruption. I scream Tris’s name as I thrust one last time, my cock shooting it’s cream right down the back of her throat, my hands roughly squeezing her tits as I do so. My balls pulse and tremble as I empty them in her mouth. She swallows my load completely, gulping it all down, and I stumble back, knees instantly week, my cock leaving her mouth with a plop as I grab a chair for support.

“Oh my god, Josh,” Tris pants as she wipes her mouth.

“Too much?” I ask.

She shakes her head. “Not at all, that was perfect. I love it when you’re rough with me, this is exactly what I asked for. Most guys don’t have the balls for that, but you… you certainly do.”

Lisa’s car pulls up the driveway, and I help Tris up to her feet. She gives me a quick kiss before she heads to the bathroom to fix her make-up, and I’ve only got my pants zipped up just in time when the door opens and Lisa walks in.

“Here is your beer, mister,” she says somewhat annoyed.

“You’re the best host ever.” I give her a kiss on the cheek.

Tris enters the kitchen, grins at me, and then also kisses her friend on the cheek.

“What’s that for?” Lisa asks.

“For being an awesome friend,” Tris answers.

Lisa looks at me. “What did you do to my bitchy friend?” She jokes. “The last time she was this nice to me, my cat had just died. Don’t tell me you guys killed a cat when I was gone.”

“No, we choked a chicken though,” Tris says. “I mean, Josh told me how hard you work to take care of Julie and him, and I’m simply in awe of how good of a caregiver you are.”

Lisa frowns “Are you making fun of me?”

“Not at all! Not this time,” Tris says. “I know I don’t have kids, but that doesn’t mean I can’t appreciate the work you do, right?”

Lisa shakes her head. “You’re acting weird. But thank you. I try.”

“You do more than try,” I say. “You succeed wildly.”

“Let’s stop making me uncomfortable with compliments and just eat, yes?” Lisa says. “Dinner is finally ready!”
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W
 e eat and we drink until our bellies are filled. Tris drinks so much that Lisa forbids her from driving home, and orders her to sleep on the couch. As the two drunk best friends share stories of their college shenanigans I bid them good night and head up to my room.

I crawl into bed with the room swirling in front of my eyes, and I’m out like a light.

Until my bedroom door creaks.

“Whose there?” I ask, still woozy.

“Ssh!”

I identity the perfume before I recognize the voice. Tris.


“Tris? What are you doing in my room?” I ask as I sit up straight.

“What do you think? I need a midnight snack.”

My covers are pulled to the side.

“What about mo—ohmygod,” I groan as Tris takes me into her mouth instantly. I sleep naked, and the slut is not wasting any time. Her velvet mouth envelops me as her tongue teases the sensitive slit on top. I reach down and grab a handful of her big tits as she bobs her head up and down.

She makes no effort to be quiet. Quite the opposite: Tris chokes loudly on my cock, gagging herself while moaning and slobbering all over my pole. It’s as if she wants
  her friend to hear.

“I want to feel this huge cock split me open, sweetie. Can you do that for me?”

Tris climbs on top of me, her heavy breasts smothering my face as the head of my cock presses against her warm wetness. My bed creaks under slightly. If I pound her big ass like I so desperately crave, it’ll make enough racket to wake the entire house op.

“What about Lisa?” I ask with a final effort.

“What do you think?” Tris whispers into my ear. “Who do you think sent me up here?”

“No way,” I answer, looking up with my eyes wide. “I don’t believe you.”

In the faint moonlight I can see Tris’s wicked grin.

“Liz! Come in here!” She shouts.

I’m shocked to my very core as my bedroom door opens and Lisa steps into the room. She’s wearing her nightgown, and her eyes are focused on the floor.

“Look at me,” Tris commands.

Lisa’s eyes slowly travel up. Even in the dimly lit room I can see she’s embarrassed; and turned on beyond belief.

“You want see me ride Josh’s cock, don’t you, slut?”

Lisa nods.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” Lisa says hoarsely. “Yes, Tris. I want… I want to see.”

Tris turns back towards me. “Fuck me, Josh,” she whispers seductively. “Fuck my ass hard so that slut sees what she’s missing out on.”


Jesus.


I grip Tris’s mature ass and lower her down on my cock. My thick head spreads her wide open, and the woman groans loudly as I fill her.

“Oh my fucking god you’re huge… fuck me Josh… oh don’t stop, keep going… yes yes YES!”

My balls slap against Tris’s fat cheeks as I pound her big ass — while I look at Lisa over her shoulder.

Lisa’s got one hands between her legs, the other one toying with her nipples as she watches us fuck. This is so hot, so crazy, so beyond anything I ever dared to dream about.

I’m so happy Julie’s spending the night with her friend. Now, we can be as loud as we want to be.

“Come closer Lisa!” I growl with confidence I didn’t know I had. “Take a good look. See how my cock stretches Tris wide open? You wish that was you, right?”

Lisa takes a step forward. She obeys my commands instantly, nodding, her mouth hanging open with pleasure as her tongue darts out to wet her lips.

“Good boy,” Tris moans. “You’re such a good boy, Josh. You have two fucksluts now… two pussies to keep your balls drained… you know exactly what we need babe, you need to treat her like you treat me… like your own personal cumdump, baby… oh ffffuckkk!”

“Kneel before me, Lisa! Take a good, close look!”

Lisa takes her place at the foot of the bed, kneeling, her face mere inches from my cock spreading Tris’s cunt wide open. I feel her hot breath on my nuts, and that sends me over the edge. I pull Tris off me, my cock slipping out of her cunt and hitting her best friend in the cheek.

I cum on the spot, my cock glazing Lisa’s face with my pearlescent cum. She reaches forwards instinctively and takes me into her mouth, cleaning off the juices with her tongue, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks my dry, swallowing my load completely.

Her body trembles in pleasure as she orgasms on the spot as I fill her mouth with my seed.

“Swallow that cum, slut,” Tris says as she rubs her own clit. “Suck that boy’s cock! Oh fuck, this is so fucking hot, I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Oh yeSS!”

Lisa looks up at me with an embarrassed look — a strand of cum still dribbling down her cheek — as I come down from the orgasmic high.

“That was… amazing,” I say.

“Fucking amazing!” Tris says. “Jesus fuck. We should have done that months ago.”

Lisa is too embarrassed to talk. Her cheeks are red, and her eyes dart towards the door.

“Stop being so shy, slut,” Tris says. “Can’t you see that this is exactly what the boy wants? Tell him, Josh.”

I nod. “I don’t even know what to say… thank you?” I laugh nervously.

“It’s not too much?” Lisa asks. “I’m not a… bad host?”

I shake my head vigorously. “Hell no. I fucking loved it. I’ve wanted you since… since I first met you, and that’s feeling has only grown with time. I couldn’t be happier.”

Lisa’s face beams with joy, and it warms my heart.

“Thank you,” she says softly. “I liked it too.”

“How about round two?” Tris says as her fingers wrap around my semi-erect cock. “I’m not done with this cock. Not by a long shot.”

Blood rushes down and within seconds I am back to full hardness. Lisa’s eyes grow wide, which only spurs my erection. I know what she needs. Guidance. A firm hand. Permission to indulgence in her secret desires. Permission only I can give.

“Suck it,” I command her.

This is going to be a legendary night. From here on out, everything will be different…













Chapter
 12












L
 ast night was the best night of my entire life.

I actually lost track of the amount of orgasms Lisa, Tris and I had. I remember coming deeply inside the both of them, and there was also a facial involved, but after that things got a little hazy.

For a brief moment I think it was all simply a dream as I wake up. Of course
 it was a dream
 . How can a guy like me
 score with the two most beautiful women on the planet? Two drop-dead gorgeous MILFs rocked my world all night? Come on.


Then I try to move and I realize with a jolt that the soft pillows I’m sandwiched between are actually the two ladies of my dreams. Lisa’s on my left and Tris is on my right. Both of them are cuddling me, their softs breasts pressed against my naked chest. I’m in heaven.

“Morning, tiger,” Tris purrs into my ear as her long nails trail their way down my chest. “I love your stamina. Guys your age are always ready to go again.”

Her manicured fingers grab my morning wood. She smiles and kisses her way down my body until her nose is pressed right against my throbbing erection.

“I love your scent
 ,” Tris groans as she kisses the side of my cock. The feeling of her hot lips on my manhood makes me sigh with sheer bliss.

“And your taste
 . Fuck, I just love your cock, Josh.”

Tris takes me into her mouth and I groan loud enough to wake Lisa. Her green eyes flutter open and she looks at me all lovey-dovey.

“Hey baby,” she whispers.

“Hey,” I answer, love-struck. I’ve never seen a woman prettier than her right now, with her hair all tangled up and that sleepy, beautiful grin on her face.

Lisa puckers her lip and I kiss her as Tris gently drags her nails across my sensitive sack. I shudder from pleasure and Lisa glances down. When she sees her best friend is busy deep-throating me as we nuzzle and kiss, she laughs.

“You can’t ever get enough cock, can you, slut?”

“Shut up and come suck this giant dick with me,” Tris admonishes her friend. “I can’t fit him into my mouth.”

“In a moment, after I’m done kissing my lover.”

Lisa wraps her arms around my neck and we kiss passionately, swapping our tongues as Tris blows me.

“Who is a better cocksucker, Tris or me?” Lisa asks with a shy smile.

“I don’t remember,” I answer honestly. With the orgy that we just had it was at times difficult to know whose tit was in my mouth, let alone whose lips were wrapped around my cock. “I think the two of you will need to put in a lot
 of hours for me to reach any sort of conclusion.”

Lisa throws her head back and laughs. “If you want me to suck your cock, you can just say so, baby.”

“I would love for you to suck my cock, Lisa.”

“There, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“Oh it’s hard alright,” Tris groans, her voice muffled by my cock lodged down her throat.

I reach down and grab a fistful of her blonde hair and push her head down on my hardness.

“Don’t speak with your mouthful,” I say jokingly. Tris’s eyes roll to the back of her head as I choke her with my cock. All night long the both of them have shown me exactly
 how they want to be treated by me: roughly
 . I’m more than happy to oblige.

I had no idea that Lisa and her best friend were such horny sluts — and neither did they — but we three bring out the best in each other.

“Join your friend and suck my cock,” I tell Lisa as I kiss her deeply one last time.

“Yes, sir.”

She nods, smiles, and kisses her way down my body to join her friend between my legs. I rest my hands behind my head and bask in the glory of being orally worshipped by two gorgeous women.

How could this situation get any better?

“Sluts, show me those cunts.”

Tris and Lisa get on their hands and knees and point their beautiful round asses towards me. I’ve got one wet pussy in my left hand and one wet pussy in my right. Both of them are dripping, their juices running down their thighs as their bodies prepare themselves for my gifted cock.

“Suck my balls, Lisa,” I command.

Lisa and Tris are both submissive, but Lisa even more so than her blonde friend. When I speak to her like this, her beautiful green eyes glaze over with lust, her thick lips part ever so slightly as her tongue wets them, and her nipples turn to hard peaks.

I wish we had gotten this close months ago, but instead we’ll have to make up for lost time.

Lisa obeys me without question. She buries her head between my thighs as her tongue darts across my sensitive sack. Tris grabs a fistful of her friend’s luscious hair and pushes her down even further. Lisa’s pussy gushes and squeezes my fingers.

“You’re going to come for me while chocking on my balls!” I bellow. “Come, slut!”

My fingers pound her little wet slit hard, my thumb flicking across her sensitive clit as I get her off. Her pussy contracts on my fingers as her entire body trembles and jiggles, her toes curling up as she orgasms right there on the spot. I can feel her muffled moans right between my legs.

I pull her soaking wet pussy close and give it a deep tongue kiss, savoring the taste of the older woman’s cunt. I love the taste of Lisa’s pussy — I don’t think I will ever tire of it.

Tris lets go of her friend and Lisa gasps for air, her mouth hanging open as her eyes roll to the back of her head from the pure pleasure coursing through her veins.

“You’ve got a gift,” Tris whispers. “I want to see Lisa ride your cock as I lick you both.”

“Excellent idea,” Tris,” I say as my fingers rub her puckered asshole. I’m going to fuck his tight little ass someday soon.

“You heard her, slut! Climb on my cock!”

“Yes, sir!” Lisa answers.

She climbs on my lap and lowers herself down on me. Her wet velvety pussy grips me tightly as I fill her tight hole completely. I grip her waist tightly and pound her as Tris’s tongue worships my balls, sucking, squeezing and rubbing them.

This is heaven.

My orgasm builds and builds with every thrust of my hips until I can’t hold back one moment longer.

I bury my face in Lisa’s large tits as I cum hard, my big cock flooding her cunt with my cum. Tris keeps on sucking my balls, coaxing every last drop out of me until my legs are trembling and I’m completely overwhelmed by all the sensations.

I collapse on the bed and the two sweaty MILFS hug either side of me. I love the both of them.

I wish we could stay here and simply fuck forever, but the real world is calling. Julie will be home soon — I’m not sure she wants to walk in on me fucking Lisa. And I need to get my fucking business in order.

If I want to stay in this country, with these beautiful women… I will need to move some mountains. And that’s exactly what I’m going to do.

I need a functioning version of my app. I’ll get that permanent residence no matter what.

Because these women mean the fucking world to me.
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I
 spend the entire day locked away in my room, furiously working on my app. It’s close to functional, and I can almost taste victory. I wish I could see the look on my dad’s face when he realizes I’m branching out on my own.

I still remember the look of pure disdain on his face when I told him I was going to move to Greenville for a year.

“A complete waste of time and money
 ,” he said.

He might as well have lit his cigar with a hundred dollar bill as he said it.

Meanwhile, I have found more love and purpose here in Lisa’s home than I ever did in those frigid mansions he and mom loved to bounce between. Why move between Rome, Paris and Berlin if every house you stay in has the same damn sterile white furniture?!

“Hey nerd! Hello? Earth to Josh? I’m talking to you?!”

I glance up to see Julie jumping up and down and waving her arms around. Her bouncing breasts, contained by a flimsy top, manage to tear my attention away from my work. I remove my head phones.

“Hey,” I say. “I was working.”

“I can see that, nerd. Do you still want to go for a run tomorrow morning?”

“Oh. Sure!”

“And by the way, do you know what’s up with Lisa?”

“No, why?” I ask, trying to keep my voice steady.

“I don’t know,” Julie shrugs. “She’s acting weird.”

“Weird… how?”

“She’s singing. Lisa never sings.”

“Maybe she’s happy?”

Julie rolls her eyes. “Why would she be happy? Did she go on a date or something?”

“I don’t know, if I’ve been busy working all weekend,” I lie.


Yeah, Lisa’s happy because this morning she licked up my spunk from her best friend’s pussy, Julie. Still on for that run tomorrow?


Not sure that’s the answer Julie’s looking for.

“Weird. Anyway, see you tomorrow?”

“See you tomorrow!”

I try to turn my attention back to my coding, but it’s hard. My mind keeps drifting back to Julie’s smile, her red hair, her naughty smile… damn, I wish it were morning already.













* * *





Fuck,
 is it morning already?
 I need my fucking sleep. I worked though-out the night, and got two hours of sleep at most.

When I’m in the zone, I’m in the fucking zone
 . I finally have an alpha version of my lung-app up and running. I even sent out several proposals to pharmaceutical firms. Now that I have something to show them, I can get some investments and seriously grow this operation.

But before I can begin the arduous task of saving the world’s lungs, I should probably give my own a work-out. Julie’s already waiting for me downstairs.

Her hair is pulled into a ponytail, and she’s wearing a baggy hoodie and tight, colorful leggings.

“Hey sleepyhead. I thought you weren’t going to wake up.”

“I’m not awake,” I croak. “How are you so peppy right now?”

Julie rolls her eyes. “We’ve had this conversation before, dummy. Turns out that if you go to sleep at a normal
 time, you wake up the next day feeling refreshed instead of stumbling through life like a zombie! You should try it sometime.”

I sip my coffee and let it flow through me. “Sounds lame,” I say. “Basic. You’re basic, Julie.”

She feigns shock. “Me, basic
 ? Julie Smith? I’ll let you know I’m certified non
 -basic.”

“Certified? I’ll need to see this verification.”

“It’s called a v-card, honey. And no, you can’t see.”

“You’re a virgin?”

Julie’s cheeks turn crimson. “As a matter of fact I am. And all the basic bitches at my schools are sluts. So. I’m not
 basic.”

I take another sip of my coffee. I hadn’t really thought about it that deeply, but ever since I moved into this home, Julie has never brought a boy home. I didn’t ask if she dated anyone before. Partly because it’s none of my business.

Partly because the idea would make me very, very jealous.

“So what are you waiting for? Mister Right?”

“Exactly.”

“Are you close to finding this mysterious gentleman?”

Julie suddenly looks down at her running shoes to wipe away an imaginary smudge. “Maybe,” she mumbles. “If he got his head out of his ass.”

“What?”

“Are you ready to run or what?” Julie says impatiently. “Why are you giving me the third degree? Damn.”

I finish my coffee. “Now I’m ready. Let’s get this show on the road, baby.”

We spend the morning running through Greenville. The sun rises over the hills, casting everything in a warm orange glow. The streets are silent save for the birds and our shoes hitting the pavement.

Julie asks me if I want to make another bet. I agree.

The results are the same. Julie’s still way faster than me, but at least I don’t feel like I’m dying this time.

“Another massage?” I ask as I catch my breath.

I try not to sound too desperate, but I’m more than eager to feel Julie’s strong calves in my hands again. And her thighs. And her ass.


And every square inch of tight, perfect little body.


“I had something else in mind,” Julie answers.

“Oh.”

I try not to sound too disappointed.

“Like what?”

“You remember Meghan?”

“How can I forget? She’s the most popular girl in school.”

“Save for me, idiot” Julie says.

“Save for you,” I chuckle. “Sure. Yeah, I know Meghan.”

Meghan is a handful. She’s to Julie what Tris is to Lisa — a firecracker who pulls the shy Smith girl out of her shell. Meghan is a pure-bred social media fashionista. Her Instagram is filled with pictures of the young bombshell in bikini’s, and her TikTok is even riskier.

I have no idea why they’re friends, but I’m not one to judge.

“So there’s this TikTok challenge, but we really need a guy there.”

“Oh no,” I say.

“You haven’t even let me finish! Come on Josh!”

“No way. I don’t want to be all over social media.”

“Your face won’t be! No one will recognize you! Please!”

Julie grabs my arms and tugs playfully. “Come on, please, Josh? Please? I’ll make it up to you.”

“How?”

“How about… I give you
 a massage? I still owe you from last time. I don’t know if I’m as good at it as you were, though, but I can try.”

“Hmm,” I answer. “Maybe. Are you sure my face won’t be in the frame?”

“One hundred percent! I swear.”

“Fine,” I say. “But this better not take too much time away from my work and my schoolwork.”

“You’re such a nerd,” Julie laughs. “No, you can do all your boring grow-up stuff as well, baby. Awesome. I’m going to text Meghan right away. You better get ready, mister. We’re going to rock your world.”
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O
 nce we arrive back home I hop into the shower, throw on a white shirt and grey sweatpants, and then head downstairs for breakfast while Julie is glued to her phone. Her face is crimson as she texts furiously with her friend, her green eyes darting towards me ever so often.

She’s up to something. I will soon find out what. I ignore her giggling and make us both pancakes with bacon. Afterwards, I check my phone to see if any of the pharmaceutical companies have gotten back to me yet, but I don’t have any nibbles.

Makes sense. With corporations this large, I’m sure my e-mail has to go through seven different chains of management before someone gets back to me. I ought to just fire it off on social media. Perhaps even tag my father’s company in the post…

That’ll get some eyeballs on me for sure.

It will also destroy literally any chance of me getting an inheritance. My father doesn’t like being challenged. He is used to walking over people and them saying thank you
 for the privilege.

I don’t want his dirty money, but… I shouldn’t rush to burn bridges either. I’ll wait another couple of days before I take any drastic measures.

Lisa greets us as she joins us for breakfast. My heart flutters the moment she walks into the room, and I have to stop myself from giving her a kiss right there and then.

I haven’t exactly told Julie I’m hooking up with Lisa yet. Schmoozing her on the lips isn’t the best way to let someone know such a piece of vital
 information.

I have yet to discuss with Lisa how to go about this. We were too busy in our threesome with Tris to even consider such conversations.

Lisa gives me a look and raises an eyebrow, and I return the gesture.

“What?” Julie asks.

Oh, now
 she looks up from her phone!

“What are you two smirking about?”

“Nothing,” Lisa says.

“Nothing my ass. What’s going on? You’re smiling ear-to-ear.”

“Can’t I just smile?”

“You’ve smiled before. Today, you look like you won the lottery. They’re not the same.”

“Maybe I did win the lottery? Ever considered that?”

“I doubt it. Josh, you agree with me, right? Oh fuck, you’re also smiling like a dumbass. Never mind.”

“Language!” Lisa says.

“I can’t say dumbass now?”

Lisa rolls her eyes and looks at me as if to say kids, am I right?


I chuckle and sip my coffee and let the moment pass.

“Well, I’m in a rush today,” Lisa explains. “I’m meeting Tris for yoga, and I’m going shopping afterwards. I think I’ll be gone all day. You two can manage without me, right?”

“Of course,” Julie whines.

“We’ll be fine,” I answer.

“Love you two! Bye!”

“Love you, too,” I answer. My heart pangs as I watch the redhead leave.

Julie snaps towards me as Lisa rushes out the door.

“What did you just say? Love you too
 ?!”

“You heard me.”

“You never
 say that.”

“Maybe you’re always too busy on TikTok to notice what’s going on around you, Jules.”

Her beautiful eyes narrow. “Something is up between you two. I’m not stupid.

“Speaking of stupid… when do you want to do this TikTok thing with Meghan?”

At that moment a car pulls into our driveway. It’s not one I recognize, so it’s not Tris. “Right now,” Julie peeps as she glances out the front window. “Be right back, I still have to shower!”

Julie runs up the stairs as the front door opens and Meghan swaggers into our house as if she owns the place. Even though it’s still an ungodly early hour, the little minx is completely decked out in a sexy low-cut black dress and extravagant glossy make-up. Her skin is an olive brown, and her dark curly hair hangs casually across her face.

Meghan is stunning — and she knows it.

“Ah, if it isn’t mister Hunter himself, in the flesh. How’s it going, Josh?”

“Hello, Meghan.”

“Where’s Julie?”

“Shower.”

The fashionista brazenly wanders towards our fridge and pulls out a can of soda.

“Help yourself,” I say.

“I am,” she smirks.

She unabashedly stares at me as she sips her drink. Her dark eyes flutter and there’s a smirk on her glossy and sparkly lips. Damn, she’s got a beautiful set of thick, kissable lips.

“What?” I ask.

A few months ago, her attention might have made me nervous. But there’s something about having a threesome with two goddesses that… liberates
 you. How can I be nervous talking to a girl like Meghan when I’ve got two gorgeous queens at my beck and call?

“Nothing,” Meghan giggles. “I’m just seeing that Julie was telling the truth about you.”

I follow her line of sight, and only then do I notice her dark eyes are looking right at my crotch.

And once again I’m pitching a huge fucking tent. Great
 .

My eyes look back at Meghan defiantly. I’m not embarrassed anymore. That was the old me. New me? He knows what he’s got and how to use it.

“What about it?” I ask. “You want to see it, don’t you?”

Her dark eyes snap up at mine. Her thick lips hang open in confusion and shock for a brief second.

“Josh, I…”

Her voice is throaty and fluttery. For a second her cool-girl attitude is shattered, but then she composes herself.

“I didn’t know you had it in you,” she says, leaning against the kitchen counter. She crosses her arms across her chest defensively. “To talk to me like that. I thought you were shy.”

“There’s a lot you don’t know about me, Meghan.”

I stand up and cross the distance between us. Her large, brown tits strain against the fabric of her black dress. I can see her nipples poking through the soft fabric. She sucks in a small breath as I get close.

“It’s okay,” I say softly. “I know why you’re here. You want to see my cock. Just admit it, Meghan. If you ask nicely, I just might show it to you.”

I’m as surprised by the words coming out of my mouth as Meghan is. Something has been awakened inside of me, and it’s tired of playing nice.

Meghan’s eyes are as wide as saucers as she stares at me. Her lips quiver and break out into a nervous laugh.

“Jesus, Josh, you don’t play around, do you? Fuck me… fine. I want to see your cock. Julie told me she saw your bulge and it was huge, and I can see she was not
 lying. Now I’ve got to see that thing for real. Stop teasing me, Josh. Show me. Before Julie gets back. Show me now
 .”

“You first,” I smirk.

I reach down and grab my hardness through my sweats. I make sure Meghan gets a good look at the outline of my cock, and she involuntarily licks her beautiful lips.

“Right here?!” Meghan asks.

I nod. “Yeah. Show me yours and I’ll show you mine.”

“You’re so bad, Josh. Fuck. I had no idea.” She bites her bottom lip as her eyes dart towards the stairs.

“Julie always showers forever
 ,” I say. “Don’t worry about her.”

Meghan laughs nervously. “I can’t believe I’m doing this…”

She reaches down and pulls the front of her dress down. Her gorgeous, luscious, olive brown tits both pop out. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples are tiny little diamonds.

“There?” She says. “Now you.”

“Nice,” I say as I squeeze my bulge. “Now show me your pussy, too.”

Her eyes grow wide again and her mouth forms an O as she gasps. “That wasn’t the deal!”

“I said show me yours,” I grin as I push my luck. “Do you want to see my cock or not?”

“I do,” Meghan admits. I can tell from the glint in her eyes she’s turned on beyond belief “Fine. Can’t believe I’m doing this
 , too…”

She pulls up her dress past her hips, until her bright pink panties come into view. Meghan pulls them down for me, showing off her perfectly trimmed bush and the cute lips of her pussy.

“There,” she says, her voice a throaty whisper. “Now show me that fucking cock, Josh.”

“You earned it.”

I can’t believe I’ve got Meghan — Meghan
 ! — the coolest girl in school, the sometimes arrogant and bossy Meghan standing in my kitchen with her plump tits out hanging out and her dress bunched around her waist as she shows me her sexy cunt, all because she wants to see my thick cock.

I pull down my sweats and my big, meaty cock flops out.

“Oh Jesus,” Meghan moans.

I look up to see her right hand dip between her legs, idly playing with her wet pussy as she gawks openly at my hardness.

“I didn’t know they even came that big…”

I wrap my hand around the base of my cock and stroke myself slowly as Julie’s best friend worships me with her eyes.

“Fucking hell… can I suck it, Josh?” Meghan’s dark eyes look into mine. Her pupils are swimming in arousal. “I want to feel my lips around that fucking thing.”

“Get on your knees,” I growl.

Meghan follows my command instantly and kneels down before me. The beast inside of me takes over, and I waste no time grabbing a fistful of her curly hair and stuffing my cock down her throat.

She has to stretch her glossy lips wide to fit the throbbing, purple head in. The little slut plays with her cunt as I fuck her mouth roughly right there and then, in the kitchen where our family was just eating breakfast.

The strength and confidence that has come over me feels amazing — as does the minx’s tongue circling ‘round the head of my cock.

“How does my cock taste, you hot little slut?” I growl as I pop my cock out of her mouth. Strands of saliva still connect my cock to her hot lips.

Meghan licks her lips, looks at me and smiles. One hand grabs my cock while the other is working between her creamy thighs.

“Jesus, Josh. Who taught you how to treat a girl like this? I’ll have to give them my compliments. You know how hard it is to find a guy with a cock like this and
 who knows who to use it? It’s like finding the holy grail.”

Her wicked tongue licks her lips again, and her eyes sparkle deviously.

“And now that I’ve found you, I’m not letting go.”

“That doesn’t answer my question,” I say as I place my cock on her face. She closes her eyes and nuzzles my hardness as it throbs on her pretty little face. Her tongue licks my sensitive balls, and a groan escapes my lips.

“Oh I love your taste, Josh,” she answers as her tongue laps at me. “And your scent. It’s so manly, so… all that I’ve ever wanted.”

If my ego could get any bigger, I would start floating.

“You’re going to make yourself come while my cock rests on your face like the hot little slut that you are, Meghan,” I command her.

Her eyes flutter as the hand between her legs picks up the pace. “Yes, sir.”

I can’t help but laugh as the hot little bitch play with her cunt. I’ve seen Meghan at college plenty of times, always surrounded by a flock of her minions, always with an air of pretension around her, never giving me the light of day… and now she’s about to come on the spot as I rub my balls on her face.

It’s good to be the king.

“Holy shit you guys. You got started without me?! You bitch!”

Julie stands in the doorway with only a towel wrapped around her dripping wet body. Her eyes are wide open and a look of pure shock registers on her face.

Oh, shit
 .

“Julie,” I say, and I search my mind for a good follow-up… but I can’t find any. It’s pretty obvious what’s going on.

Her best friend is sucking my cock.

And she’s damn good at it, too.

Meghan doesn’t care about getting caught by Julie. Her eyes are closed, her lips are quivering, and her pussy is so wet she’s dripping all over the floor as she toys with her swollen clit. She’s about to cum hard, and nothing can stop her.

“Josh,” Julie replies back to me. I expect her to be furious, but the look on her face is not one of anger. It’s one of shock, surprise and arousal. It’s the kind of look you give when you stumble upon some weird porn that you’re also kinda into.


Fuck it.


If Julie didn’t want to see this, she would have turned around and ran to her room by now. Instead, she’s staring. And her breath is shallow. Her cheeks are flushed.

Her nipples poke through the fabric of the flimsy towel.


I’m going for it.


I grab the base of my cock and rub the purple head all over Meghan’s cheeks and lips, smearing my pre-cum all over the minx’s face. Her tongue tries to lick me as much as possible, and I slide my cock into her mouth several times only to pop it out again.

I look right at Julie as I do it. Her eyes dart between my large, throbbing cock and my eyes.

“Fucking hell Josh,” she whispers.

Only now do her words suddenly worm their way into my brain. What did she just say? You bitch, you got started without me
 ?


Julie wants me as well!


My skin prickles with heat as I realize my wildest dreams are coming true right here and now. If she is anything like Lisa… then all I have to do is seize the moment.

“Come here,” I command Julie.

She walks over to me as if in a trance.

“Julie?”

“Yes, Josh?”

“Lose the towel.”

Her green eyes look up at mine and she smiles devilishly as she lets her towel drop to the ground.

“Yes, sir.”

My cock throbs hard when I drink in Julie’s perfect naked body. In many ways she’s the opposite Lisa — Lisa is plump and curvy’s where Julie’s body is fit and toned — but they are both absolutely perfect to me.

I had no idea perfection could come in so many different flavors.

“Do you like my body?” Julie asks as she twirls in front of me. There’s a hint of vulnerability in her voice. She knows she’s hot as shit, but she still wants my approval all the same.

I admire every inch of her. Her tits are a tad smaller than Lisa’s, but very perky and suckable. Her round ass just begs to be groped, spanked and fucked.

And the hot red little tuft of hair that’s on her cunt?

I want nothing more than to bury my face in there.

“You’re gorgeous, Julie,” I answer truthfully. “Now come here.”

Julie struts towards me. When she’s close enough I grab her and pull her in for a deep kiss. Her lips part for me and my tongue darts into her mouth as Meghan’s soft tongue laps at my cock.

“Your friend is sucking my cock,” I say between hot, wet kisses. I pull her close and grab one firm ass-cheek. Julie presses her naked body against mine, one hand sliding down my body to grab my cock and feed it into her horny friend’s mouth.

“I know,” Julie giggles.

“Tell me, did you two plan this from the start?”

I flex my cock and make Meghan’s cheeks bulge. Her eyes roll to the back of her head as the horny slut moans with a mouthful of cock.

“Sort of,” Julie admits with a bite of her bottom lip. “I didn’t think it would happen quite like this… we were just going to tease you a bit, walk around in skimpy clothes, make you embarrassed…”

“Look whose embarrassed now,” I say as I pinch Julie’s tight little nipples.

“Ow
 ,” she moans, her eyes fluttering. She doesn’t move away.

“I think Meghan needs help, Julie. She can’t fit my cock in her mouth all by herself. You heard Lisa, we’ve got the house to ourselves all day.”

Julie nods slowly, her eyes fixated on her friend dutifully sucking my fat dick. “Yes,” she whispers. “I would like that.”

I pull my cock from Meghan’s face, her saliva trailing all the way down my length, and pull the dark-skinned girl up to her feet.

“Meghan, kiss Julie. Make her taste my cock.”

Meghan grins widely and practically attacks her friend. Their tongues swap my juices as the two nude co-eds make out passionately. I grab a handful of both their ass-cheeks and let my hands slip down between their legs. Both sluts are dripping wet and my cock throbs wildly as my fingers enter their hot, wet, tight cunts.

I was just eating breakfast here with Lisa; now I’ve got two tight pussies in my hands. Fuck, this is shaping up to be a great day.

“Follow me, girls.”

I head towards the living room, strip my sweats and shirt completely off and take my place in the throne that is my favorite recliner. Meghan and Julie both stand waiting at attention for my command.

“Well, what are you waiting for, sluts? Come worship my cock,” I grin as I grab the base of my hardness.

Meghan rolls her eyes. “You’re so arrogant, Josh.” She kneels in front of me obediently and licks her lips. “So fucking arrogant.”

“Keep talking like that and you’ll get to rim me, Meghan.”

Her dark lashes flutter. “You wouldn’t.”

“I would. And you would do it too, wouldn’t you?”

She bites her bottom lip hard. “Yes,” she answers softly. “I would. For you.”

“That’s a good girl.”

I guide her head to my cock and her instinct takes over. Meghan spreads her lips wide and takes me into her mouth, continuering to orally worship me as I motion for Julie to step closer.

“Come here, girl.”

I reach out and run my fingers across the tuft of red hair on her mount. Her lips are shaped just like Lisa’s. This knowledge makes me throb even harder in Meghan’s mouth as I lean in to take a deep whiff of Julie’s scent.

Julie’s eyes are closed as my tongue darts out to taste her wetness. The girl is so wet her juices are running down her thighs. My fingers toy with her wetness as I gaze up at her beauty. She’s squeezing her breasts and playing with her own nipples as her chest rises with every deep breath.

“How long have you wanted to do this?”

“Forever,” Julie admits instantly.

“Since the first day I came here?”

“Of course.”

I rub my thumb across her swollen clit.

“Then why didn’t you?” I ask.

“I was nervous,” Julie admits. She looks at me through her lashes as her nubile body trembles. She’s close to her release, but I’m not going to give it to her yet. I want to know everything first.

“Nervous? What for? You’re gorgeous.”

“Do you really think so?”

I lean in to lap at her cunt. “I know so.”

Julie moans loudly and her knees buckle so hard she nearly falls down. I grab her hips and steady her. Feeling her soft, perfect skin in my hands fills me with arousal, and I’m suddenly done teasing the two co-eds.

Time for some action.

I grab Julie and pull her down on my lap. Meghan is still between my legs, kissing and nuzzling my cock and my balls, and she gazes up at her friend’s wet pussy straddling my cock with amazement.

“This is so fucking hot you guys,” Meghan says. “I can’t wait to see you finally ride Josh’s dick, Julie. It’s finally happening.”

Julie rests her forehead against mine and gazes down at my hard twitching cock. Her cheeks are red and I can tell she’s very nervous. Then, I suddenly remember.

“You’re a virgin,” I say.

Julie looks up at me and nods. “Yes. I want my first time… to be with you, Josh. If that’s okay.”

I can’t help but laugh. “Okay? Look at my fucking cock, Jules. I would like nothing more than to be the first man to fill that tight hot little cunt of yours.”

Julie breaks into a smile and laughs. The time for being coy and shy has passed a long time ago. “Okay,” she says. “Be gentle with me at first, okay?”

“Of course, Julie.”

I lean and kiss her lips gently. She parts her lips for mine and our tongues meet, and warmth and happiness fill me. I’m the luckiest man alive.

“Meghan,” I say between kisses. “Will you please guide my cock into your friend’s hot and waiting pussy?”

“Oh fuck
 yes,” Meghan says. She grabs my cock and lines it up with Julie’s pussy. “I’ve been wanting to see this for forever
 ,” she admits. Meghan leans in and gives her best friend’s pussy a long, deep lick before guiding my cock into Julie.

Slowly my cock enters her for the first time. Julie’s mouth hangs open as my length and thickness fill her, and delightful squeals rise up out of her throat.

“It’s so big,” she pants. “Fuck.”

I grab her face and kiss her gently as she lowers herself down further. I encounter some slight resistance and then bliss fills my entire being — I’m balls deep inside my Julie. My cock is lodged to the hilt inside of her tight cunt, and her walls squeeze me as her body adjusts to a thick cock filling her for the first time ever.

“You okay?” I ask. The last thing I want to do is hurt her. I want Julie to feel as good as I’m feeling right now.

She has her eyes closed tightly and her brow furrows, and this only makes her look even more beautiful.

“Yes,” she sighs blissfully. “It hurts, but… it hurts so good
 .”

“It’s only going to get better,” I promise as I grab two handfuls of her tight ass and slowly start rocking her hips up and down.

“Oh fuckkk
 ,” Julie moans loudly as we get into a rhythm. “Oh Jesus
 fuck
 !”

“I told you,” Meghan chuckles from between our legs. “I told you sex was good babe.”

“I didn’t think it was this
 good,” Julie grunts. “Oh fuck Josh. You’re filling me up so good!”

“Now I’m jealous,” Meghan pouts.

“You should be,” Julie chuckles.

“You’ll get your turn, Meghan” I say. “Promise.”

“Yay!” Meghan cheers. To celebrate the co-ed leans down and drags her soft tongue across the base of my shaft. Every time Julie’s ass comes down, it bumps against her friend’s face, and Julie’s eyes widen.

“This is so naughty,” she whispers to me. “I can feel Meghan’s tongue brushing against my…”

“You can say it,” I answer as I stare deeply into her eyes. My hands are gripping her behind, my cock is inside of her to the hilt — there’s no secrets between us now.

Julie’s cheeks turn bright red. Her hard nipples press against my chest, and her channel is tight around my shaft.

“My ass,” Julie admits sheepishly. “I…”

“You want your best friend to eat your ass while I fuck you, Julie?” I say, filling in the blanks.

Her green eyes flood with lust. “Yes.”

“Meghan,” I say loudly.

“Yes, sir?”

“Be a good slut and lick your friends puckered asshole while I fuck her.”

There’s a moment of silence, and then I hear Meghan’s breath quivering. “Oh fuck yes,” she growls softly. “I thought you’d never ask…”

Her best friend leans in and buries her face in Julie’s toned ass, and Julie yelps and leans into me. I grab her face and kiss her deeply as I resume rocking my hips, my thick cock thrusting in and out of her wetness as her friend’s velvet tongue explores her body.

“She’s licking my ass,” Julie groans. Her eyes are shut tight and her mouth hangs open as her beautiful tongue wets her lips. Julie’s lost in a state of bliss, and the sight is so beautiful to behold I feel my orgasm building in my balls. “Meghan’s eating my ass while Josh fucks me. Holy fucking
 shit.”

“You’re my beautiful little fuck toy now,” I growl as I slap her ass and bury my cock to the hilt inside of my Jules. “You’re both my little sluts to use whenever I want.”

“Yes!” Julie pants. “Oh fuck yes Josh, you can use me anytime, just go to my room and sink that thick cock into me, please, oh yes!”

That does it for me. The mental image of being able to slip into Julie’s bed whenever I want, peel her panties down and slide my cock into her well-toned ass whenever I want? Oh hell yes.

With a final roar I bury myself deep inside of Julie and cum hard. My seed fills her to the brim as Meghan’s tongue darts around Julie’s pink asshole and Meghan’s hands massage my balls, draining every last drop of cum out of my sack and into Julie’s fertile cunt.

Julie trembles with her own orgasm, her back arching and her plump tits looking as juicy as ever as they tremble and bounce as her body explodes with pleasure.

I collapse into my recliner with a heavy sigh, my heart racing and my body filled with endorphins as Julie presses her naked body against mine.

“Holy fuck,” Julie pants. “Holy shit.”

All I can do is kiss her and enjoy the moment. As we swap tongues, I suddenly hear a loud moan coming from the living room floor. Both of us look over Julie’s shoulder to see Meghan finishing her self off, her dark eyes glued to my cum dripping out of her best friend’s well-used pussy.

“You want to eat that creampie, don’t you Meghan?” I ask.

The young co-eds nods furiously “Y-yes!”

“Tell her,” I command my Julie. “You want it too, don’t you? Tell your friend what you want.”

Julie’s emerald green eyes sparkled brightly. “Meghan,” she breathed, her voice dripping with lust. “Lick Josh’s cum out of my pussy, babe. Be a good little slut for me and eat that well-fucked pussy.”

“Oh Julie
 ,” Meghan moans loudly. “I fucking love you two.”

Meghan leans forwards, one hand still toying with her clit as the other hand squeezes her breasts, her hungry mouth lapping up my seed dripping out of Julie’s pussy. I can feel every lick reverberate inside of Julie, the young girl trembling with excitement as this whole new world of mind-bending sex is opened up to her.

I feel blessed to be a part of this moment. I know Meghan and Julie were best friends, but it’s clear that this is uncharted territory for the both of them. To be able to help the two of them explore each other’s bodies like this… it feels damn good.

“Cum for me,” I tell Julie as my teeth graze her bottom lip. “You want to cum. Cum for me while your friend licks my cum out of your used pussy.”

The more I talk dirty, the deeper a shade of red Julie becomes. She’s a lot like Lisa in that way — she wants to be told what to do, and the dirtier my words the better. Her eyes roll to the back of her head as she surrenders herself to pleasure, and I hold her body tightly as she orgasms with a loud and lewd moan. Meghan joins in on the pleasure, her moans stifled by the pussy being pushed into her face, as the two best friends come in unison.

Julie curls up in my lap and snuggles into me as Meghan rests her forehead against my leg and sighs blissfully. I reach down to pat Meghan’s head as I gently stroke Julie’s back. The two girls are fulfilled…

But I’ve got a lot more planned for today. Before Meghan’s going home today I’m going to use all her holes, and Julie’s going to give her the same treatment Meghan gave her.

It’s only fair, after all.

Yes, today is a good day.
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I
 ’m still on a high when I sit down behind my computer the next morning. I got criminally little work down yesterday, but it was all for a good reason.

Having an all-day-threesome with two of the most beautiful ladies in the world is a pretty good reason to miss a day of work, I reckon.

I’m curious to hear if any of the pharmaceutical companies I reached out to got back to me. It’s extremely important to me that my app is a success — the algorithm I’ve been working on can help analyze lung-scans and hopefully make the life of doctors everywhere a little bit easier. If I get this off the ground, then I can apply for a permanent visa and stay here in Greenville.

Stay here with Lisa, Tris, Julie and Meghan.

My exchange year will come to an end sooner rather than later, and I don’t want it to. I want to stay here with my new family and build a life.

“Good morning, honey.”

Lisa saunters into my bedroom with my morning cup of coffee wearing nothing but her loosely fitting purple bath-robe. She places it on my desk as I slip my arm around her waist and cup a feel of her naked ass.

She’s not wearing anything underneath her robe; just the way I like it. Lisa grins and opens her robe for me, and I rest my head against her belly as my other hand reaches up for her tits.

Damn it, how am I supposed to get any work down surrounded by hot women who want to fuck all the time? This is going to be a problem!

“Do you have time for a quick morning fuck, baby?” Lisa asks me. “Julie’s in the shower.”

“About that,” I say, looking up at Lisa. Her emerald green eyes — same as Julie’s — look back at me. God, I’m blessed to live in a home with two such gorgeous creatures.

I better come clean as soon as possible. Honesty is the best medicine in situations like these.

“What is it honey?”

“While you were gone yesterday, I… well, I fucked Julie yesterday. And Meghan. So. Thought you deserved to know that.”

I expect many different emotions to cross Lisa’s face. Jealousy? Perhaps even anger?

What I don’t expect is for an ear-to-ear grin to form on Lisa’s pretty face. “Really? Finally?!”

“Finally?” I ask.

Lisa laughs, and I love the sound of it. “Oh come on, Josh. She’s been in love with you since the moment you moved in with us. I almost felt a little bad seducing you with Tris because it’s obvious to everyone with a set of eyes that my girl is madly in love with you, but Tris convinced me that I also
 deserve to get what I want, and I shouldn’t give up everything in my life just to please my Julie, so… well, I’m glad I listened to Tris for once. Why are you looking at me like I’m on fire, honey?”

“Uh, I’m just, uh, surprised,” I stammer. “I thought you’d be mad about, you know, me sleeping with Julie.”

“And her best friend,” Lisa points out.

“And her best friend,” I add.

“I know she was going to lose her virginity someday. Of all the guys in the world, I’m glad it’s you, Josh. You’re kind, loving, gentle, and, well, you also know how to fuck,” Lisa giggles. Sometimes she’s just
 like Julie. “I’m too old to be jealous.”

“You’re not old,” I counter.

“Old enough for you to sleep with my girl, and that makes me pretty old,” Lisa teases me. She closes and locks the door to my room, then drops her robe to the ground.

Lisa stands in front of me completely naked. Fuck, I don’t ever get tired of seeing her natural beauty. She’s not old at all. In fact, she’s perfect in every single way.

“Now, I want to be a bad girl and ride your cock while you tell me everything that you did yesterday, okay? I want to know everything
 .” Her voice is thick with lust — she’s not playing around anymore. Her emerald green eyes burn with desire.

My cock stands at full attention in an instant.

Holy shit. Yes
 . That sounds like a good plan.

We fuck quickly and passionately. Lisa bounces on my cock as I squeeze, suck and maul her large swinging tits as I tell her everything what happened, not leaving out a single detail. I bury myself deeply inside of her and unleash my seed, filling her womb to the brim.

I catch my breath with my head buried in her breasts, as Lisa gently strokes my back.

“Thank you, Josh,” she whispers into my ear with a kiss. “I know you’re too much man for me to keep just to myself. You can be with anyone in the world, baby, and I’ll always be here for you. And if that includes Julie… that only makes me happier.”

I answer by slapping her round ass and suckling one of her perky nipples into my mouth. “Mmhm,” I say. “Do you think Julie will feel the same way? I haven’t told her about us.”

“She shared you with her best friend, didn’t she? She can share some more,” Lisa laughs. “Now I better let you get back to work.”

Lisa climbs off my lap and grabs one of my shirts to clean us both up. I take a sip of my coffee and spit the cold liquid back out right away.

“Oh,” Lisa laughs. “I’ll get you a fresh cup, honey.”

I watch her hips swing as she walks away and shake my head blissfully. I’m still riding high as I turn my attention back towards my PC and open my mailbox.

What I see there makes my blood run cold and my breath falter.

It’s an e-mail from my father’s company. Specifically, his lawyers. And the subject line?


IMPORTANT: CEASE AND DESIST


My eyes scan the text… my mouth hangs open as my heart is suddenly banging in my throat… that asshole… that monumental total complete fucking asshole!


The lines begin to blur in front of my very eyes.


Cease development immediately
 … created by using proprietary technology belonging to Hunter Corp
 … prosecuted to the full extent of the law
 …

I resist the urge to punch a hole through my monitor just barely. Steam comes out of my ears as Lisa enters my room with a fresh cup of piping hot coffee.

“Hey babe, here’s your coffee… wait, what’s going on?”

“My father,” I say with barely controlled rage. “His lawyers, they… they sent me a cease and desist letter. My app, the algorithm… they’re claiming they own it; and if I don’t stop working on it they’ll take me to court.”

“What?” Lisa gasps. “That can’t be right?”

“It’s not right, but I can’t afford the lawyers to fight this,” I say.

My future fades away in an instant. This home, this family, these women… without a job, without a company, without a visa I can’t stay. And for some reason, my father’s greedy lawyers have taken aim at me.

Why? Is it because I don’t call him enough? Or this him simply proving he’s the big man, that I need him? Is it revenge for daring to leave the path he picked out for me, and wanting to be my own man?

“I need a break,” I say. “I’m going for a drive.”

I need to clear my fucking head.
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I
 drive around aimlessly all across Greenville. Without thinking about it, I find myself pulling up at my college and making my way towards Miss Howell’s office.

She’s always been a voice of reason. In her office is where I feel safe. Perhaps she has some advice for me?

These thoughts are raging in my mind as I enter her office. All that I’ve worked so hard for, all that I’ve created… gone
 . I worked on my app for over a year and now my dad’s slimy lawyers have yanked it away from me! I could fight for it, but it would get tangled up in the courts.

They know exactly how to waste time. It would take years. Years that I don’t have.

I want to stay here, with Lisa, Tris and Julie — right now!
 This is my fucking life they’re messing with!

I throw Miss Howell’s door shut behind me. She jumps up from the sudden loud bang.

“Sorry,” I say. “Didn’t mean to throw it that
 hard.”

“That’s okay,” my busty teacher says as she shifts in her seat. Her white top is looking extra tight today, the top buttons clinging on for dear life. “I just got off the phone with Lisa; she’s worried sick about you. I heard you were having some problems?”

“You can say that. Everything is fucking ruined. Ruined!” I plop down in my chair and run my hands through my hair. I always have a plan. Always
 .

But right now, my mind is so clouded I can’t see a fucking thing. All around me are dark ominous thunderclouds.

Miss Howell gets up and locks the door to her office. She closes the shades and struts towards me.

“You have to have faith in yourself, young man. Do you remember what I told you the first time I called you into my office? I said you were the brightest young man I ever had the pleasure of teaching. I said you can do anything you put your mind to — anything
 Josh! I meant it then as I mean it now. This lawyer business; it’s unfortunate but not the end of the world. I know it feels like that now, but there are going to be setbacks, Josh. There are going to be problems. Feel bad about them for a day, sure, but then you have to pick yourself up. Then you have to keep going. That’s what makes you a winner. That’s what makes you special
 .”

Miss Howell sits down next to me. Her hand rests on my thigh, her red fingernails dangerously close to my bulge. I can smell her perfume.

“You’re my special boy, Josh. How about I help clear your mind? I know I said we wouldn’t do this until the end of the semester, but… I think you need this right now.”

Before I have a chance to speak Miss Howell sinks to her knees in front of me. She pulls her dark curls into a ponytail and then looks up and smiles at me.

“Or is your teacher too old for you?”

“Hell no,” I answer, suddenly finding my voice again. “I’ve wanted you since the first day of class.”

Miss Howell smirks as her hands travel up my legs. “I know, baby. I know you’ve been eye-fucking me since day one. Why do you think I dress like this? It’s all for you, honey. There’s no one else but you.”

Her fingers rub across my bulge.

“Jesus,” my teacher whispers. “I’ve been wanting this since day one as well. I know I shouldn’t, but… well, I’m a bad teacher.”

She unzips me and reaches into my pants to fish my hard cock out. My teacher is completely focused on her task, even biting her bottom lip as she grips my cock and pulls it out.

“Holy shit,” she gasps when my large hardness flops out. “You’re huge! I can barely wrap my fingers around it. Jesus, Josh.”

“Now you know why it’s so hard to pay attention in class. I just want to slide my cock between your big tits the entire time.”

“Good idea,” Miss Howell says as she unbuttons her top. Her large tits burst out, and she yanks her bra down to free those puppies.

I reach out and squeeze them, feeling her hard nipples press against my hands as I fondle her large tits. Miss Howell squeezes the base of my cock tightly and moans.

“Do you want to fuck my tits, baby?”

“Yes,” I growl. “I’m going to fuck your tits and cum all over your face, Miss Howell.”

“It’s so naughty when you call me that,” my teacher grins as she leans forwards and wraps her large, soft tits around my hard cock. She rubs herself up and down around my cock, the head of which presses against her soft lips. She opens her mouth and sucks on the head as she fucks me with her tits.

“Cum for me, Josh.”

My orgasm builds and builds until I can’t hold back any longer. I rise from my seat and stand up as the cum shoots from my dick, hitting my teacher’s outstretched tongue. She pushes her tits together as I shoot my load all over her, the pearlescent strands of thick, milky white cum covering her face and giant tits completely.

I sink bank into my chair completely satisfied as Miss Howell plants wet kisses all over my twitching dick.

“I love your cock, Josh,” she moans as she rubs my seed into her skin. One hand slides between her legs to get herself off as the other one plays with her hard, swollen nipples.

I reach out and grab a fistful of her tits. Her eyes widen, her mouth hanging open ever so slightly. My cum still dangles from her thick lips.

“You’re going to orgasm with my cum all over your face like the slutty bad teacher you are, on my command,” I growl.

Miss Howell nods. My seed drips down her face. “Yes,” she pleads. “Yes Josh, please, please, I need it!”

I pinch her hard nipples. She moans loudly.

“Not yet, slut.”

“Pleaseeee,” she whines, her left hand hidden deep in the crevice between her legs.

“NOW! Cum for me, teacher slut!”

Miss Howell orgasms hard, her entire body trembling, her tits jiggling side to side as she cums right there on the spot as I manhandle her giant tits. The harder I squeeze and the more I pull and pinch her big swollen nipples, the harder her moans become.

She falls back, her face red, a wide smile on her face.

“Oh my god, Josh. I’ve never come so hard in my life.”

She tries to adjust her top and look presentable, but it’s a waste of time. She’s no longer my prim and proper teacher.

Miss Howell is now my cum slut.

Her brown eyes go big when she sees I’m already hard again, and my cock is jutting upright.

“Fuck me,” she whispers. “Already?”

I reach down and squeeze the base of my cock. A thick droplet of pre-cum forms on the dark purple head.

“We’re not done, my teacher slut,” I say. “We’re just getting started. Tell me: Have you ever been fucked on your desk by one of your students before?”

Miss Howell shakes her head. “No.”

“Well, get your big fat ass up there because you’re about too.”

I miss my next two classes because I spent them all with my dick buried deep inside my favorite teacher. There’s not a single corner of her office that we don’t fuck in. I take her bent over her desk, her chair, on the floor. Everywhere
 .

Someone has walked by once or twice and I’ve muffled her moans by stuffing her soaking wet panties into her mouth as I defiled my teacher right here on her desk. Only after I’ve dropped my fourth load of the day inside Miss Howell’s well-fucked body have I had enough.

Papers are strewn about the office and the air is thick with the smell of sex.

“Jesus fuck,” Miss Howell sighs blissfully as she lies upon her desk, naked, my semen leaking out of her stretched-out cunt. Her dark curls are sprawled out. “You’ve fucked me into a different dimension.”

“You’re not a bad fuck yourself,” I say as I pull my pants back on. My cock can use a good rest.

“As good as Lisa?”

My head turns towards my teacher. She smirks.

“You know?”

“I ran into Tris at the gym,” Miss Howell admits. “I told her what a special boy you were. She told me I had no idea. Three mimosas later and she spilled the beans. I hurried home and spent the rest of the day playing with myself as I imagined you three together. I wanted you from the start, but I couldn’t resist any longer. When I heard about the trouble with the lawyers, I knew it was up to me to cheer you up.”

Right. The lawyers who want to ruin my life’s work. I had forgotten all about it as I pounded away at my teacher’s curvaceous body.

Now, I don’t feel so hopeless about it.

Angry, yes. Seething, actually. But no longer hopeless. Instead, I am filled with fresh energy. They want to steal this project? Fuck em.

I’ll create a new project.

A better one.

I’ll have the last laugh in the end. This is just one setback. What’s a hero who never faced a setback, after all? Perhaps I needed this, needed the challenge to grow as a person and as a man.

“Thank you, Miss Howell,” I say. “You’ve opened my eyes. You’re right. Fuck the lawyers. I’ll come up with something else, something they can’t take away and that’ll blow everyone away.”

Miss Howell smiles proudly. “That’s my boy.”

I finish dressing and head for the door. My brain is firing on all cylinders and I can’t wait to get started.

“One more thing,” Miss Howell says.

“Yes?” I turn around to see her lying on her desk on her stomach, her legs up in the air, her large tits pushed together. Fuck, she looks amazing.

“I want to kiss your dick one more time before you leave if that’s okay.”

“I don’t see why not,” I smile as I unzip myself and pull out my cock.

My teacher’s eyes light up and she gives my dick one last long wet and passionate tongue-kiss before sending me off.

“I hope Lisa and Tris leave enough of you left for me to enjoy, because I’m going to need more of you, mister. A lot more. I don’t think I can ever go back to anyone else now.”

“Oh, I’m ready for you anytime, Miss Howell.”

“Good, because I want to watch you with Lisa and Tris.”

Her dark eyes twinkle, and even after all the exertion my cock twitches in my pants. Lisa and Tris together is already heaven, but to have three women at my beck and call at the same time? Three hot MILFs worshipping my cock, all kneeling in front of me, their puckered assholes just waiting to be fucked?

Jesus. I need to get to work before I bruise my cock.

“That can be arranged,” I say coolly.

“First you need to get work,” Miss Howell says. “Finish this new project, and I’ll make sure all your dreams come true.”

I nod. ‘Thanks for the lesson, Miss Howell. See you soon!”
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I
 have the best idea in the world. Somewhere between my dick disappearing between the fat rounds cheeks of Miss Howell’s ass and hearing her sexy grunts as I took out all my anger and frustration on her pale behind it popped into my head.


Poof.


Artificial Intelligence. Machine Learning. Internet of Things. They all connected in my mind, and I saw the fitness tracker of the future.

My lung app was too short-sighted. A mere footnote in what could be something way bigger and better. I had to think big. Really big.

Google big. Apple big.

Was it insane? A little bit, sure.

But name one genius that ain’t crazy.

I drive home, love-drunk on my own idea and the memory of finally clapping Miss Howell’s cheeks. That had been a long time coming, and I’m glad it finally happened.

I find Lisa in the kitchen cooking me a wonderful dinner — home-made burritos, my favorite.

“Hey there, baby. How are you holding up? I thought you could use a pick me-up after that rotten news.”

I hug her tightly from behind and squeeze, pressing my bulge into her firm ass as my hands find her big tits. I’ve never get tired of coming home to this.

“Oh wow, you’re happier than I thought,” Lisa giggles. I kiss her neck.

“I had a productive session with my teacher.”

Lisa turns around. There’s a small smirk on her lips. I kiss it, and she laughs.

“Miss Howell finally relented?”

“You can say that.”

“Still enough left for me after supper?” Lisa licks her bottom lip as her hand cups my bulge.

“Oh, you bet,” I say. “But first, I’ve got to work on this killer idea I just had.”

“Sounds like you have a plan, baby. Go get ‘em!”

I plop myself down behind my PC and get to work. The hours fly by as I work on my business proposal. I won’t need my dad anymore. Forget about his money. When the venture capitalists see this, they’ll be over me like flies on honey.

Musk better watch his back.

Lisa comes to check on me and when she sees I’m in the flow she places a burrito on my desk and kisses my cheek. I do feel bad about not joining her for dinner, but this little proposal is going to change our life.

If this things takes off I get to stay here in the States. With my family. My loves. My everything
 .

The hours fly by as my fingers race across the keyboard. By the time I come up for air it’s 6 AM and I hear Julie getting ready for her morning run. I head down to grab a coffee, drunk off work, and run into her in the kitchen.

“Hey Josh,” she says. God, she’s beautiful. And I’m going to stay right here with this beauty, goddamnit.

Without a word I grab her neck and kiss her deeply. Julie’s surprised and stumbles backwards against the fridge as I slip my hand into her tight running shorts and squeeze her ass.

“What’s gotten into you?” She half-laughs, half-moans as I grab her shorts and yank them down to her ankles.

There’s no time for foreplay now. Adrenaline is coursing through my veins, and I have to strike while the iron’s hot.

“Shut up and turn around, slut,” I growl as I unzip my pants. “I’m busy working and I need to drop my load inside your fertile cunt right now.”

Her eyes flutter and her tongue instantly wets her thick, kissable lips. “Yes, sir,” she coos. She turns around and obediently bends over the kitchen table, offering her sweet young ass to me. Julie reaches behind her and peels her thong off. Her pussy’s already dripping with juices, and her asshole is just begging to get touched.

I rub the head of my engorged cock against her wet pussy.

“Do you want my cock?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you need
 my cock?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Are you my little obedient fuck toy?”

“Uh huh!”

Julie wiggles her hips, trying to get me to slip my cock inside of her, but I tease her first, rubbing the throbbing head all over her swollen clit.

“Did you like your first time?”

“I loved it. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it. Stop playing around and fuck me Josh. Please, fuck me. I need it. I need your cock!”

“That’s a good slut.”

I grab two handfuls of her ass cheeks and bury myself inside of her with one hard push. This time I’m anything but gentle. I fuck her hard from behind, my balls swinging against her clit with every push of my hips. Julie tries to stifle her moans, but she can’t.

“Ah! Oh! Oh fuck! Jesus, Josh, I can’t — I’m going to — Ahh
 !”

“I don’t care who hears,” I grunt as I slap her ass. Her skin is going to be red and raw all day. “You’re my slut!”

“Yes! I’m your slut babe! Oh, fuck me!”

“You don’t care if Lisa knows, do you?”

“No! I don’t care!”

“You wish Meghan was here to watch, right?”

“Ugh! Yes!” Julie admits. Her skin is flushed and her pussy is gushing. She has an exhibitionist streak to her, and I’m going to give her exactly what she craves. “I want Meghan to see what a slut I am! I want everyone to see!”

“Everyone will see,” I growl as I bury myself inside of her tight pussy. Her channel is gripping me, and I can sense she’s close to cumming. I’m going to push her right over the edge. “I’m going to invite everyone over — Meghan, Tris, Lisa, even Miss Howell — and you’re going to serve us all drinks wearing nothing but high heels, my little whore, and I’m going to be playing with your wet pussy all night! Everyone’s going to see what a horny slut you are!”

“Oh fuck, oh yes, oh fuck,” Julie pants.

“I’m not even kidding,” I say sternly. “I’m serious. All those women are mine to use, but you’re my favorite cumdump, Julie.”

“They are? Oh fuck
 !”

I bury myself to the hint inside of my little plaything and pump her full of my cum. Julie clenches and comes on my cock, her channel squeezing every last drop of seed out of me. When I pull out, she quickly pulls her thong and running shorts back up.

That horny little slut wants to go on her morning run while filled with my juices. Nice
 .

Julie turns around and sits on the kitchen table breathing heavily. She’s smiling widely. “Is that true what you just said?”

“It is,” I say as I pull my pants back on. “Is that a problem?”

Julie shakes her head. “Not at all.”

She beckons for me and I take a step closer. She wraps her legs around my waist and pulls me close. “I think it’s kinda hot,” she admits sheepishly as she nuzzles me. “I’ve always known you were a stud… I’m just happy to be part of your harem.”

“My harem?” I say as my bottom lip grazes hers. “That has a nice ring to it.”

“It does, doesn’t it? Five horny women at your beck and call… you’re like a god, Josh.”

I can’t help but grin. “Not quite, but I appreciate the compliment. Now, you better get your tight ass out side Julie, before I bend you over this table again.”

“Maybe that’s exactly what I want,” she grins as she steals another kiss.

My tongue embraces hers as we make-out, and my hands wander into her top. There’s no better feeling than toying with Julie’s hard, perky nipples in the morning as she moans into my mouth.

“Good morning, lovebirds.”

Lisa enters the kitchen in her bathrobe while grinning widely.

“Fuck,” Julie snaps to attention. “We, uhm,”

“I know,” Lisa says. “Trust me, babe, I know
 . You’re loud enough for the neighbors to hear, my goodness.”

“Oh,” Julie says dumbfounded. She’s still got her legs locked around my waist, and my hands are still in her top. I break the silence by pinching her nipple.

A moan escapes Julie’s lips, and she turns as red as a tomato as she playfully slaps my chest. I take a step back and laugh.

“It’s fine, dear,” Lisa says as she turns on the coffee machine. “I’m happy for you, honestly. There’s not a jealous bone in my body.”

I walk over towards Lisa and pull her in for a kiss. My hand slips into her bathrobe and I grab a quick feel of her cheeks.

The two women are looking at me with a glint in their eyes, and I decide that this is a good time to get back to work — before I do something… wicked.

“I’m sure you two have plenty to talk about,” I say as I grab my coffee and give Lisa a quick peck on her cheek. “I’ll be in my room if you need anything. I’m working on a new project, and this is going to change the world, my beauties. Mark my words.”

Lis and Julie both nod. “We believe you, baby,” Lisa says, and there’s not a hint of irony in her voice. “Go get ‘em.”
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ONE MONTH LATER…









“J
 osh, are you coming? Dinner’s almost ready!”

“On my way!” I shout.

I make sure to save my work and then shut my PC off. I’ve been busting my ass for over a month, but I’m taking a break for Christmas.

Well, Lisa insists
 I take a break, and she can be very convincing when she needs to be. Inside the bedroom she’s my submissive and obedient little slut who loves to choke on my cock, but outside of that, she still knows how to run a household.

I named my new company Apollo
 , after the ancient Greek and Roman god of medicine and healing. A little arrogant on my part perhaps, but what I intend to do is as simple as reshaping the world
 .

I have a knack for understanding and building algorithms. When I’m working with code, it’s like I’m a shark swimming in the ocean. I’m free, and exactly where I want to be.

I intend to code an app that takes information from the latest health trackers and combines that with the freshest, most up-to-date medical data available, signaling health issues before the users even become aware of them. What’s on the market now is child’s play compared to what I’m building.

And I make absolutely 100% sure that my dad’s lawyers don’t even get a sniff
 of it. When I seek investors for this, it will be done via enough layers of obfuscation that even the secret service won’t know whose behind this.

I’d like to give my girls more attention, but when I’m working on something I have to give it my all. Luckily I get a first alpha version up and running just in time for Christmas, and I think I deserve a little break after working 100 hour weeks for a month straight.

The smell of roasting turkey fills the air as I descend the stairs of our cozy little home. Lisa and Julie went all-out and decorated our home beautifully. A large Christmas tree dominates our living room, filled with gorgeous ornaments, and the base of the three is surrounded by a mountain of presents. I can hear many voices coming from the kitchen, and I take a moment to just stop and breathe.

I used to hate Christmas because my parents would never pay me a moment of attention all night long. They were always schmoozing with their rich friends, drinking hard and showing off their latest ugly watches and luxury cars that they didn’t even drive. I was an afterthought, made to parade in front of their friends in my ludicrously expensive designer clothes that didn’t even fit comfortably. Sure, I got expensive gifts, but when you’ve already got more toys than you know what to do with, one more fancy toy doesn’t mean a thing. Love and attention are way more important than toys.

This year? This year is different. I feel it in my bones. There’s a festive mood in the house, in every nook and cranny, and I am ready to inject all of that festive spirit straight into my veins.

“There you are,” Julie says as she catches me standing on the bottom of the stairs. She is wearing a gorgeous low-cut red dress that looks poured onto her tight young body. “We were looking for you.”

“Here I am.”

Julie glances up and I follow her line of sight. There’s a mistletoe hanging right there, and I catch the meaning of her smirk.

“Mind if I steal a kiss?” She says.

“Not at all,” I grin as Julie leaps into my arms. Her tongue enters my mouth as my hands instantly gravitate towards her ass. I don’t feel any panties underneath her dress, and I’m hard in an instant.

“Easy boy,” Julie says between deep, passionate kisses. “You have to get through the evening first. Everyone’s here.”

“Everyone?”

Julie nods. “I’m not supposed to say anything, but… we’ve got a big surprise in store for you.”

“Tell me,” I say as my hand slides up her dress. Fuck, she’s already wet. I love it when she doesn’t wear any panties. Easy access all the way.

“No,” she moans as she grabs my wrist. “Not yet. Be patient, Josh.”

“How can I be patient when you’re looking this hot?”

Julie smiles and takes a step back. “Just you wait, Josh. Come, follow me.”

I enter the kitchen and the whole gang falls silent. Julie’s right — everyone’s here. Lisa, Tris, Julie, Meghan, even Miss Howell showed up. Five sets of devious eyes smirk at me.

My eyes quickly check out what they’re wearing. Everyone is dressed up and looking gorgeous.

Lisa dress matches Julie’s, a fire-red low-cut dress that’s scorching hot. They must have picked it out together to drive me wild. If so: Mission accomplished. Tris’s dress is white, pristine, and oh so tight. I can see every contour of her body in that thing. Meghan is a little more subdued — a tight black leather skirt and a black top that shows off her naked mid-riff.

When I turn to Miss Howell my breath is taken away. My favorite teacher is wearing stockings. Her long, shapely legs lead up to a red-and-white Christmas dress that she fills perfectly. Her bosom practically bursts out, and it takes me a moment to tear my eyes away from her giant breasts and look her in the eyes.

“Merry Christmas?” I say to break the ice.

“Merry Christmas!” The women answer as they raise their glasses of champagne. A glass is thrust into my hands and I enjoy the sparkly drink making it way into my hungry stomach as I gaze upon the five Christmas beauties in my kitchen.

“You look a little lost, Mr. Hunter,” Miss Howell whispers deviously. “Didn’t expect to see me here?”

“I did not,” I admit. “But I’m very happy to see you.”

“Excellent. How about you show me your room?”

“Sure.” I look over her shoulder at Lisa and ask if we have time, and she assures me dinner can wait five more minutes. The girls giggle as I lead Miss Howell up the stairs into my cozy little room.

“This is it,” I say as I gesture towards my computer. There’s not much in my room; I’m somewhat of a minimalist. I don’t need fancy decorations and gadgets. Just a PC, keyboard, monitor and a mouse and I’m all set up. Preferably a table and a chair as well, but even those are not mandatory.

“The master’s lair,” Miss Howell muses to herself as she closes the door with a thrust of her wide hips. “Come here, my favorite student.”

My teacher slides her arms around my neck and pulls me close. Before I know it I’m lost in a deep kiss as my hands end up gripping her dark curls. She reaches down and pulls the front of her dress down. Her large tits pop out, and to my delight she’s not wearing a bra. Her nipples stand to attention.

“Suck on my tits, Josh, please. I know I’m supposed to wait but I’ve been looking forward to this all week.”

Miss Howell doesn’t need to ask twice. I bury my face in her bosom as my tongue finds her hard nipples easily. I pull up the front of her dress and slide my hand between my legs.

Miss Howell’s also not wearing panties. I’m starting to see a pattern here.

“Oh yes,” Miss Howell groans. She throws her head back and rests it against the door. Her hand brushes against my bulge, but she doesn’t unzip me. Usually when I visit her in her office she’s crazy for my cock, and before I’ve closed her office door she’s usually got my pants already down to my ankles — but she’s holding back for now.

And it’s driving her crazy.

“What’s this surprise?” I ask as I flick my tongue against her sensitive nipples. “What have you girls cooked up?”

“I can’t say,” Miss Howell breathes. “Lisa would kill me.”

“So it’s Lisa’s idea?”

“You’ll find out. Come, we have to go back downstairs.”

“I’m just getting stared.”

“I know, baby, but you’ll want to save your energy. Trust me. Come.”

Miss Howell tries to make herself presentable and then leads me back downstairs towards the dinner table.

The wooden table is beautifully set, with a white tablecloth and red and green decorations adorning it. A golden-brown turkey sits on a platter surrounded by a colorful array of side dishes. There are mashed potatoes, thick and juicy gravy, cranberry sauce, and all other sorts of delicacies on the table.

All the women are seated and waiting for me. They saved me a seat at the head of the table, and I take my place.

“You’ve done an amazing job, Lisa,” I say as I breathe to take in the entire scene. “This is the best Christmas of my life.”

“Already? He’s in for a treat,” Meghan giggles.

“Quiet,” Lisa shushes her. “Thank you, Josh. I wrote a speech, but I don’t think I can get through it without crying, so I’ll just be quick.”

She reaches out and grabs my hand. I return the gesture, and reach out for Julie’s, who is on my left. We quickly form a hand-holding circle, and I feel blessed to be in a room filled with this much love and care.

“Josh, I — we — that is to say, I — see, I told you can’t do this,” Lisa stammers.

“You’re doing great, bitch,” Tris teases her. “Keep going.”

“I love you,” Lisa blurts out. “We all do.”

All the women nod. I’m dumbfounded.

“I love you, too,” I blabber.

“I know, sweetie,” Lisa smiles. “I know you’ve been working hard because you want to stay here, and you want to take care of all of us, and I want you to know that we appreciate your hard work. Tonight you can finally relax and let us
 take care of you
 .”

“I think I can do that,” I grin.

“To our family, and to you, Josh,” Lisa says as she raises her glass. The harem of beautiful women repeat the phrase as we clink our glasses together, and then we all dig in for the meal of a lifetime.

The turkey is tender and delicious, the potatoes are creamy and amazing, and the gravy tops all of it off to perfection. We chat and laugh and share stories, and the women rotate around the table so I get to set next to everyone. It’s the perfect Christmas — filled with warmth and love.

They all take the opportunity to rub their feet against mine — and Tris even goes as far as to push the ball of her feet against my crotch.

“Are you ready for your Christmas surprise?” She whispers to me.

“You’ve all made me insanely curious,” I admit. “What is this big reveal?”

“You’ll have to wait and see, big boy. I want to crawl under this table and suck your cock right now, but Lisa won’t let me,” Tris pouts.

“I don’t think she’ll stop you,” I counter. “She’ll probably join in.”

Tris’s eyes widen and her smile broadens. “Perhaps… but no, I promised her I would wait. Soon, tiger. Soon.”

After the wonderful meal is over we retire to the living room, where a cozy fire is crackling in the fireplace. I sit down in my favorite recliner as all the women gather around me, all of us sipping hot chocolate and chatting.

“Okay, I’ve waited long enough,” I finally say when there’s a lull in the conversation. “What is this freaking surprise?”

All eyes turn to Lisa, and she stands up. “You’re right, you’ve waited long enough. Girls, follow me. Josh, you wait here. Don’t move.”

All five women grin at me as they leave the room and head upstairs. I’m left dumbfounded, nursing my hot chocolate. All I can do is sip it, let it warm my belly, and wonder at the amazing life I’ve built for myself.

“Ready?” Lisa asks.

“Sure,” I answer.

“Close your eyes!”

I close my eyes and wait. I hear shuffling and giggling, and my heart pounds in my chest. I want to peek, but I keep my promise.

“Okay, you can open your eyes now,” Lisa says.

I open my eyes and my heart is launched right into my throat. Standing in front of me are five beautiful half-naked women, their bodies all draped in matching, red-and-white lingerie.

I don’t even know where to look. My eyes dart around so fast my neck just might snap. I finally focus on Lisa.

She’s wearing black stilettos that make her long legs look even longer. Red stockings hug her gorgeous legs, leading up to a gorgeous red-and-white bodysuit that clings to her skin, accentuating her already incredible figure. Desire surges through me as I take in the sight of her and the other girls, all dressed in the same eye-catching outfit.

The best part of all? All the bodysuits have open crotches and open tops. This means I’m staring at five gorgeous sets of breasts, and five exquisite pussies.

“Do you like it?” Lisa asks, slightly nervously.

“Like it? He loves it,” Tris laughs. “Look at him. He’s like a kid in a candy-store.”

“Tris is right,” I say, licking my lips. I don’t even know where to start. Lisa’s red bush looks so appetizing, and so do Miss Howell’s large, swinging breasts. Julie’s perky tits are also begging to be touched, her nipples simply aching to be tweaked.

And I haven’t even begun to look at Meghan or Tris. Lord give me strength to satisfy all these hotties.


It’s amazing to see how different all their pussies are, how their breasts are all shaped differently — and yet each one is perfect in its own right.

“Let’s move onto the gifts,” Lisa says. “Julie, you want to go first?”

“Yes!” Julie grabs one of the gift boxes underneath the tree and struts towards me.

“There’s more?” I ask.

“Much more,” Julie teases me. “Here you go. Your present.”

She kneels in front of me obediently as I slowly unwrap the gift. Inside the beautifully decorated box is a leather collar with the words JOSH stitched onto it.

“Do you like it?” Julie asks. She pulls her hair to the side and offers her slender neck to me. I clasp the collar around her neck and feel a surge of power flow through my veins. She flutters her lashes as she looks up at me, her perky nipples standing at attention.

“I’m always yours, Josh, but… I wanted something to symbolize our relationship. So that you can see that I belong to you. That’s why we all got matching collars.”

“It’s amazing,” I say as I run my fingers across the leather. “Fucking amazing.” I grab it and pull her close, and a soft moan escapes her lips as I push my tongue into her mouth.

“You’re mine,” I growl. “My hot little bitch.”

“Yes, master,” Julie pants. “I’m yours.”

My cock is bursting through the seams of my pants. I can only take so much of the five beautiful hotties teasing me to the brink of madness — I need some release.

“Take out my cock, Julie,” I command her. “Miss Howell — come give me my gift.”

“Yes, young master,” Miss Howell purrs, her thick lips pursing into a smile as Julie unclasps my belt and pulls my jeans down.

My hard cock flops out and hits her in the cheek. She groans with relief as she wraps her hot lips around my shaft, and I can see the look of envy in Tris and Meghan’s eyes.

I unwrap the gift from my favorite teacher, and it’s indeed a leather collar with my name on it. I slide it around her neck and then pull her tits close and give both of them a hard suck.

“Please come visit my office as often as you can, master,” Miss Howell begs as my tongue flicks against her nipples. “My body is yours to use, always.”

“I will. Now, massage my shoulders. Meghan, your turn.”

Miss Howell stands behind me, her large bosom pressing against the back of my head as her soft hands gently massage my shoulders. I open Meghan’s gift, clasp the collar around her neck, and command her to take her place between my legs. The two best friends will share my cock.

Tris and Lisa come next, and both of them kneel in front of me and massage my feet. To be worshipped by five beautiful ladies like this is a dream come true.

“Where do you want to finish, Josh?” Lisa asks. “Your cock looks like it’s ready to burst.”

“I have an idea. Meghan and Julie — I want you both to 69 on the living room carpet. Lisa and Tris; you as well, right next to them. Miss Howell, it’ll be your job to get this all on video. Understood?”

“Yes sir!” The women answer in unison.

One minute later I’m greeted with the most gorgeous sight of my life. Julie’s hot, tight little pussy hovers over her friend Meghan’s face as she licks that juicy cunt, Julie’s asshole quivering with pleasure from every lick.

Two feet to the right is Lisa’s cunt and asshole on full display as her best friend, Tris, eats her out with gusto. I walk around the four gorgeous creatures as I stroke my cock — and Miss Howell grins to herself as she holds my phone and gets this all on tape.

I decide to start with Lisa. While I love all these women, there’s a special place in my heart for her. I grip her round ass with both hands as I place my cock at her entrance. Tris’s tongue massages my balls as I enter my favorite MILF, my thick cock spreading her wide.

“Oh yes,” Lisa pants. “Oh yes!”

I grab a fistful of her red luscious hair and push it into Tris’s cunt. Her voice is muffled as I pound her tight cunt. I alternate between deep strokes into her pussy, and shoving my wet cock down Tris’s throat. When I’m on the verge of bursting I pull out, take a deep breath, and move over to Meghan.

I repeats this process for as long as I can handle, going from pussy to mouth and mouth to pussy, all without getting a heart attack from sheer excitement. Julie, Tris, Lisa and Meghan all get to taste their friend’s juices off my cock, and the living room is one cacophony of moans and groaning as the women come over and over again.

To top this wonderful night off, I have a final surprise in store for Lisa.

I spread her ass open wide and place my dripping wet cockhead at the entrance to her ass. She’s wet as hell, and Tris’s tongue has gotten her puckered asshole nice and ready for me.

“I’m going to fuck your ass,” I groan as I push my hips. Her asshole slowly opens and welcomes my cock inside. Lisa groans loudly, and I make sure to go slow and let her body adjust to my massive size.

All the other girls are gathered around us, their eyes glued to the scene, their hands toying with themselves or with each other as they watch me take Lisa’s anal virginity.

“You’re so big,” she groans through clenched teeth.

“Am I hurting you?”

“No, please, I want more,” Lisa begs. “I’m yours, Josh, all of me. Please… please use me. Please fuck my ass, Josh.”

Those wicked words send me over the edge. To hear this beautiful, loving, caring and amazing woman beg
 for me to bust inside her ass? I can’t hold back a second longer.

I bury myself to the hide inside of her delicious ass and let my balls explode. I fill her juicy ass to the brim with my cream, and when I pull out my seed drips out of her gaping open asshole.

“That’s fucking hot,” Tris whispers behind me.

I fall into my favorite recliner and catch my breath as Lisa smiles at me. “Merry Christmas,” she giggles with a sexy smile.

“Merry fucking Christmas indeed,” I answer.












Epilogue



SIX MONTHS LATER..










L
 ittle Italy
 is as packed as ever. Everyone in Greenville wants a seat in this little slice of heaven on a Sunday as beautiful as this, but there’s only family ‘Mama’ Esmeralda Sorrento saves the best table in the house for.

“Josh!”

The mature Italian woman smothers me with kisses and a tight hug. I lean into it and savor her scent as her full breasts press against me. One of these days I’m going to show up right before closing and bend her right over the counter and give her the fuck of a lifetime.

But it won’t be today.

Esmeralda is aging like a fine wine, and I’m enjoying the chase.

“Josh, you have so many friends!” Esmeralda says. “Welcome, welcome, take a seat!”

It’s true. My little harem has grown exponentially. Lisa, Tris, Julie, Meghan, and Miss Howell are all here. Fitting all the beautiful ladies into one table takes a bit of shuffling and squeezing together, but we make it work.

‘Mama’ serves us up our coffees as the girls chat, and I take a moment to let it all sink in. I came a long way this year.

When I arrived on these shores I was an awkward nerd. I never felt like I belonged anywhere in life and my relationship with my parents was strained to say the least.

What I have found in just one year has been amazing. Life-changing.

Lisa took me in her home and treated me like family. In her house I was safe, happy and loved. The mutual attraction was there from the start, but both of us didn’t know what to do with it.

Luckily, Tris definitely did. The firecracker had the guts to start it all — and I’m thankful for it. If it weren’t for Tris taking matters into her own hands, I wouldn’t have bedded these five beautiful ladies.

Lisa and Tris together helped me find my confidence. Somewhere in the wild orgies we had I realized I was pretty damn good at making women come.

All the doubts I had were false. All the critical voices in my head were just noise. They were the voices of my snooty parents who couldn’t smell the pure joy in life even if a clown farted in their faces.

Miss Howell helped me get out of my funk when the relationship with my dad soured for good, and Julie and Meghan? They were the cherry on top.

I’m a changed man. My business is booming. Apollo
 is a smash hit, and I’ve got investors fighting each-other to throw cash at me.

I’m one of Greenville’s pre-eminent citizens now, and work is always calling. I’m an absolute monster in the board-room, and I’m raking in money hand over fist. Every dollar I earn is one I can use to better the life of my family, and I’m going to make sure they’re damn well taken care of.

Luckily I don’t have to be that business-man-alpha-male
 in our home. There, Lisa cooks, Tris takes care of the wine, Julie puts on some good tunes as my hot teacher lectures Meghan on her blowjob technique. ‘Don’t neglect the balls, dear.’


“What are you smirking about, love?” Lisa asks as she brings her cappuccino to her beautiful red lips.

“Don’t neglect the balls.”

“I’m sorry, dear?”

“Just daydreaming,” I smirk. “If I can have your attention? I have an announcement to make.”

The five girls fall silent and look at me expectantly. They’re all so beautiful and sexy in their own ways. If I had to choose, I’d go crazy. Luckily, I don’t have to choose.


I get to have them all.


“As you know, my business has been going well. Apollo is now among the fastest growing start-ups in the world.”

“I’ll drink to that!” Tris laughs as she raises her cappuccino.

“The money is nice, but it means nothing without family. You are the most important people in my life, and that’s why I am very happy to tell you all… that I just received my investors visa! I’m going to stay here in the States for good!”

Lisa shrieks of joy and throws her arms around my neck. The girls rush me and we group hug in the middle of the crowded cafe, as they all shower me with kisses.

“I’m so happy,” Lisa says as she wipes away her tears.

“So am I, babe. So am I. I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with all of you. I love you all. Now, let’s eat!”






* * *














Author’s Note










Thank you for reading my work. If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review.

Kind regards,

Bojan Banner.
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