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One

College Bound
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Today was the biggest day of my life. With a little luck, bigger and brighter days loomed in my future. In one week, I would attend my first college lecture.

That was just one of many firsts to come. It was my first time living away from what was my home for the past two years. There were too many firsts to list, but I sincerely hoped one of those first involved losing my V-card.

I surveyed my bedroom, noting the things I had left behind. A sense of anticipation hung in the air, palpable and electric, as if the room itself were on the cusp of transformation, mirroring the excitement brewing within me.

The moment passed, and I nodded in approval. Everything seemed in place. If Bella ever returned home, she would find her old room much as she left it. The girl was notoriously prickly, and I feared her wrath.

I had stuffed what few belongings I owned in hand-me-down suitcases Mrs. Monroe insisted I take. They now sat in an orderly row near my open bedroom door. That I could fit my life into a few suitcases was as sad as it was admirable.

When one came from nothing, one had nothing. But right now, that was the last thing on my mind. I’d spent the last two years in virtual limbo. That ended today, and now wasn’t the time to ruminate on my hellish past.

“Is your stuff ready? Dad wants us to help pack the car.”

The voice belonged to my best friend and savior, Luke Monroe. I turned around to find Luke standing in the doorway. His mopish dark hair nearly covered his eyes but didn’t conceal his excited grin.

“It’s all right there,” I said and gestured toward the rag-tag band of luggage. “Are both your parents driving us to school?”

“Just my mom. Dad is working.”

As if on cue, Nora Monroe appeared in the doorway behind Luke. Her expression was hard to read, but she had spent the last few days vacillating between tears and smiles.

Nora placed her hands on Luke’s shoulders and gazed down at my bags. Her smile cratered as sadness touched her eyes, leaving her pretty face gloomy.

At forty-one, Nora was young for a mother of four adult children. I believed her birth certificate was a liar. Nora Monroe didn’t look a day over thirty, and with a body built for an Only Fans page, her mere presence turned me inside out. Her long, silky, raven-colored hair flowed over her shoulders like molten obsidian gleaming under the noon-day sun. Not a single wrinkle touched her flawless, milky white skin, and she had eyes so blue that, had I not known better, one might think were cosmetic lenses.

Nora wore a pair of form-fitting, Capri style yoga pants and a modest black t-shirt that accentuated her legendary curves. Her slender waist gave way to hourglass hips on the bottom and double-D breasts up top. Her simple V-necked t-shirt strained where her breasts left it taut across the middle, and I quickly averted my gaze as my cheeks flushed with sudden heat.

“Are you boys almost ready?”

A hint of melancholy touched Nora’s sweet voice before she turned a forced smile in my direction.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “This is everything.”

Nora frowned. “What about your bedding?”

“It’s in the suitcase,” I said.

Nora sighed and shook her head. “I wish you would let me buy you a few things for your dorm room. You’re as stubborn as your mother ever was.”

I grinned. “Then I come by it honestly. Seriously, Mrs. Monroe. Your family has already done so much for me. You don’t need to buy me anything.”

“Matt is a simple guy,” Luke said. “He’s got all the basics covered. Trust me, he’ll be fine.”

Nora rolled her eyes. “Matthew, how many times have I told you to call me Nora? And just because you insist on doing things on your own, doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

I held Nora’s gaze, losing myself for a moment in her vivid blue eyes before blurting out what I had spent a month rehearsing in my head.

“Two years ago, you took me in.” My voice cracked, and I paused, trying to pull it together. “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t opened your heart and your home to me. You and Mr. Monroe saved my life.”

Nora’s eyes welled with tears, and even Luke couldn’t hide the emotion clouding his normally stoic expression.

Nora gave me a watery smile and squeezed her son’s shoulders. “Sweetie, can you give Matthew and I a moment?”

“Sure thing,” Luke said. “I’ll start packing my gear.”

Luke disappeared, leaving me alone with Nora Monroe. Every time we were alone together, it was the same thing. I became flustered and tongue-tied, unable to string a sentence together. Like her three daughters, Nora Monroe was, objectively, a goddess, and I was an inexperienced virgin. Pretty girls flustered me. Stunning beauties like Nora Monroe, and her three daughters left me twisting in the wind, unable to even think straight.

Since taking me in, she had treated me like a son, and I couldn’t help that my feelings for her veered into the X-rated category. Even in that moment, my cock stirred, aroused at simply being left alone with her.

Nora closed the door behind Luke, then turned to face me. She paused for a long moment, gazing at me as if considering her next words.

“Your mother would be so proud of the smart, handsome, and determined young man you’ve blossomed into. Jim and I are also incredibly proud of you.”

“Thanks Mrs. Monroe. Er… I mean Nora.”

Nora stepped forward until only a few inches separated us. She had to tilt her head upward to gaze into my eyes. “I swear, every time I see you, you’ve grown an inch.”

I stood just over six feet, two inches tall. That was a foot taller than I was three years ago on my sixteenth birthday. “I’m just glad I finally started growing. It sucked being such a late bloomer.”

Nora’s gaze traveled over my muscled chest and back up again. When her eyes settled on mine, her eyes registered with concern. “How are the growing pains?”

“Nothing I can’t handle,” I said.

Since moving in with Luke’s family and getting proper nutrition, my body had taken flight. My appetite fueled muscle growth, which rapidly layered atop my once skeletal frame. The manual labor job I took at Mr. Monroe’s construction company and my liberal use of the free weights in their home gym had turned me into someone nearly unrecognizable, even to me. When I came back from summer break for our senior year of high school, most of the kids Luke and I grew up with thought I was a transfer student.

Nora’s frown deepened. “Let me check your shoulders one last time, sweetie. Sit down.”

“I’m fine, really. I should help Luke pack the car.”

Nora pointed to my desk chair and shot me a stern, motherly glare. “Sit.”

The command in her voice left me no room to argue. Not that I didn’t enjoy her massages. I did — a little too much. Every time she used her professional massage techniques on me, I turned rock hard. Leaving my room with a massive hard-on wasn’t something I could easily explain away.

My stomach fluttered wildly, and my pulse quickened. Rather than argue, I slipped onto my desk chair and waited. “I’m doing the exercises you showed me. It’s really helping with the pain in my shoulders.”

Nora stepped up behind me, and her presence alone further agitated my growing arousal. “Good,” she said. “Keep doing them at school. I’ll come up and give you a massage every couple of weeks.”

She rested her soft hands on my neck and gently squeezed, igniting a wave of relaxation that curled my toes. “Sweetie, you’re so incredibly tense. Are you sure you’re doing those exercises the way I taught you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said and slumped forward in the chair.

Nora ran her thumbs down my neck and over my muscled shoulders, stoking my arousal like bellows to an open flame. “You have the video?”

My cock shifted, hardening in my jeans as it pulsed, rapidly filling my briefs. “Yes, ma’am.”

I had jacked off to the video so many times I lost count. Doing so had left a permanent imprint of Nora’s deep-stretch technique etched in my brain. I knew every frame of its fourteen minute and fifty-eight seconds duration.

Nora deepened her massage, working over my shoulders and neck as the heat from her body pressed up against my back. “That’s good, baby. I’ll send you another video just to make sure.”

My stomach flipped over with animal excitement. Another video for the spank bank? Yes, please. Wordlessly, I sank into the massage, letting my troubles float away as Nora Monroe’s motherly touch had hardened my cock to concrete.

Nora ran her thumbs up the back of my neck, and slid her fingers through my shaggy, brown hair, gently massaging my scalp before she next spoke.

“If you’re feeling any pain, message me and I’ll come right away. It’s only a two-hour drive to Ohio State. That’s nothing.”

As I melted under her magic fingers, my cock twitched and leaked a steady trail of pre-cum into my briefs. Words failed me as her fingers loosened every muscle in my body.

“That’s much better but let me give your chest a quick once over,” Nora said.

I mumbled half-hearted words of protest under my breath that Nora completely ignored. She circled around the chair and stood between my parted legs. The bulge in my pants was impossible to hide, but Nora held her silence.

Nora pressed closer, stopping with her breasts an inch from my face. She grabbed hold of my shoulders from the front and traced her thumbs along my collarbone, gently massaging along the way.

Her warmth enveloped me, and her sweet scent filled my nose. It was a fragrance that reminded me of vanilla ice cream over warm apple pie, wholesome and maternal.

“How does that feel, baby?”

Her words floated through the air, sweet and fluffy, spiking my arousal into the stratosphere.

“Amazing,” I said.

It was a lame response, but what else was there to say? Had I tried to expand my answer, the words would have come out as gibberish.

Nora ran her palms over my pectoral muscles, gently squeezing and caressing away years’ worth of pent-up stress.

I kept my hands planted firmly on each knee, fighting the urge to grab Nora’s round, thick ass and give it a full-bodied squeeze. Visions of my hand sliding inside her t-shirt and squeezing her bra-clad mounds, broke through my resistance and my cock pulsed so hard it was impossible that Nora hadn’t noticed.

Nora continued, gliding her hands over my chest and up my shoulders before once again, sliding her fingers through my hair.

“You seem much more relaxed,” Nora said.

I nodded and licked the cottony dryness from my lips. “You’ve not done the head massage before.”

Nora giggled. “Oh, that. Yeah. I stole that from my hair stylist. She gives the best scalp massages.”

A sharp knocking came at the door, but Nora didn’t flinch, and I resisted the urge to jump up, overwhelmed by guilt.

The selfish side of me let Nora handle the interruption as she continued the informal massage, undeterred.

“Come in,” she said.

The door creaked open, and a frustrated sigh shattered our private moment.

“Jeez, Nora. Leave the poor kid alone.”

It was Jim Monroe’s voice, but the sight of his wife running her fingers through my hair didn’t seem to bother him in the slightest.

“He has growing pains,” Nora said. “They don’t just go away on their own.”

“Fine,” he said. “Let me grab Matt’s bags and I’ll finish packing the car. I’ve got to head out to the project site.”

The world snapped back into focus, and I realized how the scene must look. “I’m much better now, Mrs. Monroe. You can stop.”

Nora pursed her pink, full lips and narrowed her eyes, studying me like one would a lab specimen. “Fine but promise me you’ll keep doing those exercises I showed you.”

“I promise,” I said.

Nora’s gaze flickered to the bulge in my pants before she settled her eyes on her husband. “Take the heavy bag. Matthew can take the other two. He’ll be there in just a minute.”

“Roger that,” Jim said.

He pushed the door all the way open and grabbed the heaviest suitcase with a grunt. Nora backed away and came around the chair before sitting down on the edge of my bed.

I took the break to adjust my raging cock, positioning it in such a way that it stayed as hidden as possible. Satisfied, I stood and went around the chair to grab my last two suitcases.

Nora watched me, stealing furtive glances toward my still hard cock. “Sweetie, there’s one more thing I want to ask, and you don’t have to answer if it makes you uncomfortable.”

Was this her way of buying time so I wouldn’t have to face her husband and son sporting a monster hard-on?

“Ask away, Mrs. Monroe.”

Nora shifted on the bed and folded one long limber leg over the other and gave me a concerned stare. “Have you heard anything from your father?”

I winced as if physically struck. After their divorce when I was two, my father was absent from my life until cancer took my mother’s life. Even then, he disavowed me, telling the courts that I wasn’t his real son. A DNA test disproved that notion, but still my father refused to have anything to do with me. I served a year in his house, enduring his verbal abuse before Luke’s parents took me in.

“Thankfully, no. It’s been a year since he even tried reaching out.”

Nora sighed as if with relief. “Good. I thought he might make trouble for you. I’m glad I was wrong.”

“Why would he make trouble for me now? He wants nothing to do with me.”

“Because he’s spiteful and filled with hate. Why does he do any of the awful things he’s done? I don’t trust him not to sabotage your future.”

“Thankfully, that chapter of my life is over. It’s time for a fresh start.”

Nora smiled, stood, and pulled me into a hug. She gave me frequent hugs, and I never grew tired of receiving them.

Her warm body pressed against mine, and I was aware of her massive breasts pressed tightly against my chest. Still, I squeezed her back, wrapping my arms around her slender waist and drawing her close.

Her sweet scent enveloped me, and my head buzzed with untethered desire.

“Thanks for everything,” I said, whispering into her ear.

Nora sniffled, and I felt her warm lips high on my cheek. “I love you, baby,” she said, whispering back. “I’ll always be here for you.”


Two

Homeless
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The drive from Cincinnati to Columbus took a little over two hours. Since Luke had more stuff than me, we moved him in first. His dorm was just down the road from mine. Our pick of dorms and that we weren’t rooming together were decisions we made intentionally.

Moving Luke in took a little longer than I expected, since Nora made a fuss with the decorations and posters. She also made his bed for him, hung his posters, and managed a dozen other details that wouldn’t have dawned on Luke.

Still, by mid-morning, we settled Luke into his new dorm room before making the short drive down the street from Baker Hall West to Baker Hall East.

The three of us hauled what few items I owned onto the elevator we crammed into with the deluge of freshman all moving in at the same time. After what felt like an eternity, we arrived on the third floor.

Nora scanned the hallway ahead while Luke and I followed close behind, lugging my suitcases. I had to force myself not to steal glances at her ass, and mostly succeeded.

Nora scanned the narrow hallway ahead. “What’s your room number, sweetheart?”

“I’m in room 369,” I said.

Luke chuckled. “Dude, sixty-nine? That’s an awesome room number.”

Nora gazed over her shoulder, staring daggers at her son. “Really, Luke?”

Luke grinned, feigning innocence. “What?”

Nora rolled her eyes. “Let’s keep it PG., Okay?”

“Turn right at the T,” I said, trying to steer the conversation away from sex positions.

A minute later, we arrived at my dorm room and found the door open wide.

Nora stepped in first, with me and Luke trailing close behind.

A stack of plastic bins, piles of stuffed trash bags, and a few select appliances littered the small space. Two guys were busy arranging a futon, and both beds were already made.

They looked up at us in surprise.

A guy wearing a backward Ohio State baseball cap and a vintage Van Halen concert tank top stole a glance at Nora’s chest before meeting her gaze. “Can we help you?”

“Sorry. We thought this was my son’s dorm room,” Nora said.

Even though I wasn’t Nora’s son, sometimes it was easier for her to call me that to strangers than to label whatever I was to her. Somehow, my son’s best friend didn’t quite roll off the tongue and raised more questions than it answered. I never made a big deal about it and even found it endearing.

Nora turned around to face me. “Matthew, can you double check the room number from your confirmation email?”

A knot of worry tightened in my gut. I was absolutely sure I had the right room number. Still, I pulled out my phone and checked the email I received from housing. A quick glance confirmed my worst fear. “It’s right here. Baker hall East, Room 369.”

Nora peeked over my shoulder, her frown deepening. “That’s odd.” She quickly scanned the email before returning her attention to the two boys. “Are you both sure you’re in room 369?”

Van Halen guy pulled out his phone and produced his confirmation email. The second guy, who had a severe case of bed head and a wrinkled white t-shirt, did the same, before he added a touch of color.

“I was on the wait list,” bed head guy said. “Then last week, bam, my housing came through. I would have been stuck trying to find a room to rent.”

Van Halen tank top guy laughed. “Good luck with that. Everything leased out last fall.”

“Oh, dear,” Nora said as she studied bed head’s confirmation email.

My stomach sank into the gutter. “I think housing messed up.”

“Me too,” Nora said. “Matthew, please send me that email. I’ll call while you drive to the student housing administration building. Their address is on the email.”

Luke placed a comforting hand on my shoulder, offering his support. “Damn, dude. This sucks. I wonder what happened?”

We had barely left the room before Nora had her phone pressed to her ear. During the ten-minute drive to the administration building, they transferred Nora twice and put her on hold. I could only imagine how crazy busy the office was during the week of freshman orientation.

We arrived at the building and struggled to find parking, during which Nora remained on hold. When we walked inside the building, more than a dozen students and their parents crowded the small waiting room.

Overhead, flickering fluorescent lights cast a cold and sterile atmosphere, mirroring the tension in the room. There was only a half-dozen employees, all of them helping others.

Nora hung up and sighed. “We may as well get in line.”

Nearly two hours later, a frazzled university employee pulled Nora and me over to her desk while Luke stayed behind in the waiting room.

She introduced herself as Diane and we explained our situation. Diane nodded along, asking a few clarifying questions along the way. While we talked, she tapped away on her computer keyboard until she seemed to come to the source of the confusion. She leaned forward, brow furrowed, and silently read the screen. She came away frowning before giving us her full attention.

“It says here that you canceled your housing contract an hour before the deadline.”

I sat up straight and leaned forward, trying to peer at her screen. “No ma’am. I didn’t cancel my housing.”

Frowning, Nora drummed her fingers on Diane’s desk and hummed. “Is he still enrolled for classes?”

Diane tapped a few more keys and nodded. “Matthew Parker shows as a full-time student. You were a direct admit to our civil engineering program. You must be really smart.”

Nora beamed at me with pride and patted my arm. “He’s the smartest.”

I let out a sigh of relief. “At least it’s not a total disaster.”

“Hold that thought,” Diane said and tapped a few more keys. “It says here you intend to drop out. It just hasn’t processed through the system yet.”

Nora’s eyes widened in panic, and she clutched my hand, practically launching herself forward over the desk. “That’s not right. He has no intention of dropping out.”

“I’m here and ready to go,” I said. “Can you cancel that request?”

Diane nodded and tapped a few more keys. “Done. As far as your enrollment goes, I’ve canceled the cancel. You’re good to go.”

Nora visibly relaxed, still clutching my hand in hers. She caressed the back of my hand with her thumb, and I wasn’t even sure if she knew what she was doing. “What about Matthew’s housing? We need it reinstated.”

Diane grimaced. “That’s not so easy. The best I can do is bump his name to the top of the wait list. But it shouldn’t be a problem. We always have some kids who either don’t show or decided school isn’t for them. Once a room opens, we will contact Matthew.”

Despite my dire situation, having Nora hold my hand in such a familiar way kept my feelings of dread at bay. “How long will that take?”

“Only a week or two after classes start.”

“A week or two?” Nora shook her head. “That won’t do. Classes don’t even start for a week. What’s he supposed to do until then?”

“Find a room to rent, or a hotel. He can always crash with a friend or even commute if your home isn’t too far away.”

Nora’s voice quivered with anger as she demanded, “How did this happen?”

Her words came through gritted teeth, and I could practically see the steam boiling from her ears.

Diane withered under the beautiful MILF’s angry glare. “I looked that up and, in the notes, it says that Matthew’s father, Andrew Parker, called a few days ago. He said his son was killed in a car crash and wouldn’t be attending.”

Nora sprang to her feet and clenched her fists as she boiled over with rage. “He did what?”

Diane drew back, clearly afraid of what might happen next.

I squeezed Nora’s hand, trying to convey reassurance. “My dad’s an asshole. You get used to it after a while. You predicted he might pull a stunt like this.”

Nora turned and met my eyes, and she visibly deflated before sinking back into her chair. “I’m sorry. It’s just… that man has put my son through hell. Can you add a note forbidding him from ever accessing any of Matthew’s records?”

There it was again. She had used the son moniker twice in one day. That was a new record. The disturbing part was that for some insane reason, it turned me on. Was I really that broken inside?

Diane clattered away on her keyboard and hit the enter key with a note of triumph. “It’s done. I added a full explanation of what happened here today. Normally, Matthew is the only person who could withdraw himself from school, but in extreme cases, we make exceptions.”

“The man is pure evil,” Nora said.

“Can you add Nora Monroe to the safe list?” I asked. “She’s listed as my emergency contact. You should be able to see it on my record.”

Diane typed a note and nodded. “Added. I’ve got you and your mom. Anyone else?”

“No,” Nora said. “Thank you for your time and I’m sorry for getting angry. It’s been a long and trying day.”

Diane waved her away. “I totally get it. In the end, we’ll get Matthew squared away.”

Nora nodded and picked up my hand, twining her fingers together with mine. The move set my pulse racing and head swooned.

Nora squeezed my hand in hers as if expressing her protective love and concern while giving Diane her full attention. “Is there anything else we need to do?”

There was nothing maternal about the way Nora held my hand, and the move drew a fleeting glance from Diane before she fixed her attention on Nora. “No ma’am. Good luck to you and your son. We’ll be in touch ASAP.”

On the way out of the office, we picked up Luke, who slumped back on a chair in the waiting room half asleep.

Even as we stepped into the parking lot, Nora continued to hold my hand as she pulled out her phone. She tapped on the screen and put the phone to her ear.

“Who are you calling?” I asked.

Nora flashed me a smile so warm it nearly melted my insides. “The calvary, sweetie.”


Three

Family Reunion
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It turned out, Nora’s calvary was her three daughters, who also attended Ohio State. It had been at least two years, and in Bella’s case, three, since I’d come face to face with any of the legendary Monroe sisters.

Pretty girls made me tongue tied, but Luke’s sisters put me in a full-on, short-circuited brain lock. Whenever they came back home, I found an excuse to work an extra shift or spend the night with another friend. Not that I didn’t like them. Mine was the opposite problem. I liked them way too much. Their beauty went beyond the physical. It was their magnetic personalities and the gravity they created that pulled others into their orbits. Their mere presence reminded me of my physical shortcomings and filled me with so much longing it hurt.

The melodic hum of conversation, the clinking of glasses, and the enticing aroma of sizzling food filled the bustling Short North Pint House, creating an energetic and lively atmosphere. A wave of nervous anticipation washed over me, causing a bead of sweat to trickle down my forehead. My palms were clammy, and my breath caught in my throat, as if the weight of the moment would suffocate me.

The hostess led us through the crowded restaurant to our seats, and a wave of nervous anticipation flooded my insides. How would they react to me? How would Zoe? I feared the wrath of the beautiful blonde, but I couldn’t put her off forever. As I mentally rehearsed even the simplest hello, my mind was already seizing like a running engine without oil.

Maybe I was over thinking things? I was nineteen now, and I had changed so dramatically that they probably wouldn’t even recognize me. Besides, I spoke with Nora, who was every bit as beautiful, if not more so, than her daughters. At first, it was hard, but as each day passed, I became a little more comfortable carrying on a normal conversation.

The big difference was age and context. Nora was old enough to be my mother and maternal enough to guide me through my social inadequacy. Bella, Mia, and Zoe were essentially my peers and so far out of my league, I got a nosebleed just looking up at them.

We sat down at a table for six, and I eyed the three empty seats with a heavy dose of fear and trepidation. Nora sat in the chair beside me and frowned as she read my face.

She patted my hand and then squeezed it with maternal reassurance. “Don’t worry, sweetie. We’ll find a place for you to stay. I’m not leaving until we come up with a plan.”

Nora’s eyes sparkled with genuine care and concern, her soft touch resonating with a warmth that radiated from the depths of her soul. In that moment, I felt an overwhelming sense of belonging. I left unsaid that her daughters scared me far more than my current status as a homeless person. Instead, I forced a smile. “Thanks, Mrs. Monroe.”

“It’s Nora,” she said. “Mrs. Monroe is my mother-in-law.”

“I heard this place slaps,” Luke said as he scanned the QR code at the center of our table. “Maybe I should try out my fake?”

Nora shot her son a stern warning glare. “You’re on campus less than four hours and you want to use your fake ID? Can you at least wait until I leave?”

Luke chuckled and shrugged. “Jeez, mom. I bet you had a fake when you went to school here.”

Nora smirked. “When I was here, I didn’t need a fake ID.”

“That tracks,” I said, earning a bright smile from Nora Monroe.

She leaned over and kissed me high on the temple. “Thank you, sweetie. I knew I liked you for a reason.”

My stomach turned over and soared with wild energy. She was really pouring on the affection. If she was trying to make me feel better about my situation, it was working.

Nora’s phone buzzed, and she picked it up. A quick glance at her screen brought a smile to her face. “Bella’s here.”

My stomach crashed, and the sudden urge to vomit left me feeling queasy. As Nora stood and waved across the restaurant, I sank back into my seat, hoping to disappear.

Isabella Monroe was not only my first crush, she was my babysitter all the way until I was in the seventh grade. Now she was twenty-two, and I was nineteen, but the age gap seemed so much bigger. When I was thirteen, I looked ten. When was seventeen, she looked twenty. We were worlds apart, and even now, at nineteen, it felt like nothing had changed.

I remembered pleading with my mother to let me stay home without a babysitter, but she insisted. That my babysitter was Bella, who was the prom queen, homecoming queen, and the most popular girl in school, only made things worse.

As Bella approached, I kept my head down and studied the menu on my phone.

“Lukey-pie, I can’t believe you’re officially in college,” Bella said as she went to hug her little brother. “I feel so old.”

Luke stood and gave his sister a short, brotherly hug while he chuckled. “Hey, sis. Yeah, you’re old as fuck.”

“Luke Daniel Monroe do not use the f-word around your mother,” Nora said with no real heat in her voice.

Nora opened her arms to Bella. “How’s my beautiful daughter? Are you ready for your senior year?”

Bella came in for a quick hug. “I’m good, I guess. No. I’m not ready. Please don’t make me graduate.”

Nora laughed, and I felt Bella’s attention turn to me.

My heart thundered in my chest, beating so hard and fast, I was sure Bella could hear. Even then, I didn’t look up, too afraid to give her a good look. At that point, I was teetering the line between social awkwardness and outright rude behavior.

Before I came off like a total jerk, I put my phone down and forced myself to look at Bella. As I laid eyes on her for the first time in three years, I swear to God, my brain fizzled, and my internal operating system blue screened.

The world seemed to shrink to a pinpoint as my eyes met Bella’s. Her captivating beauty rendered me speechless. It was as if time stood still, the air crackling with an electric energy that only intensified the ache in my heart.

Impossibly, she was even more beautiful than I remembered. Bella’s hair was the color of a midnight sky on a starry, cloudless night. Just like Nora’s, Bella’s eyes blazed a vivid cobalt blue, and her lithe figure was tight and curvy all at the same time.

She wore her hair down, where it tumbled over her shoulders in glossy waves. Her breasts filled out a classy black short-sleeved top, and her tight ass punctuated a pair of snug, white shorts. Bella’s golden complexion radiated a healthy summer glow, and her lean, long legs glistened with a lustrous sheen, honed from moisturizer and a healthy diet.

I gawked at her, too gobsmacked to speak. When Bella smiled at me, my face went numb.

Bella extended her hand as if this were the first time we had ever met. “Hi, I’m Bella, Luke’s sister. Are you his new roommate?”

Luke howled with laughter and Nora blushed, smiling between me and Bella before leaning and whispering into her daughter’s ear.

Bella’s jaw dropped, and her eyes widened with complete shock. “There’s no way.” She shook her head. “There’s just no way.”

While I stared back at her, still arrested by her insane beauty, Bella eyed her mother and brother as if they were pranking her. “What’s the game here? Am I missing something?”

Luke shook his head and pointed at me. “Matt, stand up so Bella can get a good look at you.”

I’d spent my life having others make fun of my short height and pre-pubescent face. This was better, but it was still awkward. I pushed all six feet, two inches of my muscled frame onto my feet and gazed across the table at Bella.

I smiled and gave Bella an awkward wave. “Hey Bells. How you been?”

Bella’s jaw dropped to the floor. She tossed her phone and purse onto the table and came around the table to take a good, long look at me, inspecting me from head to toe.

My smile widened as she approached, along with my racing heart.

Bella stopped before me, where I towered over her. “Your voice. It’s so deep, but….” She shook her head. “How?”

I grinned, flashing her my dimples and I swear Bella’s cheeks turned red.

“I didn’t really start growing until I was sixteen. Your mom took good care of me.”

“Isn’t he so handsome?” Nora said. “I think he could be a male model.”

“Oh, my God, mom,” Luke said. “Don’t tell him that.”

“It’s true,” Nora said. “It’s a miracle some girl hasn’t scooped him up.”

Bella’s eyes widened, and her nostrils flared. She snapped her jaw shut as her eyes wandered over my muscled chest. “It’s like you had a full body transplant.”

“God, Bella. That’s mean,” Luke said. “Matt wasn’t exactly a leper before he turned into a stud.”

I kept my attention on Bella and struggled for something to say. I settled for the first thing that popped into my head. “Your bedroom was great.”

Her jaw dropped again, and she looked at me in disbelief. “Excuse me?”

Overwhelming embarrassment flooded through me, and my cheeks turned as hot as the sun. “Sorry. I didn’t mean it like that,” I said, before quickly explaining. “Since your mom and dad bailed me out, they let me use your old room at home. It had a great vibe.”

“Sweetie, I told you that Matthew was borrowing your room,” Nora said.

Bella turned on her mom, arms folded. “What if I want to come home?”

Nora had the look of a woman used to dealing with Bella’s petulant attitude. “Do you want to come home, baby?”

Bella rolled her eyes and turned back to face me.

“Don’t worry, Bells. It’s all yours,” I said. “I’ve moved my stuff out and everything.”

Bella appraised me, her bright blue eyes scouring my face as if she still couldn’t believe it was actually me. “You go to school here, too?”

“Matt’s a direct admit to the engineering school,” Luke said.

Bella kept her eyes trained on me. “Oh? What kind of engineering?”

“Civil,” I said.

Bella nodded with appreciation. “Just like daddy?”

“Mr. Monroe kind of inspired me,” I said.

For the first time, Bella seemed to relax. “That’s cool, I guess.”

“Hey everyone. What did I miss?”

The fresh voice came out of nowhere. Bella and I turned to find a breathless Mia, standing before us. She tucked a lock of her long, golden brown hair behind her ear and turned toward her mother, flashing an apologetic smile.

“Sorry I’m late. A few friends kept me talking after my Pilates class.”

At twenty-one, Mia Monroe had tiered up from an extraordinarily beautiful woman to a pure goddess. She had a face of a Maxim cover model, but radiated girl-next-door vibes.

She wore a pair of black leggings that conformed to an ass so high and tight it deserved its own social media page. Her hourglass hips gave way to a slender waist and a flat washboard tummy. A dual layer of sports bra and tight tank top constrained her clearly massive chest. But the undeniable sway and jiggle of her all natural treasures made her a pure Monroe woman through and through.

As Mia hugged her mother, then Luke, Bella snickered beside me. “Your jaw’s hanging open.”

I snapped my mouth shut as heat blossomed in my cheeks.

Bella stepped closer to me and whispered, “Let’s see how Princess Mia reacts when she sees you.”

When Mia turned her attention on me, my stomach launched into orbit, and I felt like I might pass out.

Mia furrowed her brow and angled her head, studying me like a museum oddity. “Have we met?”

Nora stepped forward to spill the beans, when Bella intervened.

“You’ve definitely met him before,” Bella said, then gave Nora a sharp look. “Mom, let Mia figure it out.”

Luke grinned with amusement and shook his head. “Bella hasn’t changed a bit.”

A flustered Nora stood back before looking straight at me as if checking to see if I was okay with Bella’s game.

I was more than okay with it. This was fun. “Hello Emilia Madison Monroe. Do you still have that scar on your knee?”

Mia’s eyes widened, and she sucked in a breath of air as she instinctively reached for her knee. “You know about my knee scar? It’s completely faded.”

I folded my arms over my chest and grinned at her, trying to keep my eyes off the hint of cleavage sprouting from her sports bra. “I know lots of things about you.”

Mia’s blue eyes simmered with a challenge. She slung her purse over the back of a nearby chair and came around the table, studying me the entire time. “You look very familiar, but I can’t quite place you.”

I remained standing with Bella hovering just over my shoulder, grinning from ear to ear.

“Maybe you’ve seen our mystery man at the gym? He works out a ton,” Bella said.

Mia shook her head without taking her eyes off me. “I would’ve remembered seeing you.”

Bella snickered. “You’ll never figure it out.”

Mia glared at her big sister. “Shut up, Bella.”

“Girls, please,” Nora said. “We should sit down. We’re causing a scene.”

Judging from all the eyeballs glued on Mia, Nora, and Bella, I was pretty sure the Monroe women caused a scene wherever they went.

Mia rubbed her chin, taking stock of my entire body as her eyes took me in from head to toe.

“You’re just using this as cover to check him out,” Bella said.

Mia’s cheeks flushed pink and she, once again, swiveled on her sister. “Am not.”

“This is getting out of hand,” Nora said.

Mia turned her eyes back on me, studying my face for a long time. “You knew me from my childhood, and now you’re here. Are you a student?”

Luke and I exchanged a look. “I’m friends with your brother, and yes, I’m a freshman.”

“TMI,” Bella said. “You’ll give it away.”

Mia looked at Luke, then back to me, as the gears spun in her head. “You are friends with Luke and now you’re here.”

Nora looked at her phone and back at us. “Zoe will be here in two minutes.”

“Hurry,” Bella said. “I want to play this game with Zoe, too.”

Mia’s expression soured, and she sighed with exasperation. “The only person I can think of is Matt Parker, but he’s not… well, he’s not you.”

Everyone burst out laughing, and I grinned, extending my hand. “I remember that scar on your knee because you got it when you fell off your bike by the creek behind your house. I was with you, and so was Luke.”

Mia’s eyes widened and her face lit with a huge smile. “Little Matt? No way!” She threw her arms around and pulled me into a massive hug, catching me by surprise.

I bent at the waist and grabbed hold of her hips, trying to steady myself. “It’s good to see you too, Mia.”

Mia bounced up and down excitedly, hugging me with so much force, I had a hard time breathing.

“I can’t believe it’s really you,” she said on repeat while Bella rolled her eyes.

“You’ll bruise the poor guy with your big boobs,” Bella said.

Mia ignored her sister but relaxed her grip on me before she came away, her eyes glittering with joy. “Where have you been hiding? I ask about you every time I come home and you’re working or somewhere else. It’s like you’ve been avoiding me.”

I internally winced and suddenly felt bad about my insecurity. “There’s nothing sinister going on. I’m paying my way through college, and I’ve been very busy.”

“Matthew is on a scholarship,” Nora said. “He was the valedictorian of his high school class.”

“Wow,” Mia said. “I’m impressed. How did you grow so much, and you’ve changed? You look so much older.”

“Nora makes me eat clean,” I said.

Nora beamed with approval. “I can barely keep the fridge stocked.”

Mia shook her head. “It’s not just that. It’s everything. I mean, look at you.”

“We know. He’s hot, Mia. Keep it in your pants,” Bella said.

I was hot? I had never heard those words aimed at me. My face burned, but it felt good to hear. Nora always went on about me to her friends and family, but she wasn’t an objective source. Bella was, and her words made my spirit soar.

Mia’s cheeks turned bright red, and she stepped back, flustered.

“Isabella, watch yourself,” Nora said. “Matthew is practically family.”

Mia swiveled on her mother. “Matt’s not family.”

She spit the words out a little too quickly and Nora put her hands on her hips, glaring at her daughter.

“Mia, be nice,” Nora said.

Mia spun back to me, her eyes worried. “I didn’t mean it like that. Sorry, Matt. I just meant that you aren’t my biological brother.”

“It’s okay to feel attracted to him,” Bella said. “You’re right. He’s not your biological brother.”

Mia glared daggers at her sister. “I never said I was attracted to him.”

“You didn’t have to say it. It’s obvious.”

“Girls, please,” Nora said, trying to rein in her daughters. “Zoe’s walking in right now.”

“Play along,” Bella said. “Let’s see how long it takes our little blonde bimbo to figure out the mystery.”

A kernel of anger sparked in the back of my brain, and on instinct, I turned on Bella. “Zoe isn’t a bimbo.”

Bella drew back a step, her eyes widening slightly. “I know she isn’t. It’s what I call her.”

I let the anger go and deflated. Where had that come from? Without the same heat or intensity, I said, “She doesn’t like it when you call her a bimbo.”

Bella nodded and her blue eyes seemed to melt right in front of me. “Sorry. I won’t call her a bimbo. I promise.”

“Wow,” Luke said. “I’ve never seen Bella back down like that.”

A blonde pixie bombshell appeared around the corner, giving the table a cheerful wave. “Hey gang,”

As soon as I laid eyes on her, my heart jumped into my throat, and the room closed in around me. It was her. It was really Zoe.

Once upon a time, Zoe and I were inseparable. Me, Luke, and Zoe were a three-person team. As kids, we did everything together, from bike riding to board games. But as Zoe blossomed, and I didn’t, I found it increasingly painful to live in her orbit. Guys would fall all over themselves whenever they came around, yet I was just a kid that Zoe was friends with. I had an unrequited crush on Zoe Monroe, and that longing had no outlet.

It had been two years since I’d seen Zoe. During her senior of high school, I was battling my father in family court while dealing with the fallout of my mother’s death. Then, during her freshman year of college, I intentionally avoided her, ducking and weaving whenever she came home. It was simply too painful to hear Zoe talk about the guys she dated and the parties she attended.

My absence in Zoe’s life had been a source of friction between Luke and me. According to Luke, Zoe asked about me constantly and even cried when I didn’t show up for her high school graduation party. He told me I was breaking his sister’s heart, and that I was an asshole for avoiding her. He was right. Yet, I didn’t budge.

Now I wasn’t sure what kind of reception she would give me, and my throat constricted with fear and overwhelming joy. It didn’t hit me until that moment just how much I missed her.

Zoe hugged her mother and Luke, then turned toward me and her sisters. That’s when the world stopped turning.

She was an angel in white. Her rich golden locks tumbled over her shoulders and down her back. Her pert nose and full pink lips were just as I remembered, but somehow richer with time.

If there was such a thing as a perfect woman, she was it. She stood all of five feet five inches and wore a white sundress that dipped low enough to showcase her abundant cleavage. Her golden toned skin was smooth and flawless, and even though Bella called her a bimbo, there was so much more depth to her soul that only I knew.

The room seemed to hold its breath, the atmosphere thick with a mix of nervous excitement and trepidation. My mind raced with a whirlwind of emotions, unsure of how Zoe would react, and the uncertainty gnawed at my insides.

The girl of my dreams stood before me, smiling until she wasn’t.

Zoe’s smile faded, and her expression hardened. “Now you finally decide to show up in my life?”

Zoe’s accusatory words cut through the air like a blade, her tone laced with a combination of anger, hurt, and longing. The raw vulnerability in her eyes shattered the fragile bubble of hope that had formed within me, leaving me reeling in disbelief.

“Well, that was anti-climactic,” Bella said, drawing a giggle from Mia and a frown from Nora.

Zoe ignored her sisters and stared at me with her arms folded over her chest. Tears welled in her beautiful blue eyes. “Where the fuck have you been, Matt?”

Zoe turned away from me and stormed out of the restaurant.
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Apology Tour
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Nora started for the door when I grabbed her wrist and stopped her.

“Let me go,” I said. “This is my fault.”

Nora nodded, her expression worried. “Zoe has missed you.”

Until I saw her tears and that look of hurt on her face, I didn’t realize how much I meant to her. I always assumed she stayed friends with me out of pity. “I’ll fix it.”

“Well, that was anticlimactic,” Bella said. “Who showed her your picture?”

“I haven’t,” Luke said. “And you post nothing on social media.”

“If he had, I would have shown Zoe his picture,” Mia said.

“Zoe hasn’t seen or heard from me. That’s why she’s so angry.”

“She recognized you,” Mia said. “There’s no way.”

“Some people just share a special bond,” Nora said. “Zoe and Matthew go together like bread and butter. They always have.”

“More like Ken and Barbie,” Bella said. “If Ken were straight, that is.”

Mia giggled, and Nora frowned, examining me. “Matthew is better looking than Ken.”

“Matt bailed on Zoe,” Luke said. “She still asks about him all the time.”

Luke’s words echoed the irritation he had expressed to me on multiple occasions. He wasn’t wrong. I fucked up. “Excuse me everyone. I need to go find Zoe and fix this.”

I left at a jog, chasing Zoe out of the restaurant.

The rumble of car engines and live music filled High Street. Pedestrians flowed around me like water, most of them college kids and their parents, going out for a last meal before leaving.

I scanned the sidewalk up and down until I spied the white flash of a summer dress through a cluster of five college guys as they turned to check her out.

She was heading for the parking garage. I took off at a run, dodging through pedestrians as I cut a path up the sidewalk.

My heart hammered, and I ran faster, afraid that if she got in her car and drove away, I would lose her forever.

Thankfully, Zoe wasn’t running, and I caught up to her, shoving through a pair of college girls who shot me dirty looks.

Breathless, I fell in beside her, matching her quick stride as I tried to think of something to say.

Zoe knew I was there, but she didn’t look at me and continued striding toward the garage with her purse swinging over her right shoulder.

“Go away, Matt,” she said. “That shouldn’t be a problem for you. You’re fantastic at it.”

Tears streaked her face like water from a broken dam. Her shoulders trembled and her chin quivered, as if she was barely holding it together. But it was her eyes that told me just how angry she was. They blazed with a fiery intensity that left me reeling. I’d never seen her so angry, and I’d known her my entire life.

I didn’t realize how deeply I’d hurt her. She had so many guys in her orbit, and dozens of friends. It never occurred to me she would miss me like this. Luke told me, but I didn’t really believe him. I should have taken him seriously.

“Zoe, please, can we stop for a second? Let me explain.”

Zoe stopped and spun on me, her fists clenched and her eyes boiling. “How can you explain ghosting me for two fucking years, Matt? You were my best friend. We shared everything.”

Zoe’s eyes filled with fresh tears that rolled, unabated, down her cheeks. Her chin quivered with raw emotion, and she stared at me, waiting for me to say something.

“I’m sorry, Zoe. I’m so fucking sorry. Please, can you hear me out? Then I’ll disappear from your life forever if that’s what you want.”

Zoe sniffled and wiped the tears from her cheeks. “That’s not what I want, idiot.”

“Me neither,” I said. “I’m here now, going to school. I can’t change the way I acted, but I can try my hardest to make it up to you.”

Zoe calmed slightly and sniffled until she stopped crying. “Was it about your dad?”

She deserved the truth, but the whole truth would mean me spilling the beans about my feelings for her. I wasn’t ready for that. “That’s part of it. But there’s more. Things that I haven’t told Luke or anybody else.”

That piqued her curiosity, and she paused, assessing me. “Promise you won’t disappear from my life again?”

I extended my pinky the way we used to do as kids. “I pinky promise.”

Zoe fought a grin before she hooked her pinky around mine and tugged. “That’s a big promise.”

“The biggest,” I said.

Without warning, Zoe melted into me, and I wrapped her up tight and drew her nearer. She sighed as if with relief as she locked her arms around my waist. “You’ve grown.”

Zoe was at least nine inches shorter than me, and I swallowed her up in my arms, easily engulfing her while her body relaxed against mine. I squeezed her tight and rubbed her high on her back, chucking, before I said, “Just a little.”

Zoe stepped back and scooped up my hand in hers. “You aren’t out of the woods yet. Tell me everything. Then I’ll let you know if I forgive you.”

“I’ll start with the abridged version,” I said.

She shot me a warning glare, then dragged me toward a nearby bench. “Don’t leave anything out.”

The golden rays of the setting sun cast a warm glow on our faces as we settled onto the bench. Zoe left no room between us. She sat with her feet up on the bench with her knees hugging her chest. All the while, she clung to my hand like a lifeline, as if she let go, I might get up and run away.

Nearby, the bustling sounds of clinking glasses and lively conversations emanated from a nearby restaurant, and a group of skateboarders zipped past us, their wheels clattering on the pavement.

“I’ve racked my brain for two years,” Zoe said. “The last time I saw you was the weekend before my senior year of high school. It was the Sunday after Brad Jacob’s party. You came over to swim and hangout. After that, I never saw you again.”

“Right.” I sighed. “How could I forget Brad Jacobs? I didn’t go to his party.”

Zoe frowned. “Is this about Brad?”

I shook my head and sat back, trying to find the best way to express my feelings without professing my love. “Yes. No. It’s about more than Brad.”

A look of concern settled on Zoe’s exquisite face. “Matty, what did I do wrong?”

Matty. I hadn’t heard her call me that in two years. My stomach tightened and my throat constricted, born from a kernel of regret that sat in the pit of my stomach like a hot. The feeling left me raw inside, and a thin vale of tears turned the world blurry.

I looked Zoe in the eye and shook my head. “You did nothing wrong. This was all about me not knowing how to handle you becoming popular.”

Zoe’s jaw dropped. “You were jealous?”

“I was jealous of Brad, Liam, Noah, Charlie, and Theo. But they were all just Chad’s.”

Zoe’s brow furrowed with confusion. “Chad? I never dated a Chad.”

“Chad is the generic name for a generic stud,” I said. “Ever since that summer, the Chad’s were always there. Hell, Brad Jacobs was a sophomore in college when he tried to get with you after your junior year of high school.”

“Whatever. I didn’t even like him. Those guys all came and went,” Zoe said. “They weren’t you.”

“That day at your house — do you remember who else came to your pool that day?”

Zoe’s eyes drifted upward as if trying to recall. “There was me, you, and Luke.”

“And Brad Jacobs.”

“That’s right. He knocked on our gate and swam with us. So what?”

“When you and Luke went into the house for lemonade, Brad and I chatted. He thought you were my nanny for the summer. He asked me where I went to grade school.”

Zoe’s expression turned angry. “I’m sorry. That guy turned out to be such an asshole. He tried to make a move on me after you left.”

“Yes. He’s an asshole, but in his defense, he wasn’t trying to be mean. He thought I was like ten years old. Who could blame him?”

“So, it was about Brad?”

I shook my head. “That whole summer you had guys coming and going, randomly showing up at your door. They would pretend to be friends with me to score points with you, but I heard them talking behind my back. The guys at school called me your mascot. They said you were friends with me because I was safe.”

Zoe’s eyes widened with white-hot rage. “What? Who? I’ll kill them.”

I waved it away. “It doesn’t matter. Through no fault of your own, your popularity became too much for me to handle.”

Zoe squeezed my hand, and her eyes turned warm with compassion. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“You were blossoming, Zoe. I wanted you to be happy, but it was too hard looking like me, standing next to you.”

“So, you left,” she said.

I nodded. “I left, so I didn’t have to watch you flourish while I foundered. It was extremely selfish of me, and it took me a long time for me to understand my mistake. Now I know that no matter who you’re with or what you do, I want you in my life. I let you go because I was a coward.”

“You weren’t a coward, Matty. You were just a kid dealing with all these emotions, including your mom’s death and all your dad’s bullshit. I just wish you had told me.”

“If I had told you then, I would have blamed you when it wasn’t your fault. This was something I had to work through on my own. Your mom helped me a lot.”

Zoe sighed and squeezed my hand. “I forgive you. Now, can we go back to being best friends?”

I smiled at her. “I’d like that.”

Zoe smiled at me warmly, then reached out and gave my muscled shoulder a playful squeeze. “Who’s flourishing now?”

I grinned. “I blame it on your mom’s cooking.”

Zoe laughed, and the mood lightened. The sound was music to my ears, a panacea diluting years of pent-up stress. Tension fled my body, and it felt like the weight of the world slipped from my shoulders.

Zoe squeezed my hand, sliding it deeper in hers. “You know that I never cared about the way you looked, right?”

“I know, which is why this whole thing is on me,” I said. “But I really missed you, Zoe. I think about you every day.”

“Me too, dummy. You’ve got a lot of making up to do.”

“No more running. But I’m warning you, I might turn into a pest.”

She beamed and inched closer then stretched her legs across my lap. “Good. That’s just the way I like it.”

I took a chance and placed my free hand on Zoe’s ankle. “We should probably head back in, before Nora sends out a search party.”

Zoe studied me for a long moment, not moving as she held my hand and kept her legs stretched across my lap. “What if I told you I have a boyfriend?”

My heart sank, and I tried to hide the gnawing ache that clawed at my stomach. What I told Zoe was true. I felt all those things, but above all else, I couldn’t stand seeing her with another guy. I still couldn’t. But instead of telling her the truth, I shrugged. “I’d say Chad is a lucky ass dude, but that won’t stop me from being your friend.”

Zoe giggled. “His name’s not Chad.”

I rolled my eyes. “Whenever I meet Chad, I’ll be on my best behavior.”

A long moment stretched out between us as the mood in the air shifted, growing, somehow, heavier. It wasn’t an uncomfortable silence, but it felt Zoe had something to say, so I let it play out.

Zoe pursed her lips as she gazed at me with an intensity that was foreign to any one moment of our entire friendship. It felt like she was looking at me for the first time. “You’ve changed, Matty.”

I looked at myself up and down, then back at Zoe. “Duh? But, don’t worry. I’m still the same old me inside.”

Zoe shook her head. “I don’t think so, and I’m not talking about your physical appearance. I mean, you’ve matured. You’re a man.”

I rubbed the five o’clock shadow sprouting from my face. “Thanks, Zoe. I guess with what I’ve been through, I had to grow up fast. As for you and me, I’ll keep the jealousy in the woodshed behind the house, and if it ever gets out of line again, I’ll bring the strap.”

Zoe giggled, and her next move surprised me. She crawled onto my lap and wrapped her arms around my shoulder and neck, pulling me into a hug. “I missed you so much.”

My stomach flipped over and spun out of control while my head soared into the clouds. Zoe’s sweet, cotton candy scent enveloped me as I buried my nose in her golden locks. I savored the warmth where her body touched mine, and the feeling of her big, springy breasts mashed against my chest.

“I missed you too, Zoe Peaches.”

She squeezed me a little harder, and I felt her thumb caress the base of my neck. “I’m still your Zoe Peaches.”

“And I’m still your Matty Melons.”

Zoe came away from me grinning, but her eyes were misty with tears. Unlike earlier, these tears came from a good place. She kept her arms draped over my shoulders, with her hands locked behind my neck. Only inches separated her lips from mine, and I pulled back on an instinct to lean in and kiss her.

Her eyes twinkled as her gaze settled on my lips. “Does Matty Melons have a girlfriend?”

I shook my head. “I came to college single and ready to mingle.”

Zoe frowned. “You’re not a man whore, are you?”

Not only wasn’t I a man whore, I was still a virgin. “I’ve been too busy working to whore myself out. Someone’s got to pay for school, and it sure as hell isn’t Andrew Parker.”

Zoe giggled, and her blue eyes twinkled. “Good. Keep it that way. Where’s your dorm? I want to come help you set it up.”

“About that — it’s complicated. Come on, let’s go inside and I’ll explain everything.”
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Bickering Babes
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During our walk back to the restaurant, Zoe clung tight to my hand. Maybe clinging was an overstatement. Rather, the way she held my hand felt as natural as breathing. It was as if we had always been together and always would be. I would have said we picked up right where we left off, but we shared an undeniable, newborn chemistry laden with sexual undertones that weren’t there before.

Was I, once again, entering friend zone territory? Maybe, but I didn’t think so, and I didn’t care. I had spent my entire life enjoying life in the friend zone with Zoe Monroe. It was a fine place, and I missed her friendship. I missed her.

Even though the walk was short, Zoe made the most of it. She asked me a handful of questions about my major and my scholarship. Just as we reached the front door of the restaurant, she started prodding me about my living situation.

The restaurant hummed with the sounds of clattering silverware, clinking plates and the drone of conversation. The tantalizing aroma of sizzling steaks and fresh-baked bread wafted through the air, whetting my appetite. Baseball games played on the TVs over the bar and a litany of college kids, and their families decorated nearly every table of the busy brewhouse.

We entered the fray, hand-in-hand, and made our way back to the table where we found the rest of the Monroe clan, sitting patiently at the table, chatting as if nothing was amiss.

Nora noticed us first, and her face lit with a relieved smile. “They’re back.”

Nora took us in, and her gaze dropped to our clasped hands before an even warmer smile blossomed on her face.

Grinning, Luke gave us two thumbs up and nodded with approval. He had long pushed for our reunion. It was no secret he hoped Zoe and I might one day truly connect.

In unison, Mia and Bella turned about in their chairs. Mia smiled as if with approval, but as her eyes settled on Zoe’s hand wrapped around mine, the smile faded.

Bella was the harder to read. She homed in on our held hands right away, and a knowing smile curled her lips. She gave an almost imperceptible nod, then swiveled back around to face her mother and Luke. I wasn’t into sports, but the glint in her eye and her steady gaze of determination reminded me of a competitor amped for a challenge.

“Sorry for the drama,” Zoe said. “I was just so shocked.”

“It’s okay, baby,” Nora said. “You two come sit next to me.”

Zoe and I circled around the table, and I took the seat beside Nora while Zoe sat down next to me, only then letting go of my hand.

“Can we order? I’m starving,” Bella said.

“Same,” Mia said. “They have the best grilled chicken salad here.”

Zoe glanced over at me, smiling sweetly. She inched closer, giving me a mouthwatering view of the cleavage sprouting from her sundress. She scanned the QR code with her phone and subtly, shifted closer, edging her chair toward mine.

The server arrived a minute later, and we placed our food and drink orders before the conversation turned to my housing crisis.

“What’s this about a problem with your dorm assignment?” Bella asked, turning me to mush with her distracting blue eyes.

Nora looked at me before I launched into an explanation of my father’s sabotage and my current housing predicament. Nora filled in a few of the blanks, answering questions from her daughters that I didn’t know or had left out.

“Your dad is a real special kind of prick,” Bella said. “Who does that to their own flesh and blood?”

“Mr. Parker doesn’t believe Matt is his son,” Zoe said.

“There was a fucking DNA test,” Bella said. “Is he brain dead?”

“He’s a monster,” Mia said. “I’m sorry, Matt. You deserve better.”

“Thanks, Mia. We locked him out of all my student accounts.”

Zoe scooped up my hand under the table, this time lacing her fingers in mine like her mother had earlier in the day. She looked at me, her eyes all soft and warm. “What else has he done to you?”

I shook my head. “More than I want to share over dinner. But I promise, I’ll tell you everything later.”

Bella frowned at her little sister, and Mia shifted uncomfortably in her seat.

What was up with them? I turned my attention away from Zoe and back to the table at large. “So that’s the long and short of it. I’ve got nowhere to stay, and we already checked the hotels. They’re booked solid for the next two weeks.”

“I’m looking into a house rental,” Nora said. “For a long time, Jim and I have talked about buying a house on campus for games, events, or even just to rent out. Now, with all five of our kids here, there’s no better time. But that won’t help us tonight.”

That she had included me as one of her offspring, didn’t escape my notice or Zoe’s. At her mother’s words, Zoe glanced at me and squeezed my hand under the table.

“Matty can stay with me,” Zoe said as she caressed the back of my hand with her thumb.

My head spun, not only with Zoe’s intimate touch, but at the stunning revelation. What was she thinking? Zoe and I had a million sleepovers as kids, but that was many years removed from the hormones surging through us now. There was no way I could keep my hands off her.

Bella barked out a short laugh. “Where? In the cold air dorm full of women? You live in a sorority, Zoe.”

“Yes. And you are the president of our sorority,” Zoe said. “Besides, it’s only for a couple of weeks.”

Mia frowned. “How would that even work? You have a single bed. Where would Matt sleep?”

“With me. In the same bed,” Zoe said. “We shared my single at home for naps and stuff all the time.”

My stomach swooned and my cock shifted in my pants, hardening with visions of Zoe’s legs wrapped around my waist, moaning while I rocked her hard and deep.

Bella snorted, nearly spitting out her water, and Mia’s jaw dropped. Luke chuckled and shook his head.

“Oh, dear,” Nora said, frowning. “I’m not sure that’s the best idea.”

“You all need to get your head out of the gutter,” Zoe said. “Matt’s my best friend. It’s not like that.”

Bella’s jaw dropped. “Have you seen your best friend lately? The guy looks like he stepped out of GQ.”

My cheeks flushed hot, and I averted my gaze.

Mia folded her arms over her chest and stared down her nose at her little sister. “You just want to have sex with him.”

Zoe gasped. “I do not.”

Luke cackled so hard he nearly fell out of his chair. “Look at this, dude. You’re here three hours and you already have the ladies fighting over you.”

“Shut the fuck up, Luke,” Bella said.

“Enough,” Nora said.

Her voice rang with authority, and the bickering came to an abrupt halt. We all shut our mouths and turned our attention to Nora.

Nora took a breath and smiled at Zoe. “Thank you for offering a solution, baby. Let’s explore some alternatives first.”

“Why aren’t you and Luke rooming together?” Bella asked. “You’re best friends.”

“And we want to keep it that way,” I said. “How did rooming with your high school friend go during your first year?”

Bella’s expression soured. “Okay. I get your point, but you and Luke are each other’s ride or die. You’re practically brothers.”

“We wanted to meet more people,” Luke said. “Living apart forces us to make new friendships. Besides, it’s not like I won’t see Matt every day.”

“Luke is rushing a fraternity,” I said. “He’ll be busy.”

All three girls stared at me, their expressions shocked.

It was Zoe who spoke first. “You aren’t rushing?”

I shrugged. “I’ve had a colored past with those kinds of guys.”

Mia shook her head. “Don’t stereotype them all. You’ll make some great friends in a fraternity.”

“Besides, you can pair with our sorority,” Zoe said. “Mia is the social chair this year. She’ll put you on all the lists.”

Mia beamed. “You bet I will. Please, Matt. Don’t decide yet. We’ll introduce you to some cool guys that are just your type.”

“What type would that be?” Nora asked.

Bella grinned. “Hot, smart, and aloof. The only things missing are the long hair and the guitar.”

Mia and Zoe giggled, and Luke rolled his eyes.

“I’m more of the wallflower type,” I said.

“Not anymore,” Zoe said. “You’re with us now.”

“Okay, kids, I’m all for propping up Matthew, but let’s get back to the crisis at hand,” Nora said. “Matthew needs a place to stay tonight. Does anyone have any other suggestions?”

“Matt could totally crash with me, but I don’t even know my roommate, “Luke said. “You’re my brother from another mother but consider my room a last resort.”

“I’m not putting you in that position,” I said. “If it comes to that, I’ll stay with Zoe.”

Zoe squeezed my hand under the table and smiled brightly, drawing snide looks from her sisters.

“Matt, you can stay with me,” Mia said. “We have our own suite at the sorority that’s not in the cold air dorm. We even have a futon you can crash on.”

“May I remind you that you share that suite with two other girls,” Bella said. “A room that bumps up to the housemother’s room?”

Mia rolled her eyes. “Guys sneak in all the time. Besides, Heather and Kasey wouldn’t care. They would actually love it.”

“And neither one of them can keep their mouths shut,” Zoe said. “They’ll blab to everyone, and I wouldn’t put it past Heather to make a move on Matt.”

I raised an eyebrow and traded a look with Luke. Who was this Heather, and how could I meet her?

Mia glared at Zoe. “What do you care? Do I need to remind you that you have a boyfriend? What would Dan think of Matt sleeping alone with you in your bed?”

“I broke up with Dan. I’m dating Mark,” Zoe said. “And what I do with my friend is none of his business.”

“Ladies, please,” Nora said. “I’m concerned. Do the three of you normally bicker this much?”

Zoe sat back in a huff, and Mia’s expression soured.

“We have only one actual option,” Bella said. “Matt can stay in my room at the sorority.”

The thought sent a rush of excitement through my body, and I couldn’t fight the arousal stirring in my loins. Images of Bella traipsing around braless wearing a sheer tank top and white cotton panties danced through my mind. In a thousand lifetimes, I never dreamed something like this would happen to me. I should have sent my father a thank you note. He had done me a huge favor.

Although if I could pick any option, I would sleep with Zoe. Her tight little body, big round breasts and bubbly personality did it for me like nothing else could. Even it meant spending the night with blue balls. I could hold her in my arms and feel her tight little ass rub up against my fat hog.

My cock pulsed in my jeans as hard as fully cured concrete while Zoe held my hand and Bella talked.

Bella ticked off the reasons on one hand. “I use the senior wing entrance to the sorority, which is a private entrance on the opposite side of the house from the housemother. I have my own room, and I have a futon that Matt can crash on.”

“And you’re the president of the sorority,” Mia said. “If you get caught, our entire chapter could get banned.”

“There’s no way I’m letting that happen,” I said.

“Please, Mia. You’re being dramatic. Don’t worry, Matt. No one cares that much. Last year, our president’s boyfriend practically lived with her. He stayed in her room like five nights a week and they fucked like rabbits.”

“Isabella, language, please,” Nora said.

“And you’ll do the same with your boyfriend,” Zoe said. “Matt doesn’t want to hear or watch you have sex with Tate. Talk about awkward.”

“I don’t want any part of that,” I said.

Bella shook her head. “Who said anything about Tate staying in my room? Only in his dreams would that ever happen.” She turned to me. “I promise that we’ll sleep totally alone together, just you and me.”

As she said the words, she grinned and eyed Zoe, who huffed beside me.

“You are not sleeping in the same bed with Matt,” Zoe said. “That’s gross.”

Mia chortled and shook her head as if in disbelief. “But it’s okay for you to fuck him?”

Zoe’s eyes burned and she glared daggers at Mia. “I’m not having sex with Matt.”

“Maybe it’s better if I find another option,” I said.

Nora slid her arm around me and inched closer. “Jim’s away on a project. I’ll rent us a hotel room in the next town over and drive you to and from campus until we get your dorm sorted out.”

“No way, Mom,” Zoe said. “Matt will miss out on everything.”

Mia looked like she wanted to say something but held her tongue while Bella gave Nora a strange smile I couldn’t read.

Sleeping alone in a hotel room with a scantily clad Nora Monroe turned my hard-on into overdrive. I would sell my soul for one night alone with the voluptuous brunette MILF.

Luke sat back in his chair, grinning. “It looks like Matt has plenty of options. Why don’t we let him choose?”

I shot my best friend a withering look and Luke’s smile only grew bigger.

“Great idea,” Bella said. “What do you think, Matt?”

The twenty-two-year-old brunette knock out turned to me, hitting me straight up with her smoldering blue eyes.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, trying to adjust the hard-on raging in my pants. Visions of the Monroe women in various states of undress flashed through my head. They were all options, but only one of them really made sense.

I turned my attention to Nora. “Zoe’s right. I don’t want to miss out on freshman orientation, and from what I hear, there’s a lot going on at night.”

“I’ll totally attend with you,” Zoe said.

Mia laughed. “You’re a sophomore, and you’re in a sorority. You’ve got a rush to plan.”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “Whatever.”

I squeezed Zoe’s hand and turned slightly to face her. “We have a lot of catching up to do, and I’ll take as much of your time as you can spare. But there’s no way I can share a bed with you and not get certain… ideas. Besides, it sounds like you could get into a lot of trouble, and I don’t want to ruin your reputation. Then there’s your boyfriend. That’s trouble with a capital T.”

Zoe’s eyes filled with a hollowness that drove a stake through my heart, but she clamped down on my hand as if unwilling to budge.

Zoe pursed her lips and nodded solemnly. “I’ll do whatever you think is best.”

“I’m not turning my back on you,” I said. “We can do everything together, but sleeping alone with you in your bed is probably a bridge too far. At least for me it is.”

Zoe gazed into my eyes as if she wanted to say something but held her tongue and only nodded.

“It’s for the best,” Nora said.

Mia brightened and leaned forward with her elbows on the table, propping her chin on her hands. She flashed me her million-dollar smile. The angle showcased an ample helping of her eye-popping cleavage, fighting to break free of her sports bra.

Mia shot Zoe a triumphant look before turning her eyes on me. “That means you’re staying with me?”

I shook my head. “Sorry, Mia. There’s no way I want the house mother breathing down your neck or mine. That will get you, me, and Bella in hot water.”

Zoe flared a victorious smile in Mia’s direction. “Heather can get bent.”

Mia frowned at Zoe. “Heather doesn’t even know Matt.”

Bella chuckled. “What do you think will happen when she meets him?”

“That’s why he has me to protect him,” Mia said. “I’ll lay claim to him, and Heather will leave him alone. It’s girl code. If he’s mine, he’s off limits.”

“He’s not yours,” Zoe said, her voice rising in anger.

Luke laughed. “Lay claim to him? He’s not a piece of meat. Send Heather to my dorm. I’ll take of her.”

Mia rolled her eyes. “As if.”

“Might I remind you that you have a boyfriend?” Zoe said. “The same one from high school, even. You won’t be laying claim to anyone, especially Matt.”

I looked at Mia as my jaw dropped. “You’re still dating Conner Noble? Wow. I didn’t see that coming.”

Bella snorted and Zoe giggled while Mia’s cheeks turned bright red.

“It’s complicated,” Mia said. “We have a sort of understanding.”

“It’s more like Conner runs interference on all of Mia’s guy friends,” Bella said, using air quotes around the words, guy friends. “At least for the guys she’s not interested in.”

“It’s not like that,” Mia said. “You make me sound like I’m easy or something. I just have a lot of guys who are friends.”

Mia had a long history of leading guys on, making them think they had a shot with her when they really didn’t. She led Conner by the nose, using him as cover whenever a guy, inevitably, made a move.

“I thought Conner was gay,” Luke said.

Mia averted her gaze. “Can we change the subject, please?”

I didn’t want to see Mia squirm. Whatever she was up to was her business. “Mia, I appreciate the offer. I’ll let you handle Heather however you think best. Since I’ve never even met the girl, I doubt there will be a problem.”

Bella gazed at me with a huge grin plastered across her face. “Does that mean you’re picking door number three?”

“First, I appreciate all of you for being so generous and willing to help. The last two years have been a struggle, and your family has bailed me out more times than I can count.”

Nora smiled sweetly and squeezed my thigh with a tender, motherly touch. “Baby, I consider you own of my own. So does Jim. I’ll always be here for you.”

“Thanks… Nora.”

Nora perked up and leaned over before planting a motherly kiss on my cheek. “Thanks for not calling me Mrs. Monroe.”

I met Bella’s bold blue eyes. “If my staying in your room will cause you any problems either with your boyfriend or the chapter, then I don’t want to put you in a compromising situation.”

“It won’t. I promise,” Bella said. “Besides, it’s just for a couple of weeks. It will be like old times.”

Zoe scrunched up her face and frowned at Bella as if in confusion. “What old times? Like when you were Matt’s babysitter?”

“God, Zoe. You make me sound ancient,” Bella said. “I’m only three years older than Matt. And yes, I’m referring to my time as Matt’s babysitter. There were a few sleepovers along the way. We bonded. Is that so hard to believe?”

Something in common between those old times and now was my fervent, nearly overwhelming desire to have my way with Nora Monroe. Here I was on the verge of adult alone time with the queen of my adolescent wet dreams. “If you want time alone with your boyfriend, I’m sure I can arrange something with Mia or Zoe.”

“He can arrange that with me,” Zoe said and squeezed my hand. “My offer still stands.”

“Mine too,” Mia said. “If it helps to introduce you as my boyfriend, I’m sure Conner won’t mind.”

“That won’t be necessary, ladies,” Bella said. “Tate won’t bother us. I’ll take good care of you, Matt. I promise.”


Six

Trouble with a Capital T
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Nora took most of my luggage home with her and left me a duffle bag filled with the key essentials that would see me through the next couple of weeks. Once the university fixed my dorm debacle, Nora seemed eager to return my bags. She wanted to return weekly to do my laundry, but I put my foot down. Even though she wanted to do it, I was old enough to do my laundry. Besides, that was taking advantage of her.

We shared a teary goodbye at Nora’s car. She hugged me so tightly I thought her breasts would leave permanent indentions on my chest. Still, I hugged her back, not withholding the affection I knew she craved.

Luke returned to his dorm, and the girls invited me back to their sorority, where they gave me the grand tour.

As we toured the shared common rooms and dining hall, we drew plenty of curious stares. Although Zoe, Mia, and Bella stood out in the crowd, it seemed the sorority had cornered the market on smoking hot college coeds. In my experience, fair or unfair, beauty correlated heavily with cattiness and narcissism. The Monroe sisters weren’t exceptionally narcissistic, but they were catty.

Was I voluntarily throwing myself into the cooking pot while the water slowly heated around me? Only time would tell, but if I kept my head down and went about my business, I could escape without too many cat scratches. My plan was to use Bella’s futon as a place to crash and to spend the vast majority of my time outside the sorority.

When we headed upstairs, we visited Zoe’s living space first. She shared what amounted to a large walk-in closet with another sophomore who wasn’t there when we visited. Her room was little more than a glorified walk-in closet, but it held a desk that she used for her makeup and a massive wardrobe and dresser, both filled to overflowing with her clothes.

As a junior, Mia’s suite was much larger. Two bedrooms adjoined a small common seating area furnished with a nook-sized table, a futon couch, and a TV. To Zoe’s relief, Mia’s suite mates, Heather and Kasey, weren’t around.

With a full week until classes started, not everyone had returned to campus, and the sorority remained half-empty. That made concealing my stay a little easier.

Zoe brought me to the cold air dorm where she and half the ladies in the sorority slept. It was a massive attic space that ran the length of the entire sorority. Window mounted air conditioners and a fleet of bunk beds took up nearly all the floor space. The place was dark and freezing, earning its official name. With the summer heat still raging across the Midwest, the space looked like a great escape.

Zoe showed me her bed. It was a lower bunk nestled in the corner of the cavernous room. She didn’t tolerate cold and had piled on quilts, comforters, and an electric blanket. She had covered all the necessities, including a phone charger, earbuds, and a tablet, which she used to watch various streaming services.

Images of Zoe and I crammed into the single bed excited me to the point of arousal, and I silently kicked myself for turning down her offer. Still, I couldn’t imagine how we would get away with it unless the other girls simply didn’t care that I was there. Then again, there was nothing to say we couldn’t have a sleepover, especially before her sorority sisters returned in full force.

Bella’s room was the last stop. By college standards, Bella lived like a queen. She had a TV, futon, two more full sized chairs, a coffee table, a massive wardrobe, a queen sized bed, and her own private bathroom, including a shower big enough for one person. With all that, there was space to seat all four of us with room to spare.

Bella called it a double perk of being a senior and the sorority house president. Only the housemother’s apartment trumped Bella’s living quarters, but I opted to skip that section of the tour.

The four of us chatted in Bella’s living area, where I filled in most of the gaps from the last two years. Mia invited me to the student rec center the next morning, where she would show me the weight lifting facilities, and in her words, teach me how to stretch. Zoe claimed the rest of my free time, including lunch and dinner.

As bed time approached, Mia and Zoe departed, leaving me alone for the first time with Bella.

Bella sat on the foot of her bed and gestured toward the bathroom. “The private bathroom is probably the best reason for you to stay with me. We don’t need to ninja you in and out of the bathroom Mia uses.”

I nodded as fear gripped me. It was easier to play it cool around all three of them, but how could I carry on a one-on-one conversation with the legendary Bella Monroe?

“Makes sense,” I said. “I really appreciate you letting me invade your space like this.”

Bella waved me away. “Don’t even worry about it. It’ll be fun.”

As I eyed the brunette beauty, my stomach swirled with nervous energy. There was no point in making things awkward. Nora taught me the best way to combat awkward situations was to name them. “I’m a little nervous. I don’t think I’ve been alone with you since I was thirteen years old.”

Bella laughed and crossed one of her long, perfectly tanned legs over the other. Her silky dark hair spilled forward over her shoulders and framed a face built for fashion magazines. I fixated on her plump, juicy lips, thinking of how badly I wanted to kiss her. There wasn’t any safe place to look at her without rousing a hornet’s nest of lust.

“Good thing you’re not thirteen, anymore,” Bella said.

She twirled her ankle and eyed me while a teasing smile touched her eyes. Her open-toed sandal dangled from between her toes, ready to fall off. Beyond her extraordinary physical beauty, there was something about Bella that turned me into mush. She radiated a presence that commanded attention, and wherever she went, she got that attention in spades.

I swallowed the lump rising in my throat and licked the dryness from my lips. “Mind if I use the bathroom to get ready for bed?”

Bella shook her head. “My room is your room. You go first. Afterward, I’ll help you set up the futon. I have some spare sheets and a blanket you can use. You can steal a couple of my pillows. I have plenty.”

“Thanks, Bells. You’re the best.”

“If you want to take a shower, you’ll find fresh towels under the sink.”

“That’s great. Thanks.”

“I’m changing out here,” she said, smiling at me like a fox ready to storm the hen house. “Promise not to peek.”

Her warning almost sounded like an invitation, but I didn’t have nearly enough life experience to make such a bold move. “No peeking. No problem.”

I gathered my bathroom essentials, a pair of shorts, and a tank top before I disappeared into the bathroom. Normally, I slept naked, but that wasn’t a possibility going forward. Not with Bella, and not in my future dorm room.

True to her word, I found everything I needed in the bathroom. I took a quick shower, rinsing and lathering everything while I took a moment to manscape just in case. When I emerged from the bathroom, I got the shock of my life.

Bella stood before her open wardrobe with her back to me, perched on her tiptoes, fishing out an extra set of sheets from the top shelf. Her choice of sleep ware left my brain numb and my jaw scraping the floor.

Bella wore a pair of impossibly short black shorts that hugged her bouncy, bubbly ass, revealing every curve and crevice where it rode her crack. Her legs were utterly flawless. There long, toned, and glistening without even the hint of imperfection.

Arousal stirred in my shorts, and I kicked myself for not at least wearing a pair of briefs to rein in my junk.

“I’ll help you put these on the futon,” Bella said, still with her back to me. “They can be sort of tricky.”

“Thanks, Bells. Need any help?”

“No, I think I’ve got them,” she said, then turned around to face me.

Bella’s thin white tank top and, more importantly, what it revealed, scrambled my brain. She had ditched the bra, and her perky, all-natural C-cup breasts jiggled slightly as she stopped before me. The outline of her areolas showed through, and her nipples popped the surface, leaving me both spellbound and afraid to breathe. Thankfully, she shared my hormonal reaction.

Bella’s eyes widened and her mouth fell open as her gaze traveled from my face, to my chest where her eyes lingered a moment. She licked her lips and, as if with some reluctance, lowered her gaze until her eyes locked onto my quickly rising manhood. Her nostrils flared, and she snapped her eyes up to meet mine, while her cheeks turned a deep shade of crimson.

Abruptly, Bella turned away from me and headed for the futon. “When you unfold it, the futon catches sometimes. It takes two people to make it lie flat.”

I willed my dirty thoughts away from Bella’s spectacular body, thinking of math equations, trying to make my half-hard cock go down. With her back to me, I flashed my hand down my pants and shifted my cock until it rested flat against my skin, hopefully minimizing the inevitable awkwardness to follow.

Bella dropped the sheets and blanket onto the futon while I stowed my dirty clothes and bathroom essentials in my duffle bag.

A soft knock sounded on Bella’s door.

We exchanged a worried look as I forced myself to look into Bella’s beautiful blue eyes instead of at her beautiful round breasts.

Bella whispered, “Stay back.”

I nodded and stepped behind Bella, away from the door, and stole a glance at her tight ass.

Bella unlocked the door and opened it just wide enough to peek through. Her body visibly relaxed, and she said, “What?”

Zoe’s muffled voice came in response. “I want to say goodnight to Matt.”

“You already said goodnight,” Bella said.

“That wasn’t good night,” Zoe said. “I can’t sleep until I see him one more time.”

Bella sighed. “Fine. Just make it quick. I’m tired.”

Bella opened the door wide, and Zoe stepped inside, smiling sweetly at me while my insides dropped to the floor.

It seemed the Monroe sisters coordinated their sleepwear because Zoe wore an outfit every bit as revealing as her big sister, if not more so.

The perky blonde strolled into Bella’s room wearing a thin gray tank top so loose, her braless breasts jiggled as she went. Zoe’s breasts were at least a full cup size bigger than Bella’s, maybe even two.

Zoe wore her golden blonde hair back in a messy ponytail. She had scrubbed the makeup from her face, which only made her even more beautiful. Her black shorts barely covered her ass and hugged her pussy so tight, the barest hint of a tiny camel toe appeared between her sculpted thighs. As she walked up to me, her breasts swayed, and her hard nipples strained the thin cotton top.

My cock reacted, hardening in my shorts as my breath caught in my throat and my mouth turned as dry as the Sahara.

Zoe didn’t hide her wandering eyes as her gaze traveled over my muscled arms and shoulders and down my chest. Unabashedly, Zoe locked her eyes on my hard cock and licked her lips. As if coming to her senses, Zoe suddenly averted her gaze and her cheeks flushed pink, much like her big sister’s.

Bella closed and locked the door before turning around to find her sister mentally undressing me with her eyes.

I couldn’t look away from Zoe’s gravity-defying breasts and sighed as I ran my fingers through my hair and finally forced myself to look away.

“We were just about to make up my bed,” I said

Zoe glanced over at the sheets sitting on the futon. “That futon is a bitch to unfold.”

“We’ve got it,” Bella said. “Say goodnight and then you can go.”

“There’s a secret trick to it,” Zoe said, ignoring her sister.

“I’m aware,” Bella said. “It’s my futon.”

“Which I’ve slept on about a million times,” Zoe said.

Bella rolled her eyes. “I know what you’re trying to do.”

The little blonde bombshell ignored her big sister and picked up my hand before guiding me toward the futon. She stole a glance over her shoulder at Bella. “God forbid I help my best friend settle into his first night on campus.”

She put a heavy emphasis on the word, my, and now I was sure that any semblance of my ending up in the friend zone had gone up in smoke. I was socially slow, but I wasn’t completely dim. They were clearly arguing about me, which left me so stunned I didn’t know what to make of it.

My body had changed so fast that my mind was still playing catch up. Yes, I was objectively handsome, but years of repressed puberty had left me so mentally unprepared that it was as if my life was happening to someone else. How could women I had secretly coveted for so long now look at me like a piece of red meat?

Yet, I couldn’t deny reality. The queen of my spank bank, Bella and my forever crush, Zoe, were fighting over me.

“I’m not trying to argue with you, Zoe,” Bella said. “I’m tired, and I want to go to bed.”

“Then stop arguing and help us,” Zoe said.

We reached the futon, and Zoe dropped my hand. “Matty, you stand in the middle and lift it up when we say so.”

Bella eyed her little sister with annoyance but dropped the argument and moved around to the opposite side of the futon.

Zoe flashed a triumphant smile at her big sister, and Bella’s eyes sizzled with heat.

“You could have at least worn a bra,” Bella said.

Zoe grinned. “You mean like the one you’re wearing?”

“I’m going to bed,” Bella said.

“Me too,” Zoe said. “If you’re so determined to get to bed, go. I’ll help Matt make up the bed, and I’ll sleep here with him tonight.”

A wild rush of blood flashed through my head, turning me so dizzy I nearly passed out. I could no longer hide the erection running wild in my shorts, but I tried using my arms to cover my cock. Like the rest of me, my cock had undergone its own growth spurt, resulting in a size that wasn’t gargantuan but wasn’t exactly normal either.

Bella put her hands on her hips and glared daggers at Zoe. “I knew you would pull something like this. I’m not listening to you and Matt have sex in my bedroom.”

My head spun again, leaving me feeling like I had taken one too many rides on the tilt-a-whirl. Was Bella serious? Would Zoe really want to have sex with me? The thought made me delirious with joy. If only it were true. Even if Bella was stretching things, I couldn’t believe that a few short hours ago I was back home living my mundane life.

Zoe folded her arms over her jiggling breasts and huffed. “We aren’t having sex. Is it so hard to believe that I want to spend time with my best friend? Not everything has to end with sex.”

Bella scoffed. “Please, Zoe. Remember who you’re talking to? You are two wildly attractive grown-ass adults with raging hormones. Any idiot can see that you’re into him. But Matt isn’t like one of your other boy toys, who you lead around by the nose until you get bored.”

Zoe put her hands on her hips and gave her sister a withering look. “You don’t think I know that?”

Zoe hadn’t denied that she led guys around by the nose. Of course, I already knew that about her. In high school, she had a reputation for being a cock tease. She wasn’t a cock tease. Zoe simply had high standards, and she didn’t spread her legs for the flavor of the month.

Bella pursed her lips and shook her head. “You know exactly what you’re doing, Zoe.”

Zoe gave her sister a who-me look, feigning innocence. “What do you think I’m doing, Bella? It’s been two years since I’ve spent time with the one person on the planet I care for more than anyone else. Maybe you don’t understand what that feels like.”

“Sleeping with him will help you reconnect?”

“Matt and I had sleepovers all the time,” Zoe said.

Bella ground her teeth and shook her head. “Maybe Dan would have something to say about your sleeping arrangements?”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “I broke up with that guy like a month ago. Now, I’m with Matt, and if he has a problem with it, he can go fuck himself.”

I frowned at Zoe, wondering about her slip of the tongue. “Isn’t your boyfriend’s name, Mark?”

Bella laughed accusatorially. “See. Even your subconscious knows the truth.”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “Whatever. I meant Mark, not Matt.”

“You get Matt all to yourself all day tomorrow,” Bella said. “He’s my friend too. You’re being selfish, as usual.”

My head swiveled like I was at the center court of the US Open. But instead of hitting a ball, they were trading haymakers.

When they came up for air, I stole a moment to speak. “Should I put Nora on speaker?”

The girls paused, looked at each other for a long moment before Bella grinned, and Zoe laughed.

Zoe sighed and nodded. “Fine, Bella. Have it your way. I’ll help with the futon and leave you two alone. But just for tonight.”

“Thank you,” Bella said. “I promise that all we’re doing is sleeping.”

The moment stretched on as Zoe stared at her sister as if trying to get a good reading from her bullshit detector. “So long as it’s just sleeping.”

Was Zoe cock blocking me? She was the one with the boyfriend.

The three of us spent the next few minutes wrestling with the futon while I tried and failed to keep my eyes off their sensational curves. Only after we made the bed and Zoe didn’t think I would die from discomfort, did she make to leave.

Zoe searched my face as if wanting to say something, but with Bella standing within earshot, that wasn’t easy. “Can you walk me out?”

“Don’t linger in the hallway,” Bella said. “We don’t want anyone to catch Matt sleeping in my room.”

“We won’t,” Zoe said. “I don’t want to get you or Matt in trouble.”

“Better yet, I’ll stand in the hall and give you a second to say goodnight,” Bella said. “Just don’t make me wait too long.”

My stomach flashed with raw nerves and Bella left us alone, closing the door behind her.

Zoe stared after her, waiting for the door to latch shut before she turned back to face me.

“Sorry about all that,” she said. “I’m all mixed up inside.”

“You have a boyfriend, Zoe.”

“I know, and I have no right to pry into your love life.” She shrugged and lowered her gaze before mumbling, “It’s just confusing.”

“What’s confusing?”

She looked up at me and stared into my eyes. “I have feelings for you I didn’t have before.”

“Welcome to the club,” I said, drawing a smile from the perky blonde.

“Back then, I knew how you felt,” she said. “Do you still feel the same way about me?”

“I’ve always been crazy for you, Zoe. Then, now, and forever. Nothing will ever change that. But I’m sure that I don’t want to fuck up our friendship.”

Zoe stepped closer, invading my personal space. She slipped my hand in hers and reached out before tracing a heart on my chest as she seemed to think about what to say next. “What if we can be more than friends? Wouldn’t that be amazing?”

“Is that what you want?”

“I don’t want to lose you,” Zoe said, and her voice cracked.

I pulled her into me and wrapped my arms around her shoulders, hugging her tight. “That’s never going to happen. But I don’t want you to be with me because you’re afraid I’ll leave you otherwise.”

“That’s not how I feel,” she said. “There’s a connection between us that’s so thick I can almost see it. I know you feel it too.”

“Yeah. I feel it,” I said. “That’s the main reason I pulled away. It was hard to see you date other guys.”

Her eyes melted as she gazed up at me. “I think I feel it too. When I think of you with other girls, I get this awful, sick feeling in the pit of my stomach.”

“Bingo,” I said.

“Wow. I’m sorry.”

I shrugged. “Like I said, it’s not your fault.”

“Is it okay if we spend some time together? If these feelings we both share don’t go away, then how great would be to see where we could go… together?”

“I’m all for spending as much time with you as I can,” I said. “Earlier today, I was being honest. No matter what happens between us, I want you in my life. Period.”

Zoe gave me a smile that touched her eyes. She nodded. “Good.”

“We should probably say good night before Bella storms back in here.”

“I know we just made an agreement about not jumping into things, but would it be okay if I kissed you?”

My vision flashed, and my legs buckled. This was dream land stuff. I only nodded before Zoe tugged on my tank top, drawing me into her.

Her lips met mine, and we held still for a long moment. This marked another first. It was my first real kiss, and I didn’t want to blow it.

I wrapped Zoe in my arms and pressed her against me, eliciting a soft moan from the voluptuous blonde.

Zoe parted her lips at the same time as me, and our tongues swam together as naturally as if we’d done it a thousand times before.

Her cotton candy scent enveloped me, making my head swoon, and her nipples stiffened against my chest. My legs trembled beneath me as we deepened the kiss and went all in, freely exploring with tongues flying and lips slipping and sliding.

I ran my hands down Zoe’s back, stopping short of cupping her perky, bubble-gum booty. My cock flared against her body, pulsing where it flattened against her tummy.

Zoe ran her hands over my shoulders and down my arms, tugging at my shirt as if she wanted to pull it off of me.

Before we could take things further, a sharp knock sounded at the door, followed by Bella’s voice. “I’m coming in Zoe.”

We broke off the kiss, and Zoe stepped back, her blue eyes awash with hazy lust. She blinked as if trying to remember where she was. Then she edged away from me, putting some space between us as she slowly regained her composure.

I clasped Zoe’s hands in mine and licked my lips, savoring her sweet, minty taste. “Wow.”

Zoe nodded. “Double wow. That was the best kiss I’ve ever had.”

Bella pounded on the door. “Zoe, I’m getting angry.”

Zoe huffed and turned toward the door, speaking loud enough for Bella to hear, “Hold on. I’m coming.”

Her voice cracked, and she put more distance between us as she slid her hands into mine. “This is going to be really hard to wait.”

“Maybe we can speed up the timeline,” I said. “Besides, who says that friends can’t kiss?”

“Exactly,” she said as she eyed me hungrily. “Or touch.”

“Touching is good,” I said.

The door handle rattled, and Zoe and I moved apart right before Bella stepped inside, eyeing us suspiciously.

Bella gazed between us as Zoe released my hands. “Why was it so quiet in here?”

“We were totally making out,” Zoe said. “If you hadn’t knocked, Matt would have had my shirt off by now.”

“Ha, ha,” Bella said, without humor. “Did you say goodnight?”

Zoe perched on her tiptoes and kissed me innocently on the lips. “Night, Matty. Sweet dreams.”

She then strode past her sister and swatted Bella on the ass. “Keep your hands off of him.”

A moment later, she was gone, leaving Bella and me alone.

“Well, that was interesting,” I said. “Should we expect a visit from Mia as well?”

“Knowing her, probably,” Bella said.

I stared down at the made bed and back at Bella. “I know you’re tired, but would it bother you if I put in my earbuds and watch a movie on my phone for a while? If the light’s too bright, I won’t.”

Bella cocked her head and eyed me with curiosity. “What movie?”

I was into watching science fiction and fantasy, but I especially loved Star Wars. Anyone who knew Bella, would never have pegged her for a sci-fi fan. Only I knew the truth.

Back when Bella babysat me, she watched a couple of Star Wars movies with me and got hooked. Ever since, her penchant for geeking out with any movie or TV show in the Star Wars universe was our dirty little secret. Until she left for college, we watched everything together.

Without a shred of embarrassment, I answered truthfully. “I stumbled on a website that lists the viewing order for all the movies and TV shows in the Star Wars universe. I thought this week, before I have any genuine commitments, I would start back at the beginning with Episode One.”

Bella’s eyes widened with excitement. “I wanna watch.”

“I thought you were tired?”

Bella rolled her eyes. “I was just trying to get rid of Zoe. Get your phone and meet me on my bed.”

I did as she asked and grabbed my phone while Bella turned out the lights. We met on her plush, queen-sized bed where Bella adjusted the pillows and got into position.

I reclined on one side of the bed, and Bella stretched out beside me before I brought up my phone.

“Did you watch the last season of the Mandalorian?” I asked.

“Duh,” Bella said. “Of course. I’ve tried the Acolyte, but I can’t get into it.”

“Same,” I said. “It doesn’t feel like Star Wars.”

As I pulled up the movie, Bella leaned in beside me, dragging her pillow closer as she turned on her side to get a better view of my screen.

The heat from Bella’s body radiated over my chest and down the length of my body. I inhaled a faint whiff of the moisturizing lotion she used on her legs. Arousal stirred in my cock. Having her lie beside me so close and for so long would be a massive problem.

I had two reasonable options. First, I could try to hide my growing arousal, which would cause a slate of issues I didn’t want to deal with. Or I could just let it be. It wasn’t unreasonable that Bella turned me on. After all, she was an incredibly beautiful woman, and I was a hormonal virgin.

Rather than call it out and make a big deal, I just let it go and started the movie.

Bella and I chatted about the movie as it played, falling into a comfortable intimacy that led to Bella ditching her pillow and resting her head on my shoulder.

By the end of act one, my cock twitched in my shorts, harder than steel and very obvious. Bella constantly stole glances at my growing arousal and seemed to enjoy the effect she had on me.

Bella ran her hand over my chest, still covered by my tank top, and wriggled closer, pressing her body up against mine.

“If you’re hot or uncomfortable, you can take off your shirt,” Bella said.

I glanced down at Bella, who looked up at me, her expression almost hopeful. “You don’t mind?”

Bella shook her head, then twined her ankle around mine, drawing closer. “I’m kind of curious.”

“Hold my phone a sec,” I said.

Bella gave me just enough room for me to sit up and pull off my shirt. As I tossed it aside and sank back down into place, Bella’s eyes widened as she took in the broad, muscled expanse of my pectoral muscles and the sleek lines of my six-pack abs.

“Jesus, Matt. You’re fucking ripped,” Bella said.

“Thanks,” I said. “For so long, I wanted muscles. When my hormones finally kicked in, I kind of became obsessed with nutrition and exercise.”

Bella ran her hand over my muscled chest and her nipples visibly hardened, poking straight through her thin top. Throughout the movie, her tank had slowly dipped lower, revealing tan lines crisscrossing her perky breasts. The faintest hint of her areola appeared at the edge of her top, but it was her thick swollen nipple that stole the show.

Bella licked her lips and spread her palm out across my pecs before giving them a gentle squeeze. “Do you mind me doing this?”

“I like it,” I said. “But I doubt Zoe would.”

Bella’s expression soured. “Zoe has a boyfriend. She gave up her rights.”

“Don’t you have a boyfriend, too? His name is Tate, right?”

“Forget about him.” Bella gazed down at my cock as she set aside my phone. “Does it hurt?”

I peered down at the massive tent pitched in my gym shorts. “Sorry. I should have taken care of it in the shower. Between you and Zoe, I can’t help it.”

“Don’t apologize,” Bella said as she traced the outline of my abs with her index finger. “You can’t exactly sleep like that, can you?”

“Eventually,” I said.

“He looks uncomfortable. Maybe you should let him out to breathe a little.”

My pulse quickened, and I eyed Bella’s springy breasts as I licked the cotton from my lips. “I could say the same about you. Your nipples… they… well, they’re hard.”

“You’re not the only one who’s aroused.”

Without fanfare, Bella sat up and pulled off her tank top, revealing her bare breasts in all their incredible glory.

Adrenaline spiked in my veins so hard that the world tilted on its axis, and I stopped breathing. Jaw agape, I stared in wonder at Bella’s perfect chest.

They were perfectly round, springy, and slightly more than a handful. If I had to guess, I would size them at a C-cup. Maybe even a little bigger. Her nipples were firm and taut with arousal, standing tall above her pink, puffy, quarter-sized areolas. Crisp tan lines crisscrossed her chest, demarcating her copper-toned skin from the creamy white, mouthwatering interior.

Bella smiled at me, clearly pleased by the effect she was having on me. She pushed her breasts together before letting them spring apart. “Do you like them? They’re not as big as Zoe’s or Mia’s.”

“They’re perfect,” I said. “You’re perfect.”

“I’ve touched your chest. It’s only fair that you should touch mine, but on two conditions.”

I waited, and she took my silence as consent.

“First, you can’t fuck me. That’s going too far, even for me. Second, whatever we do in this room, stays in this room. You can fuck Mia, Zoe, or anyone else you want, but you don’t breathe a word about what we do together. When we’re at a party or around other people, I have a boyfriend and you’re with whoever you want. We don’t hold hands, we don’t kiss, and we don’t show affection.”

“Agreed.”

I couldn’t hide the disappointment in my voice, and Bella smiled, knowing full well what I was thinking.

“Inside these four walls, anything goes except penetrative sex. You can touch me, fondle me, grope me, kiss me, use me however you want, and I get to do the same to you. It’s not cheating, it’s teaching. You’re going to have women throwing themselves at you left and right. You need to know how to handle that giant cock of yours without coming in two seconds.”

White-hot lust washed through me, and my cock bucked in my shorts. “So, I don’t have to sleep on the futon?”

Bella laughed and shook her head. “No futon. We sleep naked together, if that’s what you want. I’ll be naked since that’s my default operating mode.”

My jaw dropped. “If I get horny in the middle of the night?”

Bella gazed at me, thinking, then her eyes drifted down to my cock and back again. “If we were in a relationship, I would say just fuck me and don’t wake me up, but since we’re not, you can thigh fuck me. Just don’t come on my sheets.”

“Thigh fuck you? I don’t even know what that is.”

Bella smiled, gazing down at my rigid manhood. “Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of you and teach you everything you need to know. After all, isn’t that my job as your babysitter?”

“How many credit hours do I get for this course?”

Bella giggled, then leaned in and kissed me, not holding back in the slightest. Our tongues swam together, and Bella deepened the kiss, pressing in close as she reached down and grabbed my thick cock through my shorts.

I picked up her breasts in both hands, filling my palms as I slid her hard nipples between my open fingers, tweaking them as they stiffened.

She squeezed my shaft through the nylon cloth, and I nearly came on the spot. I groaned with her tongue shoved halfway down my throat and my cock twitched, machine gun style, on the verge of a major blowout.

As if sensing my predicament, Bella broke off the kiss and backed off, squeezing my cock as if to clamp down on my looming orgasm.

“We’ve got to give you some relief,” Bella said. “Take off your shorts.”

Reluctantly, I let go of her springy breasts, marveling at the way they jiggled back into place.

Bella sat up straight and slipped her thumbs inside the waistband of her shorts before sliding them over her hips and down her legs.

Thank God I showered and manscaped. My cheeks burned hot as I watched her bare it all for me.

I tugged my shorts off, letting my cock fly free. It careened out of my shorts like a slingshot, swaying from side to side where it towered over my midsection like a hungry leviathan in search of prey.

Bella’s eyes widened as she sucked in a sharp breath. Her jaw dropped as she crawled toward my cock, eyeing it greedily. “It’s like you hit the genetic lottery. You’re hot, smart, sweet, and you have a massive cock?” She shook her head. “With this fat hog, you’ll split Zoe like a grape, and Mia will inhale you like a crack addict.”

“You assume too much,” I said.

Bella reached out and curled her fingers around my shaft, giving it a tender squeeze. “Give me some credit, Matt. I know my sisters.”

She made no mention of Nora. I’d donate a kidney for one night alone with Bella’s mother.

Bella sat up on her knees, hovering over my midsection as she slowly stroked my shaft. She was an incredible beauty with a lean, lithe frame, perfectly sculpted tits and a pert round ass with exactly the right amount of jiggle. Her tummy was flat and smooth, and more tan lines crisscrossed her hips, before plunging toward her cleanly shaven pussy.

My eyes drifted over her naked body, searching high and low for a single flaw. I couldn’t find one. She was Hollywood perfect, and my personal sex mentor.

Bella tucked a lock of her dark hair behind her hair and licked her lips. “I’m already reconsidering the whole, no fucking, rule. I wonder if I can use your cock as a mold for a dildo?”

Hope surged in me until Bella threw cold water on the idea.

“But that’s a problem for another day,” she said. “Right now, we both need some relief.”

“You can say that again.”

Bella grinned and caressed my knob with her thumb, sending a sharp shiver up my spine. “Have you heard of the sixty-nine position?”

I shook my head. “I’ve never really been into porn. My imagination is much better.”

Bella’s eyes twinkled. “There’s really no need for an explanation. I’ll get into position, and you do what comes naturally. Remember, I’m your sex toy. Use me however you want.”

“You’re gonna make me come talking like that.”

Bella leaned over and kissed my swollen tip, then playfully winked at me. “Save it for my mouth.”

She turned her back to me, showing me her ass, then tossed one leg over my chest before climbing on top of me, straddling me in reverse.

I reached up and placed my hands high on Bella’s hips while she slid her ass toward my face and wrapped her hand around my shaft.

My vision filled with Bella Monroe’s tight ass and sweet pink pussy and another spike of adrenaline turned my legs to mush.

Her pussy lips formed a thin line of sweet pink so tight and juicy it looked impenetrable. And to have Bella’s amazing ass only inches from my face was a fantasy given life.

On seeing her hidden treasure, one question sprang to mind. If Bella changed her mind about letting me fuck her, how would I ever fit my cock inside her? She was so small, and I was huge.

Bella swirled her tongue over my knob, and ecstasy flooded through me. With the barest flicker of her tongue, Bella had ignited pleasure senses I didn’t know existed.

She wrapped her lips around my knob, forming an airtight seal. Then she sucked as if drinking from a straw. She came off my cock with a loud smack of her lips as she gently stroked my shaft. “Do you sprinkle this thing with fertilizer before you go to bed?”

The feeling of pleasure blocked my ability to speak, and I could only moan in response. I palmed Bella’s tight, 24-karat ass in both hands and squeezed, as I dipped my face into her dew pot and drank.

I was rattling off first time experiences like rounds from a machine gun, but this one was something else. With Bella’s ass flesh bulging from between my spread fingers, I licked my way up her tight slit, trying not to overthink things. She told me to do what came naturally, and right now I wanted to fill my mouth with her pussy.

I pressed my face in between her legs and used my tongue like a dredge, slipping deeper as I sucked her pussy into my mouth. Her wetness flowed like a running faucet, and she tasted sweet as I lapped her up.

I slurped and sucked, gliding my tongue inside her until I found her honey hole and skewered her, slurping every drop into my mouth as I fucked her with my tongue.

Bella’s moans filled the air and her thighs quivered around my cheeks before she clamped down and squeezed my head between her sculpted thighs.

Warm, wet softness engulfed my cock, and pleasure spiked so high in my brain that I had to arch my back and groan to stop myself from coming. Bella was on me, sucking me like a sex demon as her tongue went crazy. She slurping and sucked as she bobbed up and down, filling the quiet room with the sounds of my first-ever blowjob.

I lost myself in a haze of steamy lust and gave Bella’s ass a sharp smack, causing her to pause with my cock buried halfway down her throat. She moaned and her legs trembled. A fresh release of her juices filled my mouth, and I drank her down like an alcoholic with a fresh bottle of whiskey.

My tongue was all-encompassing. After so many years of pent-up fantasies, I was living them all in this singular moment, engraving every moment into my long-term memory. I continued my assault on her perfect pussy, licking and sucking as she supplied me with a never-ending flow of her essence.

Then I stumbled on a secret so explosive it blew my mind almost as much as Bella’s. As I licked my up her pussy, my tongue stumbled onto a rubbery bud buried deep in her sweet, pink folds. When I licked it, Bella went bananas.

She came off my cock with a slurp and groan so loud I was sure half the sorority heard. “There. Right there. Don’t stop.”

Her words came out in a breathless rush. Heeding her call, I buried my face, nose and tongue in her pussy and sucked out her sweet cherry bud. I guided it between my lips and gently sucked while swirling my tongue atop it, like Bella had done with my cock.

Her reaction caught me by surprise. Of course, I wasn’t clueless. I knew women had orgasms, and I jacked off enough to know all about my own. But experiencing a female orgasm up close, in the trenches, so to speak, was another matter entirely.

Bella’s entire body shuddered, and she clamped down with her thighs, squeezing my head so tightly I thought it might pop. Yet, I persevered, licking and sucking, drinking every drop.

Her pussy spasmed in my mouth and she moaned so loudly it made me wonder if I was hurting her.

Bella’s words rang out. “Fuck. God. Fuck. Matt, baby, I’m coming so hard.”

I continued sucking and licking, but Bella’s body spasmed in protest as if it was too much, so I backed off slightly to give her a break while I kissed her inner thighs and gently caressed her grade-A ass.

Bella slid my cock into her mouth with renewed ferocity. Her tongue was everywhere at once, while she bobbed up and down, sucking me dry.

The guttural sounds of glug, glug, glug filled the air while Bella occasionally came up for breath. She stroked the base of my cock while she took me so deeply inside her mouth that I felt her throat constrict around my knob.

Runaway pleasure spiked in the deepest, most primal recesses of my brain, and the orgasm of a lifetime hit me with such ferocity that my mind blanked. There was Bella, pleasure, and nothing. The urge to spill my seed consumed me.

Without a word of warning, I bridged my hips high off the bed, forcing my cock deeper, and came harder than I ever had. My head flashed as thick ropes of white-hot cum blasted from my balls with the force of a torpedo.

With grunts born from my soul, I unloaded again and again, filling her mouth and throat with fresh salvos of my seed. It was a massive load, and Bella took it all like the champion she was.

She drank down every drop, sucking and swallowing as she bobbed up and down, milking my shaft as she drained me dry.

As I came down from my ecstatic high, it hit me that my own fumbling attempts at jacking off paled by comparison. There was no going back. I was hooked, and I meant to take full advantage of Bella’s offer.

I kissed Bella’s pussy, gently licking her sweet folds. As I ran my tongue up the underside of her slit, I didn’t stop and went higher. I traced the outline of Bella’s puckered asshole, causing her to shudder with delight. Then I licked higher, sliding my tongue up her ass crack before burying my face between her wondrous cheeks. I had died and gone to heaven.

As much as I wanted to stay and explore, I would save that treat for later. But I internally vowed to suck, lick, and taste every inch of her body from the tip of her toes to the ends of her ears.

After she seemed convinced she had licked me clean, Bella slid off me and came around to cuddle in my arms.

She slid her long, bare leg over my midsection, covering my spent cock as she kissed my chest and swirled her finger around my nipple.

“You’re going to be a problem,” Bella said.

I wrapped my arms around her shoulder and drew her tight until no space remained between us. “Did I do it wrong?”

Bella chuckled and nuzzled in behind my ear as she kissed her way up my neck, then nibbled on my earlobe. She whispered, “No, baby. You were fucking perfect. That’s the problem.”

I opened my neck to her, savoring the way her tongue glided over my ear and the rush of her warm breath. “You told me to do what came naturally.”

Bella chuckled. “You’re a natural alright. That was the biggest orgasm of my life. Let me clarify. I came three times, and the last one was a monster so huge I could name it like they do hurricanes.”

“I thought you came once.”

“When you smacked my ass, I came. Then when you first sucked on my clit. Then when you went ham on my clit, it was lights out.”

I nodded in understanding. “So that’s your clit.”

Bella drew back just to look at me with astonishment. “You didn’t know?”

“I mean, I’ve heard of the clit, and I knew it was a thing. But I didn’t know that was it.”

Bella ran her hand over my expansive chest and sighed. “Like I said, you will be trouble with a capital T.”

“Does this mean our deal is off?”

Bella squirmed up against me, sliding her pussy over my hip as she licked her way up my cheek and kissed me full on the lips.

A moment later, she drew back just enough to look into my eyes. “Hardly. But I don’t think I can go forever without feeling you inside me. In fact, I know I can’t.”

I grinned. “Oh? In that case, I’m open to renegotiate our contract.”

Bella sighed. “You’re just so… wow. I mean, it’s like you fell from heaven, perfectly formed into this gifted fuck stud. You’re a goddamn Adonis.”

“You’ll blow up my ego talking like that.”

“Remember what I said. Inside this room, we can be whoever and say whatever and do almost whatever. In public, I’ll be my same acerbically loveable self.”

“In that case, I have a confession. Not only have I wanted to have sex with you since I was thirteen, you starred in so many of my wet dreams I lost count.”

Bella grinned. “Really?”

“Oh, yeah. What we just did is the tip of the iceberg for what I have in mind.”

Bella teased my nipple with her finger as she eyed me, her blue eyes simmering with curiosity. “Yeah? Like what?”

“For one, roleplay. I’ll be Luke and you’ll be Leia.”

Bella giggled. “What about Han Solo? He was Leia’s guy. Luke was her brother.”

“I stand by my fantasy.”

Bella laughed and wriggled up against me. “You’re such a pervert. I love it. Does that mean we can roleplay as Jaime and Cersei Lannister? Because that’s super fucking hot.”

“Does that mean I can fuck you? Because if we’re roleplaying as Jaime and Cersei, I definitely need to fuck you.”

Bella giggled and kissed my chest. “We’ll see. Maybe. Probably.” She sighed. “I’ll be lucky to make it one night without letting you fuck me. Okay. Fuck it. I’m in. Let’s do it. Who else do you want me to roleplay?”

“We should really explore the Marvel universe together,” I said. “You would make a super-hot Black Widow.”

“Oh, my God. I love it. We could totally cosplay that for Halloween, then fuck each other’s brains out after.”

“I think you’re the one who’s trouble,” I said. “How am I supposed to focus on school with you around?”

She wrapped her arms around my chest and pulled herself tight. “You’re not. You should only focus on me.”

“What about Mia and Zoe?”

“Mia and Zoe too. They may be jealous bitches, but they’re my sisters, and I’m not greedy.”

“Good to know,” I said. “Before long, we’ll have our own little harem.”

Bella sighed and pulled me into a tight, full body hug. “Yeah. You’re trouble with a capital fucking T.”


Seven

Friend Zone
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The clang and clatter of free weights echoed in the student rec center’s cavernous gym. Pop music droned from the speaker system, and runners rounded the indoor track that circled a space the size of an airplane hangar.

I focused entirely on the alluring twenty-one-year-old beauty stretched out on the bench press below me.

“You’ve got it, Mia,” I said. “One more.”

Mia’s arms trembled as she grunted under the barbell, trying to lock her arms and finish the press. A light sheen of perspiration coated her forehead and wisps of her golden brown hair floated over her neck and cheeks. Her sports bra bulged under the strain of her round, springy breasts and her washboard abs quivered as she tried to keep her lithe hips pinned to the bench.

Mia’s blue eyes shone with determination, and she gritted her teeth as she reached the zenith of her last lift. She let out a triumphant grunt and grinned, her chest heaving as she flashed me a look of supreme satisfaction.

I stood behind Mia’s head where I had spotted her and took the weight before returning it to the safety of the rack.

“Great job,” I said. “That was the last set.”

I tapped her final numbers into the spreadsheet on my phone while Mia sat up and mopped her brow with her hand towel.

Mia eyed me curiously as I tallied her final numbers. “Now what?”

“Now we have your baseline,” I said. “We use your max weight numbers to calculate how heavy you should lift. A few weeks from now, we’ll repeat this same test. Wait until you see how much stronger you get.”

“You’re the expert,” Mia said. “Do you promise I won’t bulk up too much?”

“I promise,” I said. “Trust the process.”

“You won’t abandon me, right? We’ll work out together every time? Because I don’t know what I’m doing with this stuff.”

I gazed at Mia, intentionally focusing on her eyes. Throughout our workout, the plump cleavage bulging from the top of her sports bra had proved a major distraction. “Not a chance. I’m with you all the way.”

It was the easiest promise I had ever made. Only a fool wouldn’t want to work out with a knockout-hot beauty like Mia Monroe.

Mia wore her radiant brown hair back in a loose ponytail that floated over her shoulder. I wasn’t sure Mia even realized the impact her outfit had on me, but I wasn’t the only one who found her impossible to ignore. She drew eyeballs from every corner of the gym yet didn’t seem to realize it.

Mia’s matching yoga shorts conformed to her amazing hips, and just like Bella and Zoe, Mia had an S-tier ass born from thousands of hours of yoga and Pilates. The woman had the core strength of a circus performer, and it showed in her lean, yet well-endowed body.

I finished typing Mia’s statistics into my phone, then tucked it away. “I’ve been wanting to try yoga forever, but studios intimidate me. Promise you won’t abandon me, either?”

A bright smile lit Mia’s wholesome, yet stunning, face. “Of course I won’t abandon you. I totally feel the same way about this place. With all the different weight machines and knowing the proper etiquette. I didn’t even know where to start.”

“Starting out, we’ll lift every other day,” I said. “As far as the yoga and Pilates, you tell me a good schedule and we’ll go together.”

“Today we can start with some simply stretching,” Mia said. “I’ll teach you a few things that will save you from getting injured.”

“Great. Lead the way.”

Mia led me to another room that focused more on core exercises. There was a med ball rack and a series of TRX straps bolted onto the wall, along with a pile of yoga mats anyone could use.

We weren’t using those mats. Mia had her own and brought one for me. She led me to a quiet corner of the room where we laid out our mats side by side.

“We’ll start with some simple toe touches,” Mia said as she sat down with her legs out in front of her.

I followed suit and did as she told me, holding the position while Mia looked at me as if she wanted to say something.

“What? Am I doing it wrong?”

Mia’s eye twinkled with a knowing smile. “Your stretching is perfect. I’m more curious about how things went last night with Bella.”

A spike of fear unleashed a massive adrenaline rush that turned my legs to rubber. That was such a loaded question, and the way she looked at me made me wonder how much she knew. Bella and I promised each other not to reveal anything to anyone, but did that rule apply to her sisters? I assumed so, and it was better to play it safe.

“Zoe stopped by, and they got into a little tiff,” I said.

“Yeah,” Mia said. “I kinda heard everything.”

“What? How? When?”

“I came by to say goodnight to you and heard the two of them going at it. I thought it was better to stay away. Please don’t think I was ignoring you. It’s actually really irritating sometimes having them as my sisters. They’re both so aggressive, and I’m naturally not. I have to force myself out of my comfort zone just to keep up.”

“Please don’t feel like spending time with me is something you need to force,” I said. “I’ve always loved spending time with you. There’s no need for you to be like Zoe or Bella for us to rekindle our friendship.”

Mia’s eyes widened with horror. “That’s not what I meant at all. I totally want to get to know you, too.”

“Sorry, that came off a little rude,” I said.

Mia skewered her face up in concentration, as if thinking. “You know when you’re with a group of people and you have something to say, but there are two people in the group who dominate the conversation? With Zoe and Bella, it’s like that, but with life. I so want to spend as much time with you as I can, but Zoe and Bella are just so pushy. Not that I don’t love them with my whole heart, because I do. Sometimes, they’re just a little… much.”

“That makes complete sense,” I said. “How about we make our own plans, and I’ll worry about your sisters? Just like we did this morning.”

Mia nodded along and smiled. “Like dates?”

“Are we on a date right now?” I asked.

Mia shrugged. “I don’t know. Are we?”

That was a loaded question, and before I could answer, a guy around Mia’s age approached her.

He wore your standard gym gear and was handsome in a fraternity boy kind of way.

“Hey, Mia,” the guy said. “You coming to the party tomorrow night?”

Mia smiled. “Hi, Jimmy. Yeah. I’ll be there. What kind of social chair would I be if I didn’t attend our first party of the year?”

“We should hang out,” Jimmy said. “I made a playlist for the party that I’d love for you to hear.”

“Sure. That would be awesome,” Mia said.

“Great,” Jimmy said as his eyes lit with enthusiasm. “After we could get some food or do whatever. It’s totally casual.”

Mia shrugged. “Whatever sounds good.”

The guy nodded at me and stood to leave. “I’ll text you.”

“See you soon,” Mia said and gave him a friendly wave goodbye.

After he left, I grinned at Mia. “Now that’s a date.”

Mia’s eyes widened in horror, and she emphatically shook her head. “That’s not a date at all. Jimmy is a friend. That’s just friends being friends. He’s in the fraternity we’re paired with this weekend.”

This was classic Mia. It was a trait she got from Nora. Mia wasn’t so much innocent as she was naive. She was so unaware of a guy’s true intention and the impact of her overwhelming hotness that she ended up with about fifty guy friends who all wanted to get down her pants. Too bad for them, Mia wasn’t a slut.

“That guy is into you,” I said. “I’d lay money on it.”

“No way. We’re friends. We met at one of his fraternity’s parties last year. He gave me some shots, and we danced. He even invited me to his friend’s lake house, but I couldn’t go.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “He’s into you, Mia. But it’s really not any of my business.”

Mia frowned. “I have a ton of guy friends who aren’t into me. Jimmy’s one of them.”

“Yeah? Have any of them tried to take things to the next level?”

Her cheeks turned a rosy shade of pink. “Sometimes. Why?”

I had a feeling sometimes was nearly every time, but that wasn’t my point. “It’s fine. Forget I said anything. You are perfect exactly the way you are.”

Mia swiveled around to face me, our stretching forgotten. She crossed one leg over another and carefully studied my face. “Tell me, Matt. Seriously. I want to know.”

For the millionth time that day, her cleavage sprouted from her sports bra, leaving me very much distracted. I stole the barest whisper of a glance at her golden treasures before giving her my full attention.

“I’d rather not. Like I said, you’re perfect, and I don’t want to say anything to squash your amazing personality.”

“Please, Matt. This has kind of been a problem for me. Zoe and Bella tell me I lead guys on without even knowing it. Was that was I was doing with Jimmy?”

“Absolutely not. You didn’t lead Jimmy on. It’s just that you and Jimmy might not be on the same page romantically.”

“There is zero romance happening between me and Jimmy, whatever his last name is. How could you tell he was into me, and I couldn’t?”

I stared at her, trying to figure out if she was bullshitting me, but Mia, like Nora, didn’t have a manipulative bone in her body. She wasn’t joking. “You know you’re extremely pretty, right?”

Mia shrugged and nodded. “I guess.”

“When a girl is as pretty as you, it’s safe to assume your beauty is the first thing a guy will notice. Friendship takes time to build.”

This was all so basic. How could Mia be so unaware?

“Okay. So, no guy wants to be my friend? They all just want to have sex with me?”

She looked so defeated, I immediately regretted my words. I didn’t want to crush her spirit. She was an amazing person inside and out and far more than just a pretty face.

“It’s true that’s the first thing they notice,” I said. “But once they get to know you like I know you, they come to realize that you are way more than a pretty face. But guys my age are driven by their hormonal urges. Come on, Mia. You must know this.”

“I guess you’re right. It’s probably why I don’t have any real guy friends.” She sighed. “Sometimes, it’s fun to act flirty, but I genuinely don’t try to lead guys on. This is who I am. I enjoy making friends. It’s not like I only act this way around guys. I have a lot of girlfriends, too.”

“What happens when a guy makes his intentions clear?”

“It depends on how I feel about him,” she said. “But college is about fun. It’s not about getting into a serious relationship. We’re only young once, right?”

She skillfully dodged the question, so I made a guess based on what I knew about Mia and her past. “When you’re not interested, is that when you tell the guy you have a boyfriend? I’m assuming that’s where Conner comes into play?”

Mia blushed and averted her gaze, staring at the space between her legs as she nodded. “How did you guess?”

“For one, Conner is gay, isn’t he? I’m not judging, I’m just asking.”

“He didn’t come out until his freshman year of college,” Mia said.

Conner and Mia were boyfriend and girlfriend in high school, or so she led everyone to believe. Even back then, we all knew the truth. They were best friends, and Conner was a safe cover. Now that he was out of the closet and clearly, very much into guys, that story didn’t have legs.

“Do you see him very much?”

“Not really. Conner has a place off campus, and he has a pretty serious boyfriend. Sometimes, he’ll go to a formal as my date, but he’s almost never around.”

“Which leaves you, an extremely pretty girl, left alone to fend off guys you see only as friends.”

Mia met my gaze and nodded, looking severely defeated. “Matt, you’re my friend, right?”

That was true yet pretending that she wasn’t a supremely attractive woman felt disingenuous. “Of course,” I said. “We have a history together that goes all the way back to our childhood. We were friends first.”

Mia’s lips ticked up in a slight smile. “First?”

My stomach seesawed, and I inhaled a slow breath. The conversation had veered well out of my comfort zone. But you only live once, right? “I can’t pretend that I don’t notice your beauty. Yes, I’m your friend. Yes, I’m attracted to you. It can be both. But your friendship is more important to me than anything else.”

I sounded full of shit. I mean, who wouldn’t tell Mia Monroe exactly what she wanted to hear so they could get down her pants? But after my arrangement with Bella, that pressure wasn’t so all-consuming. That put me in a unique position to answer honestly without fear of landing in the friend zone. Friend zones were fine by me. Mia had plenty of pretty friends. Odds were good that at least one of them wouldn’t friend-zone me.

Mia leaned forward and picked up my hands. She twined her fingers in mine, playing with them as she smiled. “In that case, do you want to be my next Conner Noble?”

My jaw dropped. “Mia, I’m not gay. I can’t overemphasize how very straight I am.”

Mia laughed and deepened her grip on my hands, locking her fingers with mine. “I know that, silly. Which makes the story that much more convincing.”

“You want me to pretend to be your boyfriend?”

Mia nodded. “You’re in my world now. It makes sense. It would let me be me, without the pressure of leading guys on. In return, I’ll introduce you to plenty of pretty girls and also some fraternity guys I really think you’d hit it off with.”

That would go over like a lead balloon with Zoe. “Your little sister might blow our cover. I think she has other ideas.”

“Let me worry about Zoe. She’ll play along.”

“Let’s say I agree. How would this even work?”

“That party Jimmy mentioned? We’ll come out there as a couple.”

I wasn’t sure how we could pull it off, but the benefits far outweighed the risks. My only worry was about the way Zoe would react.

With our fingers laced together, Mia gave me a playful smile, and I nodded my agreement. “Lets’ do it.”

“Yay!” Mia let go of my hands and threw herself into me, hugging me tight as her warm body collided with mine.

The hug lasted for only a moment, but I savored holding her in my arms. My head spun as her pony tail brushed across my cheek, and her scent surrounded me. She smelled light and airy with a hint of sweet citrus that gave off sexy, girl-next-door vibes.

When we came away, we met face to face and Mia’s blue eyes sparkled as a slight blush colored her cheeks. She licked her lips and searched my face, as she ran her hands over my shoulders and down my lean, muscled arms.

The moment stretched out between us as chemical reactions fired and chords of lust twined us together. The sexual tension between us was so thick I could almost touch it. I nearly kissed her before I remembered we were in a public gym.

Was this Mia being Mia? Was this what she did to every guy who entered her orbit? She was completely irresistible. Or was there something more between us? It was impossible to say, and she wasn’t good at reading a room. It felt real, but I’m sure every guy who threw themselves at her thought the same.

Mia slid her hands down my wrists and collected my hands in hers. “Aren’t you meeting Zoe soon?”

My head swooned as I memorized every line and curve that made up her exquisite face. She was a fucking heartbreaker. “I’ve got a little time. I thought I’d take a shower first here and get ready.”

Mia nodded. “There is a whole hallway with private, unisex changing rooms. They have their own shower and everything. I’ll show you.”

Together, we stood, and Mia held my hand as we made our way out of the gym and through the inner workings of the student rec center.

Under the pretense of our fictitious relationship, Mia was free to treat me like she would a proper boyfriend, complete with hand holding and PDA.

We collected our gym bags from the smart locker at the front of the facility. Mia led us down a long corridor that led to the men’s and women’s locker rooms. She showed me the doors that led to private, gender-neutral changing rooms with a locker, bench, sink, and a spacious walk-in shower.

Was Mia joining me? My heart thundered in my chest with wanton anticipation. I played out the steamy scenario in my head. But there was no way. Mia wasn’t a slut, and like Zoe, had an unworthy reputation as a cock tease.

As soon as we reached the door, Zoe threw cold water on my cooked-up fantasy.

“You take this one,” she said. “I’ll take the one next door. Then I’ll walk you to the farmer’s market where you’re meeting Zoe.”

I hadn’t mentioned the farmer’s market to Mia, which led me to believe that she and Zoe had already discussed our plans. What else had they discussed? Did Zoe already know about Mia’s plan? Had Mia manipulated me into this fake relationship, leading me by the nose all along?

But no. Mia wasn’t like that. I was leaping to conclusions, and honestly, I didn’t really care. Any guy would have jumped at the chance, and I was no different. I didn’t believe that Mia was that manipulative, but pretty girls had ways of tying me up inside, especially the Monroe women.

“Sounds good,” I said. “We’ll meet in the atrium?”

“Perfect,” Mia said, before she popped up on her tiptoes and gave me a peck on the cheek.

With a heavy sigh, I watched as Mia turned to go, and I locked my eyes on her tight, perky rear end encased by a thin layer of Lycra.

I gritted my teether and turned away with one thought rumbling through my head.

Fuck me and my stupid fucking friend zone.

I entered the locker room alone and turned on the shower. While the shower heated, I stripped down and stowed my sweaty clothes in my bag and hung my clean clothes in the locker.

A minute later, I entered the shower and let the warm water soothe my aching muscles. As I lathered, I reflected on the unreal combination of events that had led me to this moment. Was it really only yesterday that I arrived? What craziness would happen next?

No sooner had the question crossed my mind than the metallic ring of the shower curtain sounded behind me.

I jumped and spun, covered in soapsuds, and discovered a most welcome intruder.

Mia Monroe stood before me, completely naked from head to toe. She gave me an uncertain look, but when I didn’t stop her, she stepped forward and smiled sweetly.

“I thought to myself, WWZD,” Mia said. “So, here I am. Please tell me I wasn’t misreading your signals?”

Mia’s eyes dropped to my quickly rising cock as she licked her lips and her eyes flashed with desire.

As I took in her naked body, I could only shake my head in disbelief. “There were signals. Definitely signals.”

Mia surpassed every lofty expectation I had built up in my mind. Her body was sublime perfection in physical form. Mia’s D-cup breasts were round and springy, set together with just enough space between to bury my face and die a lucky man. She had pure pink areolas, slightly upturned, bearing a hint of puffiness and topped with bite-sized nipples just big enough to suck between my lips.

A diamond stud pierced her navel, and her flat, toned tummy gave way to a creamy expanse of flesh that ended in a tiny slit barely visible between her legs. Like Bella, Mia was whistle-clean without the barest hint of pubic hair, leaving her lady parts as smooth and clean as the rest of her fit body.

Mia’s slender waist gave way to her curvy hips, and although I couldn’t see her rear end, I already knew what I would find. Pure, unadulterated perfection.

“Thank God,” she said. “I would’ve felt really dumb if you had turned me away.”

As if that were even a remote possibility. I would have to have been on my deathbed to pass up this opportunity, and even then, I would’ve tried.

Through the hiss of steam rising around us, I licked the dryness from my lips and nodded dumbly. “WWZD? What’s that?”

Mia stepped forward and picked up my hands, placing them firmly on her hips as she closed the space between us. “What would Zoe do?”

My cock flared to life, hardening in an instant, until it twitched, swaying between us. My sensitive tip brushed against the soft swell of her tummy, and I sucked in a sharp breath of pleasure.

“I’m not sure even Zoe would be this bold,” I said, fumbling with my words as my breath caught in my throat.

Mia stepped closer, forcing my soapy cock flat against her stomach. She ran her hands over my shoulders and pressed up tight against me until her breasts flattened and bulged against my chest.

“She would and will,” Mia said. “It’s only a matter of time.”

The steamed hiss, curling around Mia’s face as she gazed into my eyes as if trying to read me. Her plump pink lips never looked so kissable, and errant strands of her now wet hair lay plastered against her cheeks and forehead.

“You didn’t need to do this,” I said. “You’re not in a contest with Zoe.”

“I don’t want you to friend-zone me,” she said. “We may be starting a fictitious relationship, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want you. I really, really want you.”

She reached down between us and wrapped her fingers around my soapy clock, lightly stroking me as she perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips.

My cock pulsed between her fingers, so hard it ached. I slid my hands down her hips and palmed each of her world-class ass cheeks before giving them a full-throated squeeze.

“I really, really want you too.”

My voice came out deep and gravelly, echoing off the shower walls.

Mia smiled. “Good. If we’re playing boyfriend-girlfriend, we might as well enjoy some benefits that come along with it, right?”

“You and I are on the same page,” I said as I slid one hand around to her tummy before gliding it up her torso where I cupped her breast. There was no faking the heft, weight, and feeling of Mia’s amazing, all-natural wonders. Her nipple hardened against my palm, and I slipped it between my fingers before gently tweaking it as my arousal blazed like an inferno.

“Matt, I don’t normally jump into a man’s shower like this,” Mia said as she toyed with my soapy knob, sliding it between her fingers. “In fact, I’ve never done this before. I was terrified you would reject me.”

I squeezed her breast and caressed her rear-end, causing my cock to twitch in her hand. “This is a first for me, too. I’m glad you had the courage. Bold moves pay off.”

“I’m a virgin,” Mia said. “We can’t go all the way. Not yet.”

I don’t know why that surprised me, but it did. A girl as extraordinary as Mia Monroe could have lost her virginity any time she wanted. It’s not like she didn’t have opportunities galore.

“If we’re confessing, I’m a virgin too,” I said.

Mia’s eyes brightened. “Really? You could choose anyone.”

“So could you,” I said.

A smile lit her face, showcasing her adorable dimples. “To me, sex is the most precious gift two people can share. It’s like two souls connecting, especially for the first time. Is it crazy I’m waiting for true love?”

Should I take a page from Mia’s book and wait? I had years of pent-up feelings for Mia, Zoe, Bella, and even Nora. Sure, I would lose my virginity to Mia, but what about some random sorority girl I just met? It wouldn’t be nearly as good. “That’s not crazy. I feel the same way.”

Mia stroked me as I dropped her breast and slid my hand over the open expanse of her toned tummy before daring to dip lower where my fingers met her sweet pussy.

She moaned and pressed closer. Our lips brushed together, and Mia came away, nibbling on my lower lip. Hazy lust muted her blue eyes, and she opened her stance just enough to give me more room to touch her.

I slipped my finger through her warm, slippery folds, gently exploring as Mia squeezed my cock, clamping down as she softly moaned.

Mia’s eyes teetered on full tilt and her mouth fell open as her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. She shifted her hips forward as if inviting my finger inside her sweet honey pot. I plunged my middle finger into her pussy and made it to my first knuckle, where I met a stiff wall of virginal resistance.

“Zoe can’t know,” Mia said, seeming to struggle with her words.

I pressed in closer, sliding my finger in and out of Mia’s pussy as I nuzzled my face in behind her ear and inhaled her intoxicating scent. Where was this coming from? “She can’t know what?”

I kissed my way up and down Mia’s neck, licking and sucking as her legs trembled.

“She can’t know that we’re fooling around,” Mia said. “Our relationship is fake. Remember?”

I nibbled on her earlobe as I loosened her pussy before gliding deeper, eliciting a throaty moan of satisfaction from my beautiful, brown-haired, fake girlfriend.

“Who says we have to be fake? We’re single and we’re into each other. It doesn’t bother when you talk to other guys.”

Mia stroked my cock with renewed ferocity as she dug her fingers into my muscled shoulder. “Please, Matt. This is so hard. Zoe wants you too. It’s only fair.”

I clamped my lips down her neck, high behind her ear, and gently sucked as I swirled my tongue over her sweet flesh. When I came away, Mia could barely stand.

I met her eyes and nearly lost myself in their blue depths. “You want me to be with your little sister?”

“Yes. I mean, no. I mean, I want you all to myself, but I love my sister, and this might kill her.”

I didn’t know how much information the sisters shared. Bella had her secrets and wanted to keep them that way. Had Zoe told Mia about her feelings for me? Or was it just that obvious? It was probably the latter.

I couldn’t lie to Mia, but I didn’t want to share what Zoe told me in private, either. Another thought crossed my mind. A bold thought that might lead to Mia leaving me alone in the shower. But Mia was bold enough to make her move and face rejection. Now it was my turn. It was my moment to reach for the stars.

“What if I want you and Zoe both?”

“God, yes.” Mia nodded enthusiastically. “I wasn’t sure if you picked up the hint, but it’s like you’re reading my mind. That’s what I want too. You wouldn’t mind?”

Was she kidding me? It was a better arrangement than I could ever dream of. “Is that what Zoe wants?”

Mia’s eyes pleaded with me. “I don’t know, and I’m afraid to ask. Can you ask her? Sharing a guy we’re both….” She hesitated, as if trying to find the right word. “Sharing a guy we’re both into is one of my kinks.”

“What about Bella?”

“Bella too,” Mia said. “You probably think I’m some depraved pervert, but I wouldn’t do this with anyone but my sisters.”

Water beaded off Mia’s face as the steam hissed and her body quivered. Her lips were just so fucking perfect. Everything about her was perfect.

“It’s a little perverted,” I said. “But I’m very much into the idea.”

My cock ached in her fingers, and my nostrils flared with primal lust. I answered by kissing her, pressing my lips tightly against hers as we opened our mouths to each other and our tongues flashed, hungry and probing.

Mia moaned in my mouth, stroking my cock as she ran her free hand down my back until she reached my ass and squeezed.

A minute ticked by with our need turning into desperation. It was as if neither of us could get enough. Our tongues lashed together, going deeper by the second. We nibbled, sucked, probed, and licked as our hunger turned white hot.

I finger fucked Mia’s pussy, and played with her tight slit, exploring every inch until I needed more. That’s when an idea hit me. It was an idea Bella gave me.

I broke the kiss and Mia looked at me, confused.

“I have an idea. Turn around and place your hands on the wall.”

“God, I want to feel you inside me, but we can’t. Not yet.”

I shook my head. “I promise not to penetrate you until you’re one-hundred percent ready. Trust me. You’ll love this.”

Mia did as I asked, reluctantly turning away from me while releasing my steel hard cock. She placed her hands on the wall and presented me with an ass that would make even a gymnast green with envy.

She glanced at me over her shoulder. “Like this?”

“That’s perfect.” I shook my head, drinking in her amazing body. “You’re perfect.”

I stepped up behind her and nestled my cock inside her ass crack like a hot dog in a bun. I reached forward and cupped her glistening breasts, palming each while I tweaked her nipples and slid my cock up and down.

“No anal either,” Mia said. “There’s no way I’m ready for that.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t. You’ll love what I’m going to do.”

It was refreshing having a partner as sexually inexperienced as me. We were figuring things out together, exploring our sexuality like the newbies we were.

I released one of Mia’s fat tits and grabbed hold of my cock before sliding it between her legs. My knob brushed up against Mia’s soft slit, and I groaned as her warmth ignited tendrils of pleasure that left my legs wobbly beneath me.

Mia gasped and shuddered with ecstasy. “Baby, no. Not yet.”

I rocked forward, sliding my knob up her slit until my cock came out the other side. I drew closer, pressing Mia’s ass firmly against my hips as I fondled her massive breasts and nibbled her earlobe before whispering in her ear, “Squeeze your thighs together.”

Mia giggled. “Oh. I see.”

Mia did as I asked and pushed her legs together, clamping down on my cock with her sculpted thighs.

I pressed in tight until my chest lay flat against her back and my cock pulsed between her legs. Her tight ass wriggled against my midsection, and I freely groped her breasts, tweaking her swollen nipples as Mia turned her head to find my waiting lips.

We took a moment to savor our kiss, picking up where we left off a moment earlier. I rocked forward and backward, sliding my cock between her slippery wet thighs, fucking her almost as good as the real thing.

She was warm, wet and so fucking slippery. My head buzzed with an intense need to plunge my cock into her virginal depths and fill her with a monstrous load of cum.

That moment would have to wait, but it was only a matter of time. Mia and I would fuck like rabbits. Of that, I was certain. But this was about more than me getting my rocks off to the voluptuous sorority co-ed. I wanted Mia to get off just as hard.

We let our lips and tongues fly, freely exploring each other while I rocked forward and backward, dredging Mia’s pussy lips with my hard knob.

Her ass slapped off my skin, making a sweet clapping sound as the water hissed around us. Mia’s soft moans filled my mouth and my next move seemed to catch her by surprise.

I reached down between Mia’s legs and found her warm, wet pussy already slick with a sheen of my pre-cum.

Mia gasped in my mouth and sucked my tongue between her lips, clearly turned on by the bold maneuver.

But I wasn’t done. Not even close. I probed Mia’s pussy, inching higher until I found Mia’s swollen clit buried in her sweet, virginal folds.

Mia groaned in my mouth and her entire body shuddered as I buzzed her clit with my middle finger and fucked her thighs, increasing the pace and intensity.

She nearly cratered under my touch and her arms shook as her moans turned into stiff grunts, broken by my battering ram as I plowed her from behind.

I worked my cock up and down her hot slit, where my knob brushed up against her clit with each pass. As the friction intensified, my cock turned hot, and my head swam with a fevered need to come. Still, I pressed on, bouncing off Mia’s ass, grunting as my cock sizzled between the stunning beauty’s toned thighs.

I wasn’t penetrating her, but we were fucking. There was no other way to put it. Anyone watching us couldn’t tell the difference and at some point, neither could I. Intense pleasure warped my brain, and I lost myself. Yet, I kept pace, teasing Mia’s clit while my knob glided along her soaking wet labia.

Mia’s sweet moans and broken grunts echoed off the tile walls. She came up for breath, letting my tongue go just long enough to speak. “Matt, baby, don’t stop. I’m so close.”

Inside me, a monstrous orgasm screamed for release, and I couldn’t take it anymore. Mia’s pussy spasmed and she cried out in my mouth. Her body tremored so hard I thought she might collapse, and I dropped one breast, before wrapping her tightly around the waist.

I pressed my cock in deep, flattening her ass against me, and erupted. With a grunt, my first load flashed up her stomach, spraying the bottom of her breast before leaving a milky white rope stretched taut across her stomach.

Mia clamped down, keeping my cock locked between her thighs as I emptied load after load onto her stomach and pussy.

Mia broke the kiss and gasped for breath as she turned her head away from me to face the wall. Her pussy quivered against my cock, and I cradled her waist, propping her upright as she pressed her forehead against the tile.

“That was incredible,” Mia said. “It felt like you were inside me.”

I pressed in close behind her hear and whispered, “And you’re still a virgin.”

Mia turned around to face me and leaned back against the wall while I pinned my hands on either side of her shoulders.

My cum painted her tits and stomach and even more ran down her pussy and inner thighs. It was a massive load, and I couldn’t imagine all of that cum inside Mia.

Mia ran her hands over my muscled chest before picking up my cock and squeezing a milky load of cum from my tip. “Can we do it again?”

“I want to, but Zoe is waiting for me.”

Her expression deflated. “Right. I forgot.”

“Don’t look so disappointed. You’re my girlfriend, right? We can fool around whenever you want.”

Mia’s eyes brightened as if she had forgotten about our agreement before her face fell once again. “I just have to tell Zoe about our fake relationship.”

“There’s nothing fake about the way I feel,” I said. “You be you and don’t worry about me. I won’t get jealous when you talk to other guys.”

Satisfied that she had milked me dry, Mia released my cock and grabbed hold of my ass, drawing me between her parted legs. “You’re the only one I want to be with. But for Zoe’s sake, let’s pretend that we aren’t officially together.”

I picked up Mia’s breast and teased her nipple between my fingers. “Let me get this straight. We’re pretending to be in a relationship that we’re actually having to draw your sister into a throuple style relationship? Or a full harem if we add Bella?”

“You make it seem like we’re tricking Zoe into something she doesn’t want. I know my sister, and deep down, she wants it.”

“What about Bella?”

Mia wrapped her leg around my waist and pulled me closer, pressing my cock against her slit. “For now, we need to keep our real feelings a secret from Bella.”

I ground my cock against her pussy and arousal stirred as my cock flared to life. “Are we telling Bella we’re in a fake relationship or a real one?”

“Fake,” Mia said. “You can’t tell her we’re fooling around together. I don’t trust her not to tell Zoe.”

More secrets. I couldn’t tell Mia or Zoe about Bella, and now I couldn’t tell Bella or Zoe about Mia. How in the world would I keep it all straight?

“You’re the realest fake girlfriend I ever had.”

Mia giggled and stroked my cock as she played with my tip between her fingers. She dredged my tip through her pussy lips, treading dangerously close to her hole. “If I hadn’t already made plans with my girlfriends tonight, I might have to steal you away from Bella.”

I felt like a knife juggler with on-the-job training. I gazed down at Mia’s pussy where she had led my cock to the door of the promised land. “One false move, and I might steal your virginity.”

Mia gazed down at my cock, then back up at me, biting her lower lip. “Maybe just the tip?”

Mia rolled my tip between her fingers and positioned her hips so that my knob rested just inside her pussy. One push, and both our virginities would go up in smoke.

“You’re killing me with this,” I said. “Are you sure?”

Mia frowned and pulled my cock away from her pussy, but kept her fingers wrapped around my shaft. “When you fuck me for the first time, I want us both to make it a night to remember. We can save random gym sex for our second time.”

I let out a breath of disappointment, but after what we had done together, it was hard to find a reason to be upset. “Okay, fake-real girlfriend. Let’s finish showering and go meet Zoe.”

With her finger wrapped around my cock, Mia perched on her toes and kissed me. “It won’t be long until we remove the fake part, and I’m just your girlfriend.”

I squeezed Mia’s ass and gave it a playful swat. “You’re never just anything. You’re my Mia.”

A beautiful smile blossomed on her face. “I’m your Mia. Say it again.”

I leaned into another kiss. “You’re my Mia.”

Our tongues swam together, hot and heavy, before we forcibly pried ourselves apart. Mia looked up at me, her eyes smoldering. “Say it one more time, then I swear we’ll get out.”

I grinned and grabbed hold of her bare ass before pulling her up against me. “You’re my Mia. Now and always.”


Eight

Making Plans
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As we rounded the corner to the farmer’s market, Mia dropped my hand. Tension settled in her shoulders, and she slowed her pace. Dread filled her eyes, and she looked like a woman about to face the executioner.

“You’re really looking forward to chatting with Zoe,” I said.

“What was I thinking?” Mia picked up my hand and just as quickly dropped it. “I can’t talk to Zoe about this. She’ll never go for it.”

“We don’t have to ask her,” I said. “I’m not dating Zoe. I’m free to date whoever I want, including you.”

Mia wrung her hands together and shook her head. “Zoe won’t see it that way. She’ll see it as me stabbing her in the back, and I don’t blame her. I kinda am.”

I knew Zoe even better than Mia, and Mia was right. Zoe was a hothead. When she had her mind set on something, nothing could stop her. The secret was to stay confident and never back down.

“I’ll tell her,” I said. “There’s no pointing asking for permission. That just gives her a chance to say no.”

“No,” Mia said. “I asked you for this favor, and this is my responsibility. It’ll be fine… probably.”

I grimaced and resisted the urge to squeeze Mia’s hand. According to my watch and my arrangements with Zoe, we were right on time.

A flash of blonde appeared through the tree ahead, and a moment later, Zoe came into view, standing by a park bench. An excited smile lit her face, and she waved at me, seeming unbothered by Mia’s presence. Maybe she figured her sister would walk me to our date? Or maybe she wasn’t the jealous monster Bella and Mia thought she was.

I smiled at Zoe and waved, and she hurried forward and met me, not stopping as she leaped into my arms and pulled herself up for a kiss on the lips.

“Hi, Matty,” Zoe said. “Wait until you hear about the day I’ve planned for us.”

I gave Zoe’s ass a playful squeeze, and she giggled as I set her back down on the ground. “Yeah? What are doing?”

Zoe took both of my hands and twined her fingers together with mine. “Did you two have fun?”

After my hookup with Mia, kissing her little sister in front of her felt more than a little awkward, and a wave of guilt washed over me.

Mia seemed completely unfazed by Zoe’s affection, and a bright, beautiful smile lit her face. If she was faking it, she was very good.

“Matt’s making me a strength training program,” Mia said. “And I’m teaching him the proper way to stretch.”

Zoe took the news in stride, and her smile remained undiminished. She seemed to have a different dynamic with Mia than she had with Bella. They seemed less competitive. “That’s awesome, Mia. If you’re doing yoga, maybe I could tag along one day soon?”

“I would love that,” Mia said.

Zoe turned to me, and her vibrant blue eyes radiated pure happiness. The tight little blonde wore a pair of denim cutoff jean shorts over what looked like a black bodysuit that hugged her spectacular curves. She wore her hair back in a tight ponytail and went light on the makeup.

“I thought we could pick out our own vegetables and make some stir-fry together,” Zoe said. “There’s a small kitchen at the sorority we can use. Oh, and I checked your schedule. Later tonight, there’s a freshman orientation party we can go to together.”

“Zoe, you’re in a sorority. I don’t expect you to go to all this first year stuff.”

Zoe shook her head. “I want to spend time with you. It doesn’t matter what we do so long as we’re together.”

More guilt piled onto what I already felt, and beside me, Mia seemed to sag. If she was going to talk to Zoe, she had better do it sooner rather than later.

“Zoe, before I leave, there’s something I wanted to ask you,” Mia said.

Zoe turned to her sister and frowned. “Are you okay, Mia? You look a little upset.”

Before Mia could reply, a stranger’s voice came from the watermelon stand beside us.

“Zoe? You’re here?”

The three of us turned together, and Zoe’s jaw dropped.

“Mark? What are you doing here?”

Mark was Zoe’s boyfriend, and Zoe currently held both my hands in hers. Her face went ashen as Mark frowned, glancing down at our locked hands.

Mark was roughly Mia’s age, with dark hair, a solid build, and a handsome face. He was objectively good looking, which came as no surprise. Zoe wouldn’t date a slouch. The surprise came from the two middle-aged people standing behind Mark, who I assumed were his parents.

Mark pursed his lips and tore his gaze away from our held hands as Zoe finally realized her mistake. She quickly dropped my hands and put some space between us.

“I thought you were doing something with your sister,” Mark said.

Mark’s father eyed Zoe, then Mia, with a glint in his eye. The old man knew perfection when he saw it. I didn’t blame him one bit. Mark’s mother looked at Zoe with her lips pursed into a thin line and her expression one of distinct disapproval.

“I am,” Zoe said as she pulled Mia next to her like a lifeline. “You’ve met Mia. Remember?”

Mark blinked and focused on Mia, as if seeing her for the first time. He gave a friendly wave. “Oh, yeah. Hey, Mia.” His frown returned when he laid eyes on me. “Who’s this?”

Zoe’s eyes widened in fear. She opened her mouth to speak when Mia jumped in to save her.

Ma coiled her arm around mine and moved in beside me. “This is my boyfriend, Matt Parker. Matt, this is Mark Adams, Zoe’s boyfriend,” Mia nodded to the couple standing behind Mark. “I assume they’re your parents?”

It was as if someone opened the window in a stuffy room. Mark’s dad chuckled, and his mother sagged with relief and a smile. A relieved grin spread across Mark’s face as if he were the object of some TV prankster.

Mark’s mom stepped forward. “I’m Betty Adams and this is my husband, Greg.”

Mia and I took turns shaking hands with Mark’s parents while Zoe had the expression of someone who had just swigged a mouthful of sour milk.

But when Mark turned to Zoe, she painted on a smile so fake it belonged on a wax mannequin.

Mark stepped aside to make room for his parents while Zoe stared at them with a glassy-eyed smile normally reserved for a Stepford wife.

“Hello,” Zoe said stiffly, sounding nothing like her normal self.

Mark smiled as if he had just hit the lottery. “Mom, dad, this is my girlfriend, Zoe Monroe. Zoe, these are my parents, Greg and Betty.”

Greg and Betty traded pleasantries with Zoe while Mia and I stood aside. Mia clutched my hand, squeezing so hard I thought she might break a bone. Meanwhile, Zoe shot me the occasional side-eyed glance telegraphing the emotion clearly visible on her face — If you leave me here alone with them, I’ll kill you.

A minute passed before Betty pulled Greg’s arm and smiled at her husband. “Sweetie, can we go back and pick up that jam? We’ll meet Mark back here in a few minutes.”

It seemed Mark’s mother could read the room and wanted to give her son a chance to dial into whatever was really going on.

Mark picked up Zoe’s hand and stood beside her, smiling at Mia and me as if we were all on some awkward double date.

I almost felt bad when the guy extended his hand to me. “We haven’t officially met. I’m Mark.”

I took his offered and shook it. “Nice to meet you. I’m Matt.”

Mark smiled at Mia. “I thought you were dating… what’s his name?” He frowned as if thinking, then snapped his fingers. “Cooper. Right?”

Mia slid her free hand around my biceps, drawing closer to me as Zoe scowled at her sister’s lingering touch. “Oh, him. We broke up. Matt and I have dated all summer long. He’s a freshman this year.”

Mark’s eyes widened as he took me in. “You’re a freshman? Dude, you look like you’re twenty-two.”

I laughed. “Yeah, I get that a lot. I’m nineteen, which makes me a really old freshman. I missed the cutoff for Zoe’s class by one day.”

“And I’m young for my class,” Zoe said. “I’m only a month older than Matt. We’re closer in age than Matt is to my little brother, who is also a freshman this year.”

“Are you rushing a fraternity? You should check out Betas.”

After news broke that I was hooking up with Zoe, I would be enemy number one at the Beta house. At least I knew who to avoid.

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll keep that in mind. I’m currently undecided.”

Mia ran her fingertips along my arm, gently caressing me as she smiled at Mark. “Right now, I’m kind of hogging all his free time.”

Zoe glowered at Mia, clearly fuming at her sister’s declaration.

Mark chuckled and shook his head. “Man, when I walked up, I thought you two were together. It nearly destroyed me.”

I raised an eyebrow and stole a glance at a mortified Zoe before turning back to Mark. “Wow. I’m really sorry about that.”

Mark sighed. “It’s been a rough summer. My childhood best friend took his own life, and coming back here to see Zoe was all that kept me going.”

Mia gasped, and Zoe whirled on Mark. “You never told me that. I would have hopped in a car and been there to support you.”

Mark winced. “It happened last week, and it’s still pretty raw. Ron’s parents don’t want a big service or anything. They cremated him and they’ll do a celebration of life in a few weeks. I’m hoping you’ll come with me.”

Zoe hesitated a moment, then nodded. “Of course I’ll be there.”

Greg and Betty reappeared, now holding an extra bag. They seemed to notice Mark holding Zoe’s hand and relaxed.

“Zoe, I’m sorry we didn’t have time to meet you sooner,” Betty said. “We’ve got to drive back to Michigan. Maybe you can come home with Mark for a visit soon?”

“Sure, Mrs. Adams. That sounds fun,” Zoe said, sounding as enthused as someone euthanizing their dog.

Mark turned to Zoe and lowered his voice. “Can we talk for a second before I walk my parents back to their car?”

“Zoe, we’ll wait for you by the custard booth,” Mia said before dragging me away from the scene of the crime.

We rounded the corner with Mia still clutching my hand and only stopped when we were out of eyesight.

Mia collapsed against me, completely spent. “Oh, my God. I can’t believe what just happened. Please tell me it was a nightmare.”

“That’s one way to sell the fake relationship,” I said. “Consider it a blessing. At least you don’t have Mark recruiting you for his fraternity.”

Mia laughed and wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing herself against me while I drew her in tight. “I feel horrible for Zoe. Did you see how pissed she was?”

“I wish I could unsee it. I swear I saw steam curl out of her ears.”

Mia giggled and perched on her toes to give me a short but passionate kiss on the lips. “Now I’m guilty of stealing her boyfriend and her date.”

“Knowing Zoe, she won’t let this stop her,” I said.

“It’s merely a speed bump on her way to sexual conquest,” Mia said.

I squeezed Mia tight and kissed her on the crown of her head. “Did it bother you when Zoe kissed me?”

Mia ran her hands up and down my back, caressing me with a girlfriend’s touch. “It should have, but it didn’t. If that were Heather kissing you, then we would have a serious problem. Really, if it was anyone except for Zoe and Bella, you would see my jealous side. Let me tell you, it’s not pretty.”

“I thought Heather was your friend? She would do that?”

“Once she knows you’re mine, she’ll back off,” Mia said.

“Man, I really have to meet this girl.”

“You’ll get your chance at the party tomorrow night.”

“Zoe and Bella will be there?”

“For sure. We’re going with them.”

“Then you better solidify this whole fake boyfriend idea of yours soon. I still say we just tell Zoe, Bella, and the rest of the world that we’re dating.”

“You saw the way Zoe looked at me? That would start World War Three.”

“Right. It’s hard to keep the cover story straight.”

Mia popped on her toes and gave me another kiss. “Just let me do the talking.”

“Ice cream puts her in a good mood,” I said. “Let’s go get some custard and wait for Hurricane Zoe to blow into town.”

Mia ordered a dish of strawberry, and I ordered two dishes of chocolate, one for me and one for Zoe. The little blonde spitfire showed up a few minutes later, glaring at her sister.

“Okay, Mia. What the fuck was that about?”

“Calm down,” Mia said and handed Zoe the dish of chocolate custard. “We bought you ice cream. Sit down and we’ll discuss this like adults.”

“Now everyone will think you’re with Matt,” Zoe said with a lot less heat in her voice.

“You should thank me for stepping in,” Mia said. “I covered your ass back there.”

Zoe took a bite of her chocolate custard and scooped up my hand. “This turned into a real mess.”

I squeezed Zoe’s hand. “Come on, blondie. Let’s sit down and chat.”

Zoe laced her fingers in mine and sighed. “At least you guys got me chocolate. Thank you.”

We sat down on the bench where Zoe parked herself on my lap and Mia took the space beside me.

Mia scooped up a bite of custard and deftly changed the subject. “What happened after we left?”

“Mark asked me out on a date tonight,” Zoe said.

“What did you tell him?” I asked.

“I couldn’t very well turn him down after what happened with his best friend. I told him I’d go. But I don’t want to go with him. I want to be with you, Matty.”

“It’s okay. I understand.” I squeezed her into a hug and placed my palm squarely atop her little tight ass. “Were you supposed to meet his parents this morning?”

Zoe nodded. “Mark invited me to breakfast. I knew his family was in town, and I wanted no part of it. I should have guessed his mother would want to go to the farmer’s market.”

“Ouch. Sorry, Zoe,” Mia said. “I saw the panic in your eyes and just kind of blurted it out.”

“I’m the one who’s sorry,” Zoe said. “You were trying to help me out, and I’m being an ungrateful brat.”

Zoe leaned up against me and sighed. “I was going to break up with Mark after his parents left. Now, it’s not so easy.”

“You can’t stay with him out of pity,” Mia said.

“I know, but his friend just killed himself. Breaking up now would hurt him so much.”

Zoe rested her head on my shoulder and placed her free hand on my inner thigh. “All I can think about is being with you.”

I gave Zoe’s ass a gentle squeeze. She didn’t flinch. “We can still hang out.”

She nuzzled in close and kissed me high on my neck before whispering in my ear, “I want to do way more than hang out. I was hoping you could sleep with me in the cold air dorm tonight. Now it’s all ruined.”

I stole a glance at Mia, who only smiled at us and ate her custard, seeming happy to let Zoe have her way

My cock stirred, rising in my shorts. I rubbed Zoe’s ass as she squirmed on my lap, grinding my cock against her ass.

Zoe kissed her way higher up my neck as her warm breath tickled my inner ear. “I want you, and I don’t want to wait.”

The longer Mia waited, the harder this would be. I didn’t see Zoe letting Mia or anyone else pretend to be my boyfriend.

“It’s too bad you can’t break up with Mark sooner,” Mia said. “I invited Matt to the party tomorrow night. Everyone would know you were a couple after that.”

Zoe sat up and frowned at her sister. “Thanks for rubbing it in, Mia. I was planning on inviting Matt as my date.”

“Heather and Kasey will be there,” Mia said. “I wonder how long Matt will last with those vultures around?”

Zoe huffed in frustration. “I’ll have to keep my eye on those hoes all night long.”

Mia scooped another bite into her mouth and smiled with supreme satisfaction.

There was no chance of me fucking around with Heather or any other girl in their sorority. That Zoe thought I had no self-control was as disturbing as it was hilarious.

Then again, I was single and had no obligations. Maybe I would jump at the chance to score with a hot sorority girl. Still, I was already juggling knives with Mia, Zoe, and Bella. I didn’t need to take on any more. But I knew exactly where Mia was leading Zoe, and I smelled an opportunity.

“Maybe you’re wrong,” I said, eyeing Mia with a grin. “Mark will be there, and he thinks we’re a couple. News travels fast, right?”

Zoe sat upright as her eyes lit up. She spun around on my lap to face Mia. “You could totally be Matt’s fake girlfriend. That would keep those hoe bag vultures away until I can dump Mark.”

Poor Mark. Honestly, the guy deserved better. He seemed nice enough, but it was clear his ship had sailed.

Mia grinned from ear to ear. “You know what, Zoe? That’s a brilliant idea.”


Nine

Just this Once
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Unfortunately, the sleepover with Zoe didn’t happen. Her date with Mark ran long, and we spent all evening exchanging text messages. Mia went out with her friends, including the legendary Heather, who I assumed I would meet the next day at their party.

Luke and I attended the freshman orientation party together, which was the least exciting thing to happen during the last two days. We bowed out early, and Luke went off with a few people from his dorm while I returned to Bella’s room, hoping to catch her awake.

When I stepped inside, I found her room empty and her bed untouched. That she was out wasn’t surprising. She was probably with her boyfriend, which made me queasy even thinking about.

“Strike three,” I said, mumbling under my breath.

There was no point making the futon into a bed. Bella wanted me to sleep with her. Besides, her bed was amazing.

I stripped off my shirt and shorts and headed for the bathroom. That’s when I noticed a thin slit of light in the cracked opened door.

With my heart racing, I stepped closer and heard the muted hiss of the shower. A rush of adrenaline washed through me, and my spirits soared. Bella was home.

Bella’s shower wasn’t big enough for two. It was barely big enough for one, which made it a perfect test case for Bella’s free use rule.

Would the prickly brunette beauty kick me out of her shower, or would she let me climb in with her and do what I pleased?

There was only one way to find out. I stripped down naked and quietly opened the bathroom door.

Bella stood naked in the shower with her back facing me. Water glistened off her peak quality booty, distracting me, but only for a moment. My cock hardened with anticipation, visibly twitched as it grew. I stepped forward, throwing caution to the wind, and opened the shower door.

Bella chirped in surprise and whirled around. “What the fuck?”

“Surprise,” I said. “Daddy’s home.”

Bella giggled and visibly relaxed. To my utter astonishment, she didn’t kick me out. “Get in and close the door. You’re letting in the cold air.”

From head to toe, Bella Monroe was a stone-cold fox. Her lithe body was simply off the charts, next-level perfection, and her piercing blue eyes left my insides quivering.

Bella didn’t hesitate. She pushed up against me and pulled me into a long, tongue-fueled kiss, dragging me under the hot water.

She came up for a breath and a smile as she gazed into my eyes. “I missed you.”

My cock twitched, hardening and rising against her flat tummy. “Let’s make up for lost time.”

Bella nodded and dipped in for another long kiss. She ran her hands through my hair while her nipples stiffened against my chest. Her warm body pressed up against mine, leaving not a molecule of space between us.

As I palmed Bella’s perky ass and kneaded her soft flesh between my greedy fingers, my cock turned as hard as concrete.

A full minute passed with our mouths pressed together, our lips and tongues leading the charge. As her excitement grew, Bella moaned in my mouth, and she ground her pussy against my thigh as if willing my cock inside her.

Her hands were everywhere. She stroked my cock and played with my ass. She ran her hands all over my chest, shoulders, arms, and back, seeming ravenous with sexual desire.

I could barely keep up with her endless need. With such limited space, I couldn’t suck on her breasts or bury my face between her spread-open legs. Instead, I palmed Bella’s breasts, kneading them in my open hands while I tweaked her nipples until they were as hard as my cock. With another hand, I slipped a finger inside her, probing her pussy while Bella moaned in my mouth and her legs wobbled beneath her.

Five minutes later, when we finally came up for air, Bella gazed at me, her eyes hazy with lust. “I thought for sure Zoe stole you away from me.”

“She didn’t, but not by her choice. It’s a long story,” I said.

Bella searched my face, then playfully nibbled my bottom lip as she stroked my soapy cock with both hands. When she let it go, she stepped back an inch with both of her hands wrapped around my gargantuan shaft. “I want you.”

Where was this going? She already had me, but there was a glint in her eye I’d never seen before. It was hunger and desire wrapped together and taken to another level. I had a feeling I was about to hit the sexual jackpot.

“I want you too,” I said.

Bella pulled me into another fevered kiss, going all out with her tongue while she slipped her hands around to my ass and squeezed. She broke off the kiss, gazing into my eyes, her chest heaving as she pulled in quick breaths. “Baby, reach behind me and turn off the water. I need you in my bed right now.”

A sharp shiver of desire rolled down my spine. There was an intimacy in her tone that wasn’t there yesterday. I did as she asked and Bella pushed the shower door open, leading me by the hand, not even stopping to dry off.

Bella pushed open her bathroom door and practically shoved me back onto her bed. With my hair wet and my cock glistening with water, I barely had time to adjust myself before Bella crawled on top of me and straddled me as she grabbed hold of my cock.

She leaned forward, pressing her breasts flat against my chest as she stroked my steel-hard manhood between her legs. We came face-to-face and Bella’s lips met mine. Our tongues lashed together, and Bella ground her hips, sliding my cock along her warm, wet slit.

Tendrils of pleasure started in my cock and crisscrossed my body, curling my toes and shutting down my rational brain. After spending an entire afternoon making out with Zoe at the farmer’s market, I was beyond amped. A primal craving that went beyond anything I had ever experienced swept through me.

I grabbed Bella’s ass and squeezed as she twerked her hips, moaning into my mouth as her juices flowed and strands of her wet hair slapped my shoulders and chest.

Bella broke off the kiss, dragging a string of saliva with her that connected her lower lip to mine. She gazed into my eyes, reflecting the same carnal hunger I felt in my bones.

“Fuck the rules,” Bella said. “I need to feel you inside me. Just this once. After that, we’ll go back to normal. It’s not really cheating if we only do it once.”

It was an absurd rationalization to justify cheating on her boyfriend, but I didn’t care. Bella was my girl long before she was Tate’s. I just needed a few years to catch up. “By back to normal, you mean we can do everything but actual sex?”

“Of course,” she said. “I’m not a masochist. You’re too addictive to quit cold turkey.”

I had spent one night with her. We had hardly established a pattern of normalcy, but I wouldn’t argue the point. It looked like my virginity was officially on life support. Losing it to the legendary Bella Monroe was my wildest fantasy given life. I had masturbated at least a hundred times, imagining this very scenario.

“Yes,” I said, agreeing without hesitation.

Bella had never let go of my cock and guided my swollen knob up and down her slit as she locked eyes with me. “Don’t come inside me. Okay?”

“Do I need to wear a condom?”

Bella shook her head. “It’s not that. I’m on birth control. I’ve never let a guy come inside me before. It’s too intimate.”

I mentally added it to the list of Bella’s strange rules and nodded. “I’ll pull out.”

Bella grinned and kissed me. “Good boy.”

With my hands planted on Bella’s ass, I gazed into her eyes as she guided my cock along her slit until it slipped inside her quivering hole.

I groaned as a wall of pleasure obliterated me. Even with just my tip inside her, pleasure rippled up and down my body, and I fought a massive urge to come.

Bella’s breathing turned short and shallow, and her eyes turned hollow with lust. “God, baby, you’re huge. You feel so fucking good.”

I squeezed Bella’s ass and barely moved my hips, micro-fucking her with just my tip. If I hadn’t hooked up with Mia earlier that day, I would have already blown my load.

Bella leaned forward and kissed me on the lips as she sank lower, taking my cock halfway inside her. “That’s it, baby. You’re doing great.”

It was almost too much, and white-hot lust exploded in my head like a dying sun. She was incredibly tight, yet soft and warm. It was a sensation I would crave every day for the rest of my life. My cock throbbed against her inner walls, pushing against the resistance as Bella clamped down with her vaginal muscles, nearly ending me.

Bella hissed with pleasure and buried her face in my neck, panting as she found my earlobe with her lips. “You’re spreading me apart. It feels soooo fucking good.”

With no experience, I fell back on Bella’s original advice to do whatever came naturally. I pumped my hips, but not too much. The desire to come loomed heavy in the back of my brain, but we had barely just begun. If this was our one and only shot at sex, I needed to make every moment count.

Bella latched onto my neck, sucking with demonic ferocity as she pumped her hips and pushed me deeper inside her with every pass.

Her juices flowed, and my cock turned slick as her pussy loosened just enough to bury my cock to the root. I groaned with pleasure and mauled her ass cheeks as the last vestiges of my virginity flew out the window.

It was official. Bella Monroe was my first. A fabled fantasy written for all eternity. I could officially die a happy man.

With my cock buried to the hilt, Bella unsealed her lips from my neck and sat upright in the cowgirl position, straddling me with my massive cock splitting her like a grape.

As she gazed down at me, I pulsed inside her, feeling every wriggle and move she made. I was so deep I felt her heartbeat in my cock. She smiled and teased me by repeatedly flexing and squeezing her walls, toying with my cock.

“Can you feel that?”

“I can feel everything. I’m barely holding on and you’ll make me blow my load if you keep that up.”

Bella ran her palms over my muscled chest and drank me in. “Let’s juts pause right her for a second, lover. We’ll take a little breather. Feeling your cock inside me is taking the edge off.”

After hopping straight from the shower into Bella’s bed, we were mostly dry, but her damp, dark hair hung over her back and shoulders as if she had just dried her hair with a towel. And her round, perfectly proportioned breasts jiggled enticingly as she shifted her weight.

As if mirroring my thoughts, Bella bit her lower lip and shook her head as if seeing me for the first time. “You’re the most beautiful man I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

The way she looked at me — she was serious. I reached up and cupped one of her breasts in my hand and rolled her pretty pink nipple between my fingers. “And you’re a certified goddess,” I said. “I’ve dreamed of this moment a million times.”

Bella rocked gently atop me, taking me deep as she rested her palms on my pectoral muscles. It was a slow, steady rhythm, allowing me to get used to the feeling of being inside her.

She flashed a mischievous grin. “So much for my rule book, huh?”

“They’re your rules. You can change them whenever you want.”

“We can’t tell anybody about this. Especially not Zoe. She’ll murder me in my sleep.”

As Bella rocked atop me, I savored every sensation as my cock throbbed inside her. “I’ll take it to my grave.”

Bella increased her pace, probing her inner depths with my achingly hard cock. The bed squeaked beneath us, and Bella seemed intent on finding a groove. Her face contorted with pleasure, and she locked eyes on me. “If you think you’re about to come, warn me and we can take a break. I don’t want this to end too soon.”

I nodded, willing myself to heed the warning signals. Recognizing a looming orgasm while I was masturbating was one thing, but this was pleasure on a nuclear scale. I had no control and simply watching Bella fuck me was a feast for my eyes, let alone the feeling of actually fucking her.

This was really happening. I tried to calm myself and momentarily closed my eyes, cutting off the visual stimulus of Bella sinuously fucking me with her perfect ass and perfect body.

I ran my hands over her breasts, filling my palms before I released them, and they sprang back into place. I moved lower, gliding my fingertips over her flat tummy and around her sleek hips before cupping her tight, round ass. Her body was a fucking race car.

We picked up the pace, and I met Bella pump for pump, pushing deep as she pitched her hips forward and backward. A moment later, we fell into perfect synchronicity.

Bella’s low moans filled the room and her bed squeaked with a wailing, sing-song rhythm. She dropped her face to mine and kissed me as she switched her hips to a swirling, circular motion, nearly causing me to blow my load.

Our tongues twined together, and Bella moaned into my mouth, coming apart a moment later to breathe. She pressed her forehead against mine, fucking me hard and fast as we locked eyes.

Bella’s grunts broke her sweet moans and her eyes lost focus as her pussy quivered around my cock. I’d reached my limit. It was game over.

“Bells, slow down,” I said. “I’m about to come.”

Bella rapidly complied. She pushed herself up and off my cock before leaning over me and squeezing my cock to stop the oncoming orgasm.

“Fuck,” I said as I sucked in a sharp breath. “It’s so intense.”

“It will get easier every time we do it,” Bella said, seeming to forget that this was a onetime thing.

She tucked a lock of her nearly dry hair behind her ear and gently stroked my throbbing shaft. “You’re doing great. I already came once.”

I gawked at her, astonished. “Just now? I felt your pussy spasm, and it made me want to come so hard.”

“That means we’re in sync as partners. We’ll climax together a lot.”

“As in next time?”

Bella rolled her eyes. “We’ll see.”

That was as good as a yes in my book. By now, we both knew her rules were bullshit, with the only one holding any actual weight being her desire to keep our budding relationship under wraps.

Bella dropped to her hands and knees, hovering over my midsection. She guided my cock into her mouth, sealed her lips around my shaft, and sucked. Her tongue swirled over my tip as she stroked my shaft and gazed up at me. She bobbed up and down, coating my cock with her saliva, clearly enjoying herself. While the blowjob felt amazing, it wasn’t as intense as being inside her pussy. My looming orgasm faded, and I breathed in relief.

“I’m good now,” I said.

Bella came off my cock with a pop before tenderly kissing my swollen tip. She stroked my shaft as she inspected my manhood. “Your cock is just so perfect. And it tastes like dessert.”

I chuckled. “Dessert? You’re crazy.”

“Your cum actually tastes a little like vanilla mixed with pineapple,” she said and smacked her lips. “It’s yummy for my tummy.”

I relaxed and enjoyed the view as Bella slurped and sucked. “You’re really good at that.”

She smiled at me with pride. “And you are an awesome pussy eater. We’ll get back to that tomorrow morning. Right now, I just want to fuck your brains out.”

“We might as well make the most of it, since this is the one and only time we’ll ever have sex together.”

My words oozed with sarcasm, and Bella rolled her eyes at me. “You got me. I can’t turn this cock away, but we still aren’t a couple.”

“Does that mean I can fuck you in the middle of the night if the mood strikes?”

“Middle of the night sex is the hottest sex so, yes. You may fuck me,” she said. “You can fuck me every which you want, but it stays in this room. As a couple, this room is our sanctuary. Got it?”

What happened when she wanted to have sex with her boyfriend? Would she go to his place? I assumed so, but those were details for another day. Besides, I didn’t want to think about some other guy having sex with Bella.

Bella released my cock and sat up on her knees. “Let’s fuck doggy style.”

I grinned. “Twist my arm, why don’t you.”

Bella smirked and pulled her hair back into a ponytail, revealing her toned biceps and sexy underarms. “Baby, can you grab a ponytail holder off my desk? My hair keeps getting in the way.”

I crawled off the bed and found a cup filled with black ponytail holders. My hard cock swayed from side to side as Bella whistled a catcall at me from behind.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Bella said. “I still can’t believe how much you’ve changed.”

I handed her the ponytail holder, and Bella took it, smiling at me. “Thank you, baby. Do you mind if I call you baby?”

Bella secured her hair while she leveled me with her incredible eyes. “I love it when you call me that,” I said as I crawled onto the bed.

Bella leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “Good. You’re easy to be with. I really like you, Matt.”

“I’m crazy about you too, Bells. It would be easy to fall into this routine, and I loved sleeping with you last night.”

“You know, even after you get your dorm assignment, there’s nothing stopping you from staying with me as much as you want.”

“You mean it? I’d love that.”

Bella kissed me again and smiled. “Now, let’s teach you how to fuck me from behind.”

She crawled onto her hands and knees and positioned herself so her rear end faced me.

I sat up on my knees and gawked at her Picasso-worthy ass and tight pink slit as they came into view. “Holy, Jesus.” I shook my head and looked up at the ceiling. “I’ve reached heaven, and I didn’t even know I died.”

Bella giggled and gazed at me over her shoulder. “Stop with that nonsense. Now… take a wild guess at what you’re supposed to do next.”

I inched forward and gave Bella’s ass a sharp smack.

She yelped and sucked in a sharp breath before letting it go with a moan. A red palm print pattern remained on her otherwise unblemished flesh, marking her as mine.

“Did I get it right?”

Bella giggled and shook her head. “Shut up and fuck me.”

As I lined up my cock, I caressed away the sting on her tight little caboose. I shifted forward one last time and sank into her buttery smooth depths.

The feeling was transcendent. Pleasure warped my brain, and the world tilted as Bella moaned with pleasure. My cock throbbed deep inside her hot box, and I plumbed her inner depths, swiveling my hips in tight circles.

“Oh, baby. Yes. Right there,” Bella said as she swiveled her hips to meet my circular motion.

I grabbed hold of Bella’s hips and pulled her into me, pushing my cock as deep inside her as I could, grunting when I bottomed out and launching a ripple across her flawless skin.

Bella moaned, and her legs quivered. “Jesus, baby. You’re in deep.”

Orgasmic pleasure flashed in my head and the urge to come loomed heavy in my consciousness. I wasn’t on the brink, but it wouldn’t take long. That was especially true while I fucked Bella doggy style. Watching her ass bounce lit a fuse inside me that was impossible to snuff.

I pulled my cock out and my shaft glistened with Bella’s wetness. With my hands locked on her hips, I slammed her again, deep and hard, causing Bella to grunt. Her ponytail swished behind her, and I ran both of my large hands up the curve of her back, over the tan lines left by her bikini top, then down again where I cradled her hips.

“You ready, baby?” I asked.

Bella’s pussy flashed around my cock, pulsing as she moaned. “I’m your baby, aren’t I?”

“You’re my, baby,” I said. “And I’m a greedy bastard.”

“Fuck me like you own me,” Bella said.

She dropped to her elbows and pressed her ass outward, taking me impossibly deeper.

I fucked her slow and steady to start, not wanting to hurt her. When I was sure she could handle me, I quickened the pace. Her ass clapped off my hips, and the bid squeaked as it jiggled.

My head swam with an urgent need to unload my swimmers inside her, but I fought it off. Bella’s pussy squirmed and squeezed, pulling me deeper as her soft moans filled the air.

I fucked her harder and faster, slamming home while Bella cried out, no longer holding back. Her grunts and moans fused as she called out my name on repeat. Her tits bounced beneath her chest, swaying and slapping together as I plunged into her inner depths.

My grunts rose above Bella’s and as the minutes ticket by, a light sheen of perspiration coated Bella’s back and my chest. I gave her ass another hard slap, and Bella stiffened.

She sucked in a quick shallow breath and went rigid as her pussy flashed around my cock. Bella groaned, then spoke some garbled words as her legs wobbled and she buried her face in her pillow.

I kept pace, hammering the stunning brunette with everything I had to give. My cock sizzled with heat, and, by some miracle, I held on until I couldn’t take it anymore.

I pulled my cock out as it pulsed machine gun style, teetering on the brink of orgasmic annihilation. “Baby, I’m gonna blow.”

Bella swiveled around to face me, quickly grabbing my cock as she aimed it for her mouth.

A monstrous orgasm ripped through me, and the world spun. Bella stroked my shaft as a thick rope of cum blasted from my cock and laid a path of devastation across Bella’s pristine face and hair.

The white line of cum started in her hair, crossed over her forehead, down her eye and over her nose before coating her lips.

Bella grinned as she extended her tongue and guided my next rope into her mouth. She took most of the load, but part of the moonshot blasted her upper lip, then drizzled onto her tongue. She stroked my cock as my orgasm swept through me, milking load after load into her mouth as she kept her eyes locked on me.

By the time I finished, cum coated Bella’s face and lips while a pearl-white pool swam inside her mouth. She showed me the prize in her mouth, then swallowed the massive load with a grin. Without missing a beat, she wrapped her lips around my cock and sucked me clean, drinking down every drop while my legs shuddered beneath me.

“Jesus, Bella.” I laughed and shook my head. “You’re incredible.”

Bella came away from my cock with cum dripping from her chin. “I bet that was your first facial.”

I laughed and sighed with relief. “Baby, these are all firsts. I just lost my virginity.”

“And you are an amazing lover,” she said. “I came three times. That never happens.”

“I didn’t really know what I was doing,” I said.

“Your gigantic cock knew what to do. Now, I’m ruined for anyone else.”

The mention of Bella’s boyfriend put a damper on my mood. “I know about our agreement, but I don’t want to hear about you with anyone else. That’s my rule.”

Bella kissed the tip of my cock, then sat back on her knees. “Would it make you feel better to know that you’re my only active sexual partner?”

“You have a boyfriend,” I said.

“Who I’ve done nothing with,” Bella said. “I’m not the kind of girl who jumps into bed with multiple guys.”

“Seriously?”

Bella nodded. “Hold that thought and meet me in bed. Don’t you dare put on any clothes.”

As Bella disappeared into the bathroom to clean her face, I pulled back the sheets and climbed into bed. I stretched out and stared at the ceiling. I just had sex with Bella Monroe. Even now I couldn’t believe it.

Bella reappeared a moment later, looking refreshed and still very naked. She crawled under the sheets and pressed up against me. She slid her leg over my cock and rested her head on my chest.

“Much better,” she said.

I caressed Bella’s back and sighed. “We can be open and honest with each other, right?”

“Always,” Bella said, then kissed my chest.

“I’m developing feels for you and your sisters. I don’t know what to do about it.”

The news didn’t upset Bella in the slightest. Instead, she pulled me closer and kissed me on the cheek. “Me too, baby, and I’m a little freaked out by it.”

With a sigh, I caressed Bella’s ass before resting my palm there. “So, what do we do about it?”

“I don’t know,” Bella said. “But I don’t want this to stop.”

“What about Mia and Zoe?”

Bella paused for a long time before she answered. “We’re in a safe zone, right?”

I licked the dryness from my lips and squeezed her tight. “Right.”

Bella sighed. “Okay. Remember that you said that.”

I remained silent, giving her a moment to say whatever was on her mind.

Bella crawled on top of me and looked into my eyes. “Would it be the weirdest thing in the world to be with all three of us?”


Ten

Frat Party
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The next morning, Bella and I spent an hour sucking and fucking before we got up and started our day. After Bella’s revelation that she wanted to form a full-fledged harem with her sisters and me as the kingpin, we discussed the ins and outs. There was no salesmanship required. I greeted Bella’s idea with open arms, and I already knew that Mia wanted the same thing. Getting Zoe on board wouldn’t be easy.

But with Mia and Bella’s insistence that our relationship stay a secret, I couldn’t tell one about the other without going back on my word. Instead, I planned to let nature take its course. Forcing anything seemed like a bad idea, especially with Zoe.

Bella reminded me about the party and told me what time I should arrive. She seemed intent that I spend time with her at the party, even though it teased the limits of her self-imposed rule set. Mark and Tate, Zoe and Bella’s boyfriends, both lived in the fraternity hosting the event. I would no doubt run into Jimmy and a slew of other guys interested in Mia. Then there was Zoe’s war on Heather, who I didn’t even know. Would Zoe start World War Three?

Honestly, it sounded exhausting. I didn’t know anyone except the girls, and I was crashing their boyfriend’s home turf. It wasn’t a matter of if there would be jealousy and drama, but when.

After breakfast, the girls were busy with party prep, so I spent the day with Luke and his new roommate, Brent. We hit up some of the freshman orientation events, and I met some new people.

Meanwhile, Zoe and Mia bombarded me with text messages throughout the day. Zoe wanted to know who I was with and if any girls were hitting on me while Mia wanted my opinions on outfits for our date. When I arrived back at the sorority to get ready for the party, Bella was gone, and Mark had already picked up Zoe.

I’d just finished dressing when a soft knock sounded on Bella’s door. I opened it to find Mia, standing in the door, wearing an outfit that would crush a lot of souls.

My jaw dropped, and I took a long moment to appreciate the goddess standing before me.

Mia wore a pair of tight jeans with holes, exposing her knees and thighs. They hugged her pert little ass and exposed the contours of her sculpted legs. A black crop top revealed not only her toned tummy but a healthy expanse of mouthwatering cleavage. Her silky brown hair tumbled over her shoulders in radiant waves, and the gleam in her eye set my pulse racing.

She greeted me with a smile and an intimate kiss on the lips. “Hi baby, you look very handsome.”

Mia ran her palms over my chest while I placed my hands on her hips and drew her in tight. “Let’s skip the party and test your futon.”

Mia giggled and came in for another kiss. “I want to show off my new boyfriend, first. After that, who knows? You might even get lucky.”

“I’m already the luckiest guy on campus, and that’s an understatement.”

Mia giggled as she took my hand and led me from Bella’s room. “Let’s go, Romeo.”

Like Zoe, Bella believed that my relationship with Mia was fake. She insisted Mia had actual feelings for me and that I should pursue a relationship with her but didn’t know I had already checked off both boxes. Getting the sisters together in the same room was one of my highest priorities.

Mia and I made the short walk to the party, hand-in-hand. She drew plenty of eyeballs along the way from literally every pack of guys we passed. There were a few catcall whistles and the inevitable rounds of laughter after we passed.

It didn’t seem to bother Mia, who took it in stride. “Do you get that a lot?” I asked.

Mia frowned at me, seeming oblivious to the non-stop attention. “Do I get what a lot?”

She really was clueless. I squeezed her hand. “Never mind. You look beautiful.”

Mia beamed and curled her arm around mine. She pulled herself closer, walking with her arm tucked inside mine and our fingers laced together. “Thank you, baby. It feels good to be with you.”

“We’ve got a lot of good times ahead.”

Mia’s smile seemed to brighten and there was a renewed bounce in her step as we approached the party.

Mia pointed up the sidewalk to a fraternity where a massive number of people hung out on a deck attached to the house, while even more milled around the side yard. “That’s it up ahead.”

Bass music thumped from a speaker somewhere deep in the party, and the low rumble of conversation greeted us as we made our way through the outskirts of the crowd.

“Let’s find Zoe and Bella,” Mia said, still clutching my hand.

Mia was raw meat in a school of piranha. Heads turned, forming a human wake as she passed, but she wasn’t alone as most of the girls made eye contact with me and smiled.

At least Mia seemed oblivious to the attention I received, or if she knew, she didn’t care. Unlike Zoe and Bella, Mia didn’t have a jealous bone in her body.

Mia led me through the crowd, stopping long enough to say hello to a few random guys and girls, but not long enough to introduce me. Still, she clung to my hand, and others noticed. It seemed we were having the intended impact.

Mia was officially off the market, and she wanted everyone to know it. We climbed the outdoor stairs to the deck and rounded a group of guys guzzling beer from plastic cups. They all knew Mia and raised their cups while Mia greeted them with a friendly wave and cheerful hello.

“Who’s the new guy?”

I didn’t recognize the guy who asked, and why should I? I knew four people here, including Zoe’s boyfriend. The guy eyeballing me wore a white tank top with Greek letters, shorts, a backward baseball cap, and a pair of sunglasses. Of course, that description fit ninety-five percent of the guys present.

Mia pushed closer to me, squeezing her massive cleavage against my arm where it bubbled from her crop top, drawing the attention of every single guy in the circle.

Mia was oblivious but perked up at the chance to introduce me. “This is my boyfriend, Matt Parker.”

She went around introducing me, and honestly, for Mia’s sake, I tried to remember their names, but they all mixed together. They seemed completely disinterested in me, and with Mia on my arm, they mostly ignored her, too. But it was impossible to miss the stares Mia’s cleavage attracted.

As we made our way to the keg, I kept an eye out for Zoe and Bella, but didn’t see them. Mia introduced me to three more groups of people. They were a solid mix of guys and girls. A few of the guys remained talkative with Mia even after meeting me. They were all from a different fraternity, and I got along well with them. It thrilled Mia that I made a few new friends, and we continued working the crowd until we reached the beer.

We ran into Jimmy, pouring beer into plastic cups. He lit up when he saw Mia, and his gaze took a detour over her cleavage before he met her eye.

“Mia, you made it,” Jimmy said.

He enthusiastically greeted Mia while completely ignoring me.

“Sorry I didn’t get back to you,” Mia said. “It’s been a crazy week.”

The guy looked like a weasel, and that he completely ignored me was a huge red flag. He pegged my douche meter at one hundred percent.

Jimmy waved her away. “No problem. Maybe later we can take some shots in my room. I’ve got a whole bar up there.”

“Maybe,” Mia said, then turned as if to introduce me. “This is — “

Before Mia could get it out, Jimmy interrupted her, “I know how much you love a fruity, hazy IPA, so I set this aside for you.”

Jimmy pulled out a cup already filled with beer from behind the bar and warning signs flashed in my head. This fucking guy was trying to roofie Mia right in front of me. There was no way I would let Mia take a single sip of that beer.

“Thanks,” Mia said, but she didn’t make for the cup.

“I love a good IPA,” I said and reached for the cup. “Let me taste.”

Jimmy’s eyes bulged with horror, and he quickly pulled the cup away, causing the beer to slosh over the rim.

“No, dude. That’s a special batch.”

Mia squeezed my hand and pressed in close before perching on her toes and kissing me on the lips. Then she drew me into a hug and whispered, “Thank you, baby. I wasn’t about to drink out of that cup, but I love knowing you have my back.”

Jimmy’s face dropped as he watched Mia kiss me again before turning back to Jimmy.

“Jimmy, this is my boyfriend, Matt. Would it be okay if he does shots with us, too?”

Jimmy mumbled something about needing to be somewhere else before he disappeared into the crowd.

It seemed Mia wasn’t completely unaware. She turned back to me. “My mom drilled it into my brain to never accept an open drink unless you either trust the person or you’ve seen it made yourself.”

“Nora Monroe strikes again,” I said. “Did I ever tell you how much I love your mother?”

Mia smiled with pride. “I’m a lot like my mom in case you haven’t noticed.”

“Oh, believe me, I have,” I said as I stared straight down her top.

Mia giggled and slapped me playfully. “Get your mind out of the gutter.”

We worked the crowd a few minutes longer until a familiar face appeared at my side.

“There you are,” Zoe said as she hooked her arm around mine. “I’ve looked everywhere for you guys.”

Zoe wore a pair of black mini overalls with a white, low cut top beneath. Black sheer stockings and black boots completed the look. Like Mia, Zoe wore her blonde hair down where it tumbled over her shoulders, shiny and lustrous.

Mark appeared over Zoe’s shoulder. We traded smiles, and I shook his hand. “Great party. Thanks for inviting me,” I said, trying to be polite.

“You’re welcome,” Mark said as his eyes fell on Mia, who pressed in close beside me. “Glad you guys are having a good time. You make a really great couple.”

“Thank you,” Mia said as she squeezed me tight. “I think so too.”

Zoe folded her arms over her chest and rolled her eyes, clearly grumpy. She gazed up at me as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t.

She was being a brat. The only thing missing was a foot stomp before she stormed off to her room.

“Has anyone seen Bella?” Mia asked.

“She’s on the dance floor,” Zoe said.

Mia smiled up at me. “Let’s go find her.”

“We’re coming too,” Zoe said as she instinctively reached for my hand before pulling her hand away.

I’m not sure if Mark saw before Mia whisked me away through the crowd. We wound down a packed hallway and through what looked like a game room. There was a ping-pong table, a pool table, another bar and a big screen TV. The dance floor was through the sliding glass door that emptied onto the back lawn.

A mass of college kids danced outside, surrounding a DJ who stood atop a makeshift stage of some kind. The bass thumped and massive speakers spit out some soulless, manufactured techno beat.

I spotted Bella through the crowd, dancing with a blonde-haired guy and another couple I didn’t recognize. A pang of jealousy washed through me as I watched the guy lean into Bella’s ear and whisper something that made her laugh.

Mia dragged me through the crowd with Zoe right behind her. Unlike Mia, Zoe wasn’t taking Mark along for the ride. Instead, he kept up beside me, dodging bodies as we headed for Bella.

The more I got to know Mark, the more I liked him, which made me feel bad about cheating with Zoe. He didn’t deserve Zoe’s treatment, and I vowed to have a talk with her. She needed to stop taking the poor guy for a ride.

We reached Bella, and she and Mia traded a hug and some words I couldn’t hear over the incredibly loud music, playing so loud my bones vibrated.

Bella nodded at Mia, then turned her gaze on me and my stomach dropped into my shoes.

When our eyes met, Bella flashed me a smile so bright and genuine that it lit up her entire face. Her eyes twinkled, and she just looked so happy and beautiful. At that moment, my heart cratered, and I fell head over heels in love.

Bella wore a white pleated tennis skirt, a black low-cut tank, and a pair of white tennis shoes. She wore her dark hair back in a tight ponytail and looked so fucking good it hurt.

When she swept forward and pulled me into a hug, I nearly melted. This was a woman I had sex with twice in the last twenty-four hours, but it took seeing her at a party for me to realize that I loved her?

As Bella wrapped her arms around me, I dipped low, pulling her into a hug. I never wanted to let her go. She kissed me high on the cheek and I breathed in her clean citrus-sweet scent, aching to make her mine.

The music was too loud to tell her how beautiful she looked or even how much I missed her. I wasn’t even sure how she would take it, knowing it probably violated her rules.

Bella pulled away from me and briefly took my hands, just long enough to caress the backs of my hands with her thumbs and pucker her lips into an air kiss. Then she retreated to her boyfriend’s side while I stood there, gawking like an idiot.

The DJ’s voice broke the trance, but I couldn’t tell what he said. The crowd cheered, and a new song played. It was another techno beat, but faster than the last one.

Mia pulled me into a circle with Bella, Zoe, Mark and the others, including Bella’s fucking boyfriend. The girls danced while the music thundered through our bones. The crowd surged around us, and I found myself packed like a sardine among a sea of college kids.

I tried to stay beside Mia, but that was impossible. The crowd moved and bodies slammed together. Before I knew it, there were a dozen people between me and Mia. Zoe and Mia had somehow stayed together, and I couldn’t find Bella anywhere.

I felt a booty rub up against my backside and grinned. It looked like Bella found me. When I spun around, the woman shaking her ass against me wasn’t Bella but the hottest redhead I had ever laid eyes on.

Her long red hair shone with a luminescence that reminded me of spun gold. She wore it back in a messy ponytail, with stray locks floating over her neck and face. She had a pert nose, a creamy golden hue to her fair complexion, and a smattering of freckles bridged her nose. Her green eyes simmered with mischief and her glossy pink lips looked so soft and kissable they were a distraction all by themselves. Then I saw her body and my eyes popped.

She moved with a dancer’s grace, shaking her ass with her arms stretched over her head. Her eyes locked on mine, and she danced closer, picking up my hands before lacing our fingers together.

The mystery girl wore a pleated schoolgirls skirt, a pair of white thigh-high stockings, and a white crop top that barely covered her massive breasts.

Her tits jiggled and bounced, nearly springing from her top with every step, and when she spun her skirt flew up to reveal a jaw-dropping ass so perky and tight it looked AI generated.

This had to be Heather, and she fucking blew me away. She danced closer, sliding her arms around my shoulders while she pressed her heavy tits into my chest.

Arousal stirred in my jeans, and I struggled for somewhere to place my hands that didn’t involve touching her. She was a powder keg of sexual energy, and I was a match.

My jaw dropped as she moved against me. Clearly, she knew exactly what she was doing. She leaned in close enough for me to hear and shouted in my ear above the music, “Hi new guy. I heard about you.”

Now I understood why she was a threat, and why the girls didn’t think I could resist her charms. They were right. I couldn’t. There wasn’t a heterosexual man on the planet who could resist. She was banging hot, a total smoke show, and I found myself caught up in her web.

Then everything went to hell.

Heather shrieked and shot sideways into the crowd while everyone gasped. I jumped back and spun, expecting to find Zoe’s angry face, but it wasn’t Zoe.

Bella stormed forward and placed herself between me and Heather. “Keep your fucking hands off my boyfriend.”

Heather stood up, clearly shocked. Her eyes widened, and she stared at Bella, speechless. She held up her palms, clearly not looking for a fight. “Kasey told me he was single. If he’s with you, I’ll back off. I’m sorry, Bella.”

Bella backed up against me and drew my arm around her waist, placing my palm flat atop her womb. She laced her fingers in mine and glared at the curvy, redheaded beauty. “He’s with me. You can run along now.”

Heather said she was sorry, and the crowd returned to normal, filling in the space left from the scuffle.

“I knew something was off between you and this guy,” a voice said from behind me. “You practically fucked him with your eyes.”

Bella and I turned to find Bella’s boyfriend, Tate, glaring at me with hate in his eyes.

“Leave him out of this,” Bella said. “You’re so fucking jealous. This is why I stopped sharing my location with you.”

A hand grabbed mine and yanked me aside, leaving Bella alone to argue with her boyfriend.

I turned to find Mia with Zoe crowding right behind her.

“What happened?” Mia asked. “One second she was with us and the next she disappeared.”

“Heather happened,” I said.

Zoe glared. “That fucking bitch. I knew she would try something.”

“Bella saw her dancing with me and shoved Heather into the crowd.”

Zoe laughed, and Mia’s eyes widened in horror.

“Serves her right,” Zoe said.

The color drained from Mia’s face. “This isn’t good. Please tell me that Bella didn’t punch her?”

“No. Heather apologized and fled.”

“Why is Bella screaming at Tate?” Zoe asked.

Shit. I was afraid Zoe was going to ask that. “In the heat of the moment, Bella told Heather that she and I were together. Tate overheard. Fireworks ensued.”

Zoe didn’t get angry. Instead, she laughed. “You’re shitting me? That’s awesome.”

Mia spun on her little sister. “This is not awesome, Zoe. This is bad. They’re sisters. Bella was Heather’s big.”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “Come on, Bella. I know she’s your friend, but Heather has a history of stealing boyfriends.”

Neither of them seemed to care in the slightest about Bella arguing with Tate.

Mia shook her head. “I need to find Heather.”

“Tell her that Matt’s dating all three of us,” Zoe said. “That way, she’ll leave him alone.”

Mia and I traded a look before Mia’s frown deepened. “I didn’t tell Heather that I’m with Matt,” Mia said. “I was going to introduce them.”

“It’s getting juicy,” Zoe said. “Look.”

Zoe pointed through the crowd where Bella stormed off and Tate followed close behind.

“That guy is toast,” Zoe said. “Another one bites the dust.”

“At least she’ll be single for her senior year,” Mia said.

“I feel bad,” I said. “Will you guys be okay if I go talk to her?”

“Go ahead,” Zoe said. “I’ve got a level ten clinger on my hands. Mark won’t leave my shadow. Can I dump him yet?”

“Where is Mark?” Mia asked, looking around.

“I sent him off to go find me a very specific beer. It should take him a while.”

“That’s mean,” Mia said.

Zoe shrugged and eyed me, making her intentions very clear. “I can’t put up with him for much longer. Something has got to give.”

I leaned into Mia and kissed her fully on the lips. “Sorry I won’t be here to play boyfriend.”

Mia smiled and went in for a second longer kiss right in front of Zoe. “You can make it up to me later.”

Zoe tugged at my hand. “Where’s my kiss?”

“If I kiss you in front of your boyfriend’s fraternity brothers, they’ll kill me.”

“Please don’t call him my boyfriend,” Zoe said. “You’re my boyfriend.”

“Not until you break up with him,” I said. “By the way, Mark’s a pretty nice guy, so go easy on him.”

“That’s what I told her,” Mia said.

“I know,” Zoe said. “Is it my fault I’m not attracted to him?”

“Good luck with Heather and Mark,” I said, before giving Mia one last kiss. “You guys text me if anything comes up.”

“Tell Bella I’m glad she’s single,” Zoe said. “But she can’t have you all to herself.”
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After I left the party, I spotted Tate in the front yard of the fraternity, talking to some of his brothers. Bella was gone, and I disappeared before Tate and his goons took out their frustration on me.

I hurried back to the sorority and made my way to Bella’s room, where I found her door shut. I paused outside with my knuckles raised, ready to knock while my stomach twisted in knots with emotions ranging from fear to longing to anticipation. Would Bella send me away? Would she kiss me? Was she angry at me for dancing with Heather? Would she blame me for what happened with her boyfriend?

Those questions and a hundred others raced through my head before I drummed up enough courage to knock on her door.

Thirty seconds ticked by, and Bella didn’t answer. I fished for the phone in my pocket, intending to message Mia and Zoe when the door cracked open, and Bella appeared before me.

I couldn’t read the neutral expression on her face. But her eyes were puffy and red, and it was clear she had been crying. Wordlessly, she pulled open the door and let me in before she closed and locked it behind us.

Bella turned around to face me and sighed. She stared down at her feet, avoiding my direct gaze before she said, “What a mess.”

I swallowed a lump rising in my throat and a feeling of dread sat heavy in the pit of my stomach. “Bells, are you…?” I stopped myself from asking a blatantly idiotic question. She wasn’t okay. That much was obvious.

Instead, I asked what I wanted to know. “What happened?”

Bella looked up at me and smirked. It wasn’t exactly a smile, but I took it. “I knew you were going to be trouble for me.”

Was she putting this back on me? I wasn’t the one who shoved Heather in the middle of her boyfriend’s fraternity party. Still, I thought I understood where she was coming from, but I wanted her to explain before I jumped to any conclusions. “That didn’t just come out of nowhere. There’s a history with Heather. Am I right?”

“It’s a long and pathetic story. It’s embarrassing, and I really hate talking about it.”

I moved forward and dared to reach out and pick up Bella’s hand. When she didn’t resist, I breathed in relief. “Can we sit down and unpack what happened? You don’t have to tell me about Heather.”

Bella looked me in the eye and her chin quivered as tears welled in her eyes. “I can’t even look at you.”

At that moment, the weight of the world collapsed onto my shoulders. Was she ending things with me? What happened? It had been only a few hours since we had amazing sex. Our chemistry was off the charts. It wasn’t just me. I knew she felt the same way.

I took a hesitant step forward, and Bella stopped me. She placed her hand on my chest and tried to rein in her emotions. “Please, Matt. Don’t.”

“Bella, if I’ve done something, tell me. I want to fix it.”

Bella sniffled and wiped the tears from her face as she looked up at me and half-sobbed and half-laughed. “You’re such an idiot.”

I blinked at her, completely lost. “This isn’t how I imagined this conversation going.”

That earned a full laugh from Bella before she sank into me and wrapped her arms around my chest, holding me close. “I was jealous, okay? I saw Heather come onto you, and I snapped. These feelings are just so fucking strong. I’m terrified you’ll hurt me.”

Relief washed through me as I folded her into my arms, holding her tight as I tried to figure out what the fuck to say. Finally, I just spit it out. “Bella, I love you. I would never hurt you.”

Bella grabbed fistfuls of my shirt and clung to me as she spoke through broken sobs. “Don’t say that. You can’t know that.”

I stroked her hair and breathed in her sweet, familiar scent. She felt good in my arms. It felt right holding her so close. “I love you. It’s not up for debate.”

“This is what I was afraid of,” she said. “This is the trouble I meant. You can’t love me, Matt. I’m supposed to teach you about sex, and you’re supposed to fall in love with Zoe or Mia.”

“But I love you,” I said. “It’s pretty simple.”

Bella sighed and squeezed me even harder, resting her head flat against my chest. “What happens when you stop loving me? It will kill me, Matt.”

“What happens if I don’t?”

Bella didn’t answer and just let me hold her for a long time as her sniffles filled the silence.

“We can’t predict that,” she said, finally answering.

Uncertainty laced her words, and it felt like her last defenses were crumbling. “So what? You’ll only fall in love if you are one-hundred percent certain that everything will be rainbows and lollipops until the end of time?”

Bella pulled back just enough to look up at me. “I’ve already fallen in love with you, you jerk.”

I laughed, and Bella grinned through her tears.

“It’s not funny,” she said as she playfully smacked on the chest. “A girl professes her love to you, and you laugh in her face?”

I coiled my arms around her slender waist and settled my palms high on her cherry ass. “Where does this fall in your rulebook?”

“Right under the section labeled T for trouble,” she said. “You’ll find a picture of you right under it.”

I grinned and scooped Bella off her feet, causing her to screech with feigned terror before she burst out laughing.

“What are you doing? Put me down, Matthew Parker, or I’ll call my mother.”

“Great.” I swatted Bella’s ass as I carried her toward the bed. “Nora would totally be on my side.”

Bella squeaked again before I tossed her onto the bed, where she softly landed with a squeak. “What are you doing?”

I crawled onto the bed after her and hovered over her, pinning my hands on either side of her head. We looked into each other’s eyes for a long moment before I spoke. “I’m going to make love to my girlfriend. Is that a problem?”

A slight smile tugged at Bella’s lips, and she answered by pulling me into a kiss.

Our mouths met, hungry and unsated, then our tongues flashed together, and Bella instantly deepened the kiss. She was ravenous, as if she couldn’t get enough, and tugged at my shirt, trying to yank it off of my torso.

I sat up on my knees, breaking off our kiss just long enough to tug off my shirt and toss it aside.

Bella’s eyes roamed my chest like a lioness in heat, marking every inch as hers.

I unbuttoned my jeans and twisted Bella around to face me before straddling her as she let me take charge.

Her eyes blazed with infernal lust as she sat up and raised both arms over her head, a clear sign she wanted me to undress her.

I pulled at her black tank top, guiding it over her head while Bella never took her eyes off of me.

Her bare breasts popped into view, round, springy, and utterly perfect. Her little pink nipples were already stiff with arousal, and I could only imagine the heat I would find between her legs.

Bella spread her legs apart and pulled me in between. She found my tongue and sucked into her mouth while her hands roamed my muscled chest and down my abs.

Her moans filled my mouth, and my head swam with desire like I’d never experienced. My cock throbbed, still trapped in my jeans, pulsing with the heat of a volcano as nothing mattered except being inside Bella.

I ran my hands through her hair and over her chest, where I palmed one of her perky breasts and savored the feeling of her nipple stiffening between my fingers.

We were twin souls, trying to quell our thirst by drinking from a fire hose of passion. The rules were gone, along with any feeling we were trying to hide on a shelf. There was only me and Bella. Nothing else mattered.

I broke the kiss and switched course, kissing my way down Bella’s chest just long enough to inhale a pert pink nipple between my lips. I sucked and licked, tasting her sweet flesh as I filled my greedy palm wither her free breast.

Bella ran her fingers through my hair and grabbed fistfuls, pulling me onto her as she writhed beneath me. She wrapped her legs around my waist and ground her hips, pulling me deeper as her chest heaved. “Matt, baby, fuck me. I need you inside me.”

A wash of adrenaline spiked inside me, sending dizzy lust spiraling through my head. My cock pulsed so hard I thought it might rip a hole in my jeans.

I unlatched from her breast, giving her nipple one last playful tug before I sat up and reached under Bella’s white pleated tennis skirt.

Bella’s chest heaved while she lay on the bed, watching me move as her eye blue eyes blazed hot with need.

Bella’s white silk panties were soaked, and I wanted to taste her nearly as badly as I wanted to fuck her. I slipped my thumbs under her waistband and tugged, guiding her panties over her long, smooth legs, leaving her tennis skirt intact.

She spread her legs apart, opening herself to me, revealing her thin pink slit that glistened with arousal.

Hands shaking, I fumbled with my jeans, unzipping them before I slid them and my briefs off at the same time. My hard cock snapped free and rebounded against my stomach with a hard smack.

Bella sat up on her elbows and licked her lips as she eyed my raging, hard cock. She wore nothing but her white tennis skirt that lay coiled around her waist.

The way she looked surpassed my wildest fantasy. She was beyond beautiful and touched the realms traversed by goddesses.

My heart thundered in my chest and my cock twitched, aching with a thirst only Bella could quench. I tossed aside my jeans and crawled between Bella’s parted legs.

We needed no words, and Bella shifted her hips, centering herself as if to give me the best access possible.

My heart beat so hard and fast I felt in my temples. I licked the dryness from my lips. With my cock in hand, I inched forward on my knees and dredged her soaking wet pussy with my pulsing knob.

“I love your cock so fucking much,” Bella said as she held apart her thighs and tweaked her hips up and down.

The pleasure was instant and nearly overwhelmed me. Her warm juices flooded my knob, and her pussy welcomed me as I slipped inside her with a groan.

She was tight but so wet that I slipped inside her and didn’t stop until she had taken all of me.

Bella sucked in a gasp and a rash of goosebumps flashed across her chest, leaving her nipples stiff with arousal.

My cock throbbed in her inner depths as sublime pleasure threatened me with orgasmic release. Bella clamped down with her vaginal muscles, squeezing my cock as she pulled me even deeper inside her.

“Fuck,” I said with a sharp hiss as my legs trembled beneath me.

Nothing quite prepared me for that act of intimacy. We had sex twice before, each time better than the last, but there was a depth in the way her body welcomed me that shook me to the core.

Bella twined her ankles in mine and gently rocked her hips, fucking me slow and deep as she let out a breath and moaned. She pulled me down until our faces met and she looked me straight in the eyes.

“Fuck me forever, Matt. God, I love you so much it hurts.”

I rocked in and out, meeting the motion of her hips as we fucked slow and deep. “You’re my everything, Bella. I love you, and I’ll remind you every day.”

Bella pulled me into a kiss and ran her fingers through my hair. She coiled, her legs around my waist and pulled me in deep.

My head swam with pleasure so intense, I lost myself. She tasted like honey and smelled twice as sweet. With every thrust, Bella moaned in my mouth, locking me tighter between her legs as she kissed me slowly and intensely.

I broke off the kiss, needing to breathe as I picked up the pace, fucking her faster and harder.

The bed squeaked beneath us, and Bella gazed into my eyes while her face contorted with raw pleasure. She ran her fingers through my hair and moaned while my powerful thrusts turned into stiff grunts.

I stole a glance between her legs and watched as my cock slid in and out, covered with a slick sheen of her wetness and a layer of pearly cum.

Bella raised her hips off the bed, meeting my downward thrusts by pulling me deeper with her legs and pussy.

The need to come overwhelmed me, and I didn’t have the mental fortitude to hang on much longer.

“Bells, I’m gonna cum,” I said, panting for breath.

Bella wrapped her arms around my neck and tightened her ankles behind my waist. “Baby, I’m gonna cum too. Don’t pull out. We’ll come together.”

My pleasure reached a crescendo, and I exploded inside her as I gazed into Bella’s eyes.

She gasped and shuddered as her pussy spasmed, and her legs trembled around me.

With a heavy grunt, I pinned my cock as deep as I could and unleashed a massive load of searing hot cum directly into Bella’s womb.

The orgasm was monstrous and never ending. Again and again, I came, spurting so hard and so much that I wondered if she could take it all inside her.

Bella’s breath caught in her throat and her eyes rolled back in her head. She arched her back and pulled me in, taking every drop as she milked me with her buttery soft pussy.

Orgasmic bliss took over and everything else faded away. My life to this moment paled beside the soul quenching ecstasy of coming inside Bella Monroe.

When my orgasm finally subsided, I pinned my hands on either side of Bella’s head and sucked in short, rapid breaths.

Bella loosened her legs ever so slightly as she gazed up at me, trying to steady her breathing as her breasts heaved.

I leaned down and kissed her neck while I rocked forward, filling her with the aftershocks of cum still leaking from my cock.

Bella took it all in as our tongues swam together, less urgent than before, yet filled with a brand new spark of intimacy.

A few minutes later we broke off the kiss and I gazed into Bella’s eyes.

“Where does this fall in the rulebook?” I asked.

Bella grinned. “Fuck the rules.”

“I’m pretty sure we just did.”

Bella giggled and coiled her arms around my neck. “I want to come clean with my sisters and the rest of the world. We’re together, and I want everyone to know.”

“Are you still interested in sharing me with them?” I asked.

Bella scrunched her face as if thinking, but her smile teased at her response. “Open and honest, right?”

“Right,” I said.

“What do you think?” she asked me, searching my face with her bright blue eyes.

I chuckled. “You’re putting this back on me?”

“It’s only fair,” she said.

“Fine,” I said. “Let’s talk.”

I sat back on my knees and slipped my cock from Bella, stretching a thick string of pearly cum as I retreated. A monstrous load oozed from her pussy and over her puckered asshole, threatening to spill onto Bella’s comforter.

“That was a massive load. I hope your birth control is up to the task.”

Bella pushed herself up and gazed down at her ravaged pussy, leaking copious amounts of baby batter. “Oh, I’m aware. I felt every drop.”

I frowned. “Is that bad?”

Bella grinned and shook her head. “It’s the opposite. I loved it.” She paused and gazed into my eyes. “And I love you, Matt. You don’t know how hard it is for me to say those words and open my heart to you. It’s a colossal risk.”

I leaned in for another kiss and came away, smiling. “Your heart is in good hands. There may be moments where we fight and get angry with each other. But I love you, Bells. Your heart is safe with me. I promise.”

Bella smiled and sighed with satisfaction. “Heather is off limits. Got it?”

I saluted her with a grin. “Yes, ma’am. But don’t think I’m letting this go without hearing the back story.”

Bella rolled her eyes. “You’re really going to make me relive it?”

“Not right now, but when you’re ready, I want to know.”

“Fine. But don’t think you’re dodging the question about my sisters.”

“I wasn’t trying to dodge anything. Let’s cuddle and talk.”

I crawled up Bella’s bed and propped myself up on her pillows by the headboard. Bella assumed her normal position, pressed up against me with one leg stretched over my cock and her palm on my chest. She nuzzled her head into the crook of my shoulder and kissed me on the neck.

I pulled up her tennis skirt just enough to rest my palm on her bare ass. “Comfy?”

Bella nodded and ran her fingers over my chest. “Yes. Now, spill it.”

“I love you,” I said. “We have a history that goes way back to our platonic friendship.”

“Before you fucked your babysitter,” Bella said.

I laughed. “Really? You’re going there?”

She giggled. “I’m just saying. It’s kinda hot. Don’t let me stop you. You said that you love me, and I think there’s a but coming.”

“But I have very strong feelings for Mia, and you know about my history with Zoe.”

“You love Zoe,” Bella said.

“I love her, and I love you, and I’m heading in that same direction with Mia. If that hurts too much, I’ll pull back with Zoe and Mia. We’ll keep things strictly platonic.”

Bella didn’t react as she caressed my chest. “But…. Come on Parker, spill it.”

“But if I had my choice, I would be with all three of you.”

Bella sighed with relief. “There. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“You’re not mad? It’s kind of weird being with all three of you at once.”

“In case you haven’t noticed, we’re not really a conventional family. There are some secrets I’ll keep locked in the cupboard, but sharing a man is the path I always saw us taking.”

That was intriguing. What wasn’t Bella willing to tell me? “Even Zoe?”

“Zoe isn’t ready to admit it, but she feels the same way. I already know that Mia does.”

That surprised me. “How do you know about Mia?”

“You think she didn’t tell me about your little shower run in?”

“What the hell? She told me to keep it a secret.”

“Just from Zoe,” Bella said. “Don’t worry. We’ll come up with a plan.”

“What will your sorority sisters think once it comes out that we’re in, dare I say it, a harem?”

“Half of them will act shocked then want to get in on the action while the other half will just try to get in on the action.”

“I don’t think I have that kind of stamina.”

Bella laughed and stretched up to kiss me on the cheek. “Don’t worry about them, baby. You let me, Mia, and Zoe handle the hens.”

“You’re sure about this?”

“As sure as I am that I love you,” she said. “We may fight, but my sisters are sacrosanct. We have each other’s backs first and last. Besides, I don’t think I can fight off Zoe much longer. She’s pretty determined to jump your bones.”

“Which came out of left field,” I said. “I’m still surprised by how fast and sudden Zoe wanted to go from friends to lovers.”

Bella looked up at me in disbelief. “What are you talking about?”

“I mean, before my transformation, Zoe wasn’t interested.”

Bella laughed and shook her head. “You are an idiot. Zoe has loved you for years, going way back. Do you know how many times she sat on my bed at home, asking me what she had to do to make you love her?”

My jaw dropped. I was an idiot. “I thought I was in the friend zone.”

“Jesus, Matt. I love you, but God, you’re slow. Zoe churns through boyfriends because she can’t recreate what she has with you. I’ve never seen her so happy as I have this week.”

I sat in silence, absorbing Bella’s revelation before I shook my head and said, “Jesus, I’m a fucking idiot.”

Bella laughed. “I know. That’s what I’ve been telling you.”

“I’ll fix it,” I said.

“You better, and you better not break her heart either, or you’ll face my wrath.”

I sat back, thinking about all the interactions I had with Zoe over the years. It seemed so obvious now. “She didn’t need me to look like this to love me.”

“Nope. Now, what are you going to do about it?”

I kissed Bella’s forehead and sighed. “No wonder she was so angry to see me.”

Bella laughed. “Duh. But don’t worry, it’s not too late to fix things.”

My phone buzzed in my pants at the foot of the bed. “Speak of the devil. That has got to be one of your sisters.”

“You better answer,” Bella said. “They’ll keep calling back otherwise. And I want to ride you. I’m horny as hell.”

I fished my phone out of my pocket and looked at the display. “It’s your mom.”

Bella frowned and sat up beside me. “That’s weird. You better answer it.”

I hit the speaker button so Bella could hear. “Hi, Nora.”

“Hi, sweetie.” Nora’s soothing maternal voice oozed from the speaker. “Got a sec? I have some news.”


Twelve

August Surprise

[image: ]

“I’m with Bella, and you’re on speaker,” I said, not wanting to catch Nora off guard.

“Oh, good,” Nora said. “That saves me a phone call. Hi, sweetie. I hope you two are having fun.”

Bella and I traded a grin before Bella answered.

“Hi, mom. We’re having a great time. Matt just showed me a few of his moves.”

My jaw dropped, and I gaped at Bella while she covered her mouth and giggled.

“That’s wonderful, sweetie. Matthew, you’ll have to show me your dance moves sometime soon.”

Bella rolled over with laughter while I palmed my face.

“Is everything okay?” I asked, trying to change the subject. “Is it about my dorm assignment?”

Bella sat up completely naked and stared at my cock, licking her lips as she smiled mischievously.

“Everything is fine. It’s not about your dorm,” Nora said. “Although it’s somewhat related.”

Bella crawled forward and wrapped her lips around my cock as she lapped up a pearl of cum oozing from my tip.

I tucked Bella’s hair behind her ear to get a better look while she bobbed up and down, bringing my cock back to life in her mouth.

I stifled a moan as my cock hardened and rose under Bella’s oral assault. She was such a brat. I turned my attention away from Bella and tried to compose myself. “What’s up?”

“Well, I bought a house in Columbus. I’m moving in.”

Bella nearly choked on my cock as she jerked upright and gaped at the phone. “Say that again, mom? You broke up. I thought you said you bought a house on campus.”

“You heard me right, sweet angel. I’m moving there to be with my babies. All five of you.”

* * *
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Stand-In Daddy

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B091355Q6M

One man’s family is another man’s harem…

Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.

Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.

Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.

But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?

It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?

This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.

18+ Only!
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Beach House Babies

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B096QRYHDG

Paradise found in the hands of a young harem…

Thirty-nine-year-old workaholic Matt Snow is picking up the pieces of his shattered life. On the heels of a divorce from his wife of eighteen years, Matt quits his job and retreats to his Florida beach house to reassess his life choices.

He craves a simple, quiet life filled with home repair projects and relaxing with a cold beer under a warm Florida sun. What he discovers instead promises to change his life forever.

Matt finds himself confronted with a bevy of twenty-year-old beauties including his best friend’s voluptuous and drop-dead gorgeous daughter Krista Lane who visits Matt along with her boyfriend Jason.

But Krista didn’t visit Matt for the surf and sun, she came to fulfill a lifelong fantasy, and won’t leave until her lust is sated.

But a chance encounter with beautiful, blue-eyed lifeguard, Amanda Anderson, leaves Matt spellbound, and when he comes face to face with his neighbor’s grown daughter, blonde goddess Clementine Summers, he truly has his hands full. Matt’s simple life becomes exponentially more interesting.

Can Matt wrestle Krista away from her boyfriend while leaving Amanda and Clementine in play? Or will it all blow up in his face?

Beach House Babies contains the entire original five-book series! Read the entire story from beginning to end that follows handsome divorcee Matt Snow on his journey of sexual enlightenment in the hands of a group of beautiful bikini-clad coeds, all searching for their paradise.

18+ Only!
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Treasure of the Hidden Harem

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CYBPDGCX

What’s better than buried treasure and ancient shipwrecks? A hidden harem ready for plunder…

Thirty-five-year old treasure hunter, Trap Ashford, sits on the verge of the greatest discovery of his life. His father’s life’s work leads him to a civil war era wreck sunk in shallow waters off the south Florida coast.

But the doomed ship’s cargo yields more questions then answers. Now it’s up to Trap and his busty, redheaded partner Brooke Fox to follow the clues that may lead to an ancient Aztec treasure worth millions.

With the help of Brooke and Trap’s beautiful but shy research assistant, Hazel Katz, the team sets out to answer those questions. What Trap doesn’t expect is an early morning visit from his father’s ex-wife, blonde bombshell, Lindsay Monroe.

Lindsay hands Trap a clue his father left behind. A clue that Trap himself didn’t even know about. A clue that leads to Lindsay’s twenty-year-old daughter, the bouncy blonde co-ed Samantha Monroe.

Between Samantha and the clues Trap found aboard the ship wreck, the duo have all they need for the hottest adventure of a lifetime. Now it’s up to Trap to unravel the secrets the busty young blonde holds close to her busty chest before he can unlock the Treasure of the Hidden Harem.

Treasure of the Hidden Harem contains the complete, five-book series that follows treasure hunter, Trap Ashford, on his journey to discover a treasure worth millions buried with the ancient Aztec king of harems.

Contains the books Scoring Big, First Wife Club, Going Deep, Lucky Seven, and Kissed by a Goddess.

MFF. 18+ Only!
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