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Chapter one
College Bound


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.”


Chapter two
Homeless


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.”


Chapter three
Family Reunion


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.


Chapter four
Apology Tour


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.”


Chapter five
Bickering Babes


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.”


Chapter six
Trouble with a Capital T


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.”


Chapter seven
Friend Zone


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.”


Chapter eight
Making Plans


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.”


Chapter nine
Just this Once


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?”


Chapter ten
Frat Party


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.”


Chapter eleven
Fuck the Rules


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.”


Chapter twelve
August Surprise


“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.”

* * *


Co-Ed Comfort
Rex Sterling



Copyright © 2024 by Rex Sterling

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Contents


1. Sexual Crack
2. Hotel Nora
3. Clairvoyant
4. Beach Body
5. Fort Zoe
6. Man of the House
7. Bold Move
8. Queen Nora
9. Harem Daddy
10. Double Date
11. Hot Tub Hijinks
12. Dream Man



Chapter one
Sexual Crack


Bella and I turned the corner and jogged up her sorority’s tree-lined street. Rays of morning sunshine filtered through the treetops and the muggy August air felt oppressive despite the early hour.

Ahead of me, Bella’s ponytail swished from side to side while a welcome breeze stirred the wisps of dark hair floating over her neck. A light sheen of perspiration coated Bella’s shoulders and back, accentuating her soft curves where her slender waist flared and met her curvy hips.

The humidity made it feel as if we were swimming through air, and we had dressed for the weather. I ran shirtless, wearing only a pair of nylon jogging shorts and my running shoes. Bella’s white sports bra was all that covered her torso, and her hip-hugging black Lycra shorts barely covered her perky ass.

Bella’s beauty provided enough distraction to mostly take my mind off Nora’s phone call and my inevitable conversation with Zoe. Both encounters weighed on me more than the late summer heat. Had Nora really bought a house on campus?

She was vague during her brief phone call but promised to fill us all in during a family breakfast later in the morning. After breakfast, Zoe and I planned to spend an entire day and night alone together. It was then I planned to confess and tell her everything, no matter how much it pained me.

After Nora’s phone call, Mia and Zoe called next, and Bella told them what happened. She left out the part about us taking our fledgling relationship to the next level. After the call, Zoe messaged me, and told me Mark wouldn’t be around and we were free to spend the day together.

We rounded the back of the sorority and closed in on the rear entrance before we slowed to a walk and recovered our breath. A moment later, we stepped inside and found the sorority hallways silent and empty as only masochists woke up at seven a.m. to go on a run.

Bella pushed open the door to her room, and I followed her inside before I shut the door behind us.

Bella checked her watch and picked up a hand towel before wiping her brow. “We’re meeting my mom and everyone else in thirty minutes.”

I untied my shoes and slipped them off. “You go first. I’ll jump into the shower after you.”

Bella pulled off her shoes and socks and gave me a weird look. “You don’t want to shower with me for some reason?”

I laughed and came in for a sweaty kiss, which Bella didn’t resist. “Your shower is the size of a postage stamp.”

Bella reached down and yanked her white sports bra over her head. Her beautiful, all-natural breasts sprang free, barely jiggling before they settled into place. She tossed the top aside and flashed me a lecherous grin. “That didn’t stop you yesterday.”

I eyed her round, perky breasts and licked my lips as arousal stirred in my shorts. My cock lurched and tugged at the inner linings, suddenly awake and ready for action.

Bella’s eyes homed in on my cock as it moved beneath the thin nylon barrier. “So predictable.” She scooped up her breasts and mashed them together, forming a tantalizing mound of deep cleavage. “After last night, I thought I drained you dry.”

Her puffy pink areolas rose above the expanse of smooth creamy flesh surrounding them while her nipples hardened before my eyes.

My cock thickened and rose, forming a noticeable tent in my shorts. “Three times barely took the edge off,” I said. “You’re like sexual crack, and I’m the bum on the corner begging for a hit.”

Bella giggled and let her breasts drop. They jiggled back into place as she eyed me like a deviant. She wriggled out of her tiny black short shorts and tossed them into the dirty clothes. “Well then, Mr. Addict, if you want to hit this, you know where to find me.”

My eyes dropped to Bella’s tiny slit, barely visible between her legs, before she turned and strode toward the bathroom.

Feverish desire gripped me, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her bouncy little ass.

Bella stopped, glanced back at me over her shoulder, and smacked her ass. “Like I said, so predictable.”

She winked at me and flashed a mischievous grin before she disappeared into the bathroom, leaving the door wide open behind her.

I gazed down at my cock, which strained the front of my shorts, rock hard and begging for relief.

The sounds coming from the bathroom were an open invitation. The faucet squeaked, and the shower head hissed. True, the shower was small, but that was nothing in the face of my nineteen-year-old hormones and a crazy-hot brunette ready to rock my world.

I slipped off my shorts, letting my hard cock spring free, and made my way toward the open bathroom door.

Bella stood naked in front of the open shower door, bent over slightly and leaning forward, testing the water temperature. She had removed her ponytail holder and her dark, silky hair, flowed over her shoulders and down her back. Her entire body was a sexual wonderland, but from this angle, her ass stole the show.

There simply wasn’t a flaw anywhere in sight. From its shape, round, tight, and springy to the rainbow curves that led to treasure no matter which direction I looked. Bella’s sculpted, athletic thighs weren’t too thin, nor did they show even the faintest jiggle. She was lean and athletic, with a figure that belonged in a sports ad.

I stepped up behind Bella and caressed her ass while my thick cock swayed and tapped her left cheek right beside her crack.

My move didn’t surprise Bella, and she didn’t flinch at my touch. She stood up straight and glanced back at me over her shoulder, sporting a wicked grin. “I see you changed your mind.”

I stepped closer and my cock slipped between her parted thighs, coming to rest on her warm, wet slit. “Yes and no,” I said.

I pressed my sweaty chest against Bella’s back and scooped up her beautiful breasts from behind, squeezing them together as I nuzzled in tight behind her ear.

Bella pressed back against me and grabbed my hands, forcing them harder against her breasts as she teased her hips forward and backward, sliding my cock along her pussy. She opened her neck to me while I kissed her skin and breathed in her alluring tropical scent.

“Baby, we’ll be late for breakfast,” Bella said with zero conviction in her voice. We were doing exactly what she wanted.

Her breathing quickened, and she moaned softly as I nibbled on her earlobe.

I whispered in her ear, “They can entertain themselves for a few minutes. My girlfriend is too irresistible.”

Bella moaned and reached behind her head, holding me steady while she turned her neck and found my mouth with hers. Our tongues twined, hot and slippery. Bella moaned softly as she shifted her hips, soaking my raging hard cock with her flowing wetness.

I mauled Bella’s breast while I slid my free hand down her flat tummy until I reached her sweet pink treasure. I dipped my middle finger into her soaking wet slit and gently teased her clit out of hiding.

Bella’s legs trembled, and she broke off our kiss with a gasp, sucking in air as she bucked her ass wildly against my hips. “Fuck, baby. Don’t stop.”

I swirled my middle finger over Bella’s clit, teasing it as I sucked on her earlobe. Those two spots, I had quickly learned, were Bella’s kryptonite.

She sucked in short shallow breaths and pounded my hips, grinding my cock over her soaking wet pussy. Her legs wobbled beneath her and a rash of goosebumps flashed across her chest.

“That’s it. Come for me, Bells,” I said, whispering in her ear.

Bella groaned and pressed her ass hard against me as her juices flooded my cock and I had to steady her with an arm around her waist. The orgasm turned her legs to straight mush, and she rested her head back on my shoulder, completely lost in ecstatic bliss.

Steam billowed from the open shower door and the heat rose around us, coating the mirror over Bella’s sink with a thick layer of dew.

As Bella’s orgasm receded, she melted up against me, heaving for breath as I dipped in and found her waiting mouth.

Our tongues met and Bella spun around in my arms, sliding my still hard cock from between her thighs. She draped her arms over my shoulders and dragged her fingers through my wavy brown hair.

Bella’s stiff nipples raked my chest, and she pressed in close as I grabbed hold of her ass and effortlessly scooped her up.

It was as if Bella knew all along what I had in mind. I carried her to the bathroom sink and rested her on the counter top where she coiled her legs around my waist.

As Bella adjusted her hips and leaned back against the mirror, my tip slipped down her taut tummy, leaving behind a clear trail of pre-cum. She gazed up at me, her eyes hazy from arousal, and her mouth hung open as she sucked in crisp, sharp breaths. Bella spread her legs apart, opening her flower to me as she braced herself on the countertop.

“Fill me up,” she said.

I stepped closer, taking my cock in hand, then dredged my tip through her dripping wet labia. Pleasure percolated in my cock and it pulsed as I deftly slipped it inside her. There was some resistance, but she was so wet that I pushed through with a grunt before bottoming out with my cock buried to the hilt.

“That’s it, baby,” Bella said, as she drove her heels into my ass, forcing me as deep inside her as possible. “I love fucking you.”

As I slid in and out of Bella’s tight pussy, we watched as her pussy formed a perfect seal around my shaft that glistened with her essence.

Pleasure swamped me and my head turned fuzzy with lust. “There’s that fix I needed,” I said. “It might get me through breakfast. Your pussy is fucking magical.”

Bella pushed her hips off the countertop, holding herself up with her arms. She rocked her hips forward and backward, fucking me harder and faster, never taking her eyes off mine.

I cradled Bella’s ass in my palms, savoring the slick sounds of our sex as I plunged in and out of her pussy, burying my cock deep with each hammering thrust.

Bella’s round, springy breasts circled her chest, clapping together as the sink creaked in protest. Stiff grunts punctuated her moans, and she breathlessly called out my name on repeat, adding to the pleasure assaulting my psyche like a sexual drive by shooting.

Steam hung heavy in the air, coating our skins with a light sheen of moisture. Bella’s face glowed with radiant dampness, and strands of her dark hair floated over her impossibly beautiful face, sticking to her lips as her face contorted with pleasure. Her eyes took on a distant, hazy sheen as she seemed to lose herself in the rhythmic pounding.

Friction built and my cock sizzled as I plunged in and out, fucking Bella deeper and harder than I ever had.

“Fuck me, baby. Fucking pound me,” Bella said between stiff grunts.

I unleashed on Bella’s pussy, fucking her with wild abandon. My muscles strained as I cradled her ass and heaved for breath. Thick veins stood out in my arms and my pectoral muscles rippled while my cock throbbed deep inside her buttery warm vagina.

Bella’s body stiffened as her pussy spasmed. She locked her legs around my waist and pulled me tight as her eyes rolled back in her head. Her legs tremored as she bucked against me, moaning under the weight of a massive orgasm.

My head flashed, and I grabbed fistfuls of Bella’s ass as I thrust deep inside her and erupted with a primal moan. My cock spasmed and my balls tightened as I unleashed a massive load, then another before I spray painted her insides, mainlining cum directly to her womb.

Bella took it all in, milking my cock as she pulled herself up and onto me. She tightened her legs around my waist and coiled her arms around my neck as I pumped, grunting as I came again and again.

Bella slipped her tongue inside my ear and her warm breath washed down my neck. She whispered in my ear, “This pussy belongs to you, baby. I love you so much.”

I buried my nose in her dark hair and breathed in her sweet scent as my climax faded and my legs wobbled.

Bella kissed her way up and down my neck, gently milking my cock as I held her in my arms. Finally, she came around to meet me face to face and our mouths met. We stretched out the kiss, engaging in tongue play with our eyes open, looking at each other while the shower hissed, and the steam billowed.

Finally, we stepped back and Bella smiled playfully. “We’re gonna be so late for breakfast.”

“Worth it,” I said.

Bella grinned. “Totally worth it.”

“You still want to get it that shower together?”

“Yes,” Bella said. “I want to soak up every second I have with you.”

Bella knew I would spend the day with Zoe. She had no problem with it, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t miss me. “You can hang out with me and Zoe.”

Bella shook her head and kissed me. “That’s not fair to Zoe, and you owe her a serious conversation. I’ve got plans with a few of my sisters. We’re going bar hopping. Which reminds me, do you have a fake ID?”

I laughed. “Come on, Bells. What do you think?”

Bella rolled her eyes. “Don’t worry, your babysitter will take care of you. I know a guy.”

“Thanks. What happens if I get caught?”

Bella nibbled my bottom lip and smiled playfully. “The IDs are perfect, and you look older than me. You’ll be fine. I want to take my boyfriend out with me to the bars. Zoe and Mia both have fakes. We can all go together.”

“Sounds great, but we should probably shower. We’re going to zap the hot water heater if we don’t get going.” I placed Bella back down on the sink, and she sat back, gazing down between her legs.

“Holy cum balls,” Bella said as she pried open her pussy and a thick rope of cum rolled out and plopped into the sink. “That’s a lot of fucking cum.”

I reached down and pressed her pussy lips, forcing another blob to leak out. “You’re a cum pinata.”

Bella giggled and squeezed her pussy, forcing another blob out. “I’ll leak for a week.”

“How good is that birth control? Maybe I should buy some condoms.”

Bella glared at me. “Matthew Parker, you will not wear condoms with your girlfriend.” She frowned and gazed upward as if thinking. “Or is it girlfriends?”

“That’s putting the cart before the horse,” I said.

“Your horse will do plenty of carting tonight,” Bella said. “Zoe is ready to chew through a steel cable.”

“She insists on taking me to her cold air dorm. Isn’t that kind of risky?”

Bella laughed. “Have you met Zoe? You better buckle in buttercup.”

“After I tell her about you and Mia, she’ll hate me.”

Bella smiled and stared at me for a long moment. There was something behind her eyes I hadn’t seen before. A spark of something deeper. Was it a secret? What was Bella holding back? “I have a feeling everything will work out exactly the way it should.”

The moment passed, and it didn’t feel right to push my suspicions onto her. “You think?”

Bella rolled her eyes. “Come on, Matt. You’ve spent the last four nights in my bedroom alone. She’s not an idiot. Zoe knew I wanted you and she also knows how I operate. She would be shocked if we weren’t shagging like a couple of horny teenagers.”

“I am a horny teenager,” I said.

Bella giggled. “I know and I love it.”

I picked up Bella off the sink and set her down. “Come on, babysitter. You can wash my cock in the shower.”

Bella took my hand and dragged me under the hot water. “Fine with me. Just remember, flexibility and imagination will take us far, Padawan.”


Chapter two
Hotel Nora


Bella and I arrived at the diner ten minutes late. As we stepped through the front door, the little bang rang, and Bella dropped my hand. As much as we wanted to come out, we didn’t want to throw our budding relationship in Zoe’s face.

We found Nora, Luke, Mia, and Zoe waiting for us at a long table in the middle of the busy diner. Mugs of coffee and glasses of juice and water littered the table, making it look like they had been waiting a while.

Nora spotted us first. She smiled and waved before Zoe and Mia looked up.

Bella led the way, breaking the ice as we reached the table. “Sorry we’re late. Our run took longer than expected.”

Zoe eyed us suspiciously, but a mischievous glint showed in her eye as she leaned over and whispered something in Mia’s ear, causing Mia to laugh.

Heat blossomed in my cheeks. Did Zoe know about Bella and me? It felt that way. I stepped up beside Bella. “It’s my fault. We took a wrong turn and had to run around a construction zone.”

That part was true, and I could reasonably justify our detour for our lateness. After all, if we hadn’t hit the construction, we would have arrived at Bella’s sooner, giving us plenty of time to fool around and fuck before we had to leave.

“Right,” Zoe said, clearly not buying it. She patted the seat beside her. “Matty, come sit by me.”

Nora waved away our apology. “Your barely late, and we have all the time in the world. Classes don’t start until next week.”

Luke yawned and tipped back his coffee mug. “God, mom. You’re so loud, and it’s way too early.”

Nora gave her son a disapproving look. “And what time did you go to bed?”

Luke shrugged. “The sun came up, and I collapsed.”

“You should be more like Matthew and Bella,” Nora said. “They got up early and exercised.”

Luke grumbled something under his breath and swigged his coffee.

Zoe leaned over and whispered something to Mia, and the two of them giggled while they stole glances at me and Bella.

Clearly, Zoe and Mia had talked, and Mia had spilled the beans about our locker room hookup. They likely shared the same suspicion about Bella. At least Zoe didn’t look angry.

“You two, sit,” Nora said. “Coffee is on the way and breakfast is on me, so order anything you want.”

I went around the table to claim the seat beside Zoe, and she slid the chair closer to her while she gave me an innocent smile.

“Morning, Zoe,” I said as I sat down.

Zoe placed her hand high on my inner thigh and leaned over before giving me a full-on kiss on the lips. “Morning to you, too. I have our whole day mapped out.”

Nora’s eyebrows flashed up before she smiled at me and Zoe. “There it is. And all is right with the world. I’m glad to see you two kiss and makeup. Do we have an official announcement to make?”

Bella sat down next to Luke and smirked at Zoe. “Zoe is still with a guy named Mitch or Mike. Something like that.”

Zoe scowled at Bella as she ran her hand so high up my inner thigh, she practically squeezed my junk. “You know why I haven’t broken up with him.” She turned to Nora and smiled sweetly. “We have nothing to announce yet. But, don’t worry, you’ll be the first to know.”

If Zoe planned to take liberties, I would gladly reciprocate. I reached under the table and ran my hand up her inner thigh, finding her bare flesh before I went higher and dipped my fingers under the hem of her summer dress and gave her inner thigh a proper squeeze.

Zoe didn’t flinch. Rather, she parted her legs and escalated matters by grabbing my cock and brushing her thumb back and forth along my rapidly hardening shaft.

Her eyes twinkled as she tried to pay attention, and I teased her inner thigh by running my fingertips so close to her pussy I felt the heat on my hand. While the others chatted, I took a moment to soak in Zoe’s look.

She looked amazing in a white summer sun dress that dipped low in the front, exposing a generous helping of her achingly deep cleavage. A pair of thin spaghetti straps held the dress up, but struggled to hold her big, bouncy breasts. Thin tan lines crisscrossed her exposed flesh and ran up her chest and over her shoulders. It was impossible to look away, and I gaped at her cleavage, not caring who noticed. From my angle, I saw straight down her top and noted the utter absence of a bra. Yet, Zoe’s breasts looked as round and springy as if she had full support. Her breasts literally defied gravity.

Zoe wore her thick golden locks in a high ponytail that spilled over her shoulders and back. Despite my session with Bella, my cock thickened under Zoe’s loving caress and quickly hardened to steel.

I ran my hand higher up Zoe’s inner thigh until my pinky finger brushed up against her panties.

My heart lurched, and my head grew thick with arousal. I resisted the urge to slide my hand inside her panties and test her boundaries, but Nora seemed ready to discuss her house purchase. Still, I left my hand where it was and cupped Zoe’s inner thigh, savoring the heat radiated from her pussy like a furnace.

Zoe turned her head slightly and met my gaze. Her bright blue eyes shone with a playfulness I found intoxicating before she leaned over and whispered, “We better pay attention to the conversation. We can play later.”

I snapped back to reality but didn’t move my hand. Bella and Nora had been speaking, and I picked up mid-conversation.

“Where is this house?” Bella asked. “Why did you buy it?”

Nora grinned, wearing a smile that lit her angelic face from the inside. I had never seen her so happy. “When I got home, I spoke to your father and told him what happened with the fumbling of Matthew’s dorm assignment.”

“Nora, please tell me you didn’t buy a house because of me,” I said.

Nora leveled me with her smoky blue eyes, her face a mask of serenity. “No, sweetie. Let’s call it was the straw that broke the donkey’s ass.”

Luke laughed, showing signs of life. “You mean broke the camel’s back?”

Bella glared at Luke. “Shut up and let her talk.”

Unfazed, Nora continued. “I’ve had a big problem becoming an empty nester. For years, your father and I have considered buying a house on campus. We can use it for graduations, game day parties, and it makes a great investment. After you all graduate, we’ll still want to come back for games. And if we don’t, it will make a profitable rental. Your father so how down I was after I came home from dropping off Matthew and said we should pull the trigger.”

Zoe snickered. “I guess she didn’t care about you, Luke.”

Nora’s eyes widened, and her cheeks turned bright red. “Did I say Matthew? I meant Matthew and Luke.”

Luke glared at Zoe. “Quit stirring the fucking pot.”

“Language,” Nora said.

Zoe stuck out her tongue at Luke and used the opportunity to squeeze my cock under the table.

“I’m not saying you kids have to live there, but I can make dinners and have you and your friends over every day if you’ll let me. Or not. It’s up to you. I won’t push, but I miss you kids. The place even has a pool and a hot tub you can use anytime you want.”

Luke perked up. “No shit? Let’s go.”

Nora sighed at her son and turned back to the rest of us.

“What about dad?” Bella asked. “I can’t believe you’ll live so far apart. Won’t you miss him?”

“Jim works twelve-hour days and loves it. This way he can work all he wants, guilt free, and I’m not sitting at home looking for ways to entertain myself.”

“Dad really doesn’t mind?” Mia asked, finally entering the conversation.

Nora shook her head. “Baby, it was your father’s idea. He insisted.”

Mia smiled but didn’t seem to relax. “There’re no problems between you and dad?”

Nora hesitated for only a moment, but in that moment, I saw beneath the veil. They were having problems, and it wasn’t the first time I picked up on it. “Baby, your father works a lot and when he comes home, he’s exhausted. I love him for everything he’s provided, but I need a life. We aren’t getting divorced, nor do we have any plans of ever divorcing. This house makes me happy because I get to spend time with you kids.”

“Happy wife, happy life,” Luke said.

“Now you sound like dad,” Zoe said.

Nora looked directly at me when she next spoke. “The house has three bedrooms. You are all welcome, but Matthew, this could save you thousands of dollars in housing expenses.” She sat back and expanded her attention to the rest of the table. “I know you have busy lives, and I don’t want to intrude, but anyone who wants to move in is welcome to do so.”

Bella frowned. “Three bedrooms? That means we would have to share.”

“Three rooms and six people,” Nora said. “We can double up if we have to. The bedrooms are enormous.”

“Thanks, mom,” Bella said. “I love you, and I can’t wait to try out the pool and hot tub. Homemade dinners sound sick, but I have my own room at the sorority and I’m the president. I’ll ride out the year where I’m at and visit you often.”

“No offense,” Luke said. “But I’m just getting to know the guys on my floor, and my roommate is cool. I’m with Bella. I’ll visit all the time, but I want to live in the dorm.”

Nora deflated slightly but still looked hopeful. She turned to Mia, Zoe, and me. “That leaves you three.”

Everyone turned to me as if waiting for me to respond. It looked like Mia and Zoe would defer until I answered. I shifted in my seat and thought long and hard. Visions of Nora in the kitchen making home-cooked meals, doing my laundry and giving me massages were more than tempting. I wasn’t looking forward to dorm life and playing roommate roulette. Plus, living in the dorm would kill my privacy. I planned to fool around with Mia and Zoe every chance I got. Finally, that I could save thousands of my hard-earned dollars made it an easy decision.

“I’m moving in,” I said. “Thanks, Nora.”

Before Nora could respond, Zoe chimed in next. “Me too.”

“And me,” Mia said, blurting it out.

“I’ll share a room with Matt,” Zoe said.

Mia frowned and folded her arms over her chest. “I want to share a room with him, too.”

Nora’s smile only blossomed as the girls bickered. She didn’t seem even slightly put off by the idea of me shacking up with her daughters. But after I’d spent the last four days alone in Bella’s room, why would she?

“We’ll let Matthew decide which room he shares,” Nora said. “We don’t have to do it now.”

“When do you take possession?” Bella asked.

“I already closed on the house, and it’s fully furnished. Technically, I can move in whenever I want. I’m going home to pack my things and I’ll be back tomorrow.” Nora turned to me. “I’ll bring the rest of your bags as well.”

“Thanks, Nora,” I said.

Nora’s eyes twinkled, and she radiated a healthy glow that I swore wasn’t there a minute earlier. “Baby, should I call the school and let them know, or do you want to do that?”

“Zoe and I have plans today. Would you mind calling?”

“Absolutely not,” Nora said. “I’ll call them as soon as we leave.”

We spent the next thirty minutes chatting about school and sharing stories from our first week. Thankfully, the ladies steered clear of our deepening love connections, and Nora didn’t push Zoe any further about her and I.

The check came and Nora took care of it. When we stood to leave, the sultry MILF had an extra bounce in her step.

I said goodbye to Bella, hugging her as long as I could without drawing suspicions. I did the same with Mia, and we set up our next work out session. Luke hugged his mother and waved at the rest of us before he headed back to the dorm. Nora gave me an extra-long hug, followed by a motherly kiss on the cheek.

When she stepped back, her nipples poked through her tight white T-shirt. She wiped a lipstick stain from my cheek and smiled at me. “Baby, is there anything you need other than your luggage?”

“No,” I said. “That’s all. Thanks, Nora. You are the best of the best.”

Nora beamed, and her entire face lit up. “When I get here, we’ll all celebrate with a pool party this weekend. We might as well take advantage while it’s hot.”

Nora turned her attention to her youngest daughter. “You behave yourself and take care of our man while I’m gone.”

Zoe picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine. “I won’t let him leave my side.”

“That’s good,” Nora said before she leaned in and whispered something in Zoe’s ear.

Zoe grinned and nodded. “There’s no doubt. I’m one-hundred percent certain.”

Nora stepped away from her daughter and her eyes welled with emotion before she turned away from me and dabbed at her eyes.

“Nora, are you okay?” I asked.

Nora waved me away and sniffled before turning back to me. “Between the contacts and the allergies, I’m a mess.”

“I’m the same,” Zoe said. “Minus the contacts.”

Nora pulled herself together and waved goodbye. “Bye kids. Wish me luck and see you in a couple of days.”

Nora left, and Zoe and I followed close behind. We ended up on the sidewalk outside the diner, still holding hands.

Zoe stopped to turn around and face me. She picked up my other hand and practically vibrated with excitement. “There’s an outdoor concert downtown later this afternoon. Before that, I thought we could go to the beach.”

“That sounds amazing, Zoe. I didn’t realize there was a beach anywhere near here. By the way, what did Nora tell you?”

Zoe grinned. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

I chuckled. “That’s why I’m asking.”

Zoe mimed locking her lips and throwing away the key.

I sighed. “Fine. Just tell me, did it involve me?”

Zoe laughed. “For sure. One thousand percent. Now, if you’re done trying to pry my secrets from me, there’s a lake nearby that has an awesome beach. Let’s go.”

I held Zoe in place as she tried to pull me toward her car.

She turned around and frowned at me. “What’s wrong?”

My heart thundered in my chest, and I felt the world close in. This could end whatever shot I had with the love of my life, but I couldn’t live with the guilt. “Before we go, there’s something I need to tell you.”


Chapter three
Clairvoyant


Outside the diner, Zoe stood on the sidewalk, staring up at me as her smile slowly faded. “Please don’t tell me you’re breaking up with me before we’re even official.”

I let out a humorless laugh and shook my head. “No way. Far from it.”

Zoe inched closer and took my other hand in hers. “Then nothing else matters. We want to be together, so let’s be together. Don’t overthink this, Matt. I’ve taken a few days to think things through. I want you even more now. There’s no doubt in my mind.”

I sighed and withered under the August inferno. Heat radiated off the pavement like a blast furnace. The humidity was completely stifling and made what I had to say that much harder. Sweat trickled down my back and my shirt clung to my chest. “We should sit down for this.”

Zoe’s frown returned, and she furrowed brow, gazing up at me with worry. “Now I’m terrified. Is this about Mia?”

A wash of adrenaline rushed through my veins, and my heart lurched. “You mean the fake relationship thing?”

Zoe smirked at me and shook her head. “Did you really think I fell for that crap? Not that I wasn’t aware that Mia was into you, but she fessed up last night. I know all about the shower, Matt. You better hope they don’t have any cameras in that locker room.”

My legs buckled, and my head spun. “I need to sit.”

Zoe sighed and gazed up at the sun. “Baby, the day is wasting away. You love my tan lines, right? I won’t get them chatting on a sidewalk. Let’s go to the beach.”

I licked my lips and eyed Zoe’s tempting cleavage bulging from her sundress. “By the way, you’re totally slaying that outfit.”

Zoe spun in a circle, showing off for me. “Thank you, baby. Mia and I spent an hour picking out the exact right dress. I wore it just for you.”

I wanted to forget all about my confession, but she still didn’t know about Bella. I had to see this through, even if Zoe wanted to let it drop. “You’re not upset? I don’t understand.”

Zoe rubbed her chin and studied me. Clearly, she was thinking how best to respond. “It must seem strange from your perspective. Fine. Let’s find some shade and we can talk.”

This wasn’t how I imagined the conversation going. Still, I walked with Zoe up the street until we came to a small park near her car. We sat on a bench together under the shade of an oak tree as I worked up the never to tell her about Bella.

Zoe turned to face me, sitting cross-legged on the bench. “Is there anything else, or is this just about you and Mia?”

I grimaced. “Bella too.”

Zoe nodded but didn’t react. “What happened between you and Bella?”

I withered under her calm exterior. This was so not like Zoe, which made it that much more horrifying. “You want the details?”

“You and Bella had sex?”

“Yes,” I said. “Please don’t hate me.”

“I knew you two were fucking the minute you walked into the diner. I could see it all over Bella’s face.”

“Yet, I’m still alive.”

Zoe smiled and picked up my hand. “You want to know what else I saw on Bella’s face?”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat, waiting for the hammer to drop. “What?”

“Love,” Zoe said. “She looks at you the same way I look at you. Are you in love with Bella?”

Sweat rolled down my brow, and I nearly panicked as Zoe’s expression only grew more serene. There was no use sugar coating the thing or trying to rationalize it away. I loved Bella. I loved Zoe, and I was falling for Mia. “Yes.”

Zoe’s shoulders seemed to relax, and she let out a breath. “So, it wasn’t just about sex?”

I shook my head. “It’s way more than that.”

A slight smile tugged at her lips. “Are there any other women I need to know about? Or is it just me, Bella, and Mia?”

“I’m not a man whore, Zoe. There’s nobody else. Bella was my first and only.”

Her smile brightened, and she nodded. “It’s really happening. I can’t believe it. I mean, I can, but still. It’s here. You’re here.”

“Okay, Zoe. You are fucking scaring me here. Why aren’t you trying to murder me? Are you possessed? Or are you having some sort of out-of-body experience?”

Zoe giggled and shook her head. “Did Bella mention anything about a pact?”

“Like a blood pact or something? Are the three of you going to hunt me down like in the Hunger Games?”

Zoe laughed so hard she nearly fell off the bench. “I’m being serious.”

“This is the first I’ve ever heard about any pact. What the hell, Zoe?”

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, letting it linger a moment before she drew back just enough to look me in the eye. “I love you. I’ve loved you since we were kids. It’s always been you, Matty.”

I breathed out in relief and sagged back against the bench. “You stole my line.”

Zoe giggled. “I’m telling you because I do love you, but it will also help you make sense of what I’m about to tell you next.”

“To quote a famous children’s book, I love you to the moon and back, Zoe Monroe. The main reason I avoided you was because it was too painful to watch you date other guys.”

Zoe picked up my hand and played with my fingers. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I looked like a damn twelve-year-old kid, and you looked like… well, you. Look at you, Zoe. You’re fucking drop dead gorgeous. You could have any man you want, and everyone knows it. Why would you have wanted me back then?”

Anger flared behind Zoe’s eyes. “You think I only want you now because you’re hot?”

I shook my head. “That’s not what I’m saying. I know you’re not shallow, and I’m one hundred percent certain you love me for me.” I sighed, trying to think of a way to explain. “Back then, my confidence was in the gutter. You blossomed while I stayed the same. My sixteen-year-old self couldn’t imagine a world where a woman as beautiful as you could love me. That I loved you so much only made it hurt that much more.”

The heat eased from Zoe’s eyes as she seemed to consider my words. “Are we done with all that bullshit?”

“Yes. I would very much like to move forward, but I still don’t understand why you’re okay sharing me with your sisters. Also, why did you act so jealous if you didn’t care?”

“As for the jealousy question, I missed you and I wanted you first,” Zoe said. “But stupid Bella had to have her own room. In case you haven’t noticed, Bella and I are competitive. I gave her shit about being hands off and for her to stay away, because that’s how we are. There’s more to it though, and it’s probably time someone explained to you what’s really going on.”

“Please, enlighten me.”

“This might upset you, but please, try not to react right away.”

I frowned, suddenly worried. Bella, Mia, and Zoe were keeping secrets? I wanted to be angry, but that would have been really hypocritical of me.

Zoe inched closer until her knees pressed up against my leg. She tucked a lock of her golden hair behind her ear, took my hand in both of hers, and looked me in the eye. “Before I tell you about the pact, you should know the story behind it.”

I nodded and gazed into Zoe’s beautiful blue eyes, trying hard to avoid the direct view down her top she put on full display.

“When I was fifteen, mom took Mia, Bella, and me with her to see a clairvoyant her best friend recommended. This woman was supposedly amazing, and she was always right with her readings.”

“As in someone who can read your future?”

Zoe nodded. “It’s bullshit, right? I felt the same way and I still do about most clairvoyants, but this woman was different.”

“How so?”

“First, she won’t read anyone she can’t connect with. Ms. May, that’s her name, doesn’t claim she can predict everyone’s future, but when she can, she’s like a hundred percent right. I’ve got a million examples, but for now, can we just assume what she says is true?”

“For now, I’ll concede the point,” I said.

Zoe grinned. “Thank you.” She shifted in her seat and squeezed my hand. “First, I want to remind you I love you very, very much.”

She leaned forward to kiss me, and I met her halfway. We traded a quick kiss before Zoe sat back and squeezed my hand.

“When we got there, Bella, Mia, and me sat on Ms. May’s front porch while my mom went in for her reading. To make a long story short, she couldn’t read my mom. Ms. May apologized to my mother and walked her out to meet us. As soon as she stepped onto the porch, she froze and stared at all three of us as if we were sprouting horns. The color drained from her face, and she stood there, for a full minute, without uttering a word.”

“Did Ms. May know your mom or any of you before the meeting?”

Zoe shook her head. “One of Ms. May’s conditions is that she only reads strangers.”

“What happened? Was your mom freaking out?”

“You know Nora,” Zoe said. “She tried to stay calm, but you could see it in her eyes. I’m sure she thought Ms. May saw a premonition of our death or something equally awful.”

I leaned forward, completely engrossed in Zoe’s story. I squeezed her hand and Zoe smiled, seeming to relax a little. “What happened next?”

“Ms. May came out of her trance or whatever it was and insisted on a full reading for all three of us, together and individually. She didn’t even charge my mom anything.”

“Whatever Ms. May saw… did it have to do with me?”

Zoe nodded. “Not you individually, but you as a man.” She let out a breath and continued, “Ms. May said that the three of us had the same soul mate. She had never seen it before in all her years doing readings.”

“You think that man is me?”

Zoe nodded. “Mia and I are one hundred percent sure. Even more so now that Bella has fallen in love with you.”

I sat back, stunned. “I don’t even know what to think.”

“The reason I didn’t tell you I loved you a long time ago was because of Ms. May. I couldn’t imagine not being with you, but at the time, I didn’t see how my sisters would ever feel the same way about you as I did. The thought of losing you made me lose sleep. It made me so sick. My mom was really worried about me. Thank God, it all worked out in the end.”

“I’m glad it’s all out in the open. What about this pact?”

“Ms. May told us that once we found our soul mate, fighting over him would lead to ruined lives. We would never recover as a family, and all three of us would lose you forever.”

“Jesus, Zoe. That’s really heavy. There’s no way I would let that happen.”

“That’s when we agreed and came up with a sisterly pact. We vowed that should all three of us fall in love with the same man, we wouldn’t fight each other. Instead, we would share him fully and completely. We would live our lives together as a family.”

“Then why all the bickering and jealousy?”

“We agreed that until we fell in love with this man, we would live our lives normally and let fate takes it course.”

“Does that mean Mia…?”

Zoe nodded. “Don’t say it. But yes, she does. I would appreciate you letting her tell you herself.”

I stood up from the bench and paced back and forth, thinking. “You’re sure it’s me? Has this ever happened with another guy?”

Bella laughed and shook her head. “You’re the only man I’ve ever loved, dummy. Mia’s scared of guys. Bella’s never been in love either. Not even close. The way she looked today….” Zoe’s welled with tears. “She was radiant, Matt. Bella glowed. I’ve never seen her in love, but it was so obvious, and I’m just so happy for her.”

“Nora knows about this?”

Zoe nodded. “She suspected you were the one a long time ago. Back when we were kids. She always thought it was you.”

That explained why Nora and I shared such a special bond. “Back in the diner. What did she tell you?”

Tears welled in Zoe’s eyes, and a teardrop rolled down her cheek. Her chin quivered as she gave me a watery smile. “She asked if you were the one.”

I recalled Zoe’s words and replayed them out loud. “And you told her — There’s no doubt. I’m one-hundred percent certain.”

I spoke the words more for myself than Zoe before I sagged back onto the bench beside her. That explained why Nora didn’t care which of her three daughters I stayed with or shacked up with. She expected me to love all three of them. Nora was right. I loved them all.

Zoe came up beside me and rested her hand on my shoulder before she squeezed in tight and kissed me on the cheek. “I don’t want to waste another second, Matty. We’re soulmates and we need to get busy living our life.”

I turned around and pulled Zoe into my arms, drawing her close. “What if Ms. May is wrong?”

Zoe crawled onto my lap and squeezed me tight. “What if she’s not?”

I had used the same turn of phrase with Bella and chuckled as I breathed in Zoe’s cinnamon-sweet scent. “Where do we go from here?”

Zoe pulled back and smiled. Her blue eyes twinkled with unbridled happiness. “We go to the beach, silly.”


Chapter four
Beach Body


After a twenty-minute drive, Zoe pulled her convertible VW bug into an empty parking lot fronting a sandy beach and a lake beyond. There wasn’t a soul in sight, including a lifeguard or even a random fisherman.

The beach wasn’t huge, but the lake was. Far off in the distance, speed boats flashed past, but that was it. The lack of fishing boats, pontoon boats, or water skiers might have had to do with a wooded island that sat off the beach, a short swim away.

A slightly dilapidated building that looked like a combination snack bar and check-in desk sat next to the parking lot. A closed for business sign hung inside a window caked with dust.

Zoe killed the engine and turned down the Taylor Swift song, jamming on her car stereo. She swiveled to face me. “Isn’t this place great?”

“Yeah. It’s amazing. How did you find it?”

“Our sorority had an event here three years ago when Bella was a freshman. It’s obviously closed since then, but we come back here all the time.”

I did a quick three-sixty looking for any nearby houses or security cameras but came away empty. “Nobody has ever asked you to leave? It’s trespassing.”

Zoe shrugged. “There’s nobody here. Besides, what’s the worst they can do? Ask us to leave?”

Technically, whoever owned the property could have us arrested for trespassing, but that was unlikely. The place was a walking lawsuit waiting to happen. It was only a matter of time before somebody drowned. But I wasn’t about to douse water on our fun beach trip. Odds were good we wouldn’t have any problems.

“I guess you’re right,” I said. “There’s only one problem. I’m not wearing a swimsuit.”

Zoe’s eyes lit up, and she leaned across the front seat to kiss me. “Don’t worry, babe. I’ve got us both covered.” She reached into her backseat and came away with a beach bag decorated with orange palm trees and stuffed with towels.

She fished inside and came away with a skimpy black bikini and a pair of baggy swim trunks.

“Thank God they’re not Speedos,” I said.

Zoe giggled. “Mia talked me out of the Speedos. She said it was mean.”

“Thank you, Mia,” I said as I took the offered swim trunks from Zoe. “Now we just need to find a place to change.”

Zoe laughed and looked around the empty lot. “What do you mean? We’re all alone.” Before I could stop her, Zoe pushed off her seat just enough to pull her sundress up her body and over her head, leaving her completely topless, wearing nothing but a pair of sandals and white cotton panties.

My head flashed with shock, and I gaped at my lifelong crush as she showed me her bare body for the first time.

It was every inch as fine as I imagined, possibly even better. She had the looks of a pinup girl, supermodel, and Hollywood sex symbol all merged into one petite package of pure sex.

Zoe’s breasts were at least a D-cup, maybe bigger, but the way they bounced and jiggled left no doubt they were born of her own DNA. Not that I didn’t already know that fact. They were round and springy, with puffy pink areolas turned up slightly and capped with thick juicy nipples. Tan lines crisscrossed her chest, leaving her interior flesh, creamy white and utterly forbidden from the legion of men wanting even the faintest peek.

Her tummy was flat and toned, yet maintained a feminine softness that made my mouth water. A diamond stud pierced her navel, and her slender waist flared out into round hips that were neither too narrow nor too wide. More tan lines cut across her hips, leaving behind thin pales stripes that her panties didn’t cover.

My cock lurched in my jeans, and my mouth turned cotton dry. I swallowed the lump in my throat as my heart raced. I willed myself to look away and utterly failed. It was pointless. She was sex personified. A modern day Marilyn with all her sass and charisma. How had this angel fallen in love with me?

I was utterly gobsmacked and sat there frozen while Zoe shoved her sundress into her bag.

Her smile brightened as she seemed pleased by my stunned expression. “Now that’s how a man should look at his lady.”

She scooped up her breasts and pushed them together forming a mound of cleavage so deep and tantalizing, my breath caught in my throat.

“They’re all yours, babe,” Zoe said. “I can’t wait to feel your cock slide between them.”

I tried to speak, but gibberish came out, and Zoe laughed. She leaned over and kissed me, bringing her incredible rack with her.

Without even thinking, I scooped up one of her fat tits and squeezed her warm flesh, savoring her soft nipple as it rolled between my fingers.

Zoe moaned slightly and parted her lips before our tongues twined together.

She tasted like spearmint and bubble gum, and my head swirled deliriously with lust. I deepened the kiss, drawing Zoe’s tongue into my mouth as I kneaded her soft breast, and my cock turned to stone in my shorts.

Zoe reached for my shirt and tugged it up my body before she reluctantly pulled away and guided it over my head. She sat back, her cheeks flushed and her breasts rising and falling with her rapid breaths. She eyed my muscled chest and six-pack abs, and the hunger in her eyes deepened.

“Our first time will not be in the front seat of my car,” she said, seeming to mean the words more for herself than me.

“Sorry. You’re just so gorgeous. I couldn’t resist.”

Zoe leaned forward and ran her hands over my muscled chest and down my abs. She eyed my cock hungrily, locking in on the bulge in my pants.

“You could be a model, Matty.”

“I don’t want to be a model,” I said. “I’ve already got my hands full with you and your sisters.”

Zoe’s happy grin touched her eyes. “Don’t you forget it.” She licked her lips as her eyes once again returned to the bulge in my pants. “Do you want me to help with your shorts?”

Obviously, I didn’t need Zoe’s help to unzip my shorts and take them off, but she seemed to want to do it. “You have a better angle. That makes sense.”

Zoe grinned like a kid in a candy shop. She inched closer and reached for the front of my shorts, licking her lips as her finger trailed over my hard cock.

She was as horny and hungry as I was. My cock twitched, jerking slightly, causing Zoe to lurch her hand back and gaze at me, horrified.

“Oh, God. Matty, did I hurt you?”

How inexperienced was she? I shook my head. “The opposite. I’m super turned on right now.”

Zoe sagged with relief, and a sweet smile replaced her worried frown. “Me too.” She returned her hands to my pants, this time only going for the zipper.

As she manipulated my shorts, her breasts jiggled and bounced, occasionally bumping together as she worked the zipper lower. It was mesmerizing, and my cock thickened until it was hard enough to jackhammer concrete.

As Zoe pulled my shorts and briefs over my hips, I raised myself off the seat before she guided them over my hips and down.

My cock sprang free, and Zoe’s eyes widened as it swayed from side to side like a lamp pole caught in a hurricane. Zoe’s jaw dropped as my cock hovered between us with my shorts pulled halfway down my thighs.

“It’s beautiful,” she said before a smile crept up her face. “That’s all for me.”

Zoe looked up at me, and I nearly melted on the spot. “That’s all for you.”

Technically, it was for Mia, Bella, and her, but there was no reason to spoil the moment.

She reached forward as if to touch it before she stopped and looked up at me for permission.

“Go for it,” I said. “But if you go too far, I can’t promise things won’t escalate.”

Zoe grinned and nodded before she coiled her warm fingers around my cock and gently squeezed. “It’s so warm. I can’t even wrap my entire hand around it.”

Zoe had tiny hands, and I recalled Bella’s words. She said I would split Zoe like a grape. I could only imagine how tight she was.

I relaxed into the seat and enjoyed Zoe’s hand job. “That feels incredible.” Pleasure flowed up my cock and spread through the rest of my body.

Zoe gently stroked my cock, taking care not to hurt me. “Are they normally this big?”

Her words caught me off guard. How inexperienced was she? “You’ve never seen one before?”

Zoe studied my face for a long moment as she played with my cock. “No. Well, not in real life. There’s porn or whatever, but your penis is the first real one I’ve seen face to face. Matty, I’m a virgin.”

My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe my ears. “You must have had plenty of opportunities.”

“They weren’t you,” she said.

It was then I truly got just how much my absence in her life must have hurt her. “I’m sorry I haven’t been here for you, Zoe. I love you so much, and I’ll spend every day trying to make it up to you.”

Zoe blushed and averted her gaze, paying her full attention to the massive cock gliding through her tiny little fist. “You’ve already said you’re sorry. Just never do that again, okay?”

She looked up at me, and I nodded. “I promise.”

Zoe skewered her face up in confusion. “Why are you leaking?”

She had forced a bulb of clear pre-cum from my tip and leaned over to study it. “I thought cum was white?”

“It’s clear at first when I’m heavily aroused. That’s not really cum.”

Without warning, Zoe lowered her mouth to my tip and sucked it up, smacking her lips together with satisfaction.

It was quick, but when her lips touched my cock, an electric jolt of lust spiked in the back of my brain practically short circuiting me.

“Yummy. You taste like pineapple.”

I didn’t want to tell her that Bella said the same thing. What we were doing was already weird. There was no need to hurt her. “I’ll take your word for it.”

She released her grip from my cock and sat up straight. “We better get changed before someone rolls up on us.”

“Do you see other people here often?”

“Sometimes.” Zoe raised her hips up off the seat and guided her tight white panties over her hips and down her legs.

I eyed her pussy, and Zoe smiled at me, turning slightly to give me a better look.

“I’m super wet. Can you tell?”

Like the rest of her, Zoe’s pussy was perfection in the flesh. She had a thin tight slit with a hint of pink peering out to greet the world.

I licked my lips greedily and eyed her wet, glistening pussy. “I can tell, and I can’t wait to taste you.”

“Not right now,” she said. “I’m all sweaty.”

She wasn’t sweaty at all. Even if she was, I would love every second. She was a fucking dime and smelled like manna from heaven. But there was a time and a place for everything. Now wasn’t the time to go cave diving on Zoe Monroe.

I stripped off my shorts the rest of the way and put on my swim trunks while Zoe did the same with her bikini. Zoe grabbed the beach bag, and we climbed out of the car and headed for the beach.

Zoe’s beach towel was, unsurprisingly, pink, and mine was blue. We set them up on the sand side by side until they formed a beach towel blanket. She set up her speaker and tuned it to her Spotify play list before we broke out the sunscreen.

Zoe let me rub her down, which resulted in another massive hard-on and me sliding my fingers under her top, where I massaged her bare breasts.

After years of fantasies and pent-up sexual frustration, it was nearly impossible to keep my hands off her. She seemed to feel the same way and took her own liberties with my cock while she rubbed me down both front and back.

We spent the next thirty minutes catching up. It honestly felt like not a day had passed since we were best friends. Zoe was the easiest person in the world to talk to, and our conversation was effortless. I asked about Zoe’s media major, and we discussed the friends she had made at school. Finally, the subject of Mark came up.

“By the way, where’s Mark? How come he’s not blowing up your phone?”

Zoe sighed. “He went home to pick up a few things. He’s coming back tomorrow. You had to bring him up?”

“Sorry. If it’s still a sore subject, forget I asked.”

Zoe turned to me, stretching out on her side while she propped herself up on one elbow to look at me. “It’s not that. I just feel bad for him. After what he’s been through, when he finds out about us, it will crush him.”

“And you can’t go on forever pretending you have feelings for him.”

“I have feelings for him,” she said, somewhat surprising me. “As a friend, I mean. We’ve never even kissed.”

“He seems like a great guy. Maybe we can steer him toward one of your friends.”

Zoe’s jaw dropped open as if the thought had never entered her mind. “That’s a great idea. I even know just the person.”

“Who?”

“One of Mia’s roommates. Not Heather. A girl named Kasey has the hots for Mark and she’s beautiful. She’s also very sweet and smart.”

“Let Operation Mark begin,” I said.

Zoe smiled, and I could almost see the gears turning in her head.

“By the way, what’s the deal between Bella and Heather?”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “Don’t get me started on Heather. She’s the girl you have to look out for. When she comes for you, promise you’ll tell me?”

“After what happened at the party, I don’t see that happening.”

“I wouldn’t put it past her.”

“Bella acted like Heather started World War Three just by dancing with me.”

“That’s because Heather stole Bella’s boyfriend a couple of years ago.”

Another puzzle piece snapped into place. That explained Bella’s reaction. “What happened? Bella won’t talk to me about it.”

Zoe shifted closer, as if someone might hear even though we were utterly alone. “Heather and Bella used to be best friends. Bella is Heather’s big. They did absolutely everything together.”

I got most of what Zoe said, but one term left me scratching my head. “What’s a big?”

Zoe giggled. “Sorry. That’s sorority jargon. When you first join a sorority, we match each girl up with a sophomore who they’ve clicked with. They act as a mentor and help the girls get to know everyone else. It’s super common for girls to form deep, lifelong friendships with their bigs.”

I had more questions but didn’t want to derail the conversation. “Got it. So, Bella was Heather’s mentor.”

“Correct,” Zoe said. “It’s way deeper than that, but you get the gist. Heather and Bella were as close as I am to my sisters.”

“Wow. I didn’t realize. No wonder Bella didn’t want to talk about it.”

Zoe sighed as if frustrated. “I still don’t understand why Heather even put herself in the situation to let it happen. Her true colors showed, and I don’t completely buy her cover story either.”

I wasn’t so sure I agreed with Zoe’s analysis. From the little interaction I had with Heather, she looked genuinely horrified after Bella shoved her away from me. She didn’t seem manipulative, but what did I know?

It also justified Bella’s actions during the party. She must have freaked out, thinking the same thing was happening to her all over again.

“Now that you know about Heather and Bella’s friendship, I’ll explain what happened. It was Bella’s sophomore year, and she was dating this guy, Kevin, something or other. Anyway, Bella dumped the guy and, like, two days later, she caught Heather making out with him in Bella’s room.”

I waited for Zoe to finish, but it seemed like that was the story in its entirety. It sounded fishy as hell. “Why did Bella break up with the guy?”

“He was a total dick. You know the type, super controlling, jealous. He thought he was some kind of alpha male.”

I frowned. “How long did Bella date him?”

Zoe scrunched her nose as if thinking. “I don’t know. I’m not even sure they were ever exclusive. Still, Heather broke girl-code. She stabbed her best friend in the back. It turned into this huge war.”

“Yet Mia is still friends with Heather? Something doesn’t add up. Why isn’t Bella pissed about Mia being friends with Heather?”

“Mia claims it’s all a huge misunderstanding, and that Kevin was the one who came on to Heather. I have to admit Heather’s story tracks. Heather told Bella that Kevin came on to her and she was the victim.”

“Did Bella believe her?”

“I mean, we all knew Kevin was a prick, and yes, Bella believed her. By then, the damage was done and their friendship never recovered. I think in the back of Bella’s head she’s not sure what to believe.”

“That’s too bad. Do you think there’s a chance they can rebuild their friendship?”

Zoe shrugged and sighed, averting her gaze as a look of guilt settled onto her face.

“Zoe, what’s wrong?”

She looked up at me and seemed determined to get something off her chest. “If I tell you something, can you promise not to tell anyone? Not even Mia, and especially not Bella?”

I was more than curious and immediately agreed. “It’s in the vault.”

Zoe nodded and took a moment, as if gathering her thoughts. “I’m totally Team Bella, which is why I hate Heather, but she’s really cool once you sit down and talk to her. I wish we could be friends.”

Zoe’s voice trailed off at the end, her voice tinged with guilt. She looked ashamed of herself.

I crowded closer and pulled her in tight. Zoe held me in her arms, and we hugged as I rubbed her back and said, “There’s nothing wrong with liking Heather. It sounds like a huge communication breakdown. It was Kevin’s fault it happened at all. You know about Bella’s pride.”

“That’s what Mia says.”

“Do you want me to talk to Bella?”

Zoe nodded. “I’d like that. Thank you, baby.” She left a trail of kisses up and down my neck. “I love you so, so much.”

Zoe drew away just enough to gaze into my eyes before we leaned into each other and kissed. It started slowly and quickly escalated.

We deepened the kiss and explored each other’s mouths, tongues and lips flying. I grabbed Zoe’s breast and squeezed, feeling her nipple harden as my cock rose in my swim trunks.

Zoe ground up against me, churning her hips against my rapidly hardening cock. She cupped the bulge in my swim trunks and moaned into my mouth as I reached behind her back and went to untie her bikini top. That’s when the rumble of an engine sounded in the distance.

Zoe and I broke off our hot and heavy make-out session, then sat up and turned around.

An open-topped Jeep full of teenagers rumbled to a stop beside Zoe’s bug. Hip hop music, cranked at full blast, blew a hole in our quiet serenity. It was two guys and two girls, roughly sixteen or seventeen years old.

Zoe huffed. “They have an entire parking lot, and they have to park right next to me?”

“It’s a big beach. Hopefully, they avoid us and aren’t completely obnoxious.”

Any hope of that quickly faded. They climbed out, bringing with them their beach bags, towels, a cooler, and a massive portable speaker that required both guys to carry.

“And we’re fucked,” I said.

The girls came before the guys, setting up right beside us as they locked their eyes on me.

Zoe inched closer to me and tossed her leg over my midsection, clearly marking me as off limits. She gave the girls an icy stare and placed her palm flat atop my chest. “Those bitches can put their eyes right back in their head.”

If I got that bent out of shape every time a guy had checked out Zoe, I would have had my ass beat a thousand times over. Still, it felt good that she wanted me all to herself.

The boys came after them and they locked eyes on Zoe. They didn’t even try to look away. One guy lowered his sunglasses and mouthed the words, “Damn, she’s fine as hell. Dude, check her out.”

It turned out there was no need as his friend tripped in the sand while ogling Zoe and nearly dropped the speaker.

The girls looked back at their boyfriends, seeming not too happy with the direction of their eyeballs.

I didn’t blame the guys. Zoe was drop-dead gorgeous. So long as they stayed in their lane, we wouldn’t have a problem.

“Maybe I should put on my t-shirt and shorts,” Zoe said. “Those guys are creepy as fuck.”

“I’ve got a better idea,” I said. “As long as you don’t mind getting wet.”

“I’m hot anyway,” Zoe said. “Let’s do it.”

We gathered up our belongings and stowed them in Zoe’s trunk. She gave me a waterproof case with her car key inside that I strapped to my wrist, before we walked hand-in-hand toward the water.

By that time we reached the lake, the speaker boomed with rap music, and the kids had broken out the beer and the booze. The guys paid more attention to Zoe than their dates and seemed ready to invite us to their little party.

Neither one of us had any interest. Zoe latched onto my hand with both of hers, pressing in close as she used me to shield herself from their view.

“Those guys totally cock-blocked me,” Zoe said.

We stepped ankle deep into the lake water, and I laughed, then leaned over to kiss her. “Thank God you don’t have a cock. I’d be in big trouble.”

Zoe giggled and deepened her hand hold. She looked up and melted me with her big blue eyes. “I, on the other hand, am really glad you have a nice big juicy cock for me to lick, love and fuck.”

My cock lurched in my swim trunks as Zoe flashed me a wicked grin. I couldn’t wait to be alone with her. It seemed like the world kept throwing obstacles in our path, but I was determined to take our relationship to the next level.

I nodded toward the wooded island, sitting in the middle of the cove. “Have you ever swam out to that island?”

Zoe shook her head. “We normally just party on the beach. I guess I can’t blame those kids. My friends and I do the same thing, but they just ruined our vibe. Maybe it’s a good thing. I would have totally had sex with you.”

My heart lurched, and I whirled on Zoe. “You’re serious?”

Zoe smiled. “Don’t worry, baby. We’ll have our chance. I didn’t want our first time to be on a public beach, anyway. And if those kids rolled up five minutes later, they would’ve caught us with our pants down.”

I set aside my disappointment and rejoiced, knowing that Zoe and I were officially together. “How much time do we have before we leave for the concert?”

“About an hour,” Zoe said.

“We’ll explore the island, and if it’s a bust, we’ll drive into the city and get some ice cream before the show. How does that sound?”

Zoe grinned happily and perched on her tiptoes before giving me another kiss. “It sounds perfect.”

We splashed ahead into the water, leaving the teenagers to their party. The swim took less than ten minutes before Zoe and I sloshed onto the sandy shore, hand-in-hand.

We turned around and gazed back at the beach.

“I can barely hear their music,” I said.

“This is much better,” Zoe said and smiled, looking like we were back on track. “Let’s go explore.”

Dripping wet, we walked up the small beach, littered with driftwood, sticks and leaves, before coming on a path that led into the woods.

“Watch your step,” I said as we traipsed through the grass, avoiding the rocky outcroppings.

Zoe tiptoed behind me, clinging on to my hand as she hopped between soft patches of grass.

The path wound through a cluster of trees and ended at a blackened fire pit surrounded by soft sand and six low-to-the-ground beach chairs. Sunlight filtered through the thick forest canopy and the sounds of chirping birds rose above the distant bass beat of hip hop music turned up way too loud.

“Oh, wow,” Zoe said. “This is so cool. I wonder if anyone can use it?”

I led Zoe by the hand onto the soft sand surrounding the fire pit and stopped to peer into the ashes.

“It looks fresh.”

Zoe came up beside me and held my hand tight as she peered around the woods. “There’s nobody else out here. It’s really peaceful.”

“Other than the droning bass beat?”

Zoe giggled. “Except for that.”

“I see nothing else worth exploring,” I said before I licked my lips and settled my gaze on Zoe. “Well, I see one thing definitely worth exploring.”

Zoe rolled her eyes and giggled. “You’re so cheesy. Let’s not go back just yet.”

I grinned. “What do you have in mind?”

Zoe peaked around my shoulder and eyed one of the beach chairs. “Those look pretty new. I wonder if they could support both of us?”

I turned around and followed her gaze. “Only one way to find out.” I led her across the sand and sank back into one of the beach chairs. It held my weight just fine, and I patted my lap, smiling up at Zoe. “Come tell Santa what you want for Christmas.”

Zoe giggled as she squeezed the water from her golden blonde hair, then sank down onto my lap. She straddled me as she rested her knees on the sand on either side of my hips. “It’s actually really comfortable.”

My cock reacted, instantly hardening, as Zoe’s wet breasts jiggled right in front of my face. Her hard nipples, cold from the lake water, pierced her thin top, and I slipped my fingers inside the back of her bikini bottoms, palming her bare ass.

Zoe wriggled her hips and smiled as she ground my cock against her pussy. “I feel your penis getting hard.”

I buried my face between her breasts and kissed the insides of each of Zoe’s creamy, majestic breasts. “It’s about to get a lot harder.”

Zoe ran her fingers through my hair and pumped her hips, churning my cock as she shoved her breasts deeper into my face until I was motorboating her. “What kind of girlfriend would I be if I let my handsome boyfriend walk around all backed up?”

I unlatched my death grip on Zoe’s tight little ass and ran my hands up her back. When I reached her bikini top, I gave the string a sharp tug until it popped loose. I backed up just enough to remove Zoe’s top. “Oops. Did I do that?”

Zoe giggled and pulled off her top before dropping it onto the sand beside us. Her breasts popped free and jiggled slightly as she shifted her weight on my lap. “Such clumsiness.”

She wore nothing but her black bikini bottom with my hard cock pressed between her thick, toned thighs. Zoe’s puffy pink nipples swayed before me, and I couldn’t resist. I palmed Zoe’s ass and ground her against my cock as I inhaled one of her nipples, areola and all. I slid my tongue across her sweet flesh and nibbled, drawing Zoe’s nipple between my teeth before sucking her buttery soft breast into my mouth.

Zoe moaned with pleasure, grinding her hips as she ran her fingers through my hair and pressed me closer. Her breast bulged outward on either side of my face while I went ham on her nipple.

Zoe continued grinding my cock as she ran her fingers through my hair and whispered, “You love my breasts, don’t you, baby?”

I could only nod as I lost myself in her twin treasures. After fantasizing about Zoe for so many years, I was finally living out my dream. I switched breasts, popping her nipple into my mouth as I withdrew one hand from her as and clamped down on her free breast.

“Wait until you get me pregnant,” Zoe said. “You won’t be able to leave the house.”

My head flashed with a surge of primal desire. The thought of impregnating Zoe left me reeling. I doubled my assault, going all out on her chest as Zoe moaned with pleasure.

I sucked her nipple into my mouth and swirled my tongue over the swollen tip before gently nibbling and starting all over again with the other.

Zoe’s moans turned louder, and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair, grinding my cock harder and faster. “Baby, I want you to fuck me so bad.”

I kept up the intensity, squeezing, sucking and pulling, bringing my other hand around to assist. I pressed my face between Zoe’s breasts and flattened them against the sides of my face, exploring every undiscovered niche of flesh I had for so long craved.

Without warning, Zoe shuddered in my lap. The grinding stopped and goosebumps flashed across her chest. “Oh, fuck. I’m coming.”

She sat on my lap moaning as her body contracted three times, then she sat back, pinning her hands to my knees as she panted for breath.

Her heavy breasts jiggled and bounced, glistening with my saliva as locks of her half dried hair floated over her face. Her blue eyes blazed with primal lust, and she breathed in and out, wearing a huge grin on her face.

“Well, that’s a first,” she said.

I caressed her inner thighs as I held her gaze. “What’s a first?”

“I’ve never come just from grinding. Usually, I have to use a toy on myself to finish.”

“I’d like to take credit for the assist,” I said, returning her smile with one of my own.

“Baby, you get one-hundred percent of the credit. Everything about you turns me on. Your smell and the way kiss me. Don’t get me started on your firm hands, holding me close and safe. Your voice drives me crazy and God, your eyes. Even when you just look at me, I get wet.”

Zoe sat up and held my face in her hands. “You make me a whole person. The day you walked back into my life, everything clicked into place. Ms. May was right. We’re soul mates. Do you feel it too?”

I agreed completely, but words couldn’t convey the love in my heart. “Your thirteenth birthday,” I said.

Zoe frowned at me, confused but curious. “What about my thirteenth birthday?”

“That’s the day I knew you were my soul mate. We were in your backyard for your birthday party. Your mom made you one of the homemade box cakes you love so much. It was a vanilla cake, which, of course, is your favorite. It had pink icing and a little mini-statue of a diva on top, singing into a microphone. We were on your deck, with all of us sitting around that big glass table you had before we got the round one we have now.”

Zoe placed her hand on my chest, searching my face as she hung on every word. “I remember.”

“We swam that day, and your hair was half wet and half dry, kind of like it is right now. You wore this crazy leopard patterned bikini with a pink hair clip holding your hair up into a messy bun.”

Tears welled in Zoe’s eyes. “How do you remember all that?”

“We sang happy birthday to you and the moment you went to blow out your candles, your face lit with pure joy. As long as I live, I’ll never forget the look on your face. My heart swelled with love. At that moment, I knew with utter certainty that I loved you. I’ve never stopped loving you for a single day since.”

Zoe’s chin quivered, and she wiped away the tears welling in her eyes. “You never told me any of that.”

I grabbed Zoe’s rear end and pulled her close until we came face to face. I pressed my forehead against hers and gazed into her eyes. “Does that answer your question?”

Zoe nodded and laughed. “You’ve loved me that whole time?”

“Zoe, I think about you every hour of every day. Saying I love you, doesn’t cut it. It’s deeper and way more complex. Sure, it’s love, but you fill every moment of my life with pure joy. You are my breath.”

Zoe gave me a watery smile and nodded. “Good answer.”

We laughed, and I pulled Zoe into a hug. She held me tight and kissed me behind my ear. After a long moment, she spoke. “When we move into my mom’s new house, I know I’ll have to share you with Mia, but can you live out of my room with me? I loved you first. It’s only fair.”

I gave Zoe’s ass a playful swat. “I don’t know. You’re really messy.”

Zoe sat back and glared at me. “I am not messy. Mia’s the slob. Not me.”

I laughed and held up my hands. “I’m joking. Of course, I’ll live out of our room, putting an emphasis on our.”

“Right. Our room. But I get to choose the color palette.”

I laughed. “You brat. I’m not living in a pink room.”

“What’s wrong with pink?” She folded her arms over her chest, causing her bare breasts to jiggle invitingly. “Real men love pink.”

I rolled my eyes. “Zoe, don’t make me paddle you.”

Her eyes lit up, and she grinned mischievously. “In that case, I will paint our room pink. Let the paddling begin.”

I reached up and squeezed her breasts before taking her nipples between my fingers. “Don’t think I’m above a titty twister. A naked titty twister has gotta hurt.”

Zoe gasped, feigning outrage. “Matthew Parker, you wouldn’t dare.”

I squeezed her nipple, and my cock twitched. There was no hiding my arousal. “No pink.”

Zoe seemed to notice the massive problem between her legs and shifted her body back, giving my cock some space to grow. She traced the outline of my throbbing cock with her finger. “I kind of left you hanging, didn’t I?”

I let go of her nipples, and her breasts bounced back into place. “It’s not like I didn’t have fun.”

Zoe shook her head and slipped off my lap, where she kneeled between my parted legs. “I won’t be a selfish lover. Especially not with you.” She reached out and grabbed hold of my swim trunks on either side of my hips. “Lift your hips.”

I did as she asked and Zoe lowered my swim trunks until my cock popped free, achingly hard and swaying in the open air.

Zoe tossed my trunks on the ground beside her bikini top. She moved forward and scooped up her breasts, immersing my cock in her warm, velvety soft flesh.

White-hot arousal blazed in the back of my brain. “Shit, Zoe. That feels amazing.”

Zoe grinned up at me and then gazed down at my cock as she slid it up and down between her heavenly mounds. The tan lines crisscrossing her chest added extra fuel to the fire and pleasure rippled up and down my spine.

Zoe leaned over and licked my tip, causing me to groan with pleasure. She spit on my cock and used the saliva as lubricant, letting my cock glide effortlessly through her world-class cleavage.

My wet cock sloshed through Zoe’s cleavage, growing hotter by the second as waves of pleasure pulsed through me.

“You love my tits, don’t you, baby?”

Zoe’s sweet voice sent a massive spike of lust pulsing through my cock, and it twitched, bucking wildly, yet remained nestled in her deep cleavage. I never took my eyes off of her angelic face and it only took a moment to feel a massive orgasm brewing in my balls.

I groaned a response and Zoe stuck out her tongue, gliding my tip onto the little pink runway as her eyes remained focused on mine.

“Fuck, Zoe. I’m gonna come,” I said.

Zoe leaned in, drawing my tip into her mouth while she sealed her lips around my shaft. Her tongue flickered over my knob, pushing me over the edge.

I erupted violently, shooting a massive load of cum into Zoe’s mouth. Zoe sucked and licked, taking it all in as I churned my hips, sliding my cock back and forth along her tongue, shooting load after load into her mouth, until nothing remained.

Zoe drank down every drop even as I collapsed back into the beach chair. She came forward on her hand and knees, sucking and licking my cock, cleaning me until nothing remained. She swallowed every drop and only seemed satisfied after a thorough examination.

Zoe stood before me, her eyes locked on my half-hard cock. “Feel better?”

“Much,” I said and sighed in satisfaction.

“That should at least get us through the concert. After that, you’re taking my virginity. I lived with this curse long enough.”

I pushed to my feet, finding my legs weren’t quite up to the task. “Curse?”

Zoe giggled and steadied me before affirming her words. “You heard me right. I want to fuck, but I’ve wanted no one but you. I’m tired of using my toys when I’m fantasizing about you. Do you think you can handle me?”

I laughed. “Zoe, nobody can handle you, but I’ll die trying.”

She nodded her approval and picked up my cock. “I might regret those words. This massive cock might split me like a grape.”

I grinned. “It’s funny you mention that.”


Chapter five
Fort Zoe


Zoe and I spent the rest of the afternoon and evening on a magical first date. We had ice cream and walked the downtown streets hand-in-hand. The concert was the culmination of a weeklong street festival. Zoe and I explored the various vendors, going from tent to tent, soaking it all in. Thankfully, we experienced no more roadblocks or distractions.

The outdoor concert took place in the middle of a closed off intersection. We found a place to sit far enough from the music that we could hold a conversation without raising our voices. We left the crowd and the music in the background while we focused entirely on each other.

I had blown off more freshman orientation activities than I attended, yet I wouldn’t have had it any other way. There was no way the new student experience compared with a day-long date with Zoe Monroe.

We turned our phones on silent and tucked them away, choosing each other over the outside world. The date was everything I imagined and only confirmed our mutual feelings. There was no going back. Zoe couldn’t pretend she was with anyone but me, and I didn’t want her to. We no longer cared who saw us kiss or hold hands. We were coming out as a couple and taking Mia and Bella with us.

As we walked back to the sorority, Zoe’s eyes glimmered as if she couldn’t wait to tell me something. “So, I kind of have a small surprise?”

“The good kind, I hope,” I said.

Zoe nodded. “You’ll love it. I promise.”

“Okay? When are you going to drop this surprise on me?”

“When we get back to the sorority,” she said. “First, I want to hop in the shower to wash the day off. Then I’ll make sure the coast is clear to sneak you into the cold air dorm. After that, I’ll swing by Bella’s room to pick you up.”

“You really want to go through with the cold air dorm sleepover?”

“Definitely. That’s part of the surprise.”

“It will be nice when we don’t have to sneak around anymore. How does your mother feel about our sharing the same bed?”

“Knowing her, she’ll want to share a bed with you, too.”

I stopped Zoe and turned her around to face me. “Can you repeat that? We’re talking about Nora Monroe?”

Zoe giggled. “Let’s just say that you may have three soulmates, but that doesn’t mean we’re the only Monroe women with Matt Parker on our mind.”

My jaw dropped. “Are you implying that your mother wants to sleep with me?”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “Isn’t it obvious?”

“That doesn’t creep you out? She’s married to your dad.”

“It’s a dead bedroom,” Zoe said. “Mom tells us girls everything. She’s more like our big sister than our mom. Maybe you can cheer her up when Mia and I aren’t around?”

I stared at Zoe, totally floored. Was this for real? “Our little harem is growing stranger by the second.”

“Or don’t,” Zoe said. “It’s up to you. I’m speaking for Mia and Bella when I say that my mom isn’t a threat to any of us. We want to see her happy. That’s all.”

“Zoe, absolutely nothing has happened between Nora and me.”

“Never say never.” Zoe perched on her toes and gave me a quick kiss. “Enough about my mom. Come on, I want to show you my surprise.”

We reached the sorority, and I entered through the back door while Zoe went through the front. Bella was gone for real this time, presumably out with her friends like she had told me earlier that morning.

Following Zoe’s lead, I took a quick shower and dressed in a t-shirt and shorts. After ten minutes of checking my phone and responding to texts from Bella, Nora, and Mia, a soft knock sounded on Bella’s door.

I tucked away my phone, crossed the room, and opened the door.

An exuberant Zoe popped up on her toes and dragged me into a quick kiss. “The coast is clear, but we have to be quick.”

She wore a gray tank top and a pair of extremely short, form fitting black yoga shorts. The tank was loose and revealed a metric fuck ton of cleavage. Her braless breasts swayed under the top and revealed cleavage, via the low-cut top and the sides that dipped down to her rib cage. She was more or less topless. The thing barely covered her breasts, and her thick nipples poked through the cotton material, leaving very little to the imagination.

“What happens if we get caught?”

“I’ll get in huge trouble.” She grinned, seeming not the slightest bit concerned. “That’s what makes it so exciting.”

If things got too hot, she could lie low at Nora’s house with me. “Alright. I’m in your hands.”

Zoe clapped excitedly. “Yay.” She grabbed my hand and pivoted, pulling me down the hallway toward the back stairwell. “When we go through the cold-air dorm, be as quiet as possible and don’t talk.”

How would this even work? Zoe clearly wanted to have sex with me, and she hadn’t exactly been quiet when we had fooled around on the island. “I can’t talk to you or make any noise for the rest of the night?”

She whirled around, popped on her toes, and kissed me again. “Trust me. It will be fine.”

Without waiting for me to object, she dragged me down the hall and up the stairs. Zoe stopped at every landing, making sure the coast was clear. We climbed two more flights of stairs before we reached the cold air dorm.

As the name implies, the massive room was cold as fuck. Not to mention dark. Tiny LED floor lights provided a path through the rows of bunk beds, and thankfully, since the night was young, I didn’t think there would be too many girls asleep at the moment.

We tiptoed down the corridor, with Zoe leading me by the hand the entire way. She had showed me her bunk before, but I didn’t remember how to get back to it. If I had to get up and go to the bathroom in the middle of the night, we would have a problem.

Eventually, she led me to the far back corner of the floor, and I got confused. Had Zoe moved her bed? We reached the last bunk bed shoved up into the furthest corner of the room. The top bunk was empty and heavy curtains or a thick blanket of some kind, wound around the space between the upper and lower bunk, completely closing it off.

Zoe turned around and pressed her finger to her lips, signaling for me to be quiet. I nodded, and she leaned over and unfastened the mechanism holding the curtain closed.

Zoe slid the curtain open, revealing a pitch black gap just large enough for me to crawl inside. The interior looked spooky as hell, but Zoe motioned me in while she scanned the other bunks.

As quietly as I could, I climbed into the bunk, wondering if I would ever come back out alive. The interior was pitch black, but at least Zoe’s comforter was super plush and cozy.

I waited patiently while Zoe climbed in after me and somehow, shut and latched the curtains in the pitch black darkness. I wanted to say something but held my tongue and waited.

Zoe crawled across the bed, ruffling sheets as she went. I couldn’t see my hand in front of my face, let alone Zoe. A moment later, the wait ended.

A shocking burst of colored lights lit the interior of Zoe’s lower bunk like the Rockefeller Christmas tree. Strands of multi-colored lights lined the curtains and upper bunk, layering Zoe’s white comforter and sheets with a kaleidoscopic of dazzling colors.

My jaw dropped, and I turned around, taking it all in. It was an impressive display of engineering that threw me back to the years where Zoe and I would make indoor forts with blankets, sheets, pillows, and whatever else we could get our hands on.

“Surprise,” Zoe said, raising her voice loud enough for me to hear without shouting.

I whispered, “Can I speak?”

“Yes but keep it to a whisper. These curtains are both sound and light dampening. What do you think?”

I gazed around the space and soaked it all in. There were the lights, but that wasn’t all. At the foot of the bed, there were shelves filled with snacks, books, and her iPad. “This is the most rad indoor fort you’ve ever built. I love it. It’s so cozy. It’s like a little retreat from the world. We should name it Fort Zoe.”

Zoe beamed, clearly overjoyed by my praise. “I know, right? Mia gave me the idea for the curtains. We just put the whole thing together two days ago.”

“The light doesn’t escape? What about the sound?”

Zoe shook her head. “I can’t play loud music or anything like that, but we can totally watch movies on my iPad, and nobody can hear anything. And it’s completely black from the outside.”

We were still stuck in a single sized bed, but I doubted Zoe would give me any space even if we shared a king.

“We can do movie nights in here,” I said, grinning as I took it all in. “Just you and me like we used to.”

Zoe nodded exuberantly. “I thought the exact same thing. It’s our own personal retreat. We can suck, fuck, then watch movies together while we share some snacks.”

“I may not get past the part where we fuck,” I said. “We have a lot of making up to do. How close are your nearest bunk mates?”

Zoe giggled and inched closer to me, causing her beautiful breasts to jiggle under her extra loose tank top. “That’s the best part. This entire section of the cold air dorm is empty. None of the girls wanted to sleep alone, so we’re good just as long as nobody catches you coming or going.”

“And nobody will come knocking on your screen in the middle of the night?”

Zoe shook her head. “Total silence.”

“We have no distraction of any kind? Just hours of you and me?”

Zoe grinned and nodded. “Hours and hours of alone time. I wonder how we’ll fill it?”

I leaned in for a kiss and Zoe met me halfway. Our lips met, and we pressed closer, opening our mouths just enough for our tongues to flicker together and away again, teasing and testing.

I took Zoe by her shoulders and drew her close as I shifted around to get a better angle, never taking my lips off hers.

Zoe melted into me, deepening the kiss as she found my tongue and drew into her mouth. She ran her hands down my chest and grabbed hold of my shirt before guiding it over my head.

We broke the kiss as Zoe took off my shirt, and my cock throbbed, hardening in an instant, fully aroused and ready to roll.

Zoe’s golden hair flowed over her shoulders, and wisps of errant blonde locks framed her exquisite face. Her vivid blue eyes simmered with heat, and she licked her lips as her eyes searched my chest.

“How do you do this to me?” Zoe asked as she shook her head and sank back on her heels tucked beneath her.

I thought I knew what she meant. “You do it right back to me times a million.”

Zoe shook her head. “Impossible. Can I tell you something without weirding you out?”

I stretched out my legs, placing them on either side of Zoe where she sat between them, looking at me. “Fort Zoe is a safe place. You can tell me anything and it won’t weird me out one little bit.”

Zoe nodded, but a hint of uncertainty remained in her eyes. “Here goes.” She took a breath and exhaled slowly before looking into my eyes. “Matt, I think about you constantly. Like all the time. I imagine our wedding and what our kids will look like. I think of names for our kids, and where we can go together on vacations. Then when I’m actually with you and you touch me….” She shivered, and her nipples visibly hardened. “It’s fucking electric. The feeling is so intense that I might go through physical withdrawal without your hands running over every inch of my body. I don’t even know why I’m telling you this. I guess it’s so that when you catch me looking at you a certain way, you know where it’s coming from.”

That was intense, and a small part of me worried Zoe could go stalker crazy if we ever split. But I knew her well enough to know that her confession came from a place so deep and locked away it took a monumental leap of trust to expose herself with something so intimate. If I ever did anything to hurt her, it would leave a permanent scar. Not that I planned on ever leaving her.

I picked up Zoe’s hands. “Come here. You’re too far away.”

Zoe smiled and crawled onto my lap, straddling me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist, then gazed into my eyes. “You can’t even know how much I love you.”

My cock throbbed where Zoe’s pussy pressed up against it. I searched her beautiful face and tucked an errant lock of her golden blonde hair behind her ear. “Sometimes words just aren’t enough. I know, Zoe. I feel it too. You’re safe with me. Our hearts are home.”

Zoe’s eyes welled with tears, and she pulled me into a giant hug. “How did I get so lucky?”

“I’m the guy who’s holding the winning lottery ticket,” I said. “I should call my dad and thank him for sabotaging my dorm assignment.”

“For real. Just think, we get to live together forever from now on.”

“What if I snore?”

Zoe giggled. “Then you can sleep on the couch.”

I pulled Zoe into another hug. “I love you, Zoe.”

We came away from the hug and kissed, sweet and slow. When we came away, Zoe gazed into my eyes.

“I want you to make love to me,” she said.

“I don’t have a condom. Are you on birth control?” I asked.

Zoe shook her head. “I’m not on any birth control. I will be soon, though.”

“So, I’m pulling out?”

Zoe shook her head. “I’m in a safe time of the month, but it’s up to you. I want to feel everything. Especially you finishing inside me.”

My head flashed with desire, and my cock jerked, bucking wildly where it throbbed against Zoe’s pussy.

Zoe smiled teasingly. “Someone is very excited. Do you like the idea of shooting your massive load into my tight little pussy?”

Arousal spread through me like a California wildfire. “Very, very much.”

“Good, because I’m soaking wet,” Zoe said. “I have been all day, dreaming of this moment.”

She ground her pussy against my cock, and I palmed her ass, cursing the clothing between us. Zoe moaned softly and came in for a short, intimate kiss. When she came away, she locked her eyes on mine. “I want to make love to you just like this.”

I reached for Zoe’s tank top and pulled it over her head, letting her beautiful breasts spring free. They bounced and jiggled as I scooped one up and gave it a full, firm squeeze. “Take off your shorts.”

My voice came out husky with a hint of command and Zoe crawled off my lap just long enough to remove her shorts, leaving her completely naked. Without my asking, Zoe crawled forward and pulled off my shorts while I lifted my hips for the assist.

My cock sprang free, and relief flooded through me.

Zoe crawled back to my cock, meeting it face-to-face. She gave my tip a kiss and a lick. “I can’t believe all of that will fit inside me.”

“Someday you’ll have our baby and that’s way bigger. It will fit.”

Zoe smiled up at me. “See, I’m not the only one thinking about our babies.”

“To get a baby, first we need a lot of practice.” I gazed between Zoe’s breasts dangling under her chest and eyed her sweet, tight pussy. “But first things first. I want to taste you.”

Zoe smiled as a spark of thrill touched her eyes. She reclined on her back, and the glowing multi-colored lights decorated her body like gift wrapping. She parted her legs, presenting herself to me.

Zoe Monroe lay stretched out before me, completely naked and ready for me to take her virginity. She was my Mount Everest, but she was way more than a mere conquest. I wanted her by my side every day, and her body was a legitimate wonderland. Now she had the lights to prove it.

My cocked reacted, twitching as it bucked up and down like an untamed stallion. “Damn. You’re a ten course meal plus dessert all rolled into one pixie perfect package. Merry fucking Christmas to me.”

Zoe giggled and shifted her hips, spreading her legs wider as if to show off her pussy. Her eyes twinkled with happiness. “You’re crazy.”

I crept forward on my knees and ran my palms along Zoe’s inner thighs, savoring her smooth flesh. A thin pink strip of her labia appeared between her legs and primal hunger roared in my depths. “God, baby. You’re so fucking perfect.”

Zoe shuddered and a rash of goosebumps flashed across her stomach and chest while her fat nipples swelled before my eyes. “That tingles.”

I frowned, confused. “You mean when I run my hands down your thighs like this?” I caressed Zoe’s inner thighs, coming dangerously close to her pussy.

Zoe shuddered again and writhed under my touch, moaning softly as she looked up at me. “I love it when you touch me.”

Her nipples had doubled in size, along with her areolas. They puffed up and rose above her milky white breasts.

She was like a damn ready to burst. How would she react when I licked her clit? There was only one way to find out.

I stretched out onto my stomach and got into position, placing my palms high on Zoe’s inner thighs. I came face to face with her pussy and licked my lips while my mouth watered. “Baby, if this is too much, just tell me to stop, okay?”

“Okay,” she said.

Her tone was soft and laced with uncertainty. I dipped my head low and moved closer. Zoe’s pussy was soaking wet, and her juices flowed down her labia and dribbled over her tiny puckered asshole.

I started with a simple kiss on her pussy and Zoe moaned so loud I worried someone might hear while a flood of wetness came rushing out of her pussy. She was so wet that I worried she might ruin her sheets. Neither one of us wanted to sleep in a wet spot.

I didn’t want to make Zoe feel bad about being so wet, so I kissed my way up her thigh, under the guise of giving her a moment. That’s when I grabbed my t-shirt and placed it carefully under Zoe’s ass.

Did I mind having Zoe Monroe’s essence soaked into my t-shirt? Absolutely not. I might even enshrine it. The thought brought a smile to my face as I resumed my position and got into place.

Zoe reached down and ran her hands through my hair. She twined her fingers tight and brought up her legs, resting her calves on my shoulders.

I started slowly, licking up and down her pussy, tasting her for the first time. She was as sweet as I imagined, and I wanted so much more.

Zoe’s breathing intensified, and she raised her hips off the bed, grinding my tongue as I slipped my tip into her warm, wet labia.

I sucked her pussy, pulling her inner lips into my mouth, and Zoe exploded with a massive orgasm.

She tried to stifle her moans and mostly succeeded. She pressed her pussy deeper into my mouth and wrapped her legs around my head, squeezing my face between her thighs.

I had barely started, and her juices flooded my mouth. I lapped it all up, licking and sucking up every drop until Zoe relaxed, although she rocked with the occasional aftershock.

She panted for breath, loosening her death grip around my head just enough so I could hear.

I came off her pussy, giving her a slight breather, kissing and licking her inner thighs before I asked her, “Can I keep going?”

“It’s really intense,” Zoe said. “That’s the hardest I’ve ever come.”

That was a shame. I had barely even licked her. “We have all the time in the world. We can always come back to this later. You’re more than wet enough to handle me.”

“Okay. I think I’d like that,” she said.

I carefully removed Zoe’s legs from around my head and sat up straight. She pushed herself up on her elbows and her eyes locked on my cock.

“Come here, baby,” I said and opened my arms for Zoe to crawl onto my lap. “This is how you wanted to do it, right?”

Zoe climbed onto my lap and drew herself up against me. She settled her wrists on my shoulder and ran her fingers up the nape of my neck to play with my hair. She coiled her legs around my waist and inched forward on my lap.

“When you take my virginity, I want to look into your eyes,” she said. “I’ve dreamed about this moment a million times.”

My hard cock rested against her tiny sliver of a pussy and reached to her belly button, where it rested flat against her tummy. We glanced down at it together and Zoe giggled.

“It’s massive,” she said.

I rested my palms on Zoe’s ass and gently squeezed while my cock twitched. “If it’s too much, we can do other stuff besides sex.”

Zoe’s eyes widened in horror, and she vehemently shook her head. “No. I want to feel you inside me. Your penis won’t get any smaller, and I’m never having sex with another man. It’s time.”

“Fine. Just making sure.” I leaned in and gave Zoe a reassuring kiss.

Zoe ran her fingers through my hair and pressed up against me and came in for another kiss. We parted our lips and deepened the kiss. Zoe drew my tongue into her mouth and ground her hips, rubbing my cock against her warm, wet slit. Her nipples flared against my bare skin and her breasts bulged outward. My cock twitched, leaking pre-cum like a broken faucet. It smeared Zoe’s tummy, leaving a sticky streak as it slipped and glided between us.

I cupped one of Zoe’s breasts, filling my palm with her warm soft flesh, and teased her stiff nipple. I lost myself in her honey-sweet scent, soft tongue, and quiet moans. A kaleidoscope of colors lit up our bodies in our private magical fantasy world.

Zoe opened her eyes as she sucked my tongue between her lips. She ran her hands along my shoulders and down my muscled chest as she shifted her hips and ground her bare pussy against my throbbing manhood.

Exquisite pleasure wrapped me in a fuzzy blanket of orgasmic ecstasy. There was Zoe, and everything else faded away. My cock pulsed like a drumbeat. After six years of praying for this moment to arrive, it had finally arrived, and I ached to be inside her.

Zoe released my tongue and pressed her forehead against mine, gazing into my eyes. “Make love to me, Matty.”

Without another word, Zoe pushed herself up on her knees and leaned forward, letting my cock slide beneath her. Her big round breasts pressed against my chest and her golden locks cascaded over my shoulders.

My heart beat so hard and fast, I felt it pound in my ears. My head spun wildly with exhilaration, and for a moment, I thought I might pass out. The dream of all dreams had become a reality. The girl I loved more than anyone in the world loved me back, and we were on the brink of changing our relationship forever.

I took my cock and dredged the tip along Zoe’s soaking wet slit, making certain she was ready to take my massive cock. “Baby, this is gonna hurt, but the hurt will fade. After that, it will feel amazing.”

“Okay,” Zoe said. “I trust you.”

“I’m going to put it in. You can come down on it as slowly as you want.”

“I love you, Matty.”

“I love you too, Zoe Peaches.”

Zoe kissed me high on the neck and ran her tongue around the outside of my ear as her warm breath curled down my neck.

I slipped my cock lower until it caught in her entrance and dipped inside. Pleasure pulsed through my cock, and it throbbed in my hand before I let it go. In a moment, Zoe would feel my cock throbbing inside her. The thought left me reeling.

“Okay, baby. Whenever you’re ready,” I said.

Zoe inched lower and moaned as I watched my cock split her tight pussy apart. Her body trembled, and she dug her fingers into my shoulders as lowered herself.

Zoe paused with my cock barely inside her and her pussy squeezed my cock so tight it felt like she might rip it off.

Zoe cried out before she cut it off and buried her face in my shoulder. “Oh my God, Matty. It hurts so fucking bad.”

I caressed Zoe’s back and kissed her shoulder blade. “Stop here a second and get used to it.”

Zoe sucked in a slow, deep breath and took a moment to compose herself. Then she looked me in the eye and inched lower, taking me halfway inside her.

Her face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and pain, and she bit her lower lip as if trying to stifle a scream. She paused, clinging onto my shoulders as she looked at me. “Why are you as big as a fucking horse?”

I grinned and my cock strobed inside Zoe’s pussy, pushing back against the resistance as I felt her loosen moment by moment. “You’ll love it soon enough.”

Zoe furrowed her brow and gazed down at my cock, buried halfway inside her. “How does Bella fit this thing inside her?”

A feeling of guilt washed through me, even though Zoe made it clear where things stood. “Maybe now isn’t the best time to talk about your sister.”

Zoe giggled. “Sorry. You’re right. That’s weird.”

I ran my hands over Zoe’s tight little ass and grabbed hold, resisting the urge to thrust upward. She was even tighter than I imagined, but the death grip from a moment ago had eased. Now she was just insanely tight. Still, the pleasure was beyond belief, and it took every ounce of self-control I had not to go balls deep.

“Come off it and then take it back inside you,” I said. “Repeat that a few times.”

Zoe giggled. “You mean I should just fuck you?”

I laughed and couldn’t deny her logic. “Yeah. I guess that’s what I’m saying.”

Zoe held onto my shoulders and came off my cock, before sliding back down and taking me a little deeper.

I groaned as a wave of pleasure washed over me. “Fuck. That feels amazing.”

Zoe chewed her lower lip and gazed into my eyes as she bobbed up and down on my cock, taking me deeper each time. Her eyes swam with pleasure as I watched the pain recede.

My cock was absolutely flooded with her wetness, and Zoe moaned as she took the last of me inside her. She sank down onto my lap and her body quivered as a rash of goosebumps sprouted across her chest.

Zoe rested on my lap and arched her back as she sucked in a slow breath and gazed into my eyes. “Oh God, Matty. You were right. Your cock feels so fucking good.”

My cock thrummed inside her, pulsing with a heartbeat I knew she felt. I scooped up Zoe’s fat breasts and squeezed them together as I plumbed my cock inside her, slow and deep.

We locked eyes and moved in rhythm, fucking each other in perfect synchronicity.

“You’re officially no longer a virgin,” I said.

Zoe rocked on my cock, coming off it just enough to get some space before she came back down and ground me deep. “The way you’re stretching me out. Just, oh my God, fuck.”

Zoe rocked forward and backward, moaning as her chest and hips moved together in sinuous waves. The bed let out a rhythmic creak of protest that Zoe didn’t seem to notice or care about.

I palmed Zoe’s ass, a hand on each cheek, and guided her motion as we fucked slow and deep. Her big beautiful breasts swayed in front of my face, and I leaned forward and latched onto her fat nipple.

The pleasure escalated, and an orgasm simmered deep in my loins. My head buzzed with her honey scent, sweet moaning voice, and the warmth of her body pressed up against mine.

I released Zoe’s nipple and shifted my weight, moving her into a better position, giving me just the right angle to go deeper. I pressed down on her hips while I thrust upward, grunting softly as I bottomed out, my cock throbbing with pleasure.

Zoe gazed deep into my eyes and, without warning, her body spasmed and she sucked in a sharp breath. Two more quick spasms followed, then a flood of wetness soaked my cock.

“Fuck,” she said, panting for breath as she took a moment and pressed her head against my forehead. “That was intense.”

I caressed her ass and churned my cock in her warm, buttery depths. “That was fast.”

Zoe leaned forward and peppered my lips with a brief series of kisses. “The way you looked at me sent me over the edge. Your eyes get me every time.”

I groaned and buried my face behind Zoe’s ear, finding her lobe with my lips as I fucked her harder and deeper. I inhaled her sweet scent, and my head swam. “Your voice is an aphrodisiac.”

Zoe wrapped her arms around me and matched my pace. “I love this so much. We need to fuck every day when we move in together.”

Again, her sweet, innocent voice hit a pleasure sensor buried deep in my brain that I didn’t know existed.

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

Zoe whispered in my ear, “That’s okay, baby. We have all night.”

I paused with my cock rapidly throbbing in her inner depths, and I fought back an urge to come. She was too beautiful and the intimacy too palpable. But I didn’t want to come until I made her come again.

Even after I paused, Zoe kept grinding, which didn’t help. I pulled my face from her hair and neck, disconnecting myself from her erotic scent. It barely helped.

But the brief respite reeled me back from the edge. I brought one hand around and cupped Zoe’s breast, letting her nipple slide between my fingers as I resumed fucking her slow and deep.

Zoe pulled on my shoulders and drew me in tight, leaning in for another tongue-fueled kiss as she picked up speed, grinding me harder and faster.

I pulled her tongue into my mouth and grabbed her ass with both hands, lifting her up as I thrust into her.

The bed let out low rhythmic creaking sounds but didn’t rise high enough to cause us to worry. Zoe moaned into my mouth, which helped stifle the noise while her breasts swayed together, clapping when they met.

We picked up the pace, fucking faster and harder. Zoe pressed forward, pushing me deep inside her with every thrust. She broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes with her mouth opening, panting for breath.

“Fuck, Matty. I’m coming.”

Zoe’s eyes washed over, and her body shuddered as she looked into my eyes. Her pussy spasmed with rapid-fire bursts, clenching and releasing my cock as her body went rigid.

I released the mental floodgates, no longer holding my orgasm at bay. A massive spike of orgasmic ecstasy flooded my brain, and my vision swam. I pinned my cock deep inside Zoe and grunted as I released a massive load of white-cum deep into Zoe’s virginal womb.

Zoe locked her legs around my waist and pinned herself down, shifting her hips forward and backward, milking my cum as her orgasm ripped through her.

Again and again, I came, firing unending salvos of sticky cum, reeling under the overwhelming pleasure. I couldn’t hold back my moans, and neither could Zoe. We came together and kissed as we let it all go.

I spasmed twice more, looking Zoe in the eyes as I emptied two more loads before my orgasm faded. Zoe and I remained together, kissing with reckless abandon. We were all tongue and lips, licking and sucking while Zoe kept grinding, milking the remnants from my twitching cock.

Several minutes later, we broke off the kiss, trailing a line of saliva between our lips. Zoe’s eyes shone hazily with lust, and she looked ready for round two.

“Can we do it doggy style? Then after, straight missionary?” Zoe asked.

I laughed. “Give me a minute to recharge.”

Zoe giggled. “Right. Sorry.”

She slipped off my lap and my cock came free, dragging a thick line of cum in its wake. Zoe sat back on my poor t-shirt and parted her legs as we both gazed at her ravaged pussy.

She shifted position slightly to give us both a better view while her breasts jiggled as they settled into place. A pearl of cum filled her hole while another thick line streaked her inner thigh and yet another disappeared into her ass crack.

“You came a lot,” she said, looking up at me with pride. “It felt amazing. Just like you said. And when you came inside me, that only made my orgasm hit harder.”

“We should discuss birth control,” I said.

Zoe nodded. “Mia and I are getting IUDs next week. We already booked the appointment together.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Mia too?”

“Oops, forget I said that. I keep forgetting that you guys aren’t active.”

She said it with such casual nonchalance it blew me away. “You’re sure you’re okay with all this harem stuff?”

Zoe looked at me, confused. “You know about Ms. May. Why wouldn’t I be? Are you having second thoughts? For years we’ve prepared, knowing this was our path to happiness. I’m thrilled for Bella, Mia, and even my mom.”

“Just checking,” I said. “I’m more than happy with our arrangement, but why do you keep bringing up Nora?”

Zoe giggled. “I told you about her dead bedroom. At this point, she and my dad are roommates. I doubt he would even care. You can fill a void in her life with no strings of commitment. My mom doesn’t want to be in our harem. She wants to feel desired.”

“I’m pretty sure your mom doesn’t see me that way.”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “Fine. But if something happens, just go with it. I’m good and so are Bella and Mia. You don’t even have to tell us a thing. It can stay between you and my mom. Just keep anything between you and Nora away from Luke. But he knows all about Ms. May, even if he thinks we’re all crazy.”

“Zoe, you have my cum leaking down your leg, and you’re talking to me about having sex with your mother. This is beyond weird.”

Zoe giggled. “We already entered weird. Why not just put all our cards on the table? Do you find my mother attractive?”

“Of course I do. I’m not blind.”

Zoe shrugged. “There you go. Have at it, and if you want to fill me in, I would love the juicy details. The same goes for my sisters. Please hold nothing back. It’s not healthy for our long-term survival in this crazy mixed-up harem.”

“Is it wrong that I don’t want to share you, Mia, or Bella with any other guys?”

Zoe’s eyes widened, and she looked horrified. “No. You’re mine and I’m yours. There’s no straying outside of our little family. Not for you or for me.”

I exhaled with relief. “Now we just have to do something about Mark.”

Zoe’s eyes glimmered. “About that. I think we should set up a double date.”

I grimaced. “With you going as Mark’s date? I hate that, Zoe.”

Zoe leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, smiling happily. “Don’t worry, baby. I have a plan. You’ll be going with Mia’s roommate, Kasey. Leave the rest up to me.”


Chapter six
Man of the House


The next morning, Zoe and I arrived at Nora’s new house. Zoe’s clothes, shoes, and a variety of what she deemed essentials filled every nook and cranny both inside her car and in the trunk. She was truly moving in with me.

We rolled up Nora’s tree-lined street in Zoe’s VW Bug until we reached the address she sent us. The house was a quaint cottage style architecture, set back from the street in a ritzy, upscale collegiate neighborhood. This wasn’t your typical student rental house. This was the kind of neighborhood reserved for tenured professors or the local elite.

I parked Zoe’s car in Nora’s spacious driveway. Mia and Bella’s cars were already there, and Nora messaged me earlier that morning, informing me she was picking up Luke.

Massive oak trees dominated the front yard, leaving the lawn bathed in pure shade. A walkway from the driveway to the front door meandered through a flower bed alive with hostas, daylily, and peonies. A quiet breeze floated through the canopy high overhead, inspiring a feeling of serenity that seemed foreign to a busy college campus.

So much ritz, yet I could walk to class from Nora’s place without breaking a sweat.

I killed the engine and grabbed the key. “This place looks incredible.”

Zoe leaned over and gave me a quick kiss. “Come on, babe. Let’s go check out our new bed.”

We climbed out of the car and, hand-in-hand, made our way up the sidewalk. Without missing a beat, Zoe pushed open the front door and walked inside.

“We’re here,” Zoe said, raising her voice loud enough to carry through the house.

Nora popped around the corner from what looked like the kitchen, smiling radiantly. She strode toward us with her arms open wide. “Welcome home, my beautiful babies.”

Nora’s breasts bounced inside a black sports bra that barely held her massive breasts. Creamy white cleavage bulged from the top and my eyes locked onto her scintillating flesh like a homing beacon. A pair of matching yoga pants ensconced her hips and lush rear end. The brunette knockout looked more like a graduate student than the mother of four adult children.

No matter where I looked, I couldn’t fight the blush creeping up my neck.

Nora gave Zoe and me each a quick hug and drew back, taking us both in. “You two look like the couple of the year. Zoe, I swear you’re glowing. I take it the date was a success?”

Zoe grinned and picked up my hand. “We are together. It’s official.”

Nora clapped her hands, and her eyes danced with unabashed joy. “Wonderful. It’s long overdue. Come on kiddos, I’ll show you to your room.”

Nora led us from the entryway into the family room. Giant horizontal window panes dominated the rear wall, overlooking a fenced-in backyard with a pool and hot tub.

“Baby, we need to do the hot tub ASAP,” Zoe said, her voice bubbling with enthusiasm.

Nora turned around and smiled. “I’m glad you like it. I thought we could have a pool party this weekend. You kids can invite some of your friends.”

Zoe pumped her fist. “Yes!”

I grinned and shook my head. “Here I thought I would spend my first year holed up in a dorm room.”

Nora giggled. “Not on my watch.” She motioned toward the kitchen. “The kitchen leads to the pool, but the bedrooms are this way. Follow me.”

“Where’s everyone else?” I asked.

“You’re about to find out,” Nora said.

Nora led us down a short corridor that split off in two directions, with a bathroom straight ahead.

“You kids will share this bathroom. The bedrooms are in either direction.”

I noticed the rest of my luggage sitting in an orderly line in the hallway outside the bathroom. The faint sound of voices came from the bedroom nearest the back of the house.

Nora seemed to notice my gaze and jumped in to offer an explanation. “Since Mia and Zoe are at odds with the roommate situation, I wasn’t sure where to put your luggage.”

“Matty’s luggage goes into our bedroom,” Zoe said. “We’re sharing.”

Nora gave Zoe a worrisome look. “You two shouldn’t fight over Matthew’s time. Maybe you should talk to your sister first?”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “Fine.”

“Sort it out while I show Matthew the rest of the house,” Nora said. “Then you can start unloading your things.”

Zoe turned to me, perched on her toes, and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “Enjoy the tour.”

I had a feeling the house tour wasn’t about seeing the rest of the house. Nora wanted to talk to me alone.

Nora led me from the back of the house and into the kitchen. “The fridge is fully stocked. Obviously, help yourself to anything. You are officially part of our family, so please let me spoil you a little.”

“You know I won’t turn down free food,” I said.

Nora smiled at me as if she was considering something. The moment passed, and she seemed to move on. She pointed toward the glass-paned, French double doors. “The pool is that way, but I’ll show you the upstairs first.”

Nora led me out the back side of the kitchen, where we arrived at the laundry room, which doubled as a utility closet. Outside the laundry room, a stairway ascended to the second floor.

“My bedroom is this way,” Nora said, leading the way.

I followed close behind and locked eyes on her succulent, heart-shaped ass. As she climbed the stairs, her hips swayed from side to side hypnotically, exuding a femininity that left me spellbound.

We arrived upstairs with my cock stirring in my shorts. That was no easy feat considering Zoe and I had sex three times the night before and again earlier that morning.

“Welcome to the primary suite,” Nora said.

The entire upstairs was a massive bedroom. The king-sized bed looked like a postage stamp in the cavernous room. More French doors led to an expansive deck that overlooked the pool. The space even had its own gas fireplace and sitting area.

Nora showed me her bathroom, which was bigger than Bella’s combined room and bathroom. There was a massive walk-in shower, a separate jacuzzi bathtub, and the floor had heated tiles. There were even his and her sinks on opposite sides of the bathroom.

“It’s like you’re on a permanent vacation,” I said.

Nora considered me for a long moment. “The next four years will probably be the most eventful time of our lives.”

I shifted uncomfortably, not sure what to say. “I should probably help Zoe unpack her clothes.”

“You’re sweet, Matthew. But before you go, we should have a talk and clear the air.”

I swallowed the lump rising in my throat and nodded. “Okay.”

Nora took my hand and led me to the seating area in front of the dormant fireplace. We sat across from each other, and Nora crossed one leg over the other, smiling sweetly.

I shifted in my seat while dread percolated in my gut.

“Relax, Matthew. This isn’t the inquisition. Zoe messaged me. You know about Ms. May and the pact.”

It wasn’t a question, but I nodded, waiting for the hammer to fall.

“You probably think we’re crazy to pin our lives on the words of some old woman. I would too if I were in your shoes.”

I chuckled nervously. “The thought crossed my mind.”

Nora nodded. “Did you know that Ms. May gave us not only your name but the month and year you would fall in love with my daughters?”

My jaw dropped. “My full name?”

“Just your first name, but I think it’s quite telling. So far, everything she’s ever predicted about our family has come true. I’m not talking broad generalizations either. I mean specific details and timelines. When we have the time, I’ll show you. It’s all written in my journal going back years.”

“Zoe didn’t mention a journal.”

“The girls and Luke don’t know everything. Not even my husband knows everything.”

The implication of her words shocked me. What was in that journal? I cleared my throat. “Does Jim know about the, uh… pact?”

“He knows all about it. At first, he thought we were all crazy until the predictions started coming true.”

“What else came true?”

“Ms. May predicted you would move into our house, and Jim would take you under his wing. There’s more, but I don’t want to spoil what happens next.”

“Mr. Monroe is okay with me dating Zoe, Bella, and Mia?”

“He wasn’t at first, obviously. But after he got to know you, he came to terms with the circumstances and even embraced it. To quote him exactly, he said it was better to have one solid son-in-law rather than three dipshits.”

I laughed, and Nora smiled. “Needless to say, you’re an intricate part of our family. I’d even call you the cornerstone of the next generation.”

“I’m not sure about all that,” I said. “I’m only nineteen.”

“We’ll see. But there was another reason I wanted to talk to you alone.” Nora uncrossed her legs and leaned forward in her chair, lowering her voice. “It’s the role you play in keeping them all happy.”

“Oh?”

“Bella and Zoe are very competitive. You’ve seen that on display for their entire lives. They’ll fight over access to you, and even worse, they will try to sideline Mia. I love them all dearly, and they know the disaster that awaits should they exclude one another for your attention. They aren’t malicious, it’s just in their nature. You can’t fight who you are deep in your bones. I’m most worried about Mia and how she capitulates to the whims of her sisters.”

“That’s a problem, but why are you telling me? I can’t control Zoe and Bella.”

“You need to take a firm hand,” Nora said, laying it out on the table. “Don’t let Bella and Zoe dictate what happens in your little quartet. Be Mia’s voice when she won’t speak for herself.”

Nora had a point. Last night, when I took control in bed, Zoe not only capitulated, she seemed eager to do so. I had a feeling that Bella would also welcome a firm hand.

I nodded and sighed. “I’ll do my best, but that’s asking a lot.”

Nora shook her head, being unusually firm for the normally docile housewife. “That’s not good enough, Matthew. I need you to promise me. You are the man of the house. What you say goes. It’s critical to all our futures.”

Man of the house? Was she serious? And what did she mean by all our futures? Was she including herself in that mix? If she needed me to be the man of the house, then I would be. “I promise I won’t let you or any of the girls down. Under this roof, what I say goes.”

Nora smiled and exhaled, sinking back into the chair. “Thank you, Matthew. You don’t know how much that means to me. I’ll sleep a lot easier knowing you’re here to guide us.”

Us? Nora was holding back on me. “There’s one more thing. It’s about Ms. May.”

Nora nodded. “I’ll answer what I can, but I’m afraid to reveal too much.”

“Zoe mentioned that Ms. May couldn’t read you. That’s bullshit, isn’t it? What aren’t you telling us?”

Nora’s eyes widened, and her cheeks flushed bright red. She had a terrible poker face, but I already knew that. “That falls strictly in the need to know column. Right now, you don’t need to know.”

Nora stood and held out her hand. “Come on, baby. I have a feeling you’ll need to break up your first fight.”

Nora and I made our way to the first-floor bedroom, where we found the door open. Bella and Zoe were arguing.

“All I’m saying is to flip a coin,” Zoe said. “It’s only fair.”

“Then you should have arrived sooner,” Bella said. “Mia already claimed this room.”

“Just because we got here a few minutes later doesn’t mean we should lose out on this room.”

Nora and I moved to the doorway, where we found Zoe and Bella standing in the middle of the room, arguing. Luke sat in the desk chair, surfing his phone, clearly uninterested in the argument. Mia leaned back against a pair of French doors that opened onto the pool deck. The worried frown on her face spoke volumes.

Bella barked out a laugh. “We? Who’s we?”

“Me and Matt,” Zoe said. “We’re sharing a room.”

Bella looked at Mia, practically begging her to intervene. “You’re going to let her get away with this?”

“It’s not that big of a deal,” Mia said. “Zoe can have the room. I just want to be with Matt the same as you and Zoe.”

Zoe turned on Mia. “Nobody is saying you can’t be with Matty. Did you hear me say those words? This is about the room.” She turned back to Bella. “This isn’t even your business.”

Luke noticed our arrival and looked up at his mother. “Can you please make them stop? I just want to move their shit inside in so I can go swimming.”

This was exactly what Nora meant. But stepping in was easier said than done. I had taken a backseat my whole life, but if this was going to work, they needed me to lead.

Nora was about to say something when I grabbed her wrist and held her back. I stepped into the room and the conversation stopped. “Mia, can you explain to me what’s happening?”

Bella started to speak, “Zoe — “

I raised my hand, cutting her off. “Bells, I love you, but I’m asking Mia.”

Bella folded her arms over her chest and fumed while Mia’s face brightened with hope.

Mia stepped forward. “When we got here, we checked out the bedrooms and Bella said I should pick this one because it opened to the pool. The other bedroom doesn’t.”

Bella shot Mia a look of indignation. “Thanks for throwing me under the bus. It was your idea, too.”

Mia gave her sister a worried look. “I won’t lie to Matt.”

Zoe grinned with satisfaction, clearly pleased to see Bella called out. “See? Mia doesn’t even want the room.”

I stared down Zoe, and she clamped her mouth shut. “Mia never said she didn’t want the room.”

Mia perked up and nodded. “That’s right. I never said that.”

Bella and Zoe looked at me as if waiting for me to decide.

“I have an idea,” I said, drawing a quarter from my pocket. “I’ll flip a coin. The winner can either choose the room or having me as their roommate.”

Luke laughed. “Dude, no offense, but I’d choose the room every time.”

I ignored him and gazed back and forth between Zoe and Mia, waiting for them to agree.

Bella jumped in and said, “I think — “

Another stern look at Bella cut her off mid-sentence. “Bella, please?”

Bella fumed and glared at Zoe. “Fine. Whatever.”

Zoe nodded. “I guess that’s fair.”

“Agreed,” Mia said.

“I’ll flip one time. Mia, you call heads or tails.”

Mia nodded, and I flipped the coin.

“Heads,” Mia said a moment before the coin landed on the back of my hand.

I covered it and stepped forward while the girls crowded around. Zoe had her fingers crossed, and Mia smiled with excitement.

I uncovered the coin. “Tails.”

Before I could even finish the word, Zoe spoke. “I choose Matty.”

Bella snorted a laugh, and Mia smiled. “I choose this room.”

“Finally,” Luke said. “Now, can we unpack the damn cars?”

Nora stood in the doorway, beaming with pride, while Luke and the girls started for the door. I took Mia’s hand and held her back, letting the others go.

Mia stopped and faced me, frowning with worry. “Is something wrong?”

I leaned in and kissed her on the lips, letting it linger a moment before I kissed her again, then backed off just enough to look into her eyes. “I wanted to ask you out on a date.”

Mia’s face brightened, and she nodded. “I would love that. There’s a yoga class tomorrow.”

I shook my head. “Yes, I’ll go with you to yoga class, but that’s not what I’m talking about. I want to take you on a proper, day-long date. Maybe we’ll even spend the night somewhere. Just you and me.”

Mia wrapped her arms around me, and I folded her into my arms.

“I would love that,” she said.

Out of the corner of my eye, I glimpsed Nora smiling at me from the hallway. She placed her hand on her heart, then turned on her heel, leaving me alone with Mia.

“I have something in mind, but is there anything you would like to do?”

Mia shook her head against my chest. “I just want to be with you. I don’t care what we do.”

“Also, the whole picking a room thing doesn’t mean I’m sleeping only with Zoe. We don’t have to decide anything right now, but I hope, whenever you’re ready, you’ll let me sleep with you just as much as Zoe or Bella.”

She tightened her grip and pulled me even closer until her Nora-sized breasts bulged against my chest. I ran my hand down her back and patted Mia’s ass before leaving my palm there.

“I want to be with you the same as Zoe and Bella,” Mia said.

“Good. Then it’s settled. Let’s go. I’ll help you move in your stuff.”

Mia stepped back just enough to perch on her toes and give me an extra-long kiss on the lips. “Thank you.”

The rest of the day passed peacefully, and the girls even got along, laughing together. We swam in the pool and tried out the hot tub. Nora ordered pizzas, and the girls and I pitched in to make a salad.

Around dusk, Luke asked Bella to take him back to campus, and I walked them to the car before giving Bella a lengthy and very passionate kiss good night. When I came back into the house, I found Mia and Zoe together at the kitchen table, whispering conspiratorially. Nora stood at the sink, rinsing off dishes.

When they noticed my arrival, Zoe and Mia stood and each gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.

“We’re leaving,” Zoe said.

Nora turned around and frowned. “I thought you were staying the night?”

Mia shook her head. “Zoe and I have another car load to bring over. We’re going to the sorority to pack up. We’ll be back in the morning.”

Mia turned to face me. “Yoga class start at nine, so be ready to go by eight-thirty.”

I leaned in for a kiss. “I’ll be ready.”

Zoe bounced up and came in for a kiss and hug. “I love you, baby. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

With that, the girls left, leaving me alone in an empty house with Nora Monroe.


Chapter seven
Bold Move


Nora stood at the kitchen sink, rinsing off the dishes and loading them into the dishwasher. Water droned from the faucet, occasionally interrupted by the clang of silverware or the rattle of a plate.

I stood beside the kitchen table, gazing at the stunning mother of four while her words from our earlier conversation played in my head. She told me to be bold and decisive. That I needed to take a firm hand, but one phrase resonated above all else. She said I needed to be the man of the house. My gut told me that the phrase didn’t just apply to her daughters.

Zoe had all but insisted that her mother was in to me. In my wildest dreams, I never envisioned a scenario that would let me unlock the final boss, the queen of the MILFs. She was a married woman, and I respected her husband. He had been like a father to me. Would I really repay that debt by making a move on his wife?

But what about Ms. May’s prophecy? Nora knew far more than she told the girls, and in her own words, even her husband didn’t know everything. Nora had invested her time, emotional energy, and now her money into my budding harem. Other than her daughter’s well-being, what was her end game? She was involved just as much as Zoe, Bella, and Mia, if not more so.

Fuck it. There was only one way to find out. Such a bold move might spell disaster for my chances with any of the Monroe women. But what if she didn’t reject me? What if she was into me just like Zoe said? The implication made my legs buckle. The payoff was worth the risk.

Throwing caution to the wind, I started for Nora when her words nearly made me trip over my own feet.

Nora glanced over her shoulder in my direction. “Baby, can you bring me those salad bowls?”

My heart beat so hard and fast I felt like my chest would explode. My temples pounded in my ears, and my stomach churned with a horde of wild butterflies. I tried to steady my breathing as my pulse ticked higher, so I wouldn’t sound like an out-of-breath freak when I answered her simple request.

“Sure,” I said, eking out the one word response.

With wobbly hands, I grabbed the few remaining dishes off the kitchen table and started my trek across the kitchen

Nora wore her silky raven hair back in a ponytail that teased at the top of her shoulders. Her sports bra bulged outward on either side of her chest, unable to fully contain her milky white breasts. She had the ass of a twenty-five-year-old and her yoga pants hugged every tantalizing curve.

As I covered the distance, my cock pulsed in my shorts and rose. Primal lust sprung from the well deep in my soul, and a maternal craving burned through the last vestiges of fear holding me back. I arrived over Nora’s right shoulder and placed the bowls and dirty silverware on the counter beside the sink. My hands trembled so hard I was sure Nora would notice, and I swallowed the lump in my throat.

“Thank you, sweetie,” Nora said without turning to face me. “How does a movie sound? There’s a new comedy out I know you’ll love.”

My heart pounded like a war drum, and I licked the dryness from my lips. It was now or never. Instead of answering her, I slid up behind Nora and wrapped my arms around her slender waist. I dipped my nose in behind her ear, inhaling her honey sweet scent and kissed her high on the neck just behind her ear, then whispered, “The movie can wait.”

Nora dropped the dish in her hand, and it clattered into the sink. She let out a sharp gasp, and her body reacted as a rash of goosebumps blossomed along her neck and shoulders.

Nora reached for my hands but didn’t remove them. Instead, she drew my arms around her waist as she folded back into me. I felt her ass press against my cock as it thickened, turning rock hard. She opened her neck to me, moaning softly as she caressed my fingers, cupping her slender waist, and welcomed me home.

That was all the confirmation, I needed. I slid one hand up her taut tummy, then cupped her massive breast through her sports bra. I gave it a firm squeeze and felt her nipple stiffen while my head spun with delirious lust. Her scent drove me into a frenzy as I kissed my way up her neck, licking and sucking until I arrived at her ear and teased her earlobe with my tongue. My warm breath flowed over her neck and inside her ear, causing Nora to moan louder as she pressed her ass back harder, forcing my throbbing shaft into the contour of her ass crack.

Nora quivered in my arms and ground her hips, dredging my stiff cock up and down her ass crack. Wild ripples of pleasure raced up and down my spine, igniting the years of pent-up lust I had for my best friend’s mother. Nora’s chest rose and fell in rapid succession, and her breath caught in her throat. She swiveled around in my arms and looked up to meet my steely gaze.

Nora’s eyes blazed with a fiery need and showed not a hint of hesitation. There was no guilt or shame behind those vivid blue eyes, only carnal desire. She wanted me as much as I wanted her.

Nora drew me into a kiss, instantly parting her lips as we devoured each other, hot and hungry. She brought her leg up and wrapped it around my waist, pulling me tight as she ground up against me.

Our tongues were everywhere, slipping and sliding over lips and teeth as her warm breath collided with mine. She tasted like the minty herbal tea she had after dinner and her honey sweet scent reminded me so much of Zoe, I nearly lost myself.

I mauled her breasts, kneading them in both hands while I pushed them together. Her milky white cleavage bulged above her sports bra and my cock throbbed between her legs.

Nora pulled at my t-shirt and guided it over my head, breaking our kiss only long enough to yank it over my head. Her hungry eyes took in my muscled chest, and her nostrils flared. She ran her palms over my pecs, then drifted lower, tracing the contours of my six-pack abs while she sucked my tongue into her open mouth. Her eyes registered with a feral, untamed lust that I hadn’t seen in Zoe, Mia, or Bella.

She drew back just long enough to search my face before pulling me back in for a kiss. She slid her open fingers through my hair as she opened her mouth wide and sucked my tongue in deep.

My head flushed with dizzy desire, and my stomach flashed with butterflies. I palmed Nora’s ass and scooped her up.

Nora moaned into my mouth and coiled her legs around my waist, where she locked her ankles and ground my cock into her pussy. She pulled herself tight up against me, clinging to my neck and shoulders as she lost herself in our kiss.

My cock lurched in my pants, pulsing so hard viscous pre-cum leaked into my briefs, leaving them soaking wet. An urgent need to fuck Nora flared in my head. Nothing else mattered.

With Nora’s arms and legs wrapped around my body, I wheeled her around and walked her over to the kitchen table. I shoved aside the salad dressing bottles and an empty pizza box, before settling Nora back onto the tabletop.

We broke the kiss and Nora gazed up at me, chest heaving and eyes shining with lust. A smile tugged at her lips before she locked her gaze on the telephone pole protruding from my shorts.

It was all the invitation I needed. Without another word, I tugged Nora’s yoga pants over her hourglass hips and yanked them down her legs while Nora assisted, kicking them free of her ankles and feet.

Her creamy white flesh spilled into view and my head spun with greedy ecstasy. Her creamy white legs glistened with a lustrous sheen, and as Nora parted her legs, her picture-perfect pussy came into view.

Like her daughters, Nora’s pussy was smooth and stubble free. Her puffy pink labia bulged slightly from her glistening outer lips, beckoning me forward. I could and would spend hours licking, tasting, and tracing every curve and contour of that pussy and those rich, creamy thighs. But at that moment, nothing mattered except fucking her as hard and deep as humanly possible.

Nora propped herself up on her elbows and gazed at the bulge in my shorts. She licked her lips invitingly as I took off my shorts and tossed them aside. My glistening cock sprang free, swaying from side to side as I stepped between Nora’s parted legs.

She locked her gaze on my massive cock, and her eyes widened with shock before a seductive smile curled her lips.

I grabbed Nora’s legs and dragged her forward until her pussy lined up over the edge of the table.

The table groaned with protest and Nora’s chest heaved as I took my cock in hand and stepped forward, guiding my tip into her warm, wet folds.

Nora hissed with pleasure and turned her hips up and forward until my cock slipped inside her. She gasped and another rash of goosebumps flashed across her stomach while pleasure curdled my brain.

She was soaking wet, and I slid inside, groaning as her pussy sucked me up like water in desert sand. She was buttery warm, and her pussy felt like tight velvet wrapped around my throbbing cock. My head flashed with waves of white hot pleasure, and my manhood pulsed in her inner depths, stretching her apart as I made her mine.

Nora wrapped her legs around my waist and dug her heels into my ass, taking me deeper as she moaned, and her face contorted with pleasure.

I buried my cock to the hilt, plumbing her deep as I rocked forward and backward, grunting with every powerful thrust. Her breasts, still encased in her sports bra, jiggled and swayed until I leaned forward and pushed her sports bra up.

Getting the idea, Nora sat up and quickly pulled off her sports bra, letting her massive breasts tumble free as she exposed them for the first time.

They jiggled and bounced, swaying gently as she tossed aside her bra. Her puffy pink areolas rose from her creamy white breast, each topped with a thick pink nipple I longed to pull between my lips.

My jaw dropped as I ogled her creamy white mountains.

Nora giggled playfully and pushed them together, teasing me with, her monstrous cleavage.

I kept up the rhythm, fucking Nora with deep, powerful strokes, my mouthwatering as I drank in her amazing curves.

Nora dropped her breasts and stretched back on the tabletop, spreading her legs as she leaned into the pounding I gave her. With every hammering thrust, her tits bounced and jiggled, circling atop her slender frame like twin pendulums, clapping together in time with the grunts that broke her heavy moan.

I leaned forward, grabbed hold of her breast, and filled my palm until her creamy flesh bulged from between fingers like soft marshmallows. My hand wasn’t nearly big enough to cup her entire breast, and I slipped her hard nipple between my fingers, where I gave it a gentle tug.

Nora moaned and circled her hips, grinding my cock into her matronly depths. Her one free breast swirled atop her chest as sharp, ass-on-thigh, clapping sounds filled the air.

I picked up speed, fucking her harder and faster. Nora swung her legs around and straightened them where she rested them against my chest. I ran my hands along her smooth legs, savoring her warm flesh and athletic curves.

The table shook with our rhythmic lovemaking, and the salad dressing bottles rattled off and tumbled to the floor. Nora’s ass clapped against my midsection, sending shock waves reverberating up her body while her breast swirled in tight, concentric circles.

Nora’s mewling grunts broke her unending moans, and her eyes swam with orgasmic bliss. The breathtaking MILF was on the brink of a monstrous orgasm, and I was there beside her, ready to blow my stack sky high.

I released Nora’s breast and gazed into her eyes, watching her eyes fade as her body shuddered. I pushed the pace, pummeling her pussy, and the table creaked as I used her legs for raw leverage.

We kept our eyes locked on each other, and I slipped Nora’s toe into my mouth, swirling my tongue over her sweet flesh and between each of her toes.

Her eyes half-rolled back in her head and her mouth hung open as her body rocked forward and backward under my relentless assault.

My cock throbbed, pulsing rapidly, and my head flashed with warning.

Nora groaned and arched her back, locking her eyes on mine as her pussy spasmed and clamped down on my cock.

“Oh, Matthew. Baby, I’m coming,” Nora said before her breath caught in her throat.

With a grunt, I pinned my cock deep inside Nora and brought her legs around my waist. Nora locked her ankles behind my back and drew me in tight as I pulled her hips toward me and pushed deeper, burying my cock to the hilt. My head flashed white, and a monstrous orgasm ripped me apart. I leaned forward, pushing my cock to her cervical wall, and blasted a massive load of sticky cum deep into Nora’s awaiting womb.

Nora pulled herself up and locked me tight between her legs. She reached for my shoulders and pulled into a hot, tongue-fueled kiss. Our tongues lashed as I came again and again, pumping cum into the beautiful MILF until my legs buckled beneath me.

Nora took it all in. She sucked my tongue into her mouth as she flexed and squeezed her vaginal muscles, drawing out my orgasm while she ran her fingers through my hair.

As my orgasm faded, I rested atop Nora, sucking in air through my nostrils as Nora probed deep with her tongue. I pulled Nora up off her back and into a seated position on the edge of the kitchen table. She kept her legs wrapped tight around me with my cock buried deep, and my cock twitched with the aftershocks.

Nora mashed her bare breasts against my chest, where they bulged outward on either side of me. I ran my fingers up and down her back, gently caressing her while we came down from our orgasmic high.

We broke off the kiss together and Nora gazed into my eyes, wearing a look of pure sexual bliss.

I peeled away a lock of her stray hair stuck to her lip and came in for another kiss. “That was super fucking hot.”

Nora searched my eyes as if looking for something, but I didn’t know what. “That’s been a long time coming.”

“I’ve only dreamed about it a million times.”

Nora giggled and wrapped her arms around my neck. “What do you want with an old woman like me? Aren’t my beautiful daughters enough?”

“You’re hardly old. You look like you’re twenty-five, tops. I love your daughters, and I love you too.”

Nora averted her gaze as if unwilling to meet my eye. “I want that to be true.”

“What? That I love you? Well, I do. I have for a long time, and you know it.”

A slight smile tugged at Nora’s lips as she once again met my eyes, looking supremely satisfied with my response. She ran her hands over my chest and kissed each of my muscled pecs before she sighed. “We can’t tell Luke or Jim.”

“I want you, Nora. And not just this one time. I won’t say anything, but I want you, and I don’t care who knows it.”

Nora looked up at me and brushed away a lock of my stray hair. “You’re so handsome. My daughters are very lucky. Are you sure this is what you want?”

I leaned in and kissed her, nibbled on her bottom lip before I let go, and grinned. “My cock is still inside you and you’re asking me if this is what I want?”

Nora giggled. “That’s a good point.”

“Zoe knows,” I said. “Mia and Bella too.”

Nora nodded. “I know. I’m sure that’s why the girls left so abruptly. They wanted us to be together.”

I felt cum leak down my cock where it stayed buried deep inside Nora’s pussy. “I’m sorry I came inside you. It was too hot to pull out. Are you on birth control?”

Nora shook her head. “That’s the first time I’ve had sex in four years. I didn’t need it. Jim and I don’t even sleep in the same room.”

She relayed the information as if it were the most normal thing in the world. There was a lot to unpack. She confirmed Zoe’s suspicion that Nora’s marital bedroom was dead. Even worse, her marriage looked just as cooked. But the news that most intrigued me was Nora’s lack of concern regarding the massive load I just mainlined into her womb. “You don’t seem concerned.”

Nora smiled teasingly. “Should I be?”

“If you don’t want me to get you pregnant, then next time, we should use birth control.”

This was where she would tell me there wouldn’t be a next time. She was married, blah, blah, blah.

Nora shook her head. “I’m not taking any birth control, nor will I with you. But I won’t stop you from wearing a condom.”

I stared at her, confused. “You want me to get you pregnant?”

Nora wrapped her arms around my neck, searched my face for a moment, then pulled me into a slow, drawn out kiss. “Baby, take me to bed. It’s time I told you the entire story.”


Chapter eight
Queen Nora


The moon shone brightly through Nora’s giant picture windows, painting her king-sized bed with a silvery sheen. With the sheets barely covering my cock, I gazed out the window and waited for Nora to finish in the bathroom.

Through the open bathroom door, a toilet flushed, and a very naked Nora appeared a moment later. Nora turned on the faucet and washed her hands, while I watched. She was utterly confident in her nudity, which only made her sexier.

Nora promised to tell me the entire story. I still wasn’t sure how much I bought into this whole prophecy thing, but Nora and the girls believed it without question. There wasn’t a man alive who wouldn’t embrace the position I found myself in. Sure, it could all blow up in my face, but until then, I was living a fantasy. Besides, after the hell I had endured for most of my life, I deserved the windfall of four beautiful women throwing themselves at me.

Nora dried her hands and stood before the bathroom mirror. She pulled out her ponytail holder and ran her fingers through her hair, letting it cascade over her shoulders and down her back.

Her beautiful breasts bobbed and bounced with every movement, and I found myself completely enthralled. She made the simplest movement appear elegant and regal. Nora Monroe was a genuine lady, through and through. If this were Victorian England, Nora would be some high tier noble or maybe even a queen.

Nora flipped off the lights and walked toward me, her steps soft and elegant. Her dark hair swept back over her shoulders and her blue eyes gleamed with a spark that I had never seen before.

Her taut flat tummy and round hips made my mouth water, and visions of round two played in my head. But no matter how much I wanted her, there was a story to hear first.

Nora reached the bed and climbed in. She crawled toward me on all fours, wearing a serene smile as her breasts swayed beneath her chest.

She stopped beside me and sat back on her knees as her eyes lingered over my muscled torso. “Do you enjoy watching me?”

“Oh, yeah. Very much,” I said. “You remind me of a queen. You’re regal, elegant, and insanely beautiful.”

Nora smiled demurely as her cheeks flushed pink. “I’m glad you think so.” She leaned over and kissed my nipple before sitting back, once again, on her knees. “And you’re the most handsome man I’ve ever laid eyes on. That’s not hyperbole either. It’s a fact.”

Nora sat up straight and tall, chest out, yet there was nothing practiced about it. It was how she always moved and acted. Soft and feminine, she was the ultimate girly-girl. It was baked into her DNA. But that didn’t diminish her other amazing qualities. She was smart, wise, and most of all kind.

Nora’s blush deepened. “Why do I feel like you’re looking straight through me?”

I licked my lips and let my eyes wander over her stunning curves. “You’re just so… pure.”

Nora leaned forward, letting her hair spill over my stomach and chest. It tickled and raised a rash of goosebumps across my flesh. She traced the contours of my six-pack with her index finger and licked her lips.

“If I’m your queen, does that make you my king?”

“Definitely. But unlike you, I’m not worthy of the title.”

She leaned forward again, dragging her soft, warm breasts over my chest before giving me a short, sweet kiss on the lips. “You’re worthy, Matthew”

Butterflies swirled in my stomach and her sweet, honey scent washed over me. My cock rose, shifting the sheets.

Nora gazed at my cock, where my tip jutted out from under a slip of white cotton. She turned slightly and drew back the sheet, exposing my manhood in all its glory.

It pulsed like a time bomb, already half-hard and rising fast.

Nora ran her finger along my shaft and swirled my tip, causing my cock to kick and harden before her eyes.

“Baby, you’re already hard again?”

“This is the new normal,” I said. “There’s only one way to make it go down again.”

Nora smiled, and a twinkle sparkled in her eyes. “Let’s talk before we make love again.”

A tiny seed of disappointment blossomed in the back of my head, but I sent it packing. There was no need to get greedy. Besides, I wanted to hear what she had to say.

Nora seemed to recognize the look in my eye. She leaned forward and kissed me again on the lips. “Don’t worry, baby. We can make love as many times as you want after I tell you what I need to tell you.”

That cheered me up and I stretched out on the bed, sliding my hands behind my head as Nora continued to play with my cock. “I’m all ears, and don’t think you have to stop playing with me. I love every second.”

Nora giggled and nodded. “And I love playing with you every second. I’m a big cuddler. Are you okay with that?”

I opened my arm to her, inviting her in. “Always. Cuddle away beautiful.”

Nora smiled happily, and it reminded me so much of Zoe’s smile it caught me by surprise. She stretched out alongside me and rested her head on my chest while she slid one leg over my midsection.

The move was straight out of Bella’s playbook. Zoe had done the same thing at the beach the day before. Suddenly, all the similarities between Nora and her daughters were on full display. She really was the queen of the hive.

I played with Nora’s hair while she picked up my cock and rolled my knob between her open fingers. It was achingly hard and twitched under her gently caress, but Nora seemed to love playing with it as much as I loved her touch.

“Let me think of the best place to start,” Nora said.

I tucked a lock of her dark hair behind her ear and ran my hand over her shoulder and back, gently caressing her while Nora continued playing with my cock.

“Zoe told me the parts of the story about Ms. May as they related to her, Mia, and Bella. We’re soul mates. She said that you didn’t have a connection with Ms. May so she couldn’t read you. But I call bullshit. You’re the most spiritually in-tune person I know, so I didn’t believe it for a second.”

“Zoe believes it’s true. So do Mia and Bella, but you’re right. Ms. May could read me more clearly than any other client she’s ever had. She called me an open book.”

“Can I guess one of her predictions?”

Nora smiled and nodded. “I bet I can guess what you’ll guess.”

“Humor me,” I said.

Nora giggled and snuggled in closer. “Fine. What’s your prediction, oh wise sage?”

“We’re soul mates. Correct?”

Nora nodded. “Correct.”

I leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “Got it in one. I’ve felt connected to you for a very long time. Thanks for confirming I’m not completely off my rocker.”

Nora hugged me tightly. “I feel the same way.”

“It’s been a struggle to keep all this to myself.”

“I can guess why. My previous status as a minor?”

“Ding. Ding. Ding. Give the man a prize.”

I chuckled. “I know what I’d like for my prize.”

Nora squeezed my cock and stretched up to kiss me on the lips. “Don’t worry. I’m going to ride you a like horse after this.”

Butterflies flashed in my stomach and my cock twitched in Nora’s hand. “I approve of this message.”

Nora giggled and kissed me again before she resumed her position, resting her head on my chest. “The age thing has been a big part of my struggle. But now that you’re a grown, beautiful, strapping man, I’m finally feeling slightly less guilty.”

“I came on to you, remember? Besides, there’s no need for us to feel any guilt about loving each other.”

Nora squeezed me again. “I can’t tell you how good it feels to speak so openly about this. For so long, I’ve felt like a desperate cougar. I’ve even been jealous of my own daughters.”

I reached down and patted Nora’s bare ass. “You’re a cougar, just not a desperate one.”

Nora giggled and slapped me playfully. “Be nice. I’m holding your penis in my hand. Don’t make me hurt you.”

“I surrender,” I said and kissed her again. “It’s so easy being with you.”

“I’m finally home,” Nora said and hugged me again.

“Now that I’ve thrown us completely off track, please resume. That’s all the thunder I’ll steal from your story. Go ahead. I’m listening.”

Nora kissed my chest and sighed contentedly. “It’s a huge weight off my shoulders, and it feels amazing snuggling in your arms.”

“Like I said, this is the new normal.”

Nora kissed me again and wrapped her fingers around my shaft, gently stroking me as she continued.

“The day we all met Ms. May, I went in first and she immediately knew something was off. She told me I married the wrong man. Keep in mind, she didn’t know me, Jim, or any of the kids beforehand.”

“That must have been a punch to the gut.”

“You would think, but it was strangely liberating. For the first time, I knew I wasn’t crazy. Let me back up a little. Jim is a wonderful man. He’s smart, hardworking, kind and sensitive, but there’s no spark whatsoever.”

“At some point, there must have been a spark? You have four kids.”

“We married way too young. The first year, I was more enamored with the idea of marriage than actually loving my partner. It didn’t take long for us to get pregnant with Bella.”

I rubbed Nora’s back as I waited patiently for her to continue.

“After we had Bella, I went all in on motherhood. I adored it, and I cherished every moment I had with her. But I lost all interest in Jim. That’s not quite fair. I lost romantic interest in Jim, but he was and still is my best friend. Not to mention, he’s an excellent father.”

“And three more children followed.”

Nora nodded. “I love being a mother more than anything in the world, and I performed my duties as a wife so I could have more kids.”

“That’s… not good.”

“I’m racked with guilt over my marriage, and I’ve made a lot of mistakes. Giving birth to Bella, Mia, Zoe, and Luke were not among them. I’m proud of my kids and I’m proud of being their mom.”

“As you should be. I think you were born to be a mom.”

“That’s what Ms. May says.”

“We’ll get back to her in a minute. What happened after you had Luke? I assume the marriage deteriorated?”

“I wanted more kids. Jim didn’t. We fought, and he won. Ever since, we’ve drifted apart. When Luke was two, I moved into another bedroom under the guise that Jim snored. He for sure snores, but that’s not why I wanted to sleep alone.”

Nora didn’t want to use birth control because she wanted another baby. It was a guess, but I would have put money on it. “Which led to not having sex in the last four years.”

“Jim and I agreed to form a parental partnership rather than a true marriage. I take care of the house and the kids. He works and does his thing.”

“Does his thing involve other women?”

“I don’t know, but I hope so. He should be happy. We don’t talk about our sex lives anymore. We don’t talk about much of anything anymore except for the kids. Once we’re divorced, Jim and I can be friends again.”

“I’m sorry. What a miserable existence.”

“It’s the opposite. I’ve loved raising my kids without the pressure of holding together a broken marriage. But I’ve missed romance. Ms. May gave me hope. When she told me you and I would be together, I stopped having sex with Jim.”

Nora smiled at me through watery eyes. “Then this year I fell hopelessly in love with you. I can’t imagine myself with anyone else. The past week, without being able to see you every day, has been miserable.”

It was the first time she said that she loved me. “Then it’s a good thing you bought this house. Now, we can love each other in the open.”

“I’m worried about Luke. He doesn’t know any of this.”

“Give the guy some credit. He probably knows a lot more than you think.”

Nora continued playing with my cock. It twitched and swayed, remaining rock hard through our entire conversation. “I’m sure you’re right, but I seriously doubt he would be happy knowing that his mother is not only having sex with his best friend but loves him with all her heart.”

“How bad can it be? He knows I’m with his sisters. Once you’re honest with him, he’ll come around.”

“Time will tell. But I’m done living a lie. I want to get my life with you started right away. Still, we have to pick the right time to tell Luke about us. And I need to file for divorce from my husband.”

I kissed Nora again. “I’ll follow your lead. Now that you’ve filled in the backstory, can we get back to Ms. May? I have a feeling there’s more you need to tell me.”

Nora nodded as she squeezed my cock, forcing a dollop of pre-cum onto my tip. She scooped it up with her index fingers and sucked it between her lips. She smacked her mouth with satisfaction. “You taste like pineapple.”

I rolled my eyes. “If I had a nickel….”

Nora giggled, clearly getting my insinuation. “The apples don’t fall far from the tree.”

I wasn’t ready to go there with Nora, and it seemed a good time to re-route the conversation. “Getting back to Ms. May, what happened next?”

“In the very same session, she told me that my soul mate was good friends with my kids, and he would come into my life on a more permanent basis during his teenage years.”

“Oh my God, you must have been shocked.”

Nora laughed. “That’s putting it mildly. I shot up and bolted for the door. I told her I wasn’t some dirty pedophile and that I would never take advantage of a child.”

“Wow. That’s intense.”

“Ms. May calmed me down and told me she wasn’t insinuating anything. In fact, she told me you would be the one to make the first move. And that wouldn’t happen until you were a grown adult.”

“Here I am fulfilling prophecy by having sex with you on top of your kitchen table.”

Nora giggled. “Breakfast will never be the same.”

“Wait until you tell Ms. May. By the way, is she still alive?”

“Of course she’s still alive. She wants to meet you.”

“Meet me? Seriously?”

Nora nodded and wrapped her tiny little hand around my swollen shaft and caressed the underside of my cock, slowly stroking me as my balls tightened. If she kept it up, I wouldn’t last much longer.

“Would you meet her for me? I’ve been dying for Ms. May to read you.”

“Of course I’ll go. Its sounds like fun. Hopefully, she doesn’t want to insert herself into our little family harem.”

Nora giggled. “I don’t think so. She’s like sixty-five years old and lives with three cats.”

“Prophecy or not, I’ll stick with you and the girls.”

Nora stretched up for another kiss on the lips. “That sounds perfect to me.”

“Is there anything else, or do I know it all?”

“There are a couple of more things. First, without me and you sticking together, the entire harem will collapse.”

I laughed and gazed down at her. “Oh, that’s all. Seriously? You make it sound like an afterthought.”

Nora shrugged. “There is no conceivable way I wouldn’t be with you, and I know you feel the same way. We belong together, just like you belong with Mia, Bella, and Zoe. So, the point is moot.”

“True. I’m here to stay. What we have is real and permanent.”

“Exactly.”

“Which brings us to the last revelation. Will you allow me to guess? Maybe I can give Ms. May a run for her money?”

Nora extricated herself from our cuddle and sat up on her knees. She grinned at me, and I had a hard time peeling my eyes off her beautiful breasts. “You really want to guess?”

“You already know what I’m thinking, don’t you?”

Nora grinned. “Maybe.” She swung her leg over my midsection and straddled me high on my upper thighs. My hard cock pressed flat against her soft, warm tummy, and pulsed, throbbing with anticipation.

I grinned. “What do I get if I’m right?”

Nora curled her fingers around my meaty shaft and slowly stroked it up and down. “You get to have sex with me.”

I rubbed my chin as if thinking, while Nora giggled and continued stroking my cock. The pleasure intensified and my cock twitched, oozing pre-cum onto Nora’s milky white tummy.

“Does it have to do with being a mother?”

Her smile widened, and she lifted her hips off my thighs, sitting up on her knees. “Maybe.”

She was incredibly beautiful, and my head flashed with desire. Still, I wanted to finish our little game.

“Does it have to do with you not wanting to use birth control?”

Nora dredged my tip through her warm, wet folds, and her breathing quickened as her eyes fluttered with excitement. “Maybe.”

The word came out in a breathless rush, and she moved my tip to her entrance and gazed down at me as if waiting. “If you’re right, I’ll take you to heaven.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow. “What if I’m wrong?”

Nora giggled. “Don’t be wrong.”

She waited with my tip resting just inside her warm, slippery hole. Her creamy breasts heaved and jiggled while her puffy nipples thickened before my eyes.

I smiled as my cock throbbed in her hand. “What should we name our baby?”

Nora sank down onto my cock and groaned, taking me deep as goosebumps flashed across her chest. “Got it in one.”

Waves of pleasure swept me up and my brain turned to warm mush. My cock throbbed deep inside Nora’s pussy while she squeezed and released her inner walls, inducing a primal groan from my lizard brain.

As she ground my cock in tight circles, Nora leaned forward, and her long, dark hair played over my stomach and chest, raising a smattering of goose bumps. She met me face to face, and her breasts mashed against my pecs and bulged outward on either side of my chest. Her hard nipples dug into my flesh and Nora found my waiting mouth with hers.

She used her hips alone to bob up and down my cock, taking me deep inside her and squeezing before slowly drawing me out, then plunging downward.

Our tongues swam together, and a hazy swamp of pleasure consumed my consciousness. Nora ran her fingers through my hair and moaned into my mouth while proving that four years of rust hadn’t diminished her skills in the slightest.

Her honey scent enveloped me, and I ran my hands down her back until I met the sharp rise of her round ass. I filled my palms with her creamy flesh and squeezed, pulling her apart as I thrust upward.

We fell into a steady rhythm and the mattress soundlessly shifted with our motion. Unlike Bella’s bed, Nora’s remained blissfully silent, with only the sounds of our lovemaking filling the air. Nora’s soft moans mingled with the light clapping sound of our hips meeting on each downward thrust.

My cock sizzled with heat, and in my depths, a monstrous orgasm brewed. I palmed Nora’s ass, grunting as I thrust deep, bottoming out with each pass as my cock rapidly pulsed in her buttery warm depths. I grabbed hold of Nora’s hips and churned my cock in and out, picking up speed.

Nora moaned into my mouth and broke off our kiss, dragging a thick line of saliva with her. She pushed herself upright and dragged her fingertips down my chest as her blue eyes blazed with fiery lust.

She sat atop me in full cowgirl, riding me hard as the base of my cock flashed in and out of her pussy. Her lips melded to my shaft, leaving my cock glistening while Nora rocked forward and backward, her face contorted with pleasure.

As she picked up speed, her breasts gained momentum, circling atop her chest faster and faster before clapping together where they met in the middle. Nora tipped her head back and moaned, seeming to lose herself in the throes of our rhythmic fucking.

My cock throbbed with pleasure and my balls tightened, but I powered on, hammering Nora’s pussy, hard and deep, with every powerful thrust.

Nora moaned, and her eyes glazed over as she looked at me, panting for breath. She threw herself forward, bracing her hands against my chest and forcing her breasts together between her arms. Her deep cleavage and puffy nipples appeared before my face.

I leaned forward and gobbled up on her nipples, areola and all, drawing it between my lips as I sucked while filling my hand with the other. I wanted more of her incredible body, and I couldn’t get enough. Everywhere I looked was a fantasy given life. It would take years to quench the fire burning in my loins.

I released Nora’s breasts and let them bounced together before I took her hips in my hands and picked up speed, fucking her so hard that Nora cried out with pleasure. Cries that were broken by her heavy grunts every time I bottomed out.

Nora’s eyes glossed over, and her face contorted with orgasmic ecstasy. “Oh, baby. You’re so deep.”

Nora’s breath caught in her throat and her body shuddered, spasming under the weight of a colossal orgasm.

Nora’s pussy constricted around my cock, and she clamped down with her wall muscles, causing me to stiffen with pleasure. A wall of pleasure surpassed my defenses, overwhelming me and sending me straight to heaven, just like Nora promised.

I thrust upward, fully impaling her as I raised my hips off the bed and grabbed hold of her big, beautiful breasts.

Pleasure flashed in my brain just as Nora changed directions, grinding me front to back, taking me as deep as she could. My vision went white, and I arched my back, grunting under the weight of my orgasm as I delivered a thick rope of white hot cum directly into Nora’s fertile womb.

“That’s it, baby. Come inside, mama,” Nora said.

Her words turned my head upside down and I hit the peak again, flooding her womb with a second salvo of cum, bigger than the first. My cock spasmed, and I unloaded inside her, coming again and again, each fueled by a primal grunt.

Nora kept pace, grinding my cock as she squeezed and flexed her pussy, milking me dry as she rode atop me. She dipped her face in close behind my ear and slid her tongue inside, churning my cock as her warm breath flooded my neck and ear.

My toes curled, and I palmed Nora’s ass, guiding her up and down my cock as I emptied the last of my waning orgasm into her hungry depths.

As my orgasm faded, Nora melted into me, kissing and licking my ear and neck as she ran her fingers through my hair.

My cock twitched inside her, spitting out remnant cum as I inhaled deep cleansing breaths and ran my hands over Nora’s shapely ass.

Nora brought her face even with mine and we kissed, letting our tongues gently explore as she rocked atop me, nursing every drop of cum.

When we finally came up for air, Nora pressed her forehead against and smiled. “Feel better?”

I scooped up one of Nora’s massive breasts and rolled her fat nipple between my fingers. “Yes, but I’m hungry for more.”

Nora giggled and kissed me again. “Me too.” She came in for another long, tongue fueled kiss. “I can’t get enough of you.”

We spent the next five minutes in a full make-out session until Nora sat back, still straddling me in cowgirl position with my cock buried to the hilt.

I ran my hands over Nora’s thighs and gazed up into her eyes. “Did Ms. May predict how long it would take for you to get pregnant?”

Nora shook her head. “She couldn’t tell, but maybe she’ll know more when we go to see her together.”

“In the meantime, we should have a lot of sex,” I said.

“You won’t get any arguments from me, but unfortunately, I can’t have you all to myself. The girls want your time just as much as I do.”

“Does it bother you? My being with them and you?”

“It should, but it doesn’t.” Nora shrugged. “It feels natural. It’s as if the life I’ve led until now wasn’t the real me. This is the real me. I crave touch and sex and you.”

“Just me?”

Nora grinned. “Don’t worry. I only want you. We’re forever bound as one.”

“We’ll be bound as three if I keep coming inside you that hard.”

Nora giggled and came down for a quick kiss. “Then you better keep coming inside me. Our baby girl wants to meet her daddy.”

“We’re having a girl?”

Nora shrugged. “Ms. May didn’t predict it. This guess is all mine.”

I sighed as deep contentment settled into my bones. “God, if this is a dream, don’t wake me.”

Nora giggled and kissed me again. “You don’t know how hard it was for me to resist you for so long. I wanted to jump your bones every day for the last year. The night before you left for school, I almost came into your room. But Ms. May was very clear. It had to be you, not me, who made the first move.”

“So, if I had made a move on my eighteenth birthday?”

Nora ran her hands over my muscled chest and gave me a teasing smile. “You would have been a very lucky boy.”

I sighed. “An entire year, wasted.”

Nora shook her head and kissed me again. “I don’t think so. You needed confidence and my daughters gave that to you. Our timing is perfect.”

My cock thickened inside Nora as arousal swelled inside me. Nora’s eyes widened in surprise.

Nora shifted her hips, grinding me deep inside her. “That was fast.”

“I blame it on my hot mommy.”

Nora came in and kissed me again before drawing back and sitting atop me. Her blue eyes turned hazy with lust. “How do you want to fuck mommy this time, baby? From behind?”


Chapter nine
Harem Daddy


Nora woke me at six in the morning with a blow job and a reminder that Mia would be over early to pick me up for yoga class.

We showered together, where we were both sorely tempted to have sex for the fifth time. Alas, Nora wouldn’t risk her daughter walking in to find her mother pinned to the shower wall, getting rutted by her boyfriend. Nora wanted to sit the girls down to break the news, hoping to ruffle as few feathers as possible.

I told Nora that the girls didn’t care, but she wasn’t having it. We finished showering, and I got ready for my outing with Mia. Nora went to the kitchen and whipped up some eggs, fruit, and bacon.

When I entered the kitchen, Nora was happily humming in front of the stove, scrambling eggs while the scent of freshly brewed coffee filled the air.

I came up behind my harem MILF and grabbed her ass, then pressed my body in close and kissed her high on the neck.

I nuzzled tight behind her ear and breathed in her sweet, wholesome scent. “We could give the kitchen table another go before Mia arrives.”

Nora giggled, then turned and kissed me. “Mia will be here any minute. Stop before she catches us.”

I slid my hand under Nora’s t-shirt and cupped her bra-clad breast, giving it a sharp squeeze. Her nipple hardened under my finger, and I gave it a gentle tug as my cock hardened against her ass. I dipped my tongue inside her ear and nibbled on her earlobe. “You drive me crazy.”

Nora giggled and wriggled out of my grasp. “That tickles.”

I slid my hand inside her lacy bra cup and tweaked her bare nipple to hardness. She was impossible to resist. “Let’s go to bed and make love all day long.”

Nora moaned, and her eyes washed over with lust. She turned her head and found my mouth with hers. Our tongues lashed together, and Nora tugged at my shirt while I dipped my hands inside the waistband of her yoga pants.

The front door opened with a creak. “Good morning. Is everyone decent?”

The voice belonged to Mia. Nora lurched away from me, her eyes registering panic. She fixed her top that I had pulled over her boobs while I dipped my hand inside my shorts and straightened my raging hard-on.

Nora spun back to the stove while I dove for the coffeepot, feigning innocence.

Mia walked into the kitchen and made a beeline for the coffeepot. “Coffee. Please.”

I filled a mug with the golden brew and handed it to Mia as she came up beside me. “Morning, beautiful,” I said.

Mia took the mug from my hand and smiled at me before pushing up onto her toes for a quick kiss. “Morning, babe.” She took a sip and looked over my shoulder, sporting a sheepish grin. “Mom, you’re awfully quiet. Is everything okay?”

Nora jumped as if startled, and her cheeks flushed scarlet. “Oh, hi baby. I didn’t even see you come in.”

Mia grinned at me, then turned her attention back to Nora. “So, what did you guys do last night?”

Nora froze, staring at her daughter, her face locked with panic.

“We watched a movie,” I said. “It was a rom com. Nora and I cuddled.”

Nora’s eyes widened. “We did not cuddle, Matthew.”

I shrugged. “Maybe you’re right.” I snapped my fingers and grinned. “Oh, we also had a late-night snack in the kitchen. It was amazing.”

Nora’s eyes widened, but the innuendo seemed to fly right over Mia’s head.

“My mom makes the best snacks. Whenever my friends came for a sleepover, they never wanted to leave.”

“I have to agree. It was the best snack I ever tasted.”

The color drained from Nora’s face, and she averted her gaze. “It was just a snack.”

I backed off, not wanting to give Nora an aneurysm while Mia studied her mother closely.

She stepped closer and looked into Nora’s face while Nora remained invested in eggs that had long since finished cooking. “Mom, you’re glowing. If I didn’t know better, I would swear that you and Matt — “

“Who’s hungry?” Nora said, raising her voice to cut off Mia as the skillet against the stovetop. “Matthew, can you please get the bowl of fruit out of the refrigerator?”

I suppressed a grin while loving every second of the back-and-forth banter. Nora was adorable, and even Mia could read the room.

Mia giggled and leaned back against the counter, sipping her coffee while she eyed her mother suspiciously. “Fine. Keep your secrets. As much as I would love to stay and tease you, Matt and I have to eat and run. Spots fill up quickly.”

Nora scooped eggs onto three plates she had set out on the table, visibly relaxing with the change of subject.

Meanwhile, I poured a mug of coffee and took in Mia’s jaw dropping outfit. “How is anyone supposed to concentrate on yoga with you looking like that?”

Mia wore a pair of tight black yoga shorts, a loose gray tank, and a black sports bra beneath. Her brown hair hung straight down her back in an intricate braid, and a pair of open-toe sandals completed her look. She looked like she had stepped from the pages of a fashion magazine running an article on fitness-chic.

Golden cleavage bulged from her sports bra, and the tight shorts accentuated her high, tight bubble-butt. Mia, Zoe, and Bella’s soul crushing beauty never ceased to amaze me. This morning it was Mia’s turn. The co-ed looked prime enough to make a gay man drool.

Mia grinned. “By anyone, do you mean you?”

I rubbed my chin and studying her for a moment, allowing my eyes to linger on her mouthwatering cleavage. “Now I’m wondering if I should wear the extra baggy shorts.”

“Matthew let’s keep it clean over breakfast,” Nora said.

I chuckled and feigned innocence. “I’m just saying that the extra baggy shorts might help with flexibility.”

Nora rolled her eyes. “Where’s the fruit I asked for?”

I raised my hands, mea culpa style. “Fine. I’ll keep it PG.”

Mia frowned as the exchange seemed to fly right over her head. “Are you guys making fun of me?”

Nora leaned over and kissed Mia on the cheek. “No, baby. Your boyfriend is being crude.” She studied her daughter and nodded appreciatively. “Although Matthew makes a valid point. You look super cute this morning.”

Mia beamed. “Thanks, mom.”

I opened the refrigerator and reached for the bowl of fruit inside, pausing when I heard Mia whisper.

Mia whispered, “Do I look as pretty as Zoe and Bella?”

There was a hint of worry in her voice, as if she couldn’t compete with her sisters. The idea was ludicrous.

I shook my head. Mia was every inch as beautiful as her sisters, if not more so. It was my fault for neglecting her. I vowed to make it up to her with a very special date.

Nora whispered, “Baby, you’re absolutely beautiful. Matthew is a very lucky young man.”

I grabbed the fruit and shut the refrigerator door, then dipped in low and gave Mia a quick kiss on the lips. “Come on gorgeous. Let’s eat.”

We sat and wolfed down our breakfast before we hopped into Mia’s SUV and sped off for the yoga studio. The drive was short, and we arrived with plenty of time to spare. Mia was right. Many people arrived all at once, making space a premium.

We entered the studio hand-in-hand and Mia helped set up my mat and gather a few props she thought I might need.

We sat on our mats in the back row while others filtered in, taking up most of the available space in a few minutes. Meanwhile, Mia and I stretched side-by-side, chatting as we mostly ignored the others.

I was the only dude in the entire class, which had its perks. The women were mostly college-aged and beautiful. Still, I only had eyes for the gorgeous girl sitting next to me.

That all changed when two unexpected arrivals waltzed into the studio.

The first was a stunning, biracial woman with light brown skin and long, silky dark hair. She had a body that rivaled the Monroe sisters, and even the other women in the room stopped to look at the pair.

The second woman I recognized, and my stomach swirled with excitement, anticipation, and dread. Heather, the single most beautiful redhead I had ever laid eyes on, left me so breathless it felt like I’d taken a gut punch.

Heather’s long red hair, fixed in a tight ponytail, swayed behind her as she crossed the room. She carried a yoga mat under one arm and a water bottle under the other. Like most of the women in class, Heather wore tight, form-fitting yoga athletic wear. In her case, it was a gray sports bra and matching gray yoga shorts. She had big perky breasts, a slender waist, and a tight ass that swayed as she walked.

The pair stood near the front of the room, scanning for a place to lay their mats, when Heather’s eyes locked on mine.

A slight smile tugged at her hips, and her eyes widened, glimmering with excitement. She leaned over and whispered something to her gorgeous friend before she looked straight at me, and her jaw dropped.

Mia, who had just come up from a stretch, made eye contact with Heather and waved them over.

Mia shuffled her mat to the side, leaving her pinned in the back corner. “Babe, can you move closer to me to make room for Heather and Kasey?”

So that was Kasey? Zoe had already set up our double date for later that evening, and I wondered how much she and Heather knew about our budding harem. That Zoe thought Kasey was interested in Mark confused me. She was a stunning beauty who I couldn’t picture with a regular-frat-guy like Mark. He was handsome, but she was out of his league.

I shifted my mat closer to Mia’s until they practically touched, leaving barely enough room for Heather and Kasey to squeeze in beside me.

Heather and Kasey tiptoed through the packed studio until they reached us.

Heather’s gaze flickered between me and Mia before settling on Mia. “Thanks for making room. After what happened with Bella, I’ve been afraid to talk to you.”

Mia waved her away. “Bella’s a hothead. You know that, and you didn’t know about Matt. No harm, no foul.” Mia nodded in my direction. “You’ve met Matt. Well, kind of.”

Heather’s cheeks flushed bright red. “Yeah. Sorry about what happened the other day. If I had known you were with Bella, I never would have approached you like that.”

I waved her away. “It’s water under the bridge. It’s nice to meet you.”

Heather’s shoulders sagged with relief. “That’s really cool of you. I’m Heather Grant and this is my friend Kasey James.”

She extended her hand, and I shook it. I nodded at Kasey, who smiled and waved back at me.

Kasey frowned. “Wait. I’m confused. I thought you and Mia were together? Then, after what happened at the party, I thought you were with Bella. Then I got a call from Zoe setting me up on a blind date with you.”

Heather’s jaw dropped, and she spun on her friend. “Seriously?”

Heat crept up the back of my neck, and I cringed. Clearly, Zoe hadn’t thought things through. Now, they had me cornered.

Mia knew all about Zoe’s plan, and so did Bella. None of this would come as a surprise to Mia. But that didn’t make explaining things easier. Heather and Kasey were Mia’s roommates and supposedly her best friends. Hadn’t she filled them in?

Thankfully, Mia wasn’t totally clueless and jumped in to rescue me.

“The double date with Zoe was to set you up with Mark,” Mia said. “Zoe’s not really into him, but because of his personal circumstances, she didn’t want to straight-up dump him. She heard you might be into Mark and thought she could play matchmaker.”

I breathed out a sigh of relief. I could do the truth, but weaving a web of lies wasn’t my style.

Kasey frowned. “I’m not into Mark. Like, not at all. He’s not my type.” Kasey glanced at me, then back at Mia. “I agreed to go because Matt intrigued me, but now I’m not so sure.”

“Oh. That sucks,” Mia said. “Sorry. Zoe thought you were interested.”

As Heather watched the conversation develop, her frown deepened. Finally, she settled her gaze on me. “Are you with Mia or Bella? I’ve also heard that you and Zoe went out the other day.”

I traded a glance with Mia, and she nodded. “Go ahead. It’s going to get out sometime.”

“Look, I don’t know either of you, but you’re Mia’s best friends, right?”

Heather and Kasey both nodded.

“Sit down, and I’ll tell you what’s going on, but you have to keep it to yourselves. If it gets out, we’ll know who to blame.”

Heather set up her mat beside mine. With the class at full capacity, our mats physically touched, and the jaw-dropping redhead sat only a few inches away, leaving me sandwiched between her and Mia.

Kasey placed her mat on the other side of Heather’s, but as soon as she finished, she crossed over to Heather’s mat and took up a seat beside the busty redhead. They both sat cross-legged before me as if waiting for me to spill the tea.

I gazed over my shoulder at Mia. “Baby, come closer so you can hear this too.”

Heather and Kasey traded a curious look, no doubt at my calling Mia, baby.

A quick glance at the clock showed we had five minutes until class started. It was enough time to expose our relationship without going into the gory details.

“You’re sure you can keep this to yourselves?”

“Promise,” Heather said while Kasey nodded.

I picked up Mia’s hand and laced her fingers with mine, inducing a sweet smile from my gorgeous girlfriend.

“Mia, can we trust them?”

Mia nodded. “I trust them both. They’re as close to me as Zoe and Bella.”

“Great. Now that we have all made solemn vows, I’ll just kick the elephant in the room straight in the nuts, then we can all enjoy the class.”

Heather and Kasey both giggled while Mia grinned and leaned into me.

I took in both of their faces and let out a held breath. “Here goes. I’m dating Mia, Zoe, and Bella. I’m with all of them, but they aren’t with each other. They all know, and we have no secrets.”

They stared at me, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. Heather was the first to speak. She leaned in close and whispered, “Like you’re all in a harem?”

Mia nodded. “We prefer to call it a family, but yeah. It’s like that.”

Kasey sat back and shook her head as if blown away. “I’m not gonna lie. That’s super fucking hot.”

Mia pressed in close to me and giggled. “He’s a busy man.”

Heather looked like she’d taken a punch to the gut, which I didn’t quite understand. She reclined on her elbows and stared at me, the shock clear on her face. “That explains so much.”

Kasey shook her head and chuckled. “You are the daddy to end all daddy’s.”

Mia giggled and squeezed my hand tight. “He’s my daddy. Especially in the shower.”

Heat welled in my cheeks, and Kasey’s jaw dropped. “I’m gonna need the details.”

Heather frowned as if lost in thought before she met my gaze, practically burning a hole straight through me. “I’ll help you and Zoe with Mark.”

Mia frowned, as if confused. “How?”

“I’ll go on the double date tonight with you and Zoe,” Heather said.

Kasey leaned forward and shook her head. “No way. I’m going on that date right up on Matt’s arm.”

Heather glared at Kasey. “You just said you weren’t interested.”

“I’m not interested in Mark. The harem intrigues me, and Harem Daddy intrigues me even more. Don’t tell me you’re interested in Mark?”

Harem Daddy? Really? I let it pass without comment.

Heather rolled her eyes, as if questioning Kasey’s sanity. “Seriously. I have an idea to help Zoe. Please let me do this. I feel awful about what happened between Bella and me. I know Zoe still blames me.”

The only person I felt bad for here was Mark. The poor guy didn’t know what was coming.

Kasey huffed and folded her arms over her ample chest. “Fine, but you owe me.”

Heather grinned and turned back to me and Mia. “I only ask that you don’t tell Zoe, or she’ll cancel the date. We’re doing this for her, and for you guys, too.”

There was something off about Heather that I couldn’t put my finger on. She seemed like she genuinely wanted to help, but she was holding something back.

I met Heather’s gaze straight on, but my head swooned as I momentarily lost myself in her bright green eyes. “Why don’t I believe that you’re only doing this to help, Zoe?”

Heather pursed her lips and studied me as if carefully considering her response. “If all goes well, I’ll tell you more. Just know that I truly have all of your best interests at heart.”


Chapter ten
Double Date


The moment of truth arrived too soon. After spending the day with Mia, I returned home and showered. Unfortunately, Nora was out shopping, leaving me all alone with my thoughts. I could have used her distraction to not only go over my game plan, but to avoid thinking about Zoe’s wrath.

What would she do when Heather showed up for our double date instead of Kasey? I felt guilty for blindsiding her, and this was a gigantic leap of trust on my part. At least Mia backed me up. But could Heather really pull off helping Zoe break up with Mark without crushing him? We were about to find out.

I finished dressing and made the short walk to the sorority. Unlike my other trips, this time I used the front door like every other visitor. When I arrived on the front porch, I messaged Zoe, letting her know I was there. I followed with a quick message to Heather, receiving a thumbs up in reply.

After class, I traded phone numbers with Heather and Kasey. Kasey would help pull off the ruse by confirming with Zoe that she was ready to go and would meet us outside the front door.

A moment later, an incoming text from Kasey arrived.

Kasey: You are g2g Harem Daddy. Have fun! (heart emoji) (kissy face emoji)

I rolled my eyes and replied with a simply thumbs up and a thx in response.

Kasey: You owe me a date as repayment.

A date? Was she serious? I couldn’t go on a date with Kasey. The girls would kill me. Still, the thought of spending an evening with the sizzling hot sorority co-ed with her mocha skin and hazel eyes flecked with gold set my heart sputtering. There was only one way to proceed.

Me: Get Zoe, Mia, and Bella to agree and we have a deal.

Zoe and Bella were as territorial as barracudas. Kasey would never get them to agree, which meant I had nothing to worry about. And if, by some miracle, she pulled it off, I could have my cake and eat it too.

Kasey: Seriously? Done. Leave it to me, babe.

I frowned at the phone. She seemed awfully confident. But that was a problem for another day. I replied with a thumbs up and the chat went silent.

A moment later, a pixie perfect blonde burst from the front door and leaped into my arms.

Zoe folded her arms around my neck and shoulders while I wrapped my arms around her waist and lifted her off the ground. She came in for a kiss on the lips, then backed off just enough to meet me face to face.

“Hi, baby. I missed you like crazy.”

“How was Fort Zoe without me?”

Zoe’s smile wilted. “Boring. I already moved the rest of my stuff home. We’re sleeping together tonight.”

I came in for another kiss as a pang of guilt wrecked me. I hated lying to her. “As it should be.”

Zoe grinned. “Exactly.”

She gave me another kiss before I set her down gently on the ground and took her in.

Zoe wore a red summer sundress printed with white flowers. It flowed loosely around her legs and ended just above her knees. The neckline swooped low, revealing modest cleavage and the shoulder straps tied at the top. Her golden hair tumbled over her shoulders in luxuriant waves and her blue eyes sparkled with pure joy.

“Damn, Zoe. You look incredible.”

Zoe beamed and spun around in a three-sixty before popping on her toes for another kiss. “I knew you’d like this dress.”

Before I could respond, another figure appeared on the doorstep, looking anything but confident.

Heather’s green eyes radiated fear while outwardly, she looked every bit as beautiful as Zoe. She wore a black denim skirt and a gold short-sleeved top. She fixed her hair back in a loose ponytail while errant locks of her red hair floated over her face.

My stomach spun with butterflies as I felt the thrum of a deep connection surge to life. It was the same connection I felt with Zoe, Bella, Mia, and Nora. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was a total, grade-A knockout, and I was hooked.

These were dangerous waters I tread, fueled by a heavy emotional connection. But I couldn’t help the way I felt any more than Heather could. An involuntary grin tugged at my lips and Heather’s eyes met mine for only a moment before she formed a sweet smile of her own.

Zoe picked up my hand and wrapped my arm around her waist as she pushed back against my chest. “What’s she doing here?”

Heather took a few tentative steps forward, closing the distance between us. She gave a slight wave and spoke with hesitation in her voice. “Hi, Zoe. Hi, Matt.”

Zoe glared at Heather and pressed even tighter against me. “Where’s Kasey?”

“I’m going on your double date in her place,” Heather said.

Zoe’s eyes widened, and she shook her head. “No, way. You are not going out with my boyfriend draped on your arm.”

I frowned and gazed down at Zoe. “For the record, when you mention your boyfriend, are you referring to me or Mark?” I asked, daring to insert myself into the conversation.

Zoe glared up at me, but kept my arm firmly locked around her waist. “I’m talking about you.” She turned back to Heather. “I’m calling off the date. Thanks anyway.”

“Don’t do that,” Heather said. “Zoe, please. I’m trying to help.”

“Let’s hear her out,” I said.

Zoe glared up at me as her eyes flashed with anger. “You knew about this?”

“Mia and I ran into Heather and Kasey at yoga class this morning. Kasey is not interested in Mark, and Heather offered to help.”

Zoe studied my face carefully. “Mia knows about this?”

“She does,” I said. “We can call her down here if you’d like.”

The anger faded behind Zoe’s eyes, if only slightly. “Kasey isn’t into Mark? Are you sure?”

“Oh, I’m sure,” I said. “She made that crystal clear.”

Zoe wrapped my other arm around her waist and turned back to Heather. “You’re into Mark?”

Heather shook her head. “No, but if you’ll let me, I can pretend that I am long enough for you and Mark to end things amicably. After a couple of weeks, I’ll let him down gently.”

Zoe looked at Heather suspiciously. “Why are you doing this?”

Tears welled in Heather’s eyes, and her chin quivered. “You may find this impossible to believe, but I love you, Zoe. I miss our friendship.”

Zoe sagged back against me, and her shoulders eased. She gazed at Heather for a long time, as if measuring her intent. “You keep your hands off Matt.”

Heather nodded and dabbed at her eyes. “Done.”

It looked like we had weathered the storm, and I decided now was the right time to tell Zoe the rest. “For the record, Mia and I told Heather and Kasey about our little family.”

Zoe nodded. “Good. So, it’s all out in the open.”

That went far better than I expected, but Zoe had already told me she wanted to come out with all her friends. “Not exactly. I swore them to secrecy.”

“We won’t tell a soul,” Heather said. “But I think a lot of the sisters already figured it out.”

Zoe nodded, not the least bit concerned. “I’m not ashamed. We knew this was coming. I love Matt and he loves me.”

Heather’s gaze flickered between me and Zoe. “Zoe, I have zero problems with the way you choose to love Matt or anybody else. I think it’s beautiful. Love is love and you should express it in whatever way fills your heart.”

A hint of a smile tugged at Zoe’s lips. “Thanks. I appreciate you saying that.”

“I’m pretty sure Kasey has a similar opinion,” I said.

Heather looked at me and grinned. “She thinks it’s hot.”

Zoe giggled, and I relaxed.

“It’s so hot,” Zoe said. “Did Matt tell you about the cold air dorm?”

Heather’s jaw dropped. “You guys did it in the cold air dorm? Oh my God. I love it.”

I cleared my throat, desperately seeking a change of subject. “What’s the plan? Are we meeting up with Mark?”

Zoe turned around in my arms and her eyes, once again, glowed with happiness. All was right with the world.

“We’re meeting him outside his fraternity. I’ll text him now.”

“Just so we’re clear, you can’t hold my hand, kiss me, or show any other PDA until your little plan kicks into action.”

Zoe was the queen of PDA. For her, kissing me, holding my hand, calling me pet names, or touching me were the same as breathing. They were involuntary responses she couldn’t control. This alone would spell catastrophe.

Zoe frowned. “I know. It will be hard, but I can do it.”

Zoe pulled out her phone and tapped out a message to Mark.

“Why don’t we just tell the guy?” I asked. “He seems more than reasonable and has probably already figured out that you’re into me.”

Heather and Zoe exchanged a look, then burst out laughing.

“Or not,” I said.

Zoe looked at her phone. “Okay. He’ll meet us outside his fraternity. Let’s go.”

We made our way down the sidewalk, with Heather and Zoe falling in side by side. They chatted about sorority gossip while followed behind, staring off into the trees.

It was good to see the two of them getting along so well, especially after Zoe’s admission on the beach.

A few minutes later, we found Mark waiting on the sidewalk. He opened his arms to hug Zoe, and Zoe stiffened as Heather stepped in and took the hug in her place.

Heather had literally taken a bullet for her friend, and I almost burst out laughing, but contained it with a snort.

Zoe glared at me, and I averted my gaze, suddenly finding great interest in the sidewalk cracks.

“It’s good to see you again, Mark,” Heather said as she stepped back. “It’s been a while.”

Mark scratched his head and frowned, as if confused. “You too. I’m surprised to see you and Zoe hanging out together.”

“Oh, we totally worked out our differences,” Zoe said.

Zoe hooked her arm inside Heather’s and the two of them smiled as if they were fast friends.

“Right,” Heather said. “It’s all water under the bridge.”

Their act did nothing to ease Mark’s confusion, nor did it seem to convince him. He just sort of blankly stared at them, as if unsure of what to say.

“What’s next?” I asked, trying to fill the awkward silence.

“We’ll start with pizza,” Zoe said. “Then go to Leo’s to shoot darts and drink beer? After that, who knows?”

“Sounds like a plan. Let’s roll,” I said.

Heather and Zoe fell in side-by-side, resuming their chatty conversation while Mark and I followed a few paces behind.

Mark leaned in to me and whispered. “It’s not just me, right? This is weird. Zoe hates Heather.”

I chuckled and shrugged. “If you figure out how women think, float me the cheat sheet?”

Mark laughed, and we picked up our own conversation. We talked about sports, weight training, and sci-fi movies. It turned out the guy was a closet geek, just like Bella. The more we chatted, the more guilty I felt about cheating with Zoe. Still, I regretted nothing and would do it all over again.

When we reached the pizza place, I held the door open for the ladies, and that’s when Zoe had her first slip.

“Thanks, baby,” she said to me, and I stiffened.

Zoe’s eyes widened as if she was immediately aware of her mistake. She looked at me and chuckled nervously. “Oops. You’re not Mark.”

I could almost feel Mark’s eye roll behind me while Heather tried to help Zoe play it off.

“I used to do that all the time with my ex and his brother. They looked identical.”

Mark and I looked vaguely alike in that we were roughly the same height, and we were both in good shape. But no one would ever mistake us for brothers.

Zoe laughed nervously and the two women strode ahead of us, whispering with their heads together.

Mark stopped beside me and frowned. “What the hell is going on?”

I shrugged. “Who knows? But the pizza smells amazing. Let’s go.”

We followed the girls to a booth near the back where the jockeying for seats began.

“Let’s sit across from our dates,” Heather said.

“It makes for better conversation,” Zoe said, nodding along.

Clearly, this was something they planned, so I followed along without comment.

Heather slipped into the booth and moved to the wall, making room for Mark. I sat across from Heather, and Zoe followed in beside me.

As soon as we sat down, Zoe scooted all the way in, pressing tight up against me. She picked up my hand under the table and laced her fingers in mine.

I stiffened until I realized Mark couldn’t see Zoe’s hands, but he would notice her proximity. Zoe was practically sitting in my lap. An entire football team could have fit in the empty seat beside her. She seemed unconcerned, and I slowly relaxed as the server arrived with the menus.

Heather and Mark fell into an awkward conversation while Zoe and I looked over a menu together.

“I’m starving,” Zoe said.

“Same,” Heather said as she and Mark scanned the menu between them.

Zoe leaned in close and rested her head on my shoulder. “What looks good to you, baby?”

Mark, who was in the middle of a conversation with Heather, hadn’t noticed, or if he did, he didn’t let on.

I squeezed Zoe’s hand, and she sat upright, then turned to me, wide-eyed, and mouthed the word sorry.

This was not going according to plan. At least the girls had isolated Mark on the same side of the booth as Heather, but there was no chemistry between them. Their conversation was stilted and forced, with prolonged gaps of awkward silence. Heather tried and failed to carry-on a one sided conversation, with Mark grunting one-word responses while looking at Zoe every few seconds.

Meanwhile, Zoe completely ignored Mark as she pointed out items for us to share from the menu. She focused all her attention on me, gazing into my eyes while she caressed the back of my hand with her thumb.

Zoe’s plan wasn’t working. This would either blow up in her face or she would just have to be straight up with the guy. From an outsider’s perspective, Zoe and I were clearly a couple while Mark and Heather looked like two people forced into an awkward bind date, counting the minutes until they could leave.

The server returned and took our order before she departed, leaving the four of us alone, facing each other in awkward silence.

Zoe broke the silence first. “Heather, when’s the first game? I heard you’re the team captain this year? Congrats.”

Heather smiled, seeming relieved to find herself on solid ground. “Thanks. The first game is an away game, so we’ll be traveling with the team. Our first home game is in two weeks. If you guys want to go, I can totally get you some tickets.”

“Which sport do you play?” I asked.

“I’m captain of the school’s varsity cheerleading team,” Heather said. “Football season starts in a little over a week. You and Zoe should come.”

Heather snapped her mouth shut, her cheeks turned bright red, and a look of panic filled her eyes.

Zoe stared across the table at Heather with her jaw hanging open.

Mark frowned, and I jumped in for the save. “As friends,” I said.

“Right,” Heather said, jumping at my lifeline. “That’s what I meant.”

“Totally,” Zoe said. “Friends. We’re just friends.”

I cringed. Zoe was laying it on thick. If this was part of her grand plan, she was absolutely terrible at scheming.

Mark’s frown deepened. The guy obviously knew something was wrong but remained silent. I couldn’t let this go on much longer. It was too hard to watch.

The rest of the meal was just as painful, with long periods of awkward silence while we searched for something to talk about. Nobody wanted to address the elephant in the room.

When the check came, we paid and Mark went to the bathroom, leaving the three of us alone.

“This is brutal,” I said. “Zoe, you’ve got to cut this guy loose.”

“I’m trying,” Heather said. “But it’s like talking to a wall. It’s all yes and no answers. He’s clearly upset, and no matter how hard I flirt, he’s just not into me.”

“It’s because he knows something is wrong,” Zoe said. “I can’t stop myself from acting naturally around Matt, which includes a lot of kissing and touching. Let’s just forget the whole set-up thing. When Mark gets back, I’ll take him outside and break up with him. You guys can wait here.”

“I’m really sorry, Zoe,” Heather said.

Zoe smiled at Heather, then leaned over and squeezed her hand. “I haven’t been very nice to you, and the thing with Bella’s ex wasn’t even your fault. I’m sick of pretending I hate you when I don’t. Can we be friends again?”

Heather’s chin quivered, and tears welled in her eyes. She nodded and smiled. “I’d love that.”

I wanted to give the two of them some time alone to hug it out or do whatever girls do. “You two keep talking. I’m going to go make sure Mark didn’t climb out the window to escape.”

Zoe giggled and leaned over to kiss me. “Thanks, baby. You’re the best.”

I slipped out of the booth and Heather came around to take my seat. As I headed for the bathroom, I glanced over my shoulder and spotted the girls hugging. At least the night wasn’t a total disaster.

When I rounded the corner to enter the hallway leading to the bathroom, I nearly ran into Mark.

“Sorry,” I said and tried to walk around him, trying to pretend I wasn’t there to check up on him.

“Matt, can we talk for a second?” Mark asked, stopping me in my tracks.

Nothing good ever started with that phrase. A feeling of dread sat heavy in my gut. I braced myself for a rough conversation, then turned around to face Mark.

“Sure. What’s up?”

Mark grimaced as he met my eye. “If it wasn’t obvious before, it is now. Zoe isn’t into me. She’s into you, and I think you both know it. Whatever this was all about tonight, I can’t say. But I think she wanted me to get with Heather, who also has eyes for you. During my first two years here, Heather didn’t even know I existed. Now she’s interested in going out with me?” He barked out a humorless laugh. “Please.”

“Sorry, Mark. It wasn’t my or Zoe’s intention to hurt you,” I said. “We have a history that goes way back and runs deep. It’s all come to a head this week.”

Mark nodded and sighed. “You’re a good guy. I really want to hate you, but I can’t. It was bad timing for Zoe and me.”

“Is there anything I can do? Do you want me to tell her so you can just slide out the back door?”

Mark shook his head. “I’m going out there and ending things with Zoe. At least I can say it was me who broke up with her. I’ll keep at least a shred of my dignity.” He clapped me on the shoulder and nodded. “Good luck, Matt. You’re a lucky man.”


Chapter eleven
Hot Tub Hijinks


Zoe inched forward, where she sat on my lap, straddling me. She dragged her fingertips over my shoulders and opened her mouth to deepen our kiss. Our tongues twined and our hands roamed over each other while, around us, steam curled from the hot tub’s churning froth.

Stars shone in the cloudless moonlit sky and crickets chirped from their hiding spots in Nora’s backyard. The nearby pool was a sheet of glass and the sounds from inside the house had faded away. We were finally alone.

Zoe ground her hips with an easy, unhurried cadence while our make-out session passed the twenty-minute mark.

I tucked my fingers inside the back of Zoe’s electric blue bikini bottoms and filled my palms with her bare ass flesh. My cock raged between her sculpted thighs, where it remained trapped inside my swim trunks.

We broke the kiss to come up for air, where we came face to face. Hazy lust shone in Zoe’s blue eyes, and she ran her fingers up the base of my neck before sliding them through my shaggy brown hair.

“Baby, I’m so turned on,” Zoe said. “Make love to me.”

Zoe wore her hair up, fixed in a high ponytail, while errant wisps of her blonde locks trailed over her cheeks and neck. Her face was perfection, exemplified, with a body handcrafted by a goddess.

How had I pulled off this miracle? My cock thrummed against her grinding hips, rock hard and ready to slide deep inside her exquisitely tight pussy. I reached behind Zoe’s back to untie her top when the back door creaked open.

Zoe sighed, clearly frustrated, and turned her head toward the door. “Mom, we’re kind of in the middle of something.”

But when the intruder appeared around the corner, it wasn’t Nora.

Bella grinned. “I’m not mom, baby girl.”

A smirking Bella draped her towel over the back of a nearby chair and made her way up the hot tub stairs. She wore a barely-there black micro-bikini that revealed as much under-boob as it did her alluring cleavage. A thin triangular piece of fabric covered her pussy, secured by wisps of strings, secured at each hip.

Bella wore her raven hair in a high ponytail just like Zoe’s, and her blue eyes simmered with mischief as she leveled me with a hungry stare.

“We’re on a date,” Zoe said. “We were just about to have sex. Please leave.”

Bella stepped into the hot tub and grinned. “Then it looks like I’m just in time.”

Zoe huffed and glared at her sister. “You had Matt all to yourself for days.”

Bella slipped into the water and sighed with satisfaction. “Now that feels good.” She floated closer to where I sat, with Zoe parked on my lap. “I haven’t seen my man in three days. I’m not asking you to leave. Don’t be so fucking greedy, Zoe.”

This had all the earmarks of a potential cat fight. They were the two strongest women I knew, and they were both used to get what they wanted when they wanted it. Nora’s words surged to life in my head. I was the man of the house, and I needed to act like it.

I opened an arm to Bella, inviting her in. “Hey beautiful. I missed you too.”

Bella floated into my arm and leaned in for a long, languid kiss heavy on tongue. I ran my hand down Bella’s back and cupped her tight ass, giving it a full squeeze as she pushed in closer.

Meanwhile, Zoe folded her arms over her chest, pouting as she glared daggers at her big sister.

When we broke off the kiss, Bella folded herself under my arm and smiled at Zoe triumphantly.

“You can be such a bitch sometimes,” Zoe said.

“Takes one to know one,” Bella said.

This shit would not fly in my henhouse. “Enough.”

The girls snapped their mouths shut and turned to me, expectantly, as if waiting for me to choose one of them.

I glanced back and forth between them. “I thought you two had a pact?”

“We do,” Zoe said. “And I’m not asking you to dump Bella or anything crazy. I’m finally free. Is it so wrong for us to have some alone time?”

Bella ran her hand over my muscled chest and frowned at her little sister. “What do you mean, you’re free? Don’t tell me you finally dumped Mitch, Mike, or whoever.”

Bella was such a shit. She knew his name was Mark and was simply teasing Zoe, trying to get a reaction. I mentally urged Zoe not to fall into Bella’s trap.

Zoe’s face brightened. “Mitch dumped me. It was the second best day of my whole life.”

I snorted a laugh, and Bella gave her little sister a genuine smile. “It’s about time. But I thought he was whipped? How did that go down?”

Zoe told Bella the story until she got to the part where Heather supplanted Kasey as my date.

“That little bitch doesn’t know when to stop,” Bella said.

Bella possessively wrapped her arm around my chest and pulled herself so close, her breast bulged against my rib cage. It was as if Heather might spring out from behind a bush and try to claim me as her own.

“At first, I was angry,” Zoe said. “Then I really listened to her. Heather helped me, and she didn’t have to. She really misses you, Bella. Heather told me herself. I think you’re making a huge mistake by cutting her out of your life.”

Bella frowned, as if thinking. “Mia told me you guys told Heather and Kasey about the harem.”

I winced. “Sorry, Bells. After what happened at the party, Heather thought you and I were dating. Meanwhile, Mia has told everyone else that she and I are a thing.”

Zoe slipped off my lap and curled under my other arm before staring across my chest at her big sister. “And a couple of other sisters spotted Matt and I out together. We were making out at the concert the other night.”

Bella rolled her eyes. “You are a horny little toad, aren’t you?”

Zoe shrugged and gazed up at me. “Matt likes my PDA. Don’t you, baby?”

“I love it,” I said. “Don’t change a thing.”

Zoe grinned as if satisfied. “I’m happy it’s all out in the open. No more pretending.”

Bella smiled at her little sister, then up at me. “I am too. We belong together, and the sooner we normalize it, the better.”

I cupped each of their asses, giving them both a squeeze. “Our public relationships aren’t the only things we need to normalize. Girls, if we’re going to make this crazy harem work, we need some flexibility and respect for each other’s private moments.”

I gazed between Zoe and Bella as they took in my words. “Zoe, I love Bella just as much as I love you. I’ll never exclude her from anything. If the situation were reversed, would you like me to exclude you tonight?”

Zoe shook her head. “I would hate that. It would make me feel you don’t really love me.”

I turned my attention to Bella. “You need to respect your sister’s private time. That goes for both Zoe and Mia. If you sent a text or called me, I would have invited you to join us. But your goal was to make Zoe angry. Cut that shit out. It’s damaging not only to all our relationships, but to your relationship with Zoe. She’s your blood sister.”

Bella averted her gaze as she ran her hand over my chest, considering my words.

“Zoe went to the mat for you with Heather. She’s team Bella all the way. You’ve got to have her back like she has yours. If we’re going to make this family work, we have to stick up for each other.”

Bella looked at her sister with shame in her eyes. “Sorry, Zoe. I can be a huge bitch. Especially when I don’t get my way. I’ll try hard not to do it again.”

Zoe ran her hand across my chest and squeezed Bella’s hand. “I love you, Bella. I know I can be selfish. We should plan things to do together with Matt. That includes Mia and even mom. That way, he doesn’t have to choose.”

The bit about Nora surprised me, but I let it pass. Now wasn’t the time.

I clapped both of their asses and grinned. “Staring right here and now with hot tub hijinks. What do you ladies think?”

Zoe giggled, and Bella grinned.

“What are hot tub hijinks?” Zoe asked.

“Baby girl, he’s talking about a threesome,” Bella said.

Zoe’s eyes widened. “Oh.” Then a knowing smile spread across her face. “Oh.”

“What a great way to share a Friday night,” I said.

Zoe giggled and looked over at Bella. The girls traded a high five and my stomach spun with anticipation.

Bella slipped her hand around my neck and reached up, drawing me into a kiss. Our tongues flashed together, hot and heavy. Bella pressed in close and slid her leg across my lap, causing her tight ass to break the water’s surface.

I broke off the kiss and turned to find Zoe staring at us with her lips parted and her eyes hazy with lust. I cupped the pixie blonde’s tight ass and pulled her close before drawing her into an open-mouthed kiss.

Zoe dove in and our tongues flew together. She ran her fingers through my hair, and pushed my head against hers, deepening our bond. She moaned softly into my mouth, and her warm, minty breath flashed up my nostrils.

Arousal flared inside me and my cock pulsed, hardening to steel, as Bella leaned in behind my ear and licked her way down my neck.

I ran my hand up and over Zoe’s ass, then higher, doing the same with Bella until I found both of their bikini bows and gave them each a sharp tug.

The straps fell away, and the girls shucked out of their tops, letting their wet, glistening breasts spring free. Zoe’s breasts were bigger than Bella’s, but that didn’t diminish the perfection of Bella’s beautiful round treasures.

I turned my attention back to Bella while I cupped Zoe’s breast and teased her stiff nipple between my fingers.

Bella kept her eyes open as our tongues met with our lips still inches apart. We engaged in tongue play as our tongues swirled together in the open air, and Bella eyed me playfully. Her smile widened as she sucked my tongue between her lips and gently clamped down with her teeth. Her blue shimmered and her sleek black hair glistened with wetness.

Butterflies swirled deep in my stomach and my cock twitched so hard it visibly bucked inside my swim trunks.

Zoe tugged at my drawstring until my swim trunks came loose.

“Bella, help me with his swim trunks,” Zoe said.

Bella broke off our tongue play and grinned at her little sister. “Baby girl wants a hard cock. Can’t say I blame you, little sis.”

Bella peeled her leg off my cock and drew back, but not before I inhaled Bella’s tiny nipple between my lips and gave it a playful suck. Bella flashed me a teasing smile before floating down to meet her sister.

The girls drew even at my waistline, and I floated my hips off the bench. Together, they tugged my suit over my hips and peeled it down my legs and off my ankles.

My cock sprang free, appearing above the frothy churn like a submarine periscope. Bella chucked aside my swim trunks along with her and Zoe’s tops.

Zoe shimmied out of her bottoms and tossed them onto the pavement while Bella did the same, leaving the three of us completely naked.

Bella eyed Zoe’s chest with envy. “What I wouldn’t give for a pair of knockers like yours.”

Zoe scooped up her springy breasts, holding them up proudly. “You have beautiful breasts, Bella. Your whole body is just perfect.” Zoe pushed her perfect breasts together, forming a mountain of eye popping cleavage. “These things make my back hurt.”

“I’m an excellent masseuse,” I said.

Zoe giggled, and Bella rolled her eyes.

“I bet you had your cock in between those magnificent melons on night one,” Bella said.

“Can you blame me? She’s kind of irresistible,” I said.

Zoe beamed. “Actually, it didn’t even take that long. During our first official date, I let Matt have his way with me on this little island we swam to.”

“I can’t say I blame him.” Bella picked up my cock and curled her fingers around it, gently stroking me under the water. “It seems, we’re all horny toads.”

Zoe nodded as her breasts churned atop the frothy hot tub water. They glistened and bounced with mouthwatering appeal. “All I want to do is have sex with Matt. I hope I don’t fail out of school.”

“I’m sure Matt won’t mind fucking you silly,” Bella said. She looked up at me and grinned. “Right, baby?”

I grinned. “Someone’s got to do it. It might as well be me.”

Zoe giggled, and Bella stroked my cock, considering her sister for a long moment. “Have you ever sucked his cock?”

Zoe shook her head. “Too busy fucking and not enough sucking.”

Bella chuckled, and they traded a high five.

“It’s not rocket science, but I can give you a few pointers if you’d like.”

It’s like I had stepped into an alternate reality. Was this really happening? I still couldn’t wrap my head around everything that had happened.

“I’d like that,” Zoe said.

Bella looked at me. “Babe, can you push up a little so we can suck your cock?”

My jaw dropped, and I instantly complied, letting my body rise until it floated on the frothy surface.

“Let me see your technique,” Bella said, handing my cock over to Bella like it was a training dildo.

Zoe frowned and took my cock in her hand. “I don’t want to bite his dick off or anything.”

“Keep your teeth back and only use your lips and tongue. It helps to form a seal around his shaft, then you can suck him off while he face fucks you.”

Zoe’s jaw dropped. “You do that?”

“Sure, I do,” Bella said. “I can make Matt cum in less than two minutes if I wanted.”

Bella was right. Her cock sucking skills were unparalleled, but I had nothing else to go on. Zoe had sort of sucked my cock during the boob job she gave me, but not enough to judge. Nora had yet to blow me, and I had a feeling she would put her daughters to shame in that department.

“God, yes,” Bella said. “All the time. We have had a lot of oral sex.”

“I want to learn,” Zoe said.

“Good. Then let’s see what we’re working with.”

I grinned, stifling an outright laugh. This was fucking surreal.

Zoe inched forward and hovered over my cock while her slippery breasts shimmied over my hips. She stroked my cock with tender affection, then kissed my tip and turned her head to meet my gaze.

“Tell me if I’m hurting you. Okay, baby?”

I nodded. “I’ll let you know.”

Zoe circled her tongue around my knob, sending sharp waves of pleasure shooting up my spine.

I moaned with satisfaction as my cock twitched and pre-cum oozed from my tip.

“That’s good,” Bella said. “You didn’t just dive right in. You can use that technique all by itself to make him come.”

Zoe swirled her tongue around my tip again, then leaned over and slid my cock between her lips. She lapped up my pre-cum while her tongue wriggled over my glans, and she kept stroking with her hand.

Pleasure buzzed through my brain, and my cock pulsed under her gentle grip. I moaned and rocked my hips up and down, sliding my cock deeper into Zoe’s mouth.

“You’re a natural,” Bella said. “As sexual as you are, I’m not surprised. You make me proud, little sister.”

Zoe bobbed up and down a few more times, taking me deep into her mouth. My cock slid over her tongue as the pressure in my balls built.

Glug. Glug. Glug.

Zoe built up speed, sucking and slurping as my balls tightened and my cock pulsed in her mouth. It wouldn’t take much more before I came down the back of her throat.

Zoe took me deeper until my tip touched the back of her throat and she gagged. She came away sputtering and coughing as a thick strand of cum-filled saliva stretched from her lower lip to my tip.

Bella picked up my cock while Zoe drew back, sucking in deep breaths as her eyes watered.

“Relax your throat,” Bella said. “That way, you won’t gag. But don’t worry. It’s an advanced technique. You’ll pick it up quickly.”

Zoe eyed my cock hungrily. “Can you show me what you mean?”

Bella’s eyes blazed with confidence, and she grinned. “I thought you’d never ask.”

She tossed her wet hair over her shoulder and kissed my tip. She gazed up at me and circled her tongue around my knob. “If you feel you’re about to come, pull out. I want you to fuck me first.”

My cock bucked in her hand, twitching and pulsing. After Zoe’s blowjob, I was already on edge. I only nodded, and Bella turned her full attention on my glistening cock. She parted her lips and extended her tongue, taking me deep as she formed a perfect seal around my shaft.

Bella spent a moment sucking and licking, lightly blowing me as she found her rhythm. Then she went all in. She bobbed up and down on my cock, slurping up the cum leaking from my tips as she took me deeper and deeper.

My tip touched the back of her throat and Bella paused just long enough to open wide and let me slide deep.

I groaned and my toes curled as deep guttural sounds rolled out of Bella’s mouth and my cock bulged in her throat.

“Oh, my fucking God,” Zoe said. “That’s incredible.”

Bella tightened her throat around my shaft and breathed through her nose as she slipped my cock up and down her throat. Her throat muscles contracted, and my head swam as a sharp need to come boiled up in my balls.

“Bells, baby. Stop,” I said as I pulled out and gasped as the hot tub water enveloped my cock like scalding iron doused in a quenching tub.

Bella drew back, dragging a string of pure white cum with her. She licked her lips and smiled at an astounded Zoe. “That’s how it’s done.”

“How do you fight the gag reflex?” Zoe asked.

“Relax your throat,” Bella said. “Think of how much you love Matt and how happy it will make him.”

Zoe smiled sweetly and looked up at me. “I can definitely do that.”

Bella rose from the water and turned around, showing me her tight ass. A thin swell of her puffy pink pussy lips showed between her toned thighs. She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Now that we’ve warmed up, feed me that monster cock, baby.”

I glanced at Zoe to make sure she was absolutely okay with it, but the pixie blonde practically vibrated with excitement. That’s when it really hit me. Zoe, Bella, Mia, Nora were born for this life. The word soulmate took on an entirely new connotation. I wanted this. We wanted this together. Not only did I have nothing to fear, but not pursuing this lifestyle would end in disaster. Nora was right. I was the glue holding our family together.

My cock swayed from side to side, dripping water as the golden lights from the hot tub enveloped Bella with a fantastical glow. I grabbed Bella’s lithe hip in one hand and stepped forward, taking my cock in the other.

Zoe came up behind me and pressed in tight, mashing her breasts against my back. Her hard nipples dug into my soft flesh, and she coiled her arms around my waist. She ran a hand over my six-pack abs and circled the base of my cock with the other. Zoe nuzzled in tight behind my ear and kissed me high on the neck. “Fuck Bella for me, baby. Fuck her hard.”

Her breath tickled my ear, and a sharp shiver of pleasure raced down my spine. My cock throbbed in Zoe’s hand, and I grabbed Bella’s hips in both hands, letting Zoe take the wheel.

Zoe glanced around my chest and dredged my cock up and down her sister’s pink swollen slit. Her tongue slipped into my ear, and she caressed my abs with her free hand. I shifted my hips forward and Zoe slipped my cock inside Bella’s tight cunt.

Bella moaned and arched her back, rocking slightly as she readied herself for my massive cock. She glanced back at us over her shoulder, and her blue eyes simmered with heat. “You two look so fucking hot together.”

With my tip buried just inside Bella’s pussy, I took a moment to savor the world’s most perfect ass. I caressed her ass cheek while I teased her pussy with my cock. Then I let go, smacking Bella’s ass, causing her to jump as her pussy flexed and squeezed my cock.

Zoe buried her tongue in my ear and ran her hands up and down my chest, moaning softly as her warm breath electrified my pleasure senses.

Bella arched her back and moaned, pressing backward into my cock until I slipped inside her. After three days apart, her tight hole welcomed me home, sucking and squeezing my cock as it throbbed and expanded against her resistance.

Her pussy was warm and slippery, and I moaned and spread her tight ass cheeks apart, watching as her pussy lips sealed around my shaft. My cock thrummed deep inside Bella, pulsing as I rocked forward and backward, fucking her with short, even thrusts.

The pleasure intensified and my brain buzzed as Zoe’s tongue swirled in my ear and the steam billowed up around us. My muscled chest glistened with water and sweat, and Zoe ground her hips against my lower back.

“Your cock is hitting just right,” Bella said, moaning out the words as she rocked on my cock, fucking me faster and taking me deeper.

My cock sizzled inside the stunning brunette while waves of lust rolled across my brain in waves. I moaned and churned my hips, fucking Bella hard and fast, trying to outrun the orgasm brewing deep in my balls.

Bella clutched the side of the hot tub, grunting under my hammering thrusts while my cock glistened, slick with her juices. My midsection bounced off her tight ass with rhythmic claps as Bella’s moans intensified.

Zoe’s hands and tongue were everywhere. Her warm breath trailed inside my ear and down my neck. She turned my head around to face her and found my mouth with hers.

Our tongues coiled together as I pumped Bella, fucking her faster and harder, vaguely aware of Bella’s mewling groans over the hot tub’s bubbly hiss.

My head swam with hazy lust, and the urge to come nearly overwhelmed me. As I lost myself in Zoe’s kiss, the steady drumbeat of Bella’s clapping ass faded as Bella cried out in ecstasy.

Bella stiffened and her body spasmed as a massive orgasm swept through her. “Baby, fuck — coming so hard.”

She grunted with every hammering thrusts, causing her words to come out in broken fragments. Her body contracted three more times before Bella fell forward, completely spent.

My cock slipped from her tight little hole, sticky with cum and Bella’s slick wet juices. It swayed from side to side, with cum leaking from my tip as the shock of loss, sent my head spinning. I teetered on the edge of orgasm with my cock pulsing as my orgasm tried to break through my mental resistance.

I still had one more Monroe sister to please, and I spun to find Zoe gazing up at me. Her eyes were heavy with desire, and I wouldn’t waste a single second. I leaned forward and grabbed Zoe’s bare ass in both hands before I effortlessly scooped her up and drew her tight against me.

Zoe wrapped her legs around my waist and ground her hips as she found my mouth with her lips and tongue. She coiled her arms around my shoulders and neck, then drew back just enough to figure out what I intended.

I carried Zoe two steps forward and sat down on the top step, leaving my cock above the waterline where it swayed from side to side. I pried apart Zoe’s perfect ass, revealing her tight pink slit that loomed overhead.

Zoe steadied herself on the arm rails and lowered herself onto my rigid cock. Her beautiful breasts jiggled and bounced, pressed into my face. I sucked her nipple between my lips while I took my cock in hand.

Zoe rested her knees on the top step and churned her hips as I dredged my tip through Zoe’s soaking wet pussy. With a slight shift of her hips, my cock sank into her sweet, tight honey hole, and I groaned with pleasure and relief.

My cock sank deep inside Zoe’s pussy, meeting token resistance until I fully impaled her, groaning with primal pleasure when I bottomed out.

As we met face to face, Zoe settled onto my lap and churned my cock where it pulsed inside her velvety smooth depths. Her pussy flexed and squeezed, sealing my cock in a warm cocoon of carnal decadence.

With a grunt, I shifted my hips and thrust upward, deepening my penetration until Zoe clamped down with her inner walls, sealing my cock in place. I throbbed deep inside her, already on the brink of orgasmic release.

Zoe’s eyes washed over with lust and her wet blonde hair clung to her shoulders and back, glistening under the hot tub’s golden lights. Her heavy round breasts bounced against my chest, and she panted for breath through her parted lips.

Zoe shifted her hips and fucked me slow and deep. “Give me your cum, Matty,”

She leaned forward and our tongues met as I thrust upward and met Zoe’s rhythm with deep, even thrusts.

The water churned around us, sloshing against the hot tub walls as steam curled into the cool night air. Zoe’s breasts circled her chest, clapping together as she bounced up and down, taking my cock deep.

Her moans echoed in my mouth, and she rocked her hips, fucking me fast and deep as she moved her upper body in sinuous waves.

I cupped Zoe’s ass, feeding her my cock as I pried apart her tight pussy and plunged deep with every upward thrust.

Zoe’s eyes washed over with the telltale sign of a looming orgasm. Her legs quivered, and she cried out as her body stiffened. She dug her nails into my shoulders and clamped down with her pussy. She locked her eyes on mine as her chest heaved and she panted for breath. As the massive orgasm swept through Zoe, her body contracted, and her eyes lost focus.

My head flashed with dizzy white heat, and I released my mental resistance a moment before a massive orgasm consumed me. Delirious pleasure flowed through my veins as I grunted and exploded inside Zoe, feeding her a massive load of sticky cum. My balls contracted in rapid succession, each time I came harder, feeding Zoe rope after rope of my potent seed.

She took it all, milking my cock as she ground me deep inside and our eyes locked together. Zoe leaned forward and kissed me, grinding me until my orgasm faded.

Completely spent, I leaned back and motioned Bella forward. Bella smiled and floated into my open arms while Zoe slipped off my cock and curled in beside me.

The three of us cuddled together in the hot tub trading kisses until I finally found the energy to speak. “How do we top that?”

Bella grinned. “We add in Mia.”

Zoe giggled and nodded. “Definitely. I feel bad leaving her out. That was super fucking hot.”

“I’ve never come that hard in my life,” Bella said. “I’m hooked.”

“Same,” Zoe said. “But right now I’m really sleepy.”

“Let’s go to bed,” I said. “It’s been a long night.”

“My bed is back at the sorority,” Bella said.

Zoe shook her head. “Not tonight, babe. We have a king sized bed. I’m pretty sure Matt won’t mind sleeping between us.”

I grinned. “As long as nobody gets dressed.”

The girls giggled together, then Bella leaned forward and pulled Zoe into a hug. “I love you, little sister.”

Zoe squeezed Bella tight. “I love you back.”


Chapter twelve
Dream Man


The next morning, we ate breakfast with Nora, and I returned to the sorority with Bella and Zoe. Zoe had a meeting with the rush committee while I chilled with Bella in her room.

We sat together on Bella’s futon, snuggled together with our arms and legs entwined, watching The Empire Strikes Back on her laptop. We had just reached the climax when a sharp knock sounded on Bella’s door.

Bella sighed, clearly frustrated. “Make them go away.”

“Aren’t you the sorority president? What if it’s an emergency?”

Bella rolled her eyes. “A sorority emergency? Really?”

I shrugged, and the knocking sound came again.

Bella groaned. “Fine. Let me get rid of whoever it is.”

“Not a problem,” I said and sat up just enough for Bella to extricate her limbs from our pretzel-like cuddle position.

I sat up as Bella pushed herself off the couch before I stole a chance to swat her tight ass. Bella glanced over her shoulder and batted her blue eyes at me. “You can paddle me for real after the movie.”

The knocking came again, somehow more urgent.

“I’m coming. Keep your panties on,” Bella said, earning a chuckle from me.

Bella opened the door, and her jaw dropped. “What the fuck?”

I leaned forward and gazed at the visitor standing in the open doorway. Her long, wavy redhead tumbled over her shoulders, rich and glossy. “Heather? What are you doing here?”

Heather wrung her hands together, and her eyes were clearly distraught. “Bella, can I come in? Zoe told me you were here with Matt. I need to talk to you both.”

Bella looked more concerned than angry. She stepped back and opened the door wide. “Come on in.”

Heather stepped through the open door and flashed me a nervous smile while Bella clicked the door shut behind her.

“Have a seat,” Bella said. “I heard what you did for Zoe. Thank you.”

Heather nodded and flashed Bella a furtive smile. “I’m afraid I didn’t do much.”

“You tried. That’s what counts,” Bella said and gestured toward one of the open chairs by the futon. “Have a seat.”

Heather sat on the edge of a padded armchair next to the futon. I leaned forward, trying to get a read on the stunning redhead, but she wouldn’t meet my eye.

She was clearly distraught, and I couldn’t imagine what she had to say that involved both me and Bella.

Bella sat down beside me and picked up my hand, lacing our fingers together before we turned our attention to Heather.

Heather let out a held breath and gazed at Bella. “I’m really nervous.”

Bella frowned. “Clearly. What’s going on?”

Heather averted her gaze, staring at the floor before she spoke. “Given our history, I wanted to make sure you heard this from me.”

“Now I’m worried,” Bella said.

When Heather looked up, tears welled in her eyes. “Ever since the night of the party, I haven’t been able to sleep, eat, or even think about school or cheerleading. I’m a wreck.”

Bella and I traded a worried look before Bella spoke. “Hey, girl. It’s okay. Talk to me.”

I felt genuine concern in Bella’s voice, which was a testament to how far she had come with Heather.

Heather let out a nervous laugh and dabbed her eyes as she looked at Bella. “Your friendship means everything to me.” Her voice cracked. “I need to get something off my chest, and you need to know I’m not here to steal anyone’s boyfriend.”

Butterflies rose and fell in my stomach, and I shifted forward, hanging on to her next words.

“Okay. You’re officially freaking me the fuck out,” Bella said. “Spit it out.”

Heather nodded. “Ever since my sixteenth birthday, I’ve had the same recurring dream. In the last six months, the dreams have become increasingly vivid and incredibly erotic. I’ve kind of just let them go, as there really isn’t anything I can do about them. But that all changed the day of the party.”

Bella and I only traded a look before returning our full attention to Heather.

Heather looked at me for the first time. “The same man has always appeared in every single dream. Until the party, I didn’t even know the man existed. Then I saw you, Matt. You are the man in my dreams.”

* * *
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Chapter one
Heather’s Confession


Bella’s eyes flared with anger, and she shot to her feet, glaring at Heather, fists clenched. “Is this a fucking a joke?”

Heather reared back in her chair, and the color drained from her face. Her eyes widened in terror, and she stared at Bella, jaw agape with tears streaming down her cheeks. She shook her head and held up her hands as if to ward off a potential attack. “This isn’t a joke. I swear. Bella, I’m scared. Please. I need Matt’s help.”

Heather was either the world’s greatest actress, or she was telling the truth. I gave Bella a moment to reach the same conclusion before I planned to intervene. What Heather said not only intrigued me, it resonated with me in such a fundamental way that I couldn’t deny her words.

Bella stared at Heather, her expression a mixture of confusion and anger. But the anger behind her eyes faded, morphing into skepticism. Silence stretched out in Bella’s room, broken only by the sound of Heather’s sniffles.

Like me, the beautiful redhead didn’t look like she was in a hurry to speak. We were both waiting for Bella’s famous anger to subside, not wanting to antagonize her.

As the seconds ticked by, we drifted into the realm of awkward silence. I was just about to speak up when Bella pointed a warning finger at Heather. “If this is some kind of fucking game, I’ll ruin you.”

Heather’s eye widened and fresh fear blossomed on her face, giving life to an inner innocence I had never noticed in her. As Bella took her seat beside me on the futon, Heather seemed to relax and shook her head. “It’s not a game. I swear on my sisterly bond as a Pi Beta Phi.”

Bella inhaled a deep breath and closed her eyes as if to calm herself. I took the pause as an opportunity to jump in. I needed to understand. Whatever Heather experienced might corroborate the feelings I felt for her.

The first time I laid eyes on Heather at the fraternity, I experienced an instant connection. The same sensation happened again on the night of our double date. But these weren’t feelings I was comfortable sharing with Bella. Not with Heather present and especially not in her current emotional state.

“You say the dreams started on your sixteenth birthday. Why then?” I asked.

Heather shook her head and sighed with frustration. “I don’t know, and I’ve wracked my brain trying to come up with a reason. At first, I ignored the dreams, even though I remember them all in vivid detail.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, what are the dreams about?” I asked.

Bella leaned forward and nodded. “I’d like to know that too.”

“This is where shit gets really weird,” Heather said.

“As if shit isn’t weird enough already,” Bella said. “Just tell us.”

Heather nodded and inhaled a breath before releasing it, as if to calm herself. “My dreams are all from the first-person point of view. It’s as if I’m looking out of the eyes of the future me. The dream that started on my sixteenth birthday was about meeting Matt at the fraternity party. It was just a snippet of his face and a feeling of….” Her cheeks reddened, and she averted her gaze.

“A feeling of what?” Bella asked.

Heather exhaled and seemed to ready herself for another Bella outburst. “Butterflies flying like crazy in my stomach. Fireworks. A feeling of complete infatuation. That feeling you get when you meet someone who sweeps you off your feet.”

My stomach turned over, and the room tilted sideways. That was how I felt when I met Heather for the first time. I studied Heather’s face, and she met my gaze, causing my insides to melt.

That same feeling returned, and my stomach dipped, then soared. My pulse quickened, and for a moment, I lost myself in her bright green eyes. The feeling nearly overwhelmed me, and I averted my gaze to collect myself.

“You’re making this shit up,” Bella said. “Of course, your dream was about an event that has already happened. How are we supposed to believe you?”

I stilled my pounding heart and forced myself to look at Heather. “Are you still having that dream?”

Heather shook her head. “After the party, it stopped. But when it happened, the feelings from my dream were all there, and even more intense.” She whirled on Bella, her eyes pleading. “I’m not here to steal Matt away from you, Mia, or Zoe. I don’t know where else to turn, and these dreams are driving me crazy.”

Bella’s eyes simmered and her jaw muscles flexed. “I’m trying really hard to believe you. But given your track record, this isn’t easy. Zoe and Mia seem to trust you, which means I’m ignoring the little voice inside my head, telling me to punch you in the nose.”

I picked up Bella’s hands and gave it a reassuring squeeze. “Bells, I won’t hurt you. Okay?”

Bella relaxed and smiled. “I know, and I trust you. It’s Heather I don’t trust.”

Heather winced but remained silent.

I turned my full attention back to Heather. “You’re experiencing a feeling of déjà vu?”

Heather nodded. “More like déjà vu on crack. Some dreams encapsulate only a moment, while others go on for what seems like hours. But whenever that moment happens in real life, it takes my breath away. It’s almost like I’m having an out-of-body experience.”

“Which dreams going on for hours?” Bella asked.

Heather’s cheeks flashed red. “I’d rather not say.”

Bella shifted in her seat and tightened her grip on my hand. “It’s like you’ve fucked Matt more than me. This is so fucking creepy.”

Heather clamped her mouth shut while I planned my next question. I braced myself for the answer I knew was coming. “Has that feeling of déjà vu happened since the party?”

Heather nodded. “Yes. It happened during the night of our double date. Do you remember when I stepped out onto the front porch to meet you and Zoe? It happened then. I felt like you could see straight through me.”

My stomach lurched, and I closed my eyes as my head spun. I wanted to tell her I felt the same connection, but I couldn’t without hurting Bella. “This is……” I shook my head and let out a held breath.

“Crazy,” Bella said, answering for me. “This is crazy. What other dreams have you had? I’d like to hear about the ones that haven’t happened.”

Heather’s cheeks turned bright red. “As I mentioned a moment earlier, most of them are of the X-rated variety.”

Despite me willing for it not to happen, arousal stirred inside me and my cock thickened in my jeans. The thought of taking Heather to Pound Town left me feeling delirious with lust.

Bella looked ready to explode. “Are there dreams you can share that don’t involve you fucking my boyfriend?”

Heather frowned and gazed upward as if thinking. “Most of them involve sex or intimacy. I’m sure you don’t want to hear about those.”

Bella glared at me as anger flashed in her eyes. “You are such a pervert.”

My jaw dropped, and I laughed. “They aren’t my dreams. Why are you looking at me like that?”

Bella rolled her eyes. “Are you sure about that?”

Heather didn’t seem to find the humor in our little back and forth and sat quietly as if lost in thought.

“There is one dream that I have almost every night. It started the night I met Matt at the party. It hasn’t happened yet, and it’s safe to share. Bella, you’re in it too. You, Mia, Zoe, Matt, of course, and there’s someone there who I think is your mom.”

Bella tensed. “What makes you think she’s my mom?”

“She’s drop dead gorgeous, just like you and your sisters. She could even be your sister. Does your mom have long, dark hair and an incredible figure?”

My carnal knowledge of Nora’s incredible body sprang to life in my head. Tendrils of arousal burrowed into my balls, and my cock thickened as desire surged inside me.

Bella’s nostrils flared, and she gave Heather an almost imperceptible nod. Clearly, she didn’t want to talk about Nora’s hotness, and I wasn’t about to poke that bear.

“What’s the dream about?” I asked.

“We’re all in this older lady’s home. I think she’s into fortune-telling, tarot cards, or palm reading?” Heather shook her head. “It’s not clear from the dream.”

Bella stiffened. “What does she look like?”

Heather closed her eyes as if re-living the dream. “She’s in her sixties with a kind face and round blue eyes. She has a pale complexion, and… oh, and she’s wearing an interesting necklace.”

Bella looked at me as the color drained from her face. “What does the necklace look like?”

“It’s a blue orb surrounded by stars,” Heather said.

Even if I’d never met the woman, the look in Bella’s eyes told me everything I needed to know. Heather just described Ms. May.

Bella’s jaw dropped as her eyes widened in shock. “What was the dream about? Did she say anything?”

Heather shook her head while her eyes remained closed. “It’s just a flash, but the feeling I have is….” A bright smile lit her beautiful face. “Joy. I’m happy and so is Matt. We all are.”

Heather opened her eyes and looked at me, smiling as tears formed. “I feel so close to you, and I don’t know what to do with all these feelings. That’s why I’m here. Please help me make sense of this. You must know something.”

I wanted to take her in my arms and hold her. I wanted to tell her she wasn’t crazy, and that I felt those same connections. But I couldn’t do any of that without talking to Bella first. Before I could tell Heather that I needed to talk to Bella alone, Bella spoke up.

“You need to tell this to my family,” Bella said. “Most of all, you need to tell my mom. The beautiful woman in your dream is my mother, Nora. She bought a house on campus. We’ll take you there as soon as I can arrange it, and you can tell everyone. My mom will know what to do. In the meantime, keep your hands off Matt.”


Chapter two
Day Trip


As soon as Heather left, Bella called Zoe, Mia, and Nora. They spent an hour on speaker phone, where Bella gave them an abridged version of Heather’s story. Even though Heather’s dreams involved me, they left me out of the conversation, for which I was grateful. In the end, they all wanted to meet with Heather to discuss further, especially as it related to Ms. May. Nora told Mia to invite Heather for dinner the evening before classes started, which was coming up quick.

While they were on the phone, I messaged Mia, and we had a side conversation about our date the next morning. I intentionally left the details vague, telling her only to dress casually and that she should plan for an overnight trip.

After the call, I spent the rest of the day with Bella, who seemed in a much better mood after consulting with her mother and sisters. Her mood was so good we had sex right there on her futon and twice more later that night. The next morning, I skipped my run with Bella, showered at her place, then walked home to get ready for my date with Mia.

When I entered the house, I greeted Nora with a very non-motherly kiss before she told me that Mia and Zoe were in Mia’s room getting her ready for our date. I had a few things to pack, so I headed for the room Zoe and I shared.

As I made the turn for my room, Mia’s door was open, and I heard them talking.

“Trust me, you’ll be fine,” Zoe said. “He’s super gentle.”

“What if I do it wrong?” Mia asked. “I literally have no experience with sex.”

I smiled and fondly recalled my encounter with Mia in the locker room shower. She blew my mind that day, and her lack of experience only made it hotter.

As if reading my mind, Zoe answered. “What are you talking about? You practically fucked him in the shower?”

My smile stretched into a grin. Thank you, Zoe.

“That was like once and I was terrified I would do something wrong. Before Matt, I’ve only ever kissed two boys, and neither kiss involved tongue. I’m not like you and Bella, oozing confidence. For you, sex is as natural as breathing. I want it so bad, but I’ll look like an idiot compared to you and Bella.”

I’d heard enough and now I felt like a creep. Mia’s lack of experience turned me on like nothing else, and I couldn’t wait to teach her the ropes.

Zoe answered, but I tiptoed away, choosing not to listen. I found my overnight bag, placed it on the bed, and packed a few essentials before footsteps creaked on the floorboards behind me.

Warm arms wrapped around my chest, and I smelled Zoe’s sweet scent before she spoke.

“Morning, baby. I missed you,” Zoe said.

I turned around to find the little blonde intruder smiling up at me. “Good morning, Zoe Peaches.”

She perched on her toes and came in for a kiss. “I wish I was going with you guys.”

I sat down on the bed and pulled Zoe onto my lap. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and neck and straddled me, placing her knees on either side of my hips.

Zoe wore the same black bikini from our date to the beach and had her hair up in a high ponytail. It looked like she planned to spend the day by the pool.

I cupped her ass and drew her in tight, stealing a glance at the tight cleavage bursting from her bikini top. “Next time, all three of us can go.”

“I’ll hold you to that promise.” Zoe smiled and leaned in for a kiss.

She was impossible to resist, and within a second, her tongue was in my mouth, and she tugged at my t-shirt.

I broke off the kiss and came up for air, gazing into Zoe’s hazy, lust-filled eyes.

“You’re killing me here,” I said.

Zoe sighed. “Sorry. It’s just that you’re super hard to resist.”

“When we get back tomorrow, we’ll do whatever you want.”

Zoe smiled. “Good. But maybe we can have sex super-fast before you go?”

I laughed and gave her ass a playful swat. “You’re impossible.”

“That’s why you love me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Is Mia ready to go?”

“She’s ready. Just one thing….” Zoe searched my face for a long moment before she spoke. “She’s nervous. I know you’ll be gentle, but can you please be extra gentle?”

I frowned, feigning confusion. “Extra gentle on our date? What does that even mean?”

Zoe smacked me playfully on the chest. “You know what I mean.”

This was an encouraging sign. Had Zoe finally subdued her jealous streak? Maybe my last conversation with Bella and Zoe in the hot tub had made an impact. Would it all blow up in our face if we added Heather to the mix?

“If Mia’s not ready for sex, then she’s not ready. I won’t push her into anything, and the overnight part of our trip will be completely optional. I’ve planned a date that I’m ninety-nine percent sure Mia will love. Literally. That’s all. Whatever happens after that is up to Mia. Don’t worry. I love Mia. Your sister will have an amazing, pressure-free time. I promise.”

Zoe frowned and folded her arms over her chest. “I should have let you plan our date. Where are you taking her?”

I grinned and shook my head. “I’m sure Mia will post snaps to her social media account. Stay tuned and you’ll find out.”

“Fine. But you’re planning our next date,” Zoe said.

I tapped my head. “I’ve already got ideas cooking.”

Zoe grinned and inched forward, grinding her pussy against my already hard cock. “Like what?”

“I’m totally taking you to that new place.” I snapped fingers as if trying to recall. “Oh. Right. It’s called mind your own business if you don’t want to ruin the surprise.”

Zoe glared at me. “Ha, ha. Fine. Keep your secrets.” She leaned in and gave me one last kiss. “Just for being such a meany, I’m leaving you with a hard penis.”

She crawled off my lap and intentionally mashed her cleavage into my face. “Oops. I slipped.”

I gave her ass another hard smack and Zoe squealed before jumping off my lap and running from the room, giggling. She shouted out to Mia, “He’s ready. Have fun, Mia. Love you.”

I grabbed my bag off the bed and stepped out of the room to find Mia waiting for me in the hallway with a bag strapped over her shoulder.

“Will this outfit work for our date?” Mia asked as I stared at her, slack-jawed.

She wore a pair of tight cut-off denim shorts that hugged her thick, tight ass. The shorts rode high up her inner thighs but covered just enough to avoid looking slutty. A tight, white tank top hugged her breasts and looked ready to burst at the seams. Her breasts strained the front and tight cleavage bulged from the low-cut neckline. She wore a blue Chicago Cubs baseball cap that left her pretty face partially shadowed, and she styled her hair in twin braids with one hanging over each shoulder.

There were knockout hot girls and then there was Mia, who held a cheat code for natural beauty. If she started an Only Fans page, she would break the bank. Not that I would ever encourage it. Her succulent lips never looked pinker and more kissable, and I imagined they tasted like a mix of bubble gum and cotton candy.

I had to snap my jaw shut for fear the drool might run down my chin. “Wow.” I swallowed the lump rising in my throat and shook my head. “Mia, you look amazing.”

“Thank you,” she said and smiled.

Mia’s dimples popped to life, and her blue eyes sparkled, leaving me dumbstruck.

My pulse quickened, and my hands turned clammy as a seed of self-doubt sprouted in my consciousness. It was the old me resurfacing his ugly thoughts, suddenly making me feel unsure of myself and what to say in front of a pretty girl.

I had long since recognized Mia’s startling beauty. Even compared to her sisters and Nora, Mia was objectively the most beautiful Monroe woman, which was saying something. Even Bella and Zoe admitted Mia was the prettiest sister. We all knew it. Especially me.

But something about the way she looked in that moment took my breath away on a whole different level, and that’s when it hit me. I loved her.

Mia held herself with grace and a humble confidence that I found as endearing as it was irresistible. She was smart, funny, kind and we had everything in common. To top it off, she was a virgin with barely any sexual experience. Were she any other girl, it would have surprised me, but Mia was a pure soul. She was truly her mother’s daughter.

Mia stepped forward long enough to give me a quick kiss on the lips, and my head flashed under a wave of dizzy desire. She smelled like cherries and vanilla, and her glossy lips tasted like strawberry.

She was simply out of my league, yet she didn’t seem to know it. I reached for Mia’s hand, and we laced our fingers together.

“Ready?” I asked.

Mia beamed up at me, her eyes shining with excitement. “Yes. I’m so excited. What are we doing first?”

“We’re driving,” I said. “For about an hour and a half.”

Mia practically vibrated with radiant energy, and she squeezed my hand before popping up on her toes for another quick kiss. “Where are you taking me?”

I grinned. “To the car.”

Nora had lent me her SUV for the occasion, and I took Mia’s bag before I tossed our luggage in the trunk. I opened Mia’s door for her, and she took a moment to steal another kiss before she climbed in, and I shut the door behind her.

We spent the first few minutes with Mia trying to grill me for our destination, and I told her she would figure it out soon enough.

When we hit I-71 south toward Cincinnati, she figured out our destination.

“You’re taking me to Cincinnati?” Mia swiveled in her seat and picked up my hand. “I’m even wearing my Reds hat.”

I grinned. “Believe me, I noticed. If I had breathed a word to Zoe, I would have been sure she spilled the entire plan.”

Mia caressed the back of my hand with her thumb as she stared between me and the road, perpetually smiling. “Nobody’s ever done anything like this for me before.”

“Get used to it, Mia. But no more guesses, or you’ll spoil the surprises.”

“Deal,” Mia said.

She pressed in close and crawled over the seat to give me a kiss on the lips. “I love you, Matt. I can’t hold myself back from saying it anymore. Whenever you’re around, my heart races and I get all tongue tied. Even if you don’t feel the same way, I —”

I turned to face her, daring to look away from traffic long enough to steal a soul-quenching kiss. A kiss that cut off her ludicrous statement.

I came away and gazed into her face long enough to see the love behind her eyes. “I love you too, Mia. So much.”

Tears welled in Mia’s eyes, and she picked up my hand in both of hers, forcing a ridiculous amount of cleavage to swell inside her tight white tank. The edge of her lacy white bra peaked out from the swell of her soft round breasts.

Mia wiped the tears from her eyes, and a wellspring of laughter blossomed from her soul. “You just made my whole life.”

Her cleavage was a massive distraction and between glances at the road, I gazed into Mia’s eyes. “Wait until we get to Cincinnati, and I’ll show you how much I love you.”

“Who says we have to wait that long?” Mia crawled over the console and sat sideways on my lap, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and neck. “I really want to make out with you right now.”

To say she was a road hazard was putting it mildly. She wriggled her perky little ass against my expanding cock and nuzzled in close, kissing her way up my neck.

I kept my eyes on the road, trying to concentrate as Mia kissed her way up to my ear and sucked my earlobe between her lips.

Mia whispered into my ear, “I can’t wait to feel you inside me.”

A rush of dizzy lust nearly made me lose control, and it took a monumental effort of willpower to keep the car centered in the lane. Still, I took one hand off the wheel and palmed Mia’s denim-clad ass, squeezing it hard while my cock throbbed to life.

“I’m gonna have to pull over,” I said.

Mia giggled, and her warm breath washed over my neck, sending a shiver down my spine. “Do you want me to stop?” she asked.

“No, yes, no,” I said in quick succession. “But if you don’t, we might die in a fiery car crash, and Nora would be really pissed about her car.”

Mia brought her face even with mine and the arousal in her eyes filled me with a clawing hunger. She leaned forward and took my lower lip between her teeth before she sucked it between her lips. All the while, she kept her eyes open, looking right at me.

I gazed over her shoulder, trying to focus on the road while Mia ran a hand inside my shirt and roamed my chest.

This was more like something Bella would do. Maybe Mia had a secret bad girl streak in her? “Mia, this is seriously a bad idea.”

Mia released my lip and came away, smiling at me as I tried to look past her. “I’ll go back to my seat only if you give me a proper kiss.”

Her gaze drifted between my eyes and my lips, and her eyes registered the same hunger I felt. She was waiting for me to kiss her.

“You win,” I said and leaned forward, pressing my lips against hers.

Mia ground her hips against my cock and pressed closer. She parted her lips, and our tongues swam together. Her second hand joined the first inside my shirt and her warm fingers caressed my muscled chest.

I kept my eyes open, trying to focus on the road ahead. I slowed down and moved into the right lane, maintaining a speed barely over fifty-five miles per hour.

Mia deepened the kiss and practically shoved her tongue down my throat while I swerved to stay in the lane.

A car honked behind me and revved its engine as it sped past. Out of my peripheral vision, I saw the guy flip me off before his eyes widened in surprise. His anger turned into a smile, and he beeped his horn three times as he signaled with a thumbs up.

Mia sucked my tongue into her mouth and ground her hips, clearly not getting the memo that we were sailing across very choppy seas.

“Mia.” I tried to say her name, but with my tongue lodged between her lips, the word came out as an unintelligible slur.

Another car honked and flashed by angrily before Mia backed off. To my surprise, she flipped off the angry passer-by. Then she turned back to face me as her mask of wholesome innocence returned.

“I better get back in my seat,” she said.

“Just for now,” I said. “In no way do I want to discourage your assertiveness. When we’re not flying down the highway, you’re free to do anything that springs to mind.”

She raised her eyebrows, and a mischievous grin spread across her face. “Anything?”

I wanted to see how far she would take things and easily agreed. “The world is your oyster.”

Mia grinned happily and came in for a tight hug. She kissed me high on the neck, then squeezed me again. “This is already the best day of my life.”

The rest of the drive went smoothly. Mia and I chatted about Ms. May, Heather, and her thoughts on the harem. She said Heather’s revelation didn’t surprise her, and she didn’t think Heather was lying. Mostly, she wanted to reserve her opinions until the entire family met with Heather face to face.

We filled out the rest of the drive with talk about our workouts, Mia’s gains in the gym, and the best way for her to tone her muscles without bulking up.

When we reached Cincinnati, it felt like we had just left home. Despite my earlier request, asking Mia to stop guessing our destination, she couldn’t help herself.

We zipped past the exit for the water park, and Mia swiveled to face me, her face registering surprise. “I thought for sure you were taking me to the water park.”

I grinned. “Not the water park, although it made the short list. Besides, we have water parks at home. If I wanted to take you to a water park, we wouldn’t have left Columbus.”

Curiosity burned in her eyes, and she grabbed my arm and shook it, pleading with me. “Come on, Matt. Tell me, already. I’m dying to know.”

That’s when our exit came up and I pulled off as realization blossomed in Mia’s eyes. She spun on me, her eyes wide as a huge grin spread across her face. “You’re taking me to the zoo?”

I laughed and nodded. ”Surprise!”

Mia bounced off her seat and clapped excitedly. “I love, love, love the zoo!”

“Which is why we’re going to the zoo,” I said.

Mia flung herself at me and wrapped her arms around my chest. “Thank you, baby. I love you so, so much.”

As I stopped at a red light, I turned my head and found Mia’s waiting lips. This time, our kiss lasted only a moment as Mia’s excitement won out.

We entered the zoo, and the time flew by. We took selfies together, and I took pictures of Mia in front of all her favorite animal exhibits. But the one I liked most was a picture of her in front of a fountain, laughing.

We ate lunch and walked from one end of the zoo to the other until morning turned into afternoon. When we sat down on a park bench for a break, Mia sat on my lap and came in for another kiss, this one longer with a hint of tongue.

When we broke the kiss, a beautiful smile lit her face. “This has been the best day, baby. Thank you.”

I checked my watch and smiled. “Oh, it’s not over yet. In fact, we should probably get going.”

She laughed. “Get going? Where? There’s more?”

I lifted her off my lap and set her down before I scooped up her hand in mine. “You didn’t think we would end the date so soon, did you?”

She threw her arm around my shoulder and pulled me into another kiss. “You are literally the best fake boyfriend ever.”

I laughed and squeezed her hand. “And you’re hilarious. Now come on, let’s go.”

Hand-in-hand, we left the zoo before we climbed back into the car and drove deeper into the city. As the city’s high-rise towers loomed around us, Mia stared out the window, trying to figure out where we were going.

“Are we going to the riverfront?” She asked.

I frowned, as if considering. “Kind of? Yes?”

“Are you taking me out for dinner?”

I glanced at my watch. “Babe, it’s four o’clock in the afternoon. We aren’t retirees.”

Mia giggled and inched closer. She wrapped her arm around mine and gazed up at me as if looking at me might reveal the answer.

“You’re taking me to a hotel to fuck my brains out?”

My head turned on a swivel, and my eyes widened, causing Mia to burst out laughing. “Uhhh….”

She rose off the seat and gave me a kiss. “Just teasing. You’ll fuck my brains out later tonight.”

“What happened to playing hard to get?”

Mia rolled her eyes. “We practically had sex in a locker room shower. We’ve already popped that balloon.”

I grinned and took the riverfront exit, causing Mia to look around. “So, you are taking me to the riverfront?”

We stopped at a red light, lined up behind a long row of traffic. “I really can’t believe you haven’t figured it out,” I said. “The answer is right here in the car.”

Her jaw dropped, and she spun around, checking the back seat as if a clue might pop out and bite her. “What? Where?”

I laughed, which caused her to lean over and smack me playfully.

“You better tell me or I’ll….” Her eyes shifted as if thinking. “Or I’ll pack on so much PDA this afternoon, you’ll be totally embarrassed.”

I shook my head and laughed harder. “That’s your threat? You are knockout hot, and I love PDA. Especially from you. Do your worst.”

Mia grinned and burst out laughing. “Matthew Parker, tell me right now or I’ll call my mom.”

“Good. Nora will get a kick out of this.”

Mia physically screamed like a child throwing a tantrum, and I howled with laughter.

Mia simmered, glowering at me, as if, at any moment, steam might curl out of her ears.

“Fine. I’ll take pity on you. You want another clue?”

“Yes. Tell me.”

“If you don’t get it from this, I’m permanently revoking your guessing privileges.”

“Then it better be a good clue.”

“When I saw you this morning in the hallway, I thought you had figured out this part of my surprise.”

She blinked as if thinking, then pulled her hat off and looked at it before looking at me with a huge smile. “You’re taking me to a baseball game?”

“Not just any old Reds game. The Reds are playing your favorite team, the Chicago Cubs.”

Her jaw dropped and a sudden swell of emotion caught me off-guard. Her eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered. “You did not seriously plan this.”

I frowned. “Baby, what’s wrong? We don’t have to go to the game. I thought you would love going.“

Mia threw her arms around me and squeezed me into a tight hug. “I love it so much. It’s just… I can’t believe you’re so thoughtful.”

I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed her tight. “So, these are good tears.”

She nodded into my shoulder and sniffled. “They’re amazing tears for an amazing boyfriend.”

“That’s what we fake boyfriends do best,” I said, drawing laughter from Mia.

She came away with tears in her eyes and squeezed my hand. “I’m still making good on my PDA threat.”

“Bring it on,” I said with a grin.

She pulled me into another hug, this one longer. It went on so long that a horn honked behind us and Mia pulled back.

“Sorry, baby.” She giggled apologetically and leaned in close, twining her fingers with mine. “I got carried away.”

I pulled the car forward and made it through the light. A few minutes later, we parked in a nearby parking garage and entered Riverfront Stadium.

Mia wasn’t a fancy girl. She rarely wore dresses and cared little for fashion. Makeup wasn’t her thing, and she cared more about people and experiences than money or worldly possessions. She was a guy’s girl in every sense of the word, so when she insisted on dinner at the stadium, who was I to argue?

We bought beers and ordered stadium dogs before we found our seats along the third base line. True to her word, Mia piled on the PDA. She held my hand for most of the game and must have kissed me a hundred times, including once for the stadium kiss cam.

When you went anywhere with a woman as beautiful as Mia Monroe, they attracted attention. Mia was the gold standard of that rule. The cameraman noticed her, and we ended up on the kiss cam. I would have bet she ended up on the local telecast.

All during the game, she drew whistles and catcalls, along with plenty of leering eyeballs gawking in her direction, but it didn’t seem to faze her. I doubted she even knew it was happening, or if she did, she didn’t associate it with her.

She even drew lingering stares from the Reds third-baseman, who pointed out Mia to the shortstop before the game even started.

Mia ignored them all and only had eyes for me. To Mia’s delight, the Cubs won the game under the lights as night fell on the city.

By the time we made it to the car, we were both tired from the long day, but neither one of us seemed ready for it to end.

I started the engine, and Mia picked up my hand while she turned to face me. “What’s next?”

“Well, initially I thought we might go out to dinner, but are you even hungry?”

Mia shook her head. “Not hungry.”

Her eyes told me she had something else on her mind. I had a pretty good guess what that something entailed.

She was achingly beautiful, and I gazed into her eyes for a long time, carefully pondering my words. I didn’t want to push her into anything she wasn’t ready for or set an expectation for sex. But all signs pointed to Mia wanting to take our relationship to the next level. “I booked a hotel down the street, but if you want to go home, we — “

Mia came in quickly before I could finish my sentence and cut me off with a kiss. When she came away, her eyes smoldered with expectation. “Baby, take me to the hotel.”


Chapter three
Elevator Action


The hotel wasn’t five stars. There was no in-room jacuzzi or a bottle of champagne chilling on ice. We didn’t have a bellboy to show us to our room or any of the trappings one might find at a luxury hotel.

But the hotel was upscale, with lots of upper-middle-class families. As I had refused Nora’s money, the room already stretched my lean college budget. They even had free breakfast. Mia was worth every penny, and most importantly, the bells and whistles didn’t matter to her.

While we checked in, she clung to my hand, playing with my fingers while she brushed the back of my hand with her thumb. The front desk clerk stole glances at the tight cleavage bursting from her tight white tank top. As he handed over the key cards, he eyed me enviously and offered a curt smile.

“Enjoy your stay,” he said.

Mia grinned at me and popped up for a kiss on my lips before she met the clerk’s lecherous gaze. “We will very much enjoy our stay. Thank you.”

Her words carried undertones of innuendo that didn’t seem lost on the clerk. Under his blank stare, my cheeks turned warm, and I cleared my throat. “Yeah. Thanks.”

Mia and I had barely entered the elevator before she was on me. She practically shoved me against the elevator wall and pulled me into a long, torrid, tongue-infused kiss.

When the elevator dinged, she came away and gazed into my eyes just as the door slid open. Her eyes registered with the same lecherous fever as the clerk’s had only moments earlier. “When we get to the room, I want you to take me into the shower and rub soap over every inch of my naked body.”

As we turned to get off the elevator, we ran headfirst into trouble. Two realizations hit me at once. First, we weren’t alone and second, this wasn’t our floor.

A family of four crowded into the elevator, clearly on their way down to the swimming pool. The father had eyes only for Mia while the mother gazed at us with a look somewhere between disapproval and open hostility. Only their kids, both south of ten-years-old and clad in their swim trunks, didn’t seem to care about us.

“The elevator is heading up,” I said, pointing to the lit arrow at the top of the elevator car.

A red-faced Mia ducked behind me, clearly embarrassed by her choice of words.

The father grinned as his eyes locked on Mia’s marvelous breasts. “That’s okay. We’ll ride it up, then back down.”

The mother rolled her eyes and grabbed her husband’s arm. “Come on, Frank. Let’s wait for the next one.”

Mia snorted a laugh and buried her face in the center of my back, fully hiding behind me while leaving me out of the foxhole to take bullets.

As the wife pulled her husband from the elevator, Mia ducked out from behind me and shouted after the family, “Sorry. You have really cute kids.”

The door slid closed, and Mia melted into my chest. “Oh, my God. That was so embarrassing.”

I ran my hands down her back and cupped her tight ass, giving it a full squeeze as my cock hardened in my shorts. “I’m still stuck on the showering together part.”

Mia gazed up at me and cupped my hard cock in her warm fingers as it expanded in her hand. “Really? The shower is so last week. Let’s graduate to the bed.”

My eyes widened, and Mia giggled as she unbuttoned my pants and lowered my zipper. She bit her lower lip, and her eyes twinkled with mischief. She held my gaze as she brushed her thumb over my knob while it pulsed and thickened, to its rock hard size.

Mia’s inner naughty girl had come out to play. This was the Mia from the car who shed her innocent exterior to make room for her inner demon to run wild.

Could the hotel kick us out for fornicating in the elevator? Certainly. But Mia’s naughty side opened a whole new world of possibilities, and I wanted to see how far she was willing to go.

I leaned down and found her lips, instantly deepening the kiss as I cupped her breast in my hand and gave it a full-squeeze.

Her nipple hardened, rising through her top, where it dug blissfully into my palm. Mia moaned, pressing into me as she snaked her fingers inside the waistband of my briefs and curled her warm fingers around my pulsing shaft.

As I kneaded her breast in my hand, she squeezed my shaft and sucked my tongue between her lips.

If Mia was a teapot, she had boiled over and whistled steam as the urge to fuck seemed to chase away her rational thoughts. After a long day filled with kissing, touching, teasing, and hours of foreplay, I was so hungry for her, I could barely control myself.

The elevator door dinged open, and I scooped up Mia in my arms. She locked her long, toned legs around my waist and held tight while she climbed up my torso and held onto me around my shoulders and neck. Our lips and tongue were a blur of burning desire and craven need.

Mia’s warm, minty breath curled over my upper lip and up my nostrils. My head flashed with a white-hot need to slide my hard cock into her virgin tight pussy.

Mia moaned into my mouth with her tongue flying as she wrapped her arms around my neck and ground her hips against me. She ran her fingers through my hair and pulled me deeper into the kiss, seeming to want more and more with every passing second.

I carried her down the hall and navigated my way around a corner, eyeing the hall ahead for our room number.

Mia lost herself, grinding against me while our tongues swam together, tickling my insides like a sweet treat loaded with extra sugar. Abruptly, she broke off the kiss and came up for air long enough to meet my eyes. “Make love to me.”

“I’m on it,” I said, just as we reached our room.

Mia dove back in, prying open my lips with hers and sucking my tongue between her parted lips. She mashed her hips against my achingly hard cock while I fumbled in my pocket for the key card.

With her core strength, I barely needed to hold her up as she clung to my torso like a monkey to a tree.

I waved the key card over the lock, and the door clicked open. I twisted the handle and kicked the door in with my foot, not even stopping to look the room over.

Mia kicked off her sandals while I slipped out of my shoes and carried her to the foot of the king-sized bed.

Mia pulled off her baseball cap and tossed it aside before I dumped her onto the bed and peeled off my shirt.

Mia peeled off her white tank top, revealing her white lace bra beneath. She gazed up at me, her eyes smoldering with heat as she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra.

I shimmied out of my shorts, taking my briefs with them as Mia’s big, springy breasts jiggled free of their lacy cups.

My cock burst from my briefs and kicked back against my body, slapping against my stomach before, swaying from side to side. My shaft pulsed while my tip glistened with clear pre-cum. The sight of Mia’s big, beautiful breasts stopped me in my tracks. They were as round, springy, and massive as I remembered from our shower escapade.

Mia eyed my cock hungrily and reached for the button on her cut-off jean shorts. I crawled onto the bed and grabbed her shorts in both hands just as she lowered the zipper. With a sharp tug, they popped over her bouncy little ass before I pulled them down her long, smooth legs, leaving her clad in a pair of white cotton panties.

Mia was ever guy’s fantasy. The hot, untouchable, girl next door you drooled over while you went about your mundane life. She was sweet, kind, and wholesome — the queen of unrequited love. The beloved nanny with the hot body and perfect face every dad drooled over but could never touch. She was every guy’s fantasy girl and every married woman’s worst nightmare. Mia went with the flow but was a devil in the sack. Every guy in college dreamed of bringing Mia home to meet the parents and put a ring on her finger before she escaped.

Even if she wasn’t consciously aware, Mia had sky high standards for any man who entered her orbit as a potential suitor. For most, the scorchingly hot, brown-haired, blue-eyed stunner was simply unattainable. I was lucky enough to check off all the boxes with a big assist from an elderly clairvoyant.

I took a moment to survey her incredible body and fully appreciate the angel stretched out before me. She was a flesh feast for my eyes, with the best body and prettiest face of any woman I had ever laid eyes on. Not that I would ever admit to it. There wasn’t a curve out of place nor a jiggle of unwanted fat anywhere on her perfect frame. She was both lush and lean, with explosive curves tucked into a body honed from hours in the gym.

Mia pushed herself up on her elbows, eyeing my cock as she licked her lips. Her twin braids floated over her shoulders, leaving her puffy, pastel-pink nipples completely exposed. Bite-sized nipples capped her perfectly round areolas. Tan lines crisscrossed her flesh, earned from bikinis, sports bras, and a bevy of cross-training outfits. Her tanned, golden flesh gave way to her creamy white skin, revealing treasures hidden from prying eyes.

My mouth watered as my cock twitched, pulsing with waves of arousal. I let my eyes roam her legendary curves, as visions of what I would do with her played out in my head. I licked the dryness from my lips, and my heart pounded with anticipation. “You are so beautiful.”

Her chest rose and fell in rapid succession, and she locked her eyes on mine. Her expression betrayed not even the faintest hint of hesitation or fear. Mia was ready to hand me the keys to her virgin castle. “You’re the most handsome man in the world. I love you with my whole heart.”

I climbed onto the bed and crawled forward on my hands and knees, straddling Mia’s sumptuous body as I went. As I came closer, a smile touched her lips, and she reached out to draw me closer.

We came face to face, and our lips met. For the first time all day, I let go and sank into the kiss, giving her my complete attention. Her lips and tongue tasted sweet and minty fresh, and her subdued floral scent washed over me like a spring breeze. My head swam as her warm tongue roamed my mouth and her bare flesh pressed against mine. As my arousal spiked, my achingly hard cock twitched against her soft tummy and throbbed.

Mia ran her fingers through my hair and twined her ankles around mine, drawing me down until her breasts mashed against my chest. Her nipples hardened against my flesh as she dragged her fingernails down my back. She grabbed my ass in both hands and squeezed as she moaned into my open mouth.

Mia flexed her hips, grinding against my thighs as my hard cock trailed pre-cum onto her taut tummy. Her moans intensified, and she reached down into the space between our bodies to find my stiff cock with her warm fingers.

She was a powder keg, one lit match away from exploding. As Mia stroked my shaft, I broke off the kiss and nuzzled in behind her ear, dotting her neck with soft kisses.

I whispered into her ear. “I will love you forever, Emila Monroe.”

Mia groaned and arched her back. She wrapped her legs around my waist, drawing me in tight. “Ohhh… baby, I love you so much. I can’t stand it anymore. Please make love to me.”

I kissed my way down Mia’s neck, and she loosened her legs, allowing me the freedom to roam her body. I picked up her breasts, one in each hand, and squeezed them together before I leaned over and sucked her fat nipple into my mouth.

Her fragrant scent washed over me, igniting a flash of desire before I drew her nipple between my lips, circling the tip with my tongue.

Mia writhed beneath me, moaning with pleasure, and I mauled her free breast with my open hand, tweaking her nipple. She arched her back and moaned, grabbing fistfuls of my hair.

“Oh, Matt. That feels so good.”

The sound of her sweet voice was like an aphrodisiac, and I sucked her nipple deeper into my mouth, rolling my tongue over her flesh.

Mia panted for breath and ground her hips, her body trembling as the heat between her legs radiated over my stomach.

With a sharp pop, I released Mia’s breast and once again, filled my palms with both of her incredible breasts. As I rolled her nipples between my fingers, I kissed my way lower, trailing over her stomach, causing it to quiver in sinuous waves.

“Oh, my God, baby. What are you doing to me?”

Mia’s words came out in a rush, and her breasts heaved in my hands. As she squirmed beneath me, her hard nipples popped out between my open fingers.

I continued my trek southward, stopping briefly at her navel, where I circled it with my tongue. Mia twitched and spasmed as I slid low enough to feel her soaking wet panties high on my chest.

Before we had sex, I craved a taste of her sweet virgin pussy. I kissed my way down her tummy and released her breasts long enough to grab hold of her inner thighs. I caressed her smooth skin and kissed my way lower until I met the edge of her white cotton panties.

As I suspected, Mia had soaked them through with her excitement. I hesitated for only a moment before I hooked my thumbs inside the waistband of her panties and deftly guided them over her shapely rear end.

Mia raised her hips off the bed, allowing me to peel off her panties before I tossed them aside. She parted her legs, and I caressed her inner thighs, kissing my way down one until I came face to face with the treasure to end all treasures.

There were perfect pussies then there was Mia’s in a class all on its own. Without a hint of stubble, her pussy looked so perfect it seemed fake. Her smooth outer lips formed a perfect seal over a thin slit of pink, so tight and slick I had to swallow the lump forming in my throat.

As I dipped my face into her treasure trove, I inhaled her sweet arousal, and my hard cock twitched. I ran my palms down her inner thighs, and when I reached her pussy, I cupped her legs, giving them a firm squeeze. My mouth watered with sharp need, and I pried open her pussy to reveal her bubble-gum pink folds lurking beneath.

Mia ran her fingers through my hair and propped up on her elbows as she watched, her breasts heaving as she panted for breath.

I licked my way up her pussy, using the flat of my tongue to taste her like a melting ice cream cone. Her essence flooded my mouth as I inhaled her sweet scent through my nose. She was even more delicious than I imagined, and waves of arousal left my head spinning like a top.

Mia drew in a sharp breath and gasped. “Oh, God. Oh, God.” She chanted the words on repeat as she brought her legs up and wrapped them around my head. She arched her back and squeezed her thighs, clamping down on my ears as she forced her pussy into my mouth.

I opened my mouth and drew her labia between my parted lips while I used my tongue to pry her apart. Her wetness flooded my mouth, and she clamped down with her inner thighs, squeezing my head until I could barely hear her perpetual moans.

With Mia’s rear end raised off the bed, I cupped her tight ass in both hands and squeezed her cherry flesh between my open fingers. I lapped up her juices and dove deeper into her sweet virgin pussy, dipping into her tight little honey hole, using the tip of my tongue.

Mia went crazy and grabbed fistfuls of my hair while her thighs trembled around my head. She ground her hips, fucking my face while I licked my way high up her pussy and probed for her tiny little nubbin.

I pried her clit free and sucked her cherry bud between my lips, swirling the tip with my tongue.

Mia’s entire body spasmed. She flooded my mouth with her juices as her pussy flashed with sharp micro-bursts that by now, I more than recognized.

Mia made it further than Zoe did the first time I ate her pussy, but just barely. As she stiffened under the weight of a massive orgasm, I continued to lick and suck, cleaning up Mia’s pussy until I sensed she could take no more and needed a break.

Mia slackened her death grip and released my head from between her inner thighs.

I came up for air and gave her pussy a few farewell kisses before I crawled my way back up Mia’s body, leaving my hard cock resting on her soaking wet slit.

When we met face to face, I found a flushed Mia panting for breath. She coiled her arms around my neck and drew me into a kiss, despite my having her all over my lips.

It didn’t seem to bother her and when she came away, her blue eyes simmered with hedonistic relief.

“I’ve never come that hard,” Mia said. “I didn’t even know it was possible.”

“You look much more relaxed,” I said.

Mia ran her fingers through my hair and searched my face with her eyes. A tear welled in the corner of her eye and rolled down the side of her face. “How do you do this to me?”

I brushed away the tearstain with my thumb and frowned. “What’s wrong?”

Mia shook her head. “Nothing. It’s perfect. You’re perfect.”

“We’re perfect together,” I said and came in for another kiss.

Mia wrapped her arms around my neck and coiled her legs around my waist. As our tongues twined together, she drew me in tight and shifted her hips, sliding my pulsing cock along her warm, slippery trench.

My cock throbbed, and hot arousal spiked in my loins. I lost myself in Mia’s kiss as I shifted my hips and guided my knob up and down through her warm, wet folds.

Mia was soaking wet and ready to take me inside her. I broke off the kiss and pressed my forehead against hers where we gazed into one another’s eyes.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

My words came out husky and filled with nervous anticipation. My pulse raced and my heart pounded as my lips turned cotton dry.

With our heads pressed together, Mia nodded. “Make love to me just like this.”

There was only the question of birth control to consider. I remembered Zoe telling me she and Mia had an appointment to get IUDs, but she had sworn me to secrecy.

“I’ll pull out,” I said.

Mia shook her head. “I have an IUD. There’s no need to pull out.”

My stomach surged with wild butterflies, and my head flashed with desire. The news set my cock twitching, and I licked the dryness from my lips. “If it hurts, tell me to stop.”

Mia nodded. “I love you.”

I kissed her tenderly on the lips. “And I love you too, baby. Very, very much.”

With a shift of my hips, my cock slipped into place, and I submerged my tip into Mia’s warm, tight hole.

She gasped and shuddered as she dug her fingers into my back and locked her eyes on mine.

“I’ll go slow, baby,” I said and kissed her tenderly on the lips.

Mia nodded. “Okay.”

I kept my eyes locked on Mia’s and pushed forward, slowly sinking into her warm, tight pussy as exquisite pleasure turned my brain to mashed potatoes. My head flashed, and I resisted the urge to plunge into her inner depths. Instead, I focused on her beautiful blue eyes.

Mia furrowed her brow, and her face contorted with pain. She drew a sharp gasp and dug her fingernails into my back, letting out a whimper of pain. Mia clamped down with her vaginal muscles, forming a barrier of impenetrable resistance.

I paused with my cock halfway inside her and gave her the moment she needed.

Mia breathed in and out through her nose and chewed on her lower lip as I kissed her forehead and nose, trying to reassure her.

“We’ll take a break right here,” I said. “We have all the time in the world.”

Mia loosened her grip around my shoulders and nodded, seeming to relax, if only a little.

“It hurts,” she said. “Like a lot.”

I kissed her softly on the lips. “It’s perfectly normal. After the pain fades, it will feel amazing.”

“That’s what Zoe told me. She told me to relax as much as I can.”

Was it weird for sisters to discuss my taking both of their virginities? Yes. But we were, by definition, in a weird relationship. There was no use fighting it. Instead, I leaned into it.

Mia was every bit as tight as Zoe. Maybe even more so, although it was difficult to judge. They were both breathtakingly tight. “Zoe had a hard time too,” I said. “We’re almost through the hard part.”

Mia smiled and ran her fingers up the back of my neck. “The pain faded.” She sucked in a deep breath and slowly let it out. “Okay, baby. I’m ready.”

I kissed her one more time and kept my eyes locked on hers, measuring her pain level as I pushed deeper.

Pleasure wrapped me in a warm blanket, and I moaned as my cock slipped deeper inside Mia’s pussy, expanding as I pushed plowed into her virginal depths. I met a slight wall of resistance, then pushed through, taking her cherry before my cock slipped deeper, then stopped, buried it to the hilt.

Mia’s eyes flickered with pain before she relaxed and a wash of pleasure chased away the pain, leaving her eyes hazy with lust. “Fuck,” she said. “That feels so fucking good.”

Mia didn’t cuss. Like, never, ever, and I grinned as Mia smiled back at me.

“All better now?” I asked.

Mia twined her ankles around mine and tightened our coupling, leveraging my cock deep inside her pussy, swiveling her hips as she took me deeper still. “It’s so good. I can feel your penis pulse inside me. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt.”

The pleasure was so intense, I momentarily lost myself and groaned, cock throbbing.

Mia squeezed and flexed her pussy, plumbing me deep and enveloping my cock in a buttery, warm sheath of pure pleasure.

Exquisite pleasure warped my senses, and I let the moment play out, sucking in a breath as my cock pulsed and expanded deep inside Mia’s tight pussy. “You’re not a virgin anymore.”

Mia grinned and shook her head. “I can’t imagine doing this with anyone else. It’s so intimate.”

“I’m inside you, so yeah. It’s about as intimate as two people can get.”

Mia giggled and relaxed beneath me as my cock expanded inside her, stuffing her full. She pulled me into a slow, sultry kiss while she glided her fingers through my hair and edged her hips, grinding my cock deep.

Hot pleasure washed over me, curling my toes, and I met Mia’s rhythm, swiveling my hips, pushing deeper, meeting her upward motion.

Mia grunted in my mouth and came away from our kiss with her eyes washed over with pleasure. “Oh, my God. Baby, we’re really having sex.”

I moved my hips, sliding in and out as I nuzzled in behind Mia’s ear and whispered, “Do you like feeling my cock deep inside you?”

Mia moaned and locked her ankles around mine, pulling me deeper. “So much, yes,” she said, hissing out the words. “Fuck me harder, baby.”

I picked up the pace, thrusting in and out of Mia’s hot, tight pussy. Our bodies slapped together, and Mia dug her fingers into my shoulders, pushing her hips to meet my downward thrusts.

I bottomed out inside her, grunting while my head flashed, and I fought off an urgent need to come.

Mia’s moans filled my ears, and her soft breasts slapped against my chest. She clung to my neck and drew her legs up high around my waist, drawing me down while I hammered her hard and deep.

We reached a fevered pace, and my head flashed with red warning signs. I was seconds away from blowing my load. But I wasn’t ready and abruptly pulled out of Mia’s pussy, leaving my cock rapidly pulsing and on the verge of coming.

Mia groaned with protest and gazed up at me, her brows furrowed with frustration. “Baby, put your cock back inside me.”

“I’m gonna come,” I said as I pushed up on my shoulders and gazed down at Mia’s exquisite body. “You are way too hot for me to last. Let’s change positions.”

Mia’s frown turned into an eager smile, and she sat upright, as if thinking. “I want to watch your face when you make love to me.”

She and Zoe were so much alike it was scary. What worked for one sister might work for the other. “Come here, baby.”

I sat upright facing her and stretched out my legs in front of me. My hard cock glistened with Mia’s wetness, leaking pearly cum as it swayed from side to side.

Mia pushed up to sit on her knees, positioning herself to face me between my parted legs.

“Come sit on my cock, and we can look into each other’s eyes,” I said.

Mia’s eyes brightened. “Oh, I love that idea.”

She crawled forward, causing her breasts to jiggle together as she planted her knees on either side of my hips and reached for my cock. “Just slide it in?”

I cupped Mia’s breast as her fragrant scent washed over me, causing my stomach to spin with butterflies. I filled my palm with her warm flesh and played with her nipple as we met face to face. “Yeah, babe. Just slide it right back inside you.”

Mia guided my cock into her tight, slippery hole and lowered herself, moaning as her face contorted with pleasure. “God, Matt. You’re so big. I can feel you stretching me out.”

Her tight pussy wrapped me in its welcome embrace and my cock pulsed against her tight inner walls. Thankfully, I had retreated from the edge and could last a little longer before I blew my load.

I shifted my weight and adjusted Mia on my lap until we were both comfortable. She sat with her knees pinned on either side of my hips, facing me. Her twin braids hung over each shoulder and breasts jiggled as she adjusted herself.

Her exquisite beauty left me gobsmacked, and I still couldn’t quite believe I was having sex with the untouchable Mia Monroe. I grabbed Mia’s ass in both hands and drew her forward, grinding my cock deep inside her.

Mia draped her arms over my shoulders and pitched her hips, matching my motion and plumbing her pussy with my massive cock. She moaned and gazed at me through eyes foggy with lust. “Baby, you’re so deep inside me.”

I hefted one of her creamy breasts in my palm and squeezed while I leaned in and kissed her neck. “Fuck me however you want.”

Mia groaned as she quickened her rhythm, shifting her hips forward and backward as her breasts bounced off my chest.

I kneaded Mia’s breast, filling my palm with her springy flesh as I met her motion, fucking her front to back as my cock ground inside her warm depths.

Mia shifted direction and bounced up and down on my cock, panting for breath as we gazed into each other’s eyes.

Her ass slapped off my thighs, and the mattress shifted beneath us, squeaking rhythmically with our frantic pace.

I released her breast and grabbed her tight ass in both hands, lifting and lowering her tight pussy off my cock as my shaft sizzled with heat.

“Ohhh… yes, baby. Fuck me,” Mia said, as she lost herself in a haze of lusty bliss.

She picked up the pace, fucking me faster, grunting as she bounced up and down, feeding my cock to her tight, virginal pussy. Her round breasts circled her chest, jiggling before they slapped together. Her pink puffy areolas and stiff nipples capped her magnificent mounds while her twin braids played across her chest, swaying like metronomes.

An urgent need to blow my load seared my consciousness, and I clamped down on her firm little bubble butt, denying myself orgasmic bliss as my head swam, delirious with lust.

Mia lost herself in my eyes. With her lips parted and chest heaving, she moaned, bouncing off my lap as if she had done it a thousand times before.

Mia’s eyes registered full tilt as a rash of goosebumps rose across her chest. “Baby, I’m coming.”

“Me too,” I said, hissing out the words.

“Come with me,” Mia said.

She stiffened and released a primal moan. Her pussy spasmed around my cock as she dug her fingers into my shoulders.

I thrust deep inside Mia’s pussy and locked my eyes on hers as a massive orgasm burst through my wall of resistance and overwhelmed me. I exploded inside her, grunting as I launched a thick rope of hot, sticky cum into Mia’s virgin womb.

Pleasure chased away reason and nothing mattered except Mia and the orgasm consuming me. Again and again, I came, each massive load accompanied by a stiff grunt. I painted Mia’s pussy with a river of pearly cum, relieving a lifetime of pent-up lust.

Mia leaned in and flattered her breasts against my chest. They bulged outward on either side of my chest as she kissed me high on the neck and milked my waning orgasm until I had nothing left to give.

Mia buried her face in my neck, panting for breath as she slid her fingers through my hair. “I love you,” she said, whispering in my ear.

We met face to face, gazing into each other’s eyes for only a moment before we leaned into an open-mouthed kiss. Our tongues swam together, and the minutes ticked by. Neither of us needed any more words to convey the bond of true love forever tying us together. Mia sat on my lap with my cock fully impaling her, running her hands over my chest while I cradled her tight ass in my hands and held her close.

A minute later, she stretched out her legs on either side of me and leaned back, pinning her hands on my lower thighs. Her breasts jiggled atop her chest, glistening with a light sheen of perspiration.

We turned our attention to my hard cock, still buried inside Mia’s pussy.

“I felt you coming inside me,” Mia said. “I love the way your penis pulses inside me.”

I gazed over her body, admiring her magnificent breasts and sleek body. “You make me lose my mind with that insane body. You are so beautiful. I just kept coming and coming. It wouldn’t stop.”

Mia giggled. “I want to see how much you came.”

She slipped my cock from her pussy and sat back on the bed.

I groaned with the sudden exit from her warm, tight little pussy and my wet cock glistened where it swayed with cum still drizzling from my tip.

Mia sat back on the bed with her legs parted and gazed down at her freshly fucked pussy. A thick line of pearly cum leaked from her hole and pooled on the bedspread beneath her. She grinned, admiring our work.

“That is a lot of cum,” she said and scooped up a blob with her index finger. She brought it to her mouth and sucked it between her lips before smiling with satisfaction. “Yummy. You taste like pineapple.”

I chuckled. “Yeah? I had no idea.”

Mia giggled and leaned in and kissed me. “You know what I want?”

I grabbed her hips and dragged her closer. “What do you want, baby?”

Mia reached out and squeezed my shaft, squeezing a pearl of cum onto my tip. “I want to make love again.” She smiled and twisted one of her braids playfully. “Can we?”

I had created a monster, and I loved every second. I grinned. “Hell yes, we can. Let me teach you how to do it from behind.”


Chapter four
Nora’s Confession


Mia was insatiable. We had sex four more times before we checked out the next morning. That included once in the shower and when she woke me with a morning cowgirl ride. When it came to any activity involving physical fitness, Mia gave it her all, and our sex life was no exception.

By the time we climbed into the car, my cock was sore from our sex marathon and Mia’s incredibly tight pussy. We were both exhausted. Unfortunately, one of us had to drive home, and that one of us was me.

We chatted until we reached the highway. It was clear from Mia’s yawning and heavy eyelids, she wouldn’t last long on the open road. As I merged onto the interstate and the long stretch home, Mia looked at me and yawned.

“Baby, can I rest my head in your lap for a few minutes?” Mia asked me. “I’ll totally drive after that.”

Mia was under no obligation to do any of the driving, nor did I expect her to. “Of course. You might as well grab your blanket from the back seat,” I said.

Mia stretched over the console and kissed me on the lips. “Thank you, baby. I had an amazing time on our date. I love you so much.”

I kissed her again and returned her warm smile with one of my own. “I love you too. Now, get comfortable.”

She yawned one more time while she reached for her blanket, and we both knew she wouldn’t wake up again until we reached home. Not that I minded. I saw a long afternoon nap in my future, preferably with Mia in her bed at Nora’s.

Mia fixed her blanket and stretched out across the front seat. She rested her head in my lap and used her pillow to shield her side from the uncomfortable console between the front seats. Ten seconds after her head hit my lap, she was out.

For the rest of the drive, I kept one hand on the wheel and, with the other, stroked Mia’s silky brown hair. There were a few times I struggled with grogginess, but having Mia so close reminded me of what I had at stake.

By the time we pulled into Nora’s driveway, I was ready for a serious nap. I parked behind Bella’s car and noticed that Zoe’s car was also in the driveway. The girls were here, which meant my chances at some shut eye took a serious nosedive.

It took a monumental effort to wake Mia, but when she finally stirred and blinked herself awake, she was happy to see we had arrived home.

I killed the engine and climbed out of the car.

Laughter and Taylor Swift music came over the fence from the direction of the backyard pool. It looked like my nap would have to wait. When Mia heard her mother and sisters’ chatter and laughter, her eyes lit with excitement.

Mia came around to my side of the car, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me on the lips. “Do you mind if I go say hi to the ladies?”

“Not at all. I’ll grab the bags and meet you out back,” I said.

Mia smiled and kissed me one more time before she scampered toward the front door with her brown ponytail swinging behind her.

I grabbed the bags from the trunk and followed behind, yawning as a wave of exhaustion settled into my bones.

I stowed Mia’s bag in her room and tossed my bag in my and Zoe’s room. I eyed the bed longingly, contemplating a ten-minute nap. But as soon as the thought entered my mind, I chased it away. Zoe would never leave me in peace. At least, not until I went outside and said hello to the most important ladies in my life.

If I knew Zoe, she would demand that I swim with her, so I shrugged out of my clothes and changed into my swim trunks and a tank top before I ventured outside to the pool.

I stepped onto the deck and found Mia surrounded by her sisters and mother, all of them chatting happily and laughing. Nora pulled Mia into her arms, then Bella and Zoe followed before Mia disappeared amidst the hugs of all three bikini-clad women.

I stood back, not wanting to interrupt the happy reunion, when Zoe spotted me.

“There he is!” Zoe called out before Bella and Nora released Mia, and they all turned to face me.

Simultaneously, all three women erupted in cheers, clapping and whooping while a red-faced Mia stood behind them, shrugging and giving me an apologetic look.

I grinned and raised my fists in the air, not even trying to shy away from the accolades. Mia was a stone-cold fox, and there wasn’t a guy alive who wouldn’t want her. Why shouldn’t I take a victory lap?

As I approached the ladies, Zoe pulled me into a quick hug before kissing me on the lips. “I’m so happy about you and Mia.”

I scooped up Zoe in my arms, planting my hands fully on her perky little rear end and spun her around in a tight circle while she squealed and hung on tight.

After one rotation, I brought her face even with mine and planted a much longer kiss on her lips. “Hi, baby. Miss me?”

Zoe nodded, grinning from ear to ear. “Very much. I’m glad you’re both home where you belong.”

I set Zoe down while Bella came in and gave me a high-five, flashing me a knowing smile. “You’ll get no sleep in this house. Remember, my bed is always open.”

I pulled Bella into a massive bear hug, lifting her off the ground before planting a wet kiss on her lips.

Bella grimaced as if she didn’t want the kiss, even though she both knew she did. “What’s gotten into you?”

I smacked her ass just the way she liked it, fully cupping her cheek in my palm, and kissed her again, lifting her higher. “Can’t I miss my beautiful girlfriend?”

Bella squealed playfully, half-heartedly smacking me on my shoulders and back before I lifted her over my shoulder and swatted her tight ass again. Bella chirped and I could almost feel the heat building up between her legs.

“Matthew Parker, put me down,” Bella said, kicking her feet ineffectually while I pretended like I was going to toss her into the pool.

The ladies laughed along with me before I returned Bella to her feet and pulled her into another kiss. “I missed you, Bells.”

Bella glared at me with her hands on her hips, but the twinkle in her eye gave away her inner joy. “You owe me a date. Mia and Zoe got the royal treatment. I want the same.”

“Leave Matthew alone,” Nora said. “They just got home.”

Nora brushed past Bella and pulled me into a warm hug. “Welcome home, baby.”

She practically purred into my ear and a sharp shiver of lust spiked in the back of my brain. Her bikini-clad breasts sank into my chest and despite Mia draining me dry, my cock stirred in my pants.

It felt good to have my relationships all out in the open. Well, almost all of them. I resisted the urge to grab Nora’s ass and pull her into a long, fevered kiss. My desire for her burned white-hot, and I wanted us to come out as a couple.

When Nora came away, her hard nipples poked through her thin, white bikini top, and the look in her blue eyes told me she wanted me just as badly as I wanted her.

“Kasey, Heather, and Gabby are coming over to swim,” Zoe said. “Mia, you need to change into your bikini.”

I whirled on Zoe. “Wait. What? Heather’s coming here, and who is Gabby?”

Bella laughed and shook her head. “Pipsqueak here couldn’t wait to spill the beans.”

Zoe glared at Bella. “Who are you calling a pipsqueak? You’re only one inch taller than me.”

“Girls, please,” Nora said. “There’s something we need to discuss before your friends arrive.”

Butterflies swirled to life in my stomach, and I turned to meet Nora’s gaze. She nodded at me, almost imperceptibly, but it was there. I tipped my head in an affirmative, as if signaling my consent. But Nora already knew that’s what I wanted, which was why she hadn’t discussed this with me beforehand.

“If this is about Heather, I’ve made peace with all of that,” Bella said.

I gaped at Bella in disbelief. “We miss one day, and the world turns upside down. What the hell happened while we were gone?”

“I’m glad I’m not the only one who feels left out,” Mia said.

“Come,” Nora said. “Let’s sit and talk with just us girls.”

Zoe giggled as she picked up my hand and laced her fingers with mine. “Matt’s pretty tall and muscular for a girl, don’t you think?.”

“Matthew doesn’t count. Besides, he’s part of what I need to talk to you all about.”

Nora led us to the large, round outdoor table set under the shade of a towering oak tree. The five of us sat down and waited for Nora to speak.

Nora sat quietly for a moment, as if contemplating, before she looked around the table, meeting each of our curious stares.

Finally, she took a deep breath and released it. “I don’t know how best to start this, so I’m just going to come out and say it. Your father and I are getting a divorce.”

My jaw dropped, and I stared at Nora, thunderstruck. I couldn’t believe my ears. Well, I could, but when did she have the time to speak with Jim? Granted, with Bella and Mia eating up a significant portion of my free time, I had been absent the last few days. The last few days had been crazy and were only getting crazier by the moment.

Mia, Zoe, and Bella looked equally taken aback before Bella spoke first.

“Thank fuck,” she said. “No offense, mom, but your marriage was a travesty.”

“Is daddy upset?” Mia asked.

Zoe frowned and gazed between me and Nora. “That’s the big reveal? Are you sure there isn’t something else?”

Nora ignored Zoe and reached across the table. She grabbed Mia’s hand and squeezed it reassuringly. “Baby, your father is happy with the decision. This was a mutual decision, and one that was way overdue. We should have admitted defeat years ago.”

Bella looked at Zoe, then Mia, before returning her attention to her mother. “Answer Zoe’s question, mom.”

Nora looked at me, and I nodded again before she let out a held breath. “I haven’t been honest about my reading with Ms. May.”

Bella leaned forward, pounded her fist on the table, and grinned triumphantly. “I knew it.” She turned to Mia. “You owe me twenty bucks.”

Mia glared at Bella, showing rare disapproval for her older sibling. “Let her finish, Isabella.”

Zoe giggled, then turned to face her mother. “Yeah. We all knew that was bullshit. Even Mia knew. She just didn’t want to admit it.”

Nora seemed relieved, relaxing slightly as she gazed between her daughters. “You all knew?”

Bella rolled her eyes. “We see the way you look at Matt. You two are fucking like teenagers, right?”

Nora’s jaw dropped, and her cheeks turned bright red. “Isabella Marie, watch your mouth.”

Mia and Zoe shared a laugh before Zoe leaned over and elbowed me. “Why do you think I wanted you to make a move on my mom?”

I frowned at Zoe, choosing to let the moment play out.

“How long have you known?” Nora asked, directing the question to all three of her daughters.

“Since the day of your reading,” Bella said. “I eavesdropped. Was it wrong? Yes. I’m sorry for that, but I don’t regret it. Mia and Zoe told me to stop, and when I told Mia what Ms. May said, she didn’t believe me.”

Mia folded her arms over her chest. “I never bet you twenty dollars.”

Nora glared at Bella. “We need to have a long discussion about boundaries, young lady.” She relaxed and sat back in her chair before turning a warm smile in my direction. “Matthew and I have found our way into each other’s arms. I hope you can all accept that.”

“We’re happy for you,” Zoe said before turning to me and smiling happily. “You can’t get enough of us Monroe women, can you, baby?”

My cheeks warmed, and I shifted uncomfortably in my chair. “You four are hard to resist.”

“He’s a little horn dog,” Bella said. “But I don’t blame him. Nora is the total package.”

Nora whirled on her oldest daughter, feigning indignation. “I’m still your mother.”

Bella rolled her eyes. “Come on, mom. We share the same boyfriend. Ease up a little.”

Nora smiled sweetly at her daughter, then turned her attention fully on me. “Matthew is as sweet, smart, and kind as he is handsome.”

Mia leaned over and kissed me on my cheek. “Well said, mom. He’s all that and more. I love him very much.”

I turned to Mia and leaned in to kiss her on the lips. “Thank you, baby. I love you too.”

“Aww… you guys make such a cute couple,” Zoe said.

“Matt, you broke a lot of hearts by taking our girl off the market,” Bella said.

Mia wrapped her arm around mine and rested her head on my shoulder. “And I’m very, very happy to be off the market once and for all.”

Nora looked so happy I thought she might cry.

With all of their eyes still on me, I was desperate to change the subject. “What about Luke? Does he know any of this?”

Nora nodded. “I took Luke out for a long lunch yesterday. I told him everything.”

I gaped at Nora as a pang of icy fear slithered down my neck. Luke was as laid back as they came, but I guarantee he never saw this coming. “Does he want to kill me?”

Nora grinned at me, seeming to enjoy the look of fear on my face. “Honestly, he was rather apathetic about the whole thing.”

Bella laughed. “Classic Luke.”

Nora ignored Bella and continued. “The divorce came as no surprise, and he already knew about you and his sisters. Most surprisingly, the news about our budding relationship didn’t surprise him. He said that, and I quote, I knew you had the hots for Matt. You made it obvious to everyone, end quote. While he thought we were all weird, he wants me to be happy. He’s still my son and I’m still his mom. Nothing will ever change that.”

Her voice cracked on the last sentence and Zoe reached over and squeezed Nora’s hand. “That’s so sweet, mom. I knew everything would work out in the end.”

“Tell us what happened with Heather,” Mia said.

“And who’s Gabby?” I asked.

Zoe rolled her eyes at me. “I swear, Matty. Do you not listen to a word I say? Gabby is my roommate at the sorority. She’s like family to me.”

“And you never thought to introduce me?” I asked.

“We’ve been kind of busy,” Zoe said. “That’s why Gabby is coming over today with Kasey and Heather. She wants to meet you.”

“Sorry, Zoe. It’s been a crazy week,” I said. “I can’t wait to meet her.”

Zoe picked up my hand in hers and squeezed. “It’s okay, baby. I forgive you.”

I turned to Bella. “Heather is coming? Is that a wise move? I don’t want to see the world burn two days before we start classes.”

Bella looked at her mother and Nora spoke.

“Bella and I met with Heather yesterday over dinner,” Nora said. “We talked for several hours and ended up back here, where we opened a bottle of wine and talked some more.”

“More like four or five bottles of wine,” Zoe said.

Bella lowered her gaze to trace an invisible outline on the glass tabletop. “I’ve been all wrong about her. Right from the start.”

I leaned forward. “Excuse me?” I stuck my finger in my ear as if to clean it out. “There must have been some wax in my ear because I could have sworn you said you were wrong about Heather.”

Zoe and Mia giggled while Nora smiled. Only Bella didn’t laugh.

Bella met my gaze, leveling me with a hard glare. “You are a real laugh riot. Are you done?”

She looked upset but seemed strangely fine with Heather. Whatever the case, it was best not to kick the hornet’s nest a second time. “What happened? You talked for hours and that’s all you’ll tell me?”

Bella and Nora traded a look before Nora spoke for them both.

“We think it’s best if you talk to Heather alone. I’ve also set up a time for us to visit Ms. May. We’re all going, including Heather.”

I turned back to Bella. “You want me to be alone with Heather? Is that right?”

Bella nodded. “She deserves answers that only you can give her.”

I turned to Mia and Zoe. “Did you two know about this?”

Mia and Zoe traded a look before Mia spoke. “We have a group text going. We know, and we’re okay with it.”

I looked around the table, not sure what to make of this abrupt change in attitude. “Is this some kind of loyalty test? If it is, you four are more than enough for me. I don’t need Heather or any other women in my life. I’m happy with how things are right now.”

They weren’t laughing, which terrified me.

Nora answered for them. “This isn’t a loyalty test, Matthew. No matter what happens between you and Heather, we all love you very much. We’re hesitant to say more. You should do what feels right. That’s all I’ll say.”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat and tried to shake off the feeling of dread settling in the pit of my stomach. What the hell was going on?

We all sat around the table in silence. Bella, Mia, and Zoe wouldn’t meet my eyes. Now I was really freaking out.

From across the pool deck, a lone voice cut through the deafening silence.

“Hello. You guys out here? We’re here.”


Chapter five
Girls by the Pool


Nora and Bella stood up first. They headed straight for Heather, Kasey, and the new girl, Gabby. Mia and Zoe followed close behind while I stood and waited by the table, suddenly aware that I was all alone with seven stunningly beautiful women.

My old insecurities roared to life and suddenly I was the old awkward late-bloomer, afraid of his own shadow. I felt tongue-tied and unsure of what to do or say next. I stood there alone at the table while the girls went ahead of me.

My heart thundered in my chest and my palms turned clammy with sweat. A kernel of panic pinged my consciousness, and I resisted the urge to flee.

As if sensing my dilemma, Zoe stopped and turned back to look at me. She frowned with confusion before making the short walk back to me.

I breathed in through my nose and released the held breath through my mouth as Zoe picked up my hands in hers.

“Baby, are you okay?” Zoe asked, wearing a worried expression. “You look like you’re ready to pass out.”

I gazed into her serene blue eyes and found my footing, stopping my mental free fall in its place. Zoe was stunningly beautiful and could command a room with her personality. She tongue-tied even the most confident men by her mere presence. Yet, the love I saw in her eyes chased away my sense of clawing doom.

I loved Zoe for more than just her amazing beauty. She was my lighthouse shining in a stormy sea. She was my rock I could lean on when I felt adrift. And she was still the same girl I fell in love with all those years ago.

I squeezed her hands and forced a smile. “Back there at the table. You guys threw me for a loop. I guess I’m not really sure what I’m supposed to do. It feels like you all have some agenda or an expectation of me I don’t understand. I’m running blind.”

Compassion filled Zoe’s eyes, and she stepped forward to wrap her arms around my waist and rest her head against my chest. “I love you, baby.” She sighed and ran her hands up my back. “We all love you. You should just be you and let the rest sort itself out.”

I hugged her back, pulling her in tight. “You sound as worried as I feel.”

Zoe giggled and kissed my chest before she looked up at me. “I’m not worried. Neither are Mia, Bella, or my mom. You have us and we have you. Nothing else matters.”

That made me feel slightly better, but the weight of her unspoken words hung heavy in the air. “What’s all the fuss with Heather?”

Zoe stiffened slightly in my arms before she spoke. “Speak to her. Answer her questions and do whatever you feel is best.”

“What is with the sudden one-eighty? Especially with Bella. It’s freaking me the fuck out.”

She came away and gazed up into my eyes, as if unsure of what to say to ease my worries. “We want to tell you, but we can’t. Okay? Think about everything that’s happened between you, me, my sisters, and my mom. Think long and hard, then draw your own conclusions. That’s really all I can say.”

Whatever this was about was for me to figure out, but not because the girls wanted to ditch me. They wanted me, no, they needed me, to carve my own path. It was just like the girls wouldn’t tell me to make a move on Nora. Or that Nora couldn’t make a move on me for fear of damaging Ms. May’s predictions. Was the future really that unstable? Was fate about following a pre-determined path, or throwing caution to the wind? Regardless, they worried that directly meddling with my actions might jeopardize the fragile web of our harem. Yet, I didn’t think what we shared was all that fragile.

It’s why Bella was so accommodating with Heather. They wanted me to get with her, but for me to do it on my own without their prompting.

I gazed into Zoe’s beautiful blue eyes and relaxed. An involuntary grin tugged at my lips, and I leaned down to kiss her on the lips. When I came away, Zoe’s old smile had returned.

“Thank you, baby,” I said. “I understand.”

Zoe’s eyes twinkled, and she squeezed my hand in hers. “Come on. I’ll introduce you to Gabby.”

Zoe and I turned, hand-in-hand, to greet the girls only to find Bella, Nora, and Heather missing. Mia stood with Kasey and Gabby by the side of the pool, chatting and laughing until we walked up.

Kasey’s eyes drifted to my hand locked with Zoe’s, then up to meet my eyes. Her hazel eyes simmered with the same fiery intensity I remembered from my brief interaction with her during yoga class. The biracial knockout looked as stunning as ever. Her long dark hair flowed straight down her back, and she wore a pair of cut-off jean shorts, sandals, and a white bikini top. Her breasts, easily as big as Zoe’s or Mia’s, bulged in her tiny top, forming a delicious bubble of succulent mocha cleavage I would have loved to face plant into.

The other girl, who I presumed was Gabby, wore the same style of cut-off jean shorts that seemed to be the rage with college-aged girls. She wore a pink bikini top with tiny red hearts imprinted on the shiny fabric. Tight cleavage burst from the tiny little top, showcasing her big round breasts that seemed like a pre-requisite for the girls in Zoe’s sorority.

Gabby’s long, light brown hair, glinted in the sun, revealing streaks of golden blonde. She was roughly Zoe’s height, making the petite beauties look like two peas in a pod. A radiant smile lit her exquisite face, revealing a row of straight, white teeth.

Zoe pulled me closer and gazed up at me with love etched all over her face. “Gabby, this is Matt. Matt, this is my bestie, Gabriella Higgins.”

We shook hands, and as soon as our skin touched, Gabby’s eyes widened as if she had seen a ghost, while a spark of recognition rose from my subconscious.

Gabby stood there, stock still, holding onto my hand while a moment of awkward silence stretched out. I was sure I had met Gabby before from somewhere, but I couldn’t place exactly when or how I knew her.

“Gabs, you okay?” Zoe asked. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Gabby seemed to come back to herself and dropped my hand before looking around the group, realizing that all eyes were on her.

“Sorry,” Gabby said. “I had a moment of déjà vu.”

Now it was my turn to frown. “Really? Me too, kind of. Have we met before? I swear we have, but I can’t quite place you.”

The color drained from Gabby’s face, and her jaw dropped.

“Really?” Zoe asked, her voice rising with excitement. “Just now? Maybe you guys know each other from a past life?”

My frown deepened. No wonder Zoe liked Gabby so much. They both were heavy into mysticism.

Gabby whirled on Zoe, and her eyes widened with horror. “Zoe, don’t. He’ll think I’m crazy.”

“I’m not sure about that,” I said. “This is the only life I remember.”

Kasey jumped in to rescue the conversation. “Gabby believes in reincarnation.”

Gabby chuckled nervously. “Come on, guys. Seriously, it was just a moment of déjà vu. Don’t read too much into it.” She turned back to face me. “By the way, you can call me Gabby. Only my mom calls me Gabriella.”

Zoe giggled. “Sorry. I just wanted Matt to hear your full name because it’s so pretty.”

Gabby giggled along with Zoe. They even had the same laugh. The awkward moment passed, and Gabby seemed to relax.

“I love my name,” Gabby said. “But it’s a mouthful to get out. Especially after you’ve had a few cocktails.”

Kasey turned to Mia and looked her friend up and down. “Why aren’t you in your bikini?”

Mia looked down at her outfit as if she had forgotten she wasn’t wearing her swimsuit. “Oh, right? Matt and I just got home from our date. I still need to change.”

“Go change,” Kasey said. “I want to hear all about it.”

Mia stepped up to me, grabbed hold of my tank top in both hands, and pulled herself up on her toes. She kissed me full on the lips, and we cracked our lips open for a flash of tongue before she backed off. She came away smiling, not worried in the slightest about Zoe. “Thank you for an amazing day yesterday. I love you very much.”

Kasey and Gabby gawked at Mia, jaws agape and their eyes wide with astonishment. Meanwhile, Zoe held my hand with our fingers laced together, seeming as bright and cheerful as ever.

“You guys are really in this thing,” Gabby said as if to herself.

“It’s so hot,” Kasey said. She looked at me and clasped her hands together as if pleading. “Harem Daddy, scoop me up and carry me to your bed chambers like a conquering sheikh. Defile me. I’ll be the best concubine ever.”

Zoe and Mia giggled while Gabby chuckled, but without the same enthusiasm. Instead, she looked at me, smiling, but her eyes betrayed an intensity that didn’t the fit the bubbly sorority girl.

“I’ll be back,” Mia said, and she turned to go.

“Wait,” Zoe said and picked up Gabby’s hand, dragging her best friend behind her. “We’ll help you pick out the right bikini.”

The three of them scampered away, leaving Kasey and I alone.

“Those bitches want to get the gory details of your date with Mia,” Kasey said before turning to me. “But that’s okay. Because I get Harem Daddy all to myself.”

Kasey hooked her finger in my tank top and pulled herself closer. “Don’t think I’ve forgotten about the date you promised to take me on.”

Heat welled in my cheeks and a wash of adrenaline surged through my veins, leaving my legs wobbly beneath me.

She had a body hot enough to burn the sun with the face of a goddess. The old me wouldn’t have dreamed of even looking at a girl like Kasey James. She was so far out of my league, it was laughable. Yet, here I was flirting with a girl so hot she made Halle Berry look like an ice cube.

“You’re really into this whole harem kink?” I asked. “Or is this just an act to tease me?”

Kasey picked up my hand in hers and rolled my fingers between hers playfully. “Your lifestyle calls to me. But it’s not just that. I wouldn’t throw in with some bible thumping Mormon from Utah living out of a trailer. It’s you.” She twined both of her hands with mine and stepped closer. “I feel such a strong connection to you I couldn’t stop myself from flirting with you, even if I tried.”

“You’re Mia’s best friend.”

Kasey shrugged. “You’re literally having sex with her sisters and her mom. I’m just her best friend.”

I raised an eyebrow, surprised that she knew about Nora. “Who told you about Nora?”

“No one,” Kasey said. “It was just a guess. But don’t worry. I wouldn’t dream of telling anyone our secrets.”

She brushed her thumbs over the backs of my hands and my cock pulsed, rising in my swim trunks until a noticeable swell appeared between us.

My pulse raced so hard, I felt my heart thunder in my ears. “It’s hot. I’m getting in the pool until the ladies get back.”

Kasey giggled and gazed down at my bulging manhood. “You’re as turned on as I am. Fine. Let’s get in the pool.”

With her eyes locked on mine, Kasey wriggled out of her jean shorts, revealing her skimpy white bikini bottoms. Bow ties held the flimsy material together high on her beautiful hips while her nipples visibly hardened under my watchful gaze.

Kasey pulled her hair up behind her head, maintaining eye contact with me the entire time. “Do you like to watch me, baby?”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat and licked my cotton-dry lips. “You’re easy to watch.”

Kasey giggled as she secured her hair in a ponytail and stepped forward, right up and into my personal space. She grabbed the bottom of my tank top and looked me in the eye. “Arms up.”

With my cock throbbing, I obeyed, raising my arms into the air while Kasey guided it up and over my head. She tossed it over the back of a nearby lounger and dragged her liquid gaze over my muscled chest.

“You are beyond fine,” she said. “I could spend weeks in bed with you.”

Kasey dragged her index finger over my pecs and sighed longingly. “Normally I’m not this forward, but with you….” She shook her head. “It’s like I’m a different person.”

I raised an eyebrow and grinned. “Still not interested in Mark?”

Kasey laughed and took my hand fully in hers. “Come on, baby. We better get you in the water before Zoe sees that big hard-on and gets mad at me.”

I let her lead me to the shallow end, where stairs descended into the pool. Her ass was absolutely spectacular. It was round and tight, with just enough jiggle to latch onto. Visions of my cock sliding between her beautiful mocha colored ass cheeks and driving deep into her tight pink pussy made my head spin and my cock throb.

As if knowing exactly where I was looking, Kasey glanced back at me over her shoulder and smiled. “We should have a few more minutes to ourselves.”

I should have felt guilty for playing around on the girls right under their noses, but isn’t this what they wanted? They wanted me to push forward and carve my own path. But is this what they meant? Would they care if I messed around with Kasey?

We descended the stairs and eased our way into the shallow end. The water rose to my waist and ended a little higher for Kasey, circling her torso just below her springy breasts.

She guided me to a wall just out of view of the back door. I leaned back against the wall and watched the stunning beauty drift closer. Once again, she ending up in my personal space where she stood between my parted legs with her breasts tickled the flesh by my rib cage.

My cock throbbed under the waterline, and Kasey picked up my hands and attached them to her hips. “I don’t bite.”

“But my girlfriends do,” I said. “By the way, how are those permission slips coming along?”

Kasey giggled. “Two down, one to go. Then you’re mine.”

That news surprised me. “Really? I don’t believe you.”

Kasey pressed in close and reached down, taking my stiff cock in her warm hand. “You can ask Zoe and Mia yourself. They’re into the idea.”

My shaft throbbed inside her warm, firm grip, and she was so close I could pick out both the separate strands of green and brown in her hazel irises. Kasey moved closer, pressing her breasts against my chest, where they bulged outward. Her nipples stiffened, burrowing into my flesh, causing my cock to kick in Kasey’s hand.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and hungrily eyed her bubble-gum pink lips. “Bella said no?”

Kasey grinned. “I’m still working up the nerve to ask her.”

She leaned in close and brushed her lips against mine. Her warm, cinnamon-sweet, breath trailed over my upper lip, and I dragged my hands over her hips and lower where I palmed her tight ass. As I slipped my fingers inside her bikini bottoms and filled my palms with her chocolate-toned flesh, Kasey leaned in and kissed me.

I couldn’t resist. I melted into her glossy pink lips and our tongues swam together. Kasey moaned in my mouth and ground her pussy against my upper thigh. She stroked my cock through my swim trunks, and as we deepened the kiss, my head flashed with white-hot lust.

With lips and tongues flying, our mouths were a hot and hungry blur. We went all in, probing each other mouths while I squeezed Kasey’s sumptuous ass, stuffing my palms with her candy-coated flesh.

The sound of the back door creaking broke through my wall of desire, followed by the sound of Nora’s voice. “Matthew, are you out here, sweetie?”

It was as if Nora knew. Kasey broke off the kiss but wasn’t in any hurry to untangle herself from my arms. Her hazel, half-lidded eyes bore a hole right through to my soul, and she smiled as she squeezed my cock between her fingers. “You better answer her.”

Kasey giggled, and I sighed, before answering Nora, raising my voice loud enough for her to hear. “We’re here in the pool. Are you joining us?”

Nora appeared over the edge of the pool, standing before us, confidently wearing her bikini, with her hands on her hips. If the sight of Kasey hanging all over me bothered her, she didn’t let on.

“There you are, baby. Can you come inside the house? Heather would like to talk.”


Chapter six
Twin Souls


Kasey quickly dried off and went to find the girls. I followed a minute later and found Nora in the kitchen, standing over a line of fruity cocktails she was busy preparing.

On seeing me, a smile brightened Nora’s expression, and she came in for a juicy kiss on the lips. “Hi, baby. I’m making margaritas. There’s a pitcher in the fridge. After your chat with Heather, you two should make a cocktail and join us by the pool.”

I frowned in confusion. “Is everything alright?”

Nora turned to face me. “Everything is fine. Why wouldn’t it be?”

There were a couple of reasons. The first being that she busted me making out with Kasey in the pool. The second, and more important reason involved Heather. “As soon as the girls arrived, you, Bella, and Heather disappeared into the house. After the strangeness of our earlier conversation, I feel like there’s a whole vibe going on behind my back.”

Nora chuckled with a musical lilt in her tone. “No, baby. Bella and Heather helped me make the margaritas. After that, Bella went to Mia’s room with the girls, and I sent Heather up to my room so you two can have some privacy.”

The alarms went off in my head. Why would Nora arbitrarily send Heather to her bedroom? They clearly had a conversation that led to that decision. There was no doubt about it. The girls were funneling me towards Heather. “Why is Bella okay with all of this?”

Nora frowned. “All of what, baby?”

I sighed in exasperation. “You know what I’m talking about.”

Nora picked up a lime and cut into it, cleverly averting her gaze. “Talk to Heather, Matthew.” She leaned over and kissed me softly on the lips, letting her eyes linger on mine. “I love you very much. Now, go.”

“But — “

Nora gave my ass a playful swat, directing me toward the back stairway leading to her room. “Have fun.”

She giggled, and I glanced back over my shoulder, glaring at her as I rubbed my ass. Have fun? What was that supposed to mean? It was so unlike Nora to evade my questions. And what was up with Bella admitting she was wrong? Had the world gone mad?

Rather than argue, I resigned myself, knowing that only Heather could supply the answers to my burning questions.

As I ascended the stairs, my heart fluttered with nervous anticipation. By now, I had been around Heather enough to understand that nerves weren’t the only factor at play. Heather and I shared an undeniable connection. With every step up those stairs, I felt that connection grow stronger as if coming online. It was a connection so visceral I could almost see it, hanging in the air like a golden thread connecting our souls.

When I reached the top of the stairs, I turned and found Heather sitting in an armchair near the fireplace with one sleek, toned leg crossed over the other.

When our eyes met, she stood and smiled at me nervously, wringing her hands together as I approached

She was just as achingly beautiful as the other times we had come face to face. She wore a pair of white shorts, sandals, and a neon pink bikini top. A high ponytail sprouted from the crown of her head, and wisps of her lustrous red hair played over her neck. A smattering of freckles appeared on the bridge of her nose, and she had clearly backed off on the makeup. She didn’t need any makeup. Her natural radiance drew me into her orbit like a thirsty frat boy to an open keg. In fact, she was more beautiful now than I had ever seen her, and I stopped in my tracks, taken aback by that invisible but very tangible golden thread blazing between us.

My stomach flip-flopped and a rush of adrenaline surged inside me, sending my heart rate through the roof. Since the day we first met, this was the first time we had been truly alone. I didn’t resist the feelings that flooded up from my soul in a tidal wave. With utter certainty, I knew what to do next.

I strode forward, and a light filled Heather’s eyes. She opened her arms to me, and I pulled her into me, embracing her in my arms as our bodies came together. There was no hesitation. No resistance. There was just us two and the utter conviction that we belonged together.

Heather wrapped her arms around my neck and had to perch on her toes to hug me. I lifted her off her feet and hugged her tightly as if we were long-lost lovers separated by years and circumstance.

She trembled in my arms and sniffled as I held her close.

I nuzzled in behind her ear and inhaled her sweet, strawberry scent. It was as if spring had arrived, and somebody threw open the window. “Why do I feel like I’ve known you forever?”

Her voice trembled as she spoke. “You feel it too.”

“From the moment I laid eyes on you,” I said. “Help me understand.”

Heather nodded into my shoulder, and we broke off the hug. I set her down gently, returning her to her feet. As we came face to face, Heather held onto my hands as if I might vanish otherwise. Tears stained her beautiful face, and I resisted a nearly overwhelming urge to kiss her.

“We better sit down for this,” she said.

I pulled up an armchair until it faced the one Heather sat in a moment earlier until it allowed us to sit close enough that she could still hold my hands. I don’t know why I thought about doing this, but it felt right.

When we both sat, Heather immediately picked up my hands in hers and seemed to relax, although her hands trembled slightly. Her green eyes shone with a vividness and intensity I had never seen in anyone, and gazing into them felt like being home.

“I can’t believe this is finally happening,” she said. “You don’t know how many times I’ve dreamed of this moment.”

“Let’s start at the beginning. These recurring dreams started on your sixteenth birthday, correct? Tell me more about them.”

Heather shook her head. “That wasn’t nearly the truth. I said that because I didn’t want to come off like some freak.”

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

“The dreams started much earlier and with a clarity and vividness that made them feel as real as you and I sitting together right now.”

“This is what you told Nora and Bella?”

“Zoe too. She was there when I spilled my guts. It was the scariest, most cathartic experience of my life. They never batted an eye, and they never called me crazy. Nora is just so amazing. She’s like the mom I should’ve had.”

“She is amazing, but right now, I’m interested in you. Why can’t I shake this feeling that we’ve always known each other? We belong to each other. Right?”

Heather’s chin trembled, and her eyes welled with tears. She laughed and nodded through a watery smile. “Yes. We do.” Tears rolled down her cheeks. “You’re finally saying these words to me in real life. It’s not just my imagination, right?”

I shook my head. “You’ve known this for how long?”

Heather dabbed at her eyes and gazed at the ceiling as if thinking. “It’s hard to pinpoint an exact moment. It’s hazy, but you’re in my earliest memories. I wasn’t lying about the dreams. But I’ve had them since I was a little girl. According to my mother, you were my imaginary friend. Well, that’s what my nanny told me that my mother said.”

So Heather was a rich girl? There was time to get into her family history later. “What were these dreams about?”

“When I was little, they were about you and I playing together, talking, laughing. I don’t know, Matt. A million things. We rode our bikes together, went to the park together. Then I started talking to you in real life. Whenever I played alone in my room or outside with my dolls, you were with me. I even knew your first name. That ended with my mother sending me to a shrink.”

I winced. “God, Heather. I’m so sorry. But I can understand why they did it. Your parents were probably freaking out.”

She tightened her grip on my hands and pulled herself closer until our knees touched. “Right. They freaked out, and for that, I don’t blame them. But since I wasn’t really crazy, I just stopped telling them things about you. Until I talked to you and Bella, I never mentioned the dreams to another soul.”

“You learned about me in these dreams? How is that even possible? Do you have any specific examples?”

Heather hesitated, licked her lips, and nodded as if to herself. “This is the part that really freaked out Zoe. Bella too, but Zoe knows you better than anyone, so it hit her the hardest.”

My curiosity was burning, and I nodded. “I’ll try to stay calm.”

Heather squeezed my hands. “There are so many examples. I’ll start with one of my earliest. You had a scar under your left eye from when your dad abused you. That happened when you were five and he pushed you down the stairs. It’s healed now, but it bothered you for years.”

Goosebumps flared to life across my entire body, and my jaw dropped. “Did Zoe tell you?”

Tears welled in Heather’s eyes. “How could she have told me?”

“Go on. What else?”

“Your mom taught you to ride your bike in an alley behind your house. The pavement was all pitted and filled with potholes and gravel. Your mother was so beautiful. She had long brown hair, beautiful green eyes, and dimples in each of her cheeks.”

Tears welled in my eyes and rolled down my face. “How can you know that?”

As the tears streaked down my cheeks, my voice trembled with raw emotion and Heather crawled forward and sat in my lap, cradling me in her arms. “It’s okay. This is a lot, Matt. Take a breath, baby.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her close, burying my face in her shoulder while I sobbed. “I miss her so much.”

Heather cried with me, stroking my hair as she kissed me high on the side of my head. “I know you do, baby. I’ve felt your pain for a long time.”

She held me close, letting me cry, stroking my hair while she whispered in my ear that it was okay and to let it all out.

When I finally pulled myself together, Heather remained in my lap, and I wasn’t about to let her go. I wrapped my arm around her hips and drew her in tight, as if I’d done it a thousand times before.

“Did you see Zoe in any of these dreams?” I asked.

Heather smiled and nodded. “Sometimes, but not very often, and only when you were kids. She was fleeting. You were concrete.”

I took a breath and let it go. “I’m a late bloomer.”

Heather laughed and hugged me again. “I know. And they bullied you. And your dad never stopped being an asshole.”

I laughed. “That’s definitely true.”

Heather tucked an errant lock of hair behind my ear and searched my face. “I came to Ohio State to find you.”

“You knew I would come here?”

“I dreamed about it. But until I actually saw you, I thought about schizophrenia and seriously considered checking myself into a psychiatric ward.”

“How is this real? I mean, how can you know all these things about me? Why didn’t I have these dreams about you?”

“Nora thinks we’re twin souls, and the connection ran only one direction for reasons I’ll never understand. The reason they are all being so hush-hush about this is that they don’t want to disrupt the process of our discovering each other.”

“They played a big part in that. That’s not even logical.”

Heather laughed and shrugged. “I told them the same thing, but they insisted.”

“I don’t even know what a twin soul is. Are we brother and sister or something?”

Heather laughed and shook her head. “God, I hope not. Otherwise, my dreams are truly scandalous.”

“She told you about Ms. May?”

Heather nodded. “Nora believes I have the same gift as Ms. May. She’s very keen on getting us all in front of her. Especially me.”

“That makes sense. I can also see why Bella backed off.”

Heather nodded. “Bella thinks she’s the one who stole you from me. That was a trip.”

“I love them,” I said, blurting out the words without even thinking.

“I know you do. It’s as it should be,” she said. “You can love Bella, Mia, Zoe, and Nora all at the same time.”

“And you,” I said.

Her eyes watered, and she smiled. “And me. Especially me.”

She giggled, and I pulled her in close, hugging her tight. “What do we do now?”

Heather came away and smiled at me, her green eyes twinkling. “I’m cheering in a football game tomorrow. Come with me. Afterward, I’ll introduce you to my friends on the team.”

“So, we date?”

Heather nodded. “Among other things that are more X-rated.”

We held each other’s eyes, and I sank into their emerald depths. Her lips begged for attention, so plump, pink, and kissable. Then there was her pert little nose sprinkled with freckles I longed to kiss all over. Wisps of red hair floated over her face and my head spun with a fevered desire to kiss her. That golden cord, blazing between us, filled with light and a new emotion — love.

Heather’s sweet scent enveloped me, and the warmth from her body fueled a burning desire that had built from the moment I first laid eyes on her. There was no reason to resist. Not anymore.

Together, we leaned forward, and our lips met. The kiss was soft and subtle, with just a hint of our lips touching before we backed off and silently gazed into each other’s eyes.

Heather searched my eyes for consent, and I tightened my grip around her hips, palming her tight, cheerleader ass before I drew her closer.

A slight smile tugged at her lips and touched her eyes. She pushed an errant lock of her hair behind her ear and dipped in for another kiss.

We came together, stretching out the kiss, and with a smack of our lips, one kiss ended, and another began. We kissed repeatedly in a series of soft, wet, erotic kisses that made my cock swell in my pants.

Heather shifted forward on my lap and wrapped her free hand around the base of my neck. She glided her fingers up my neck and into my hair, pulling me closer as we parted our lips together and our tongues swam together.

Despite the years of build-up for Heather, we took our time, languidly kissing while I caressed Heather’s amazing ass and she ran her fingers through my hair, playing with my tongue inside her mouth.

We came away and gazed into each other’s eyes. Heather parted her lips and reached out with her tongue. I did the same and our tongues met, circling and playing in the open air as our eyes remained locked on each other.

My cock shifted in my shorts, thickening under Heather’s tight rear-end. Desire swelled inside me as I tasted her strawberry lip gloss and breathed in her warm, minty breath curling up my nostrils.

I dragged my fingertips along her thigh, and Heather moaned while she ran the tip of her tongue over my lower lip, then nibbled gently before sucking it into between her lips.

Heather glided her fingers through my hair and lower, over my shoulders as her hazy, half-lidded eyes shone with lust.

With one hand palming her cute little ass, I raised the other off her thigh and found her big, round breast, cupping it inside my spread-open fingers before giving it a gentle squeeze.

Heather’s nipple hardened in an instant, piercing her bikini top and digging into the soft flesh of my palm. Her rapid breaths filled my mouth, and she moaned before whispering, “Touch me.”

Heather drew my tongue between her lips and pulled it inside her mouth, keeping her eyes open as we focused on each other with an erotic intensity that left my hard cock pulsing inside my swim trunks.

My cock hardened to steel and dizzy lust swept through my conscious mind, filling me with carnal craving. I widened my grip on Heather’s breast, engulfing as much of her big, springy breast as would fit in my palm. I squeezed with a firm grip, letting her creamy flesh bulge between my fingers as her nipple speared her paper thin bikini top.

Heather moaned softly and her eyelids turned heavy as she ground her pussy against my stiff, hard cock. She pressed her mouth hard against mine and our tongues swam together, hot and heavy, probing deeply as we dialed up the heat.

Heather tugged at my tank top, dragging it over my head while I reached behind her back and yanked the string holding her bikini top in place.

We broke off the kiss, panting for breath as I pulled her top free, and let her big, beautiful, all-natural breasts spring free.

They were absolutely glorious, rivaling Mia’s for pure perfection. Big and round, Heather’s breasts sat high on her chest, jiggling slightly as she ran her hands over my muscled chest. Dainty nipples capped her pink, puffy areolas that rose from her milky breasts, upturned slightly, calling out to me like twin, mouthwatering treats.

Heather licked her lips, and her nostrils flared as desire blazed in her green eyes. “You’re even hotter in real life.”

I scooped up Heather’s twin marvels and rolled my thumbs over her taut nipples. “Was this one of your dreams?”

Heather grinned and nodded as she ran her hands over my pecs while grinding her pussy against my massive hard-on. The way she sat across my lap, rather than straddling me, didn’t allow either of us to go all-in, but the build-up was exquisite.

Her radiant smile touched her eyes, which blazed with fiery lust. “Want to know what happens next?”

Her lusty smile turned into a teasing grin as her eyes wandered my face and chest.

I pulled her in tight, taking the bait, and nibbled at her ear playfully.

Heather giggled as she drew me closer, pressing her body against mine. I kissed my way up her neck and back down before, once again, meeting her face to face.

“Hey, now. No spoilers. This may be a re-run for you, but it’s my first time. Let me enjoy season one, episode one.”

Heather giggled and kissed me playfully. “Would it be too much of a spoiler if told you that you don’t pull out?”

My head swooned as the thought of not only fucking Heather but coming inside her left me reeling on the inside.

I let out a throaty laugh and dipped in for another kiss. “That’s what a good trailer is all about. Teasing the audience enough for them to hit play.”

Reluctantly, I released her breasts, letting them spring back into place before sliding my hands down her taut tummy.

Heather quivered in my arms, her body shuddering as goose bumps flashed to life across her chest. She ground her hips harder against my cock as she ran her fingers through my hair and gazed into my eyes. “I love you, Matt. I’ve waited so long to say those words to you in real life.”

As crazy as it was, I felt the same way. It was as if I had known her for years — even longer than Zoe. I unhooked the button securing Heather’s shorts and pressed my forehead against hers. “Even though it makes no sense, I love you, too. This is right. We’re right together, and we belong together.”

Heather’s eyes welled with tears. A radiant smile lit her face as if she were an angel descended for heaven. “Make love to me.”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat and placed my palm flat across her stomach. I leaned in and lowered my face to her majestic breasts, and kissed one of her candy-coated nipples, followed by the other.

Heather shifted sideways off my lap and stood before turning to face me. I pushed up off the chair where I faced her and slipped my thumbs inside the waistbands of her already unbuttoned shorts.

With our eyes glued together, Heather’s fingers trembled as she worked the drawstring of my swim trunks loose. Her green eyes betrayed her raw nerves, but it wasn’t with fear — it was excitement.

I gave her shorts a gentle tug, guiding them over her curvy hips before they popped free of her tight little caboose. She stood so close that the heat from her body radiated up and down my chest and her warm breath tickled my neck. I let Heather’s shorts drop around her ankles and licked the dryness from my lips as I stole a glance down her nearly naked body.

She gazed up at me, her green eyes simmering with pure love. “You’re so incredibly beautiful,” I said.

Heather smiled and popped up on her tiptoes to kiss my chin. “You’re even more handsome. I would say you could be a male model, but that would only invite more women to steal you away from us.”

It was the first time she had used the word us, as if including herself in our harem. I grinned and scooped up her breast, hefting in my palm as I savored its all-natural weight. Her nipple hardened between my fingers as I lowered my lips to hers and we kissed.

I came away a moment later, and my cock throbbed so hard in my pants ached. “Would the man of your dreams really do that to you?” I asked.

Heather giggled and shook her head. “My spiritual magic eightball says the odds aren’t likely.”

As I fondled her breast, my cock twitched again in my swim trunks as if demanding attention. Heather obliged by guiding them over my hips before they joined her shorts on the floor.

My cock sprang free, the tip glistening with pre-cum where it swayed from side to side before catching on Heather’s soft tummy.

She gazed down at my cock, and her eyes widened while her nostrils flared. She licked her lips as if she couldn’t wait to taste it. “Oh, my God. What have I gotten myself into?”

As the smile stretched across her face, she circled her fingers around my meaty shaft and gazed up at me. “Anyone who says size doesn’t matter is full of crap.”

I placed my hands on Heather’s slim hips, then slid my palms over her tight bottom. “Does it match up to dream Matt?”

Heather giggled and shook her head. “Yours is way better.” She squeezed my cock and gazed up at me with mischief dancing in her eyes. “You’re so warm and super hard. I can’t believe it’s all for me.”

It was all for her and four other women, but I wasn’t dumb enough to say it out loud. “What’s dream Matt’s next move?”

Heather shook her head and rolled my knob between her fingers, playing with my cock as it twitched in her hand. “You told me no spoilers, remember?”

I snapped my fingers, ignoring the wave of pleasure threatening to bring me to my knees. “Caught by my own stupid rules. I suppose we’ll play it by ear instead.”

Heather giggled as she brushed her thumb over my glans, using a short circular pattern, causing my cock to twitch and ooze with a thin line of pre-cum.

“That’s what you said in the dream,” she said.

I frowned at her, feigning indignation. “Are you calling me predictable?”

Heather giggled again and shook her head. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and slowly stroked me while she squeezed out another clear droplet of pre-cum. “I love every second.”

I leaned down and kissed her while giving the bowstrings securing her bikini bottoms a sharp tug. A tiny swatch of neon pink material dropped to the ground, leaving the stunning varsity cheerleader completely exposed.

From where I stood, I couldn’t see her beautiful pussy, especially with her big breasts blocking my view.

No matter. I would feel her for myself. I slid my hand between her legs and dipped my finger into her warm, wet pussy.

Heather sucked in a sharp breath, and her eyes melted with a moan. She leaned in close and rested her hand on my chest while squeezing my cock, using a firm but gentle touch.

Her pussy was as smooth and flawless as the rest of her bodacious body. I traced the outline of her labia, taking my time to tease her as the heat from her pussy radiated over my palm.

Heather moaned and gyrated her hips as I glided my finger between her slick folds and teased the hood of her clit.

“Oh, fuck,” Heather said. “You’re gonna make me come.”

With her hand circling my shaft, Heather stroked my cock as I nuzzled in behind her ear and kissed my way down her neck. “You’re so wet,” I said, whispering into her ear. “What do you want me to do next?”

Heather whimpered as she nuzzled in behind my ear. Her warm breath curled in my ear before she whispered, “I want you to fuck me.”

I dipped my finger inside her tight, soaking wet hole and Heather moaned as her legs buckled beneath her. She gasped in my ear and shuddered against me. “Oh, my God. Baby, fuck. I’m coming.”

Wetness flooded my fingers, and her pussy contracted as she braced herself against me, barely able to stand. Her body spasmed twice and her breath caught in her throat as she held onto my cock with one hand and circled my waist with the other.

As amped as she was, the orgasm didn’t surprise me. I kissed her softly behind her ear before dotting her jawline with miniature kisses before Heather turned her face and found my lips with hers.

We kissed for a long time, letting our tongues swim together as Heather recovered from her climactic bliss.

When we came away, Heather locked her eyes on mine. I took her hand in mine, then sat down on the chair.

“Come here, baby,” I said, eliciting a sweet smile from the redheaded beauty.

Heather crawled onto my lap, straddling me as she sat on my lap. She settled her knees on either side of my hips, resting them on the cushions while she steadied herself on my shoulders. She sat with her rear end resting on my knees and her big, round breasts jiggled as she found just the right spot.

My cock rested against her stomach and for the first time, I got a good look at her tiny pink slit, slick with wetness. She looked every bit as tight as Zoe and Mia, which made me wonder.

“Is this your first time?” I asked, not sure I wanted to hear the answer.

“I’ve made love to you in my dreams so many times I’ve lost count.” She smiled tentatively. “I always wake up and finish the job myself in real life.”

I grinned and kissed her adorable lips. “That’s good to know, but not what I mean.”

Heather took my face in her hands and caressed my cheeks with her thumbs. She gazed deep into my eyes and shook her head. “I never felt the need, and anyway, how could I possibly be with another guy? That feels like cheating to me. At least it does in my heart.”

My head flashed with the stunning revelation. She was a virgin? Holy fucking hell. My cock pulsed where it lay flat against her taut tummy, and Heather gazed down, giggling. “I’ll take it you approve.”

“Do I approve of the sweet, smart, gorgeous, redhead who not only professed her love for me but saved her virginity for me too?” I shook my head. “No. You’re the worst.”

Heather giggled and came in for another kiss. “I love you, and I don’t want to rain on the whole virgin fantasy vibe you’re rocking, but my toys stole my virginity a long time ago. I’m not a nun.” She picked up my cock and stroked it between her nimble fingers. “That said, this majestic beast I’m cradling in my hand will be the first and only real-life cock that will ever find its way inside me.”

I grinned. “I’ll take it.”

Heather came in for another kiss while she kept stroking my cock. She squeezed more pre-cum from my tip and worked it into my shaft until it glistened.

I scooped up her breasts and teased her nipples, pushing and playing with her beautiful mounds while Heather came in close and kissed me. Our tongues twined, and my cock pulsed with heat.

Heather rocked her hips forward and backward, moaning into my mouth as she stroked my cock. She shifted her hips forward, guiding my shaft along her hot, slippery wet slit.

Pleasure strobed through my cock, and a wash of adrenaline flooded my veins, spiking my heart rate while my cock hardened to steel where it lay nestled in her palm. I released Heather’s breasts, watching as they bounced and jiggled while gliding my hands down her sides until I reached the sharp flare of her hips.

Heather broke off our kiss and met my gaze. Her eyes smoldered with heat, and she pushed up on her knees while dredging my tip through her slick, soft labia.

As she pushed forward to make room for my cock, she mashed her breasts into my face, and I eagerly inhaled one of her fat nipples. I circled her puffy areola with my tongue and sucked her nipple between my teeth, gently nibbling as Heather moaned her satisfaction.

Heather kept one hand wrapped around my shaft and rested the other on my shoulder to steady herself. She probed her pussy with my swollen tip, rubbing her incredible tits back and forth over my face, practically smothering me with her milky white flesh.

The slick sounds of our sex rose above our heavy breathing and our combined moans of pleasure. Heather shifted her hips forward, and my cock sank into her tight little treasure box.

I sucked in a sharp breath and nearly choked on Heather’s engorged nipple. With my palms resting on her ass, I thrust upward and sank halfway inside her pussy while pleasure welcomed me into its velvety embrace.

“Fuck. You’re so tight,” I said as my cock pulsed against her inner walls, stretching her open as Heather placed both hands on my shoulders and slowly fucked me as if to loosen her pussy.

“That’s because your cock is as big as a tree trunk.”

With each move of her hips, I sank a little deeper inside my little redheaded cheer queen.

My cock throbbed inside her pussy, and Heather clamped down, inching my cock in and out, taking me deeper as the heat built. Heather’s juices coated my shaft, and with each pass, heavenly pleasure piled higher, turning my consciousness into a hazy swamp that resonated with a dull aching need to come deep inside her.

Heather sank back onto my lap and took my cock deep until it fully impaled her. She reached back with both arms and braced herself on my knees before staring down at my cock, stuffing her full, then up at me.

She smiled at me with her cheeks flushed. Errant wisps of her red hair escaped her ponytail and trailed across her exquisite face. “We did it. I’m officially yours. My so-called virginity is a goner.”

I rested my hands on her upper thighs as my cock throbbed inside her pleasure palace, flexing against her virgin tight walls. “It’s a little late to mention, but birth control?”

Heather shook her head. “I’m not on birth control and won’t ever get on birth control.”

“Spray and pray?”

Heather grinned. “Don’t worry, baby. We won’t get pregnant… yet.”

My jaw dropped. “For fuck’s sake. You’ve seen that too?”

Heather tucked an errant lock of hair behind her ear and smiled. “Forget I said anything. It’s best we not talk about it. Right now, I just want to feel this big, beautiful cock split me like a grape.”

She turned her attention back to my cock, buried so deep inside her pussy that only the smallest part of my shaft was visible. She squirmed, wriggling her hips as she did something wither her pussy that felt like a wave traveling back and forth along my shaft.

I groaned and clenched my hips, forcing my cock deeper inside her red-hot pussy. “What the hell was that?”

Heather giggled and sat upright, shifting her weight forward and angling my cock deeper. “It’s because of the Kegel exercises I do. It’s also why my pussy is so tight.”

She rested her hands on my chest and twerked her hips, sliding my cock in and out as her breasts jiggled between her arms. “Baby, we have got a lot of sex in our future. You better drink your fluids.”

A wave of pleasure hit me like a heavyweight’s uppercut, and I groaned as my cock thrummed deep inside her amazing little pussy. She moved her body like a gymnast, and I nearly came before we even got started.

As if sensing my impending orgasm, Heather churned her hips to a stop and gave me a moment to come back from the edge. She rocked atop me, slow and deep, gazing down into my eyes while her mouth hung open and her cheeks turned rosy with color.

Beneath us, Nora’s poor armchair groaned and creaked but held up, despite Heather’s sexual prowess.

I grabbed hold of her ass, palming her flesh as I rode the movement of her hips and body, fucking me like a pro. “How are you a virgin and fucking me like this?”

I barely hung on as Heather plumbed her insides with my steel hard rod. She ran her hands across my muscled chest as my cock sizzled with heat.

Heather turned a proud smile on me. “We’ve had sex hundreds… no… thousands of times in my dreams. I know what I’m doing.”

“Clearly. Because I’m about to blow my stack.”

I squeezed her ass in both hands, fending off my looming climax.

She slowed her pace until she sat atop me, grinding slow and deep as my cock pulsed so hard and fast, I felt like I was already coming.

“Not yet, baby. I’m right there with you,” she said. “When I bounce on your cock, we’ll come together.”

She was better at sex than any of the Monroe women, including Nora. “Bounce? You’re a sexual savant, aren’t you? I don’t think I’ll last more than a few seconds once you bounce.”

Heather giggled and leaned in to kiss me. Our lips met as locks of her hair tickled my chest and shoulders. When she came away, she gazed into my eyes. “I feel you inside me. I feel the way your cock pulses and throbs. Most of all, I know when you’re going to come. Relax and let it happen. We’ll come together, okay?”

Here, I thought I would teach her about sex. I nodded and let go of my resistance, trusting her to take the wheel.

She came in for one more kiss and when she came away, her green eyes radiated pure love. “I love you more than anything or anyone in the world.”

“I love you too,” I said.

I cupped Heather’s ass as she sat upright. She pulled her ponytail tight atop her head, raising her arms over her head, showcasing her spectacular breasts and creamy smooth underarms.

Once she was done, she leaned forward slightly and braced herself on my chest. She picked up the tempo, shifting her weight forward and backward, grinding me deep as my head flashed with rhythmic warning signs of my looming orgasm.

As if reading my mind, she shifted gears and bounced on my cock, taking her beautiful breasts for the ride of their lives. Her eyes swam with pleasure and her cheeks turned red with heat.

“That’s it, baby. God. I feel you so deep inside me.”

Her ass slapped my thighs, and I held on, watching my wet cock slide in and out, slick and hot with her wetness.

Heather bounced and churned, coming off my cock and dropping back down before sliding me deep and starting the cycle all over again. Her tits bounced and jiggled, circling her chest as she gazed down at me, her eyes swimming with a looming orgasm.

I gritted my teeth and squeezed her ass, thrusting my cock deep inside as I exploded inside her with orgasmic relief. I pumped a river of hot cum deep inside Heather’s unprotected virgin vault.

She cried out, and her body stiffened. Heather’s pussy spasmed around my cock as I fired rope after rope of white-hot cum, alive with my virulent seed directly into her awaiting womb. My vision flashed white, and I let out an unearthly groan as my climax stretched out to where I thought I might pass out.

Heather fell forward onto my chest, panting for breath as she buried her face in my shoulder until my climax reached the zenith and fell.

My heart beat so hard and fast I felt in my temples. I sucked in one sharp breath after another, relaxing back into Nora’s poor chair.

Heather kissed my neck as she nursed her hips, milking me dry as she licked and sucked her way up to my ear.

My cock flashed with aftershocks, and I ran my fingers over her ass and up her spine, gently caressing her as we stayed together, basking in the afterglow.

Heather ran her hands through my hair while she sucked and nibbled my earlobe, whispering her love into my ear.

Finally, she sat up and rested her palms flat on my chest as she smiled down at me. “Would it be a cliche if said this was a dream come true?”

I laughed and smacked her ass playfully. “How long have you been sitting on that one?”

She grinned. “For a while. Okay. It’s been years, but it feels good to put it out there.”

“Well, the sex was absolutely mind bending. You’re amazing.”

She preened proudly, smiling from ear to ear. “Thank you, baby. We’ve just unlocked a whole new world of sexual opportunity.”

“I’m both thrilled and terrified.”

Heather giggled. “And being in a harem really opens up our options.”

“Threesomes?”

“Threesomes. For sure.” She frowned and tapped her chin as if thinking. “What do you call a five-way?”

I laughed. “An orgy.”

Heather grinned. “We’ll have to work you up to that. You don’t have the sexual stamina to please all of us at once.”

“Are you my sex coach? Do we win a gold medal at the end of all this?”

Heather came forward and kissed me, locking her eyes on mine as she drew my tongue between her lips. When she let it go with a slurp, she kissed me again. “Baby, you’ve already won the gold. This is about making a legend.”

“As long as you and Bella don’t fight,” I said.

Heather flashed me a wicked grin. “Oh, don’t worry about that. Bella and I have big plans for you.”


Chapter seven
Better than good


Hand-in-hand, Heather and I strode onto the pool deck, where we found the ladies lounging by the pool.

“They’re back,” Zoe said.

The little blonde dynamo clambered to her feet where she sat on the edge of the pool with her feet dipped into the water. Gabby and Kasey, who sat on either side of Zoe, turned together, and smiled as they watched Heather and I make our grand entrance.

Nora peeked over the top of her sunglasses, wearing an approving smile, while Mia and Bella swiveled in their lounge chairs.

I squeezed Heather’s hand as a radiant smile lit her face. She had never looked more beautiful as her entire face came alive with a vibrancy that rose goosebumps across my flesh.

Zoe was there first, pulling Heather into a bear hug, followed quickly by the rest of the ladies. They dragged her away from me, and pulled her into their circle, laughing, hugging, clapping, and cheering her on.

Bella didn’t hesitate and squeezed Heather into a massive hug. She said something in Heather’s ear that I couldn’t make out. But whatever it was, Heather smiled and nodded before tears welled in her eyes.

Meanwhile, I stood back, taking it all in, more than happy to place the Heather drama firmly in the rear-view mirror.

Nora stepped up to me, took my hands in hers. She smiled at me proudly, then kissed me softly on the lips. “Congratulations, baby. You made the right choice.”

“Thanks,” I said. “She told me an incredible story. I’m not sure I would have believed her, but the details were undeniable.”

“Which is why we need to see Ms. May. Heather has a gift.”

“When can we see her?”

“After Heather’s game. The day after tomorrow,” Nora said. “But we can talk about that later. I made drinks for both of you. Can you grab them off the table, baby? It’s time to make a toast.”

Two full, salt-rimmed margarita glasses sat on a tray beside a pitcher of the frozen lime concoction. I grabbed the drinks and handed one off to Heather with a kiss.

Her green eyes blazed with an inner-light created its own orbit. “I can’t believe this is really happening,” Heather said.

I came in for a quick kiss. “We’re just get started.”

“Everyone grab your drinks,” Nora said. “I want to make a toast.”

The ladies scrambled to find their margaritas before we gathered in a circle with Heather standing next to me, our fingers entwined.

“Ladies, raise your glasses,” Nora said as she turned to face Heather and me. “Today we welcome a daughter, a sister, and a lover into our family. Welcome home Heather.”

Heather’s eyes welled with tears, and she smiled, giggling with joy as she held her drink high in one hand while she squeezed my hand with the other.

I squeezed her hand back, tightening my grip as I held my drink up for a toast.

Heather’s chin quivered as she looked first at Nora, followed by Mia, Zoe, and finally Bella. Her gaze lingered on Bella, who also had tears in her eyes.

“Thank you,” Heather said. “This is the first time I’ve ever felt like part of an actual family. I love you all so much.”

Zoe whistled, and Mia grinned while tears rolled down her cheeks.

“We love you too, angel in red,” Mia said.

I raised my glass. “May we fill our days with laughter and our nights with — “

“Sex,” Zoe said, interrupting me. “Lot and lots and lots of mind-blowing sex.”

The girls whistled and laughed, while I rolled my eyes at Zoe. “I was going to say love, but I can get behind sex.”

Zoe grinned. “Most of us here are well aware of you doing us from behind,” Zoe said. “It was only two days ago that you — “

“Okay,” Nora said, cutting off her daughter. “We get it.”

The girls laughed before we officially raised our glasses and clinked them together.

After we sipped our drinks, Kasey sighed. “I want to be in the harem, too. Where’s the QR code for the sign up page?”

“Me too,” Gabby said. “This looks like so much fun.”

The girls laughed it off, but Gabby gave me a long, lingering look that was difficult to read. It wasn’t flirtatious exactly, but there was something behind her eyes that struck a chord deep inside me. That and the fact that I still couldn’t shake the fact that I had somehow met her before. There was a story behind those amazing hazel eyes. My gut told me I would find out soon enough.

We soaked in the sun and our afternoon get together turned into a pizza dinner around the pool. Later that night, while the girls chatted, I tried to suppress my yawns and failed miserably. Mia didn’t even bother. She crashed and burned in her room long before everyone left. I was about to do the same when Bella, Kasey, Gabby, and Heather prepared to head back to the dorm.

I kissed Bella good night and walked Heather to the backyard gate.

She perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips.

“I leave the tickets for you at will call,” Heather said.

“Zoe has something going on at the sorority, so I’m bringing Luke and his roommate,” I said.

“Awesome. I can’t wait to finally meet Luke. After the game tomorrow, can we spend the rest of the day together?”

“Of course. I was hoping I could talk you into a sleepover, but there’s no pressure or anything.”

Her eyes widened, and she smiled brightly. “I’d love that. Yes. I’m totally good, I mean. Yes. I accept your invitation.”

I smiled at the nervous exuberance in her voice and leaned in for another kiss. This one involved a splash of tongue.

We came away, gazing into each other’s eyes. “I love you,” I said.

Her eyes lit and she kissed me one last time. “I love you more.”

“Come on,” Bella called out from the end of the driveway. “You can have sex with him again tomorrow. I’m tired.”

Heather giggled and turned, practically skipping down the driveway where she met Bella, Gabby, and Kasey. Heather and Bella climbed into Bella’s SUV while Kasey and Gabby pulled away in Kasey’s car.

A pair of warm arms wrapped around my waist before an equally warm body pressed up against my back.

“I’m tired, baby. Let’s go to bed,” Zoe said.

I turned around and found the blonde beauty smiling up at me. “You know, you’re pretty amazing.”

Zoe perched on her toes and smiled brightly. She curled her arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss. “I’m well aware.”

I laughed and scooped her up off her feet, cradling her in my arms while Zoe squealed with delight.

As I carried her through the house, Zoe giggled and laughed while making a lame attempt at escape. It wasn’t until we reached our bedroom that I finally put her down. Playfully, we piled into the bathroom together to get ready for bed before returning to our bedroom together.

Zoe stripped down to nothing, then tossed on one of my old t-shirts with so many holes in it, her bare breast appeared through one in plain view.

The sight of her flawless naked body slithering into one of my baggy old t-shirts piqued my arousal, and despite my exhaustion, my cock thickened as I undressed beside her.

She was impossible to resist. Her heavenly body and extreme good looks were only the tip of the iceberg. Zoe was my everything. She was my sun and my moon. Without her, nothing else in my life mattered.

Briefly, I considered initiating sex, but Zoe looked exhausted. Besides, Heather and Mia had drained me dry while I was running on a few hours of sleep. That didn’t mean we couldn’t cuddle, but I knew, as soon as my head hit the pillow, I was a goner.

Zoe climbed into bed, naked except for the t-shirt, while I opted to sleep naked and climbed in after her with my hard cock swaying from side to side.

Zoe cuddled up beside me and picked up my cock. She wriggled closer, pressing her bare pussy against my hip before she kissed my chest. “You’re always so hard for me.”

I eyed the soft curve of her bubble butt where it flashed into view, barely covered by the t-shirt. “I could be on my deathbed with incurable cancer, and you would still make me hard. We could have sex three times a day for a decade, even then, it wouldn’t be enough.”

She giggled and circled my shaft with her fingers, giving my cock a gentle squeeze as she brushed her thumb over my glans. “After today, I’m surprised you can even get hard, but I’m glad you can, because I love playing with your cock.”

Her breast popped through a hole in my t-shirt and her stiff nipple pressed into the soft flesh of my ribcage. My cock pulsed in her hand as Zoe squeezed my shaft, forcing out a clear bubble of pre-cum from my tip.

I kissed the top of her head where it rested atop my chest. “And I love you playing with my cock,” I said.

Zoe sighed contentedly as she stroked my shaft using slow, deliberate strokes. “You did a good thing today.”

My cock turned rock hard in her hand as Zoe ground her pussy against my thigh where I felt the heat radiate from between her legs. I pulled her in tight and slipped my hand up and under her -t-shirt where I palmed her bare ass, giving it a soft squeeze. “Are we okay?”

It was a stupid thing to ask with us engaged in blatant foreplay, but there wasn’t any harm checking in with girl number one.

Zoe looking up at me, frowning. “Of course we are, baby. Why wouldn’t we be?”

“I guess I’m still getting used to all of this harem stuff. We have to be on the same page, and I never want us to stop talking. For the longest time, my fantasy life involved you, me, a couple of kids and a happily ever after.”

Zoe met my eyes, her curiosity clearly piqued. “Is that what you want?”

There wasn’t a hint of sarcasm in her voice, and she gazed at me, clearly interested in my response. If I told her that’s what I wanted, she would follow along, even if it meant she wasn’t living the best version of herself. But that wasn’t what I wanted or even what I meant.

“Zoe Peaches, a life without you, isn’t a life I’m interested in living. Sure, I want kids with you, a house and the life that comes with it. But most of all, I want you. I love you, Zoe. I love you so much and nothing will ever change that.”

Zoe’s eyes twinkled as they welled with tears. Her body relaxed against mine as she stroked my cock and drew herself up for a kiss. “You know exactly the right way to love me.”

“So, we’re good?”

Zoe smiled and crawled atop me, straddling my waist before she pulled off the t-shirt. As she tossed it aside, her bare breasts bounced into view, and her lustrous, golden blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders in silky waves.

Moonlight spilled in through the bedroom window, drenching her exquisite naked body in murky shades of silver.

Zoe pushed up on her knees and reached beneath her, taking my cock in her hand. She pressed my cock flat against my stomach before she sat back, resting her tiny pink slit atop my rock hard shaft. Slowly, she moved her hips forward and backward, gliding my pulsing manhood through her warm, wet folds. She soaked my shaft with her slick juices and my cock came alive, twitching, as a burning need to spear the beautiful maiden seared my consciousness.

Zoe leaned forward, resting her bare breasts against my chest, causing them to bulge outward on either side of my pecs. Her nipples dug into my flesh, hardening as she found my mouth with hers. She kissed me softly, then backed off just enough to gaze into my eyes.

“We are so much better than good,” Zoe said. “You are the love of my life, Matthew Parker. The future father of my children and the man I will spend a lifetime loving. Does that answer your question?”

I smiled, memorizing every curve of her angelic face, including her bright blue eyes that shined with love. She dipped her face lower, parting her lips before our tongues coiled together.

My cock pulsed against her pink, perky slit, where our combined heat radiated like an inferno. As we deepened our kiss, Zoe shifted her hips from front to back, neatly gliding her pussy along my meaty shaft, until her juices soaked my cock, and she was ready to take me inside her. I cupped Zoe’s ass and squeezed, savoring her perfect ass while soft pulses of pleasure raced down my spine and curled my toes.

Zoe broke off our kiss and sat back up on her knees. With her eyes locked on mine, she took my cock in her hand and guided my tip along her slippery pussy before she speared her tight little honey pot with my engorged knob. As a hard wave of pleasure buzzed the back of my brain, Zoe moaned and lowered herself onto my shaft, clenching and releasing her vaginal muscles as I fought through her buttery smooth resistance.

Her warm pussy welcomed me into its magical depths and my entire body relaxed as I let the pleasure consume me. I scooped up her big, round breasts, one in each hand, and squeezed, playing with her nipples as her flesh bulged from between my open fingers.

“Oh, fuck, baby. Your cock is stretching me out,” Zoe said, moaning as she ground her hips, taking me deeper.

Her velvety soft tightness pushed me to the brink, and I paused, pushing back against a sharp need to come. My cock, fully impaling her, throbbed deep inside her heavenly treasure box, stretching her walls as Zoe clamped down with her creamy-soft pussy. Her face washed over with hot pleasure, and she moved her hips, fucking me, slow and deep.

Zoe sat atop me, riding me in full cowgirl, grinding front to back as the slippery sounds of our sex mingled with our heavy moans.

The bedsprings squeaked, and the mattress shifted beneath us. The bedframe groaned, and the headboard hit the wall with a rhythmic thump.

My cock throbbed as the heat from our sex quickly built and the thick clouds of a looming orgasm gathered on the horizon.

Zoe changed motions, bouncing up and down, causing her perky ass to slap against my upper thighs. She squeezed and flexed her pussy, pressuring my building orgasm as I watched my cock slide in and out of her tight little box.

Her pink pussy lips hugged my shaft as she bounced, and I released her breasts just so I could watch them jiggle and bounce.

Zoe lost herself. Her eyes washed over with heavy lust and her lips parted as she gazed down at me, then fell forward, pinning her arms on either side of my chest.

Her golden hair splayed over my chest as her pebble hard nipples raked my flesh. Zoe’s blue eyes washed over, and her face contorted with pleasure. “God, baby, I’m coming all over your fat fucking cock.”

Zoe’s body shuddered, and she pushed her hips forward, grinding me deep inside her as she clenched her ass and squeezed my cock with her achingly tight pussy.

My head flashed white, and I squeezed her ass as a monstrous orgasm swallowed me whole. With a deep grunt, I came hard, blasting Zoe’s womb with a white-hot load of cum. Again and again, I gushed inside her, filling her juicy pussy with never-ending jets of milky white jizz.

Zoe pumped her hips, squeezing me deep as she drained my cock, taking every drop deep inside her. She never took her eyes off me, gazing into my face while a curtain of her blonde hair sealed us away from the outside world.

I palmed her ass, forcing her forward and backward, thrusting deep as I pinned her to my cock and emptied the last of my seed inside her.

Zoe came in for a kiss, resting her elbows on the mattress, leaving her body pressed flat against mine. Our tongues met and swirled together while we kept our eyes open, engaging in tongue play as Zoe squeezed her pussy, milking me to the end.

We stayed like that, kissing and playing while Zoe seemed completely at ease with my cock buried inside her.

Zoe gazed into my eyes and tucked a lock of my brown hair behind my ear. She searched my face and kissed the tip of my nose, my chin, and finally my lips before she came away smiling. “I’ve been waiting all day for that.”

“I come so hard every time we have sex. I swear, one day I’ll pass out right in the middle of an orgasm.”

Zoe giggled and kissed me. “You come so hard because you love me.”

I grinned and lifted my head off the pillow just enough to steal a kiss. “I can’t argue with that logic.”

Zoe caressed my cheek with her thumb, gazing into my eyes with an expression of pure love. “Baby, thank you for staying awake. I know you’re exhausted.”

“As soon as I saw you in that old t-shirt of mine, I had to have you.”

Zoe frowned. “An old t-shirt is sexy?”

“You’re sexy wearing anything and even more sexy wearing nothing.”

“Then from now on, I’ll just sleep naked,” she said.

“I’ll never be able to resist you. It’s already impossible for me to keep my hands off you.”

“Then don’t. Make love to me five times a day. Wake me up with your cock in the middle of the night. Take me deep while I’m sleeping. It’s one of my fantasies.”

“You’re serious?”

“Totally. You created a nympho monster with your big, beautiful cock.”

My half-hard cock thickened inside her, coming alive. “Jesus, Zoe. It’s a good thing you’re on birth control, because I will certainly take you up on that offer.”

Zoe giggled and circled her hips, fucking my cock to hardness where it remained buried to the hilt. “Don’t worry. I’ll wait until my senior year before I get off birth control.”

“You want a baby when we’re twenty-two?”

Zoe nodded. “If not sooner. If we ever get pregnant through birth control, I’m keeping the baby.”

“Of course,” I said. “Do you want to get off birth control now?”

Zoe shifted her hips, moving front to back, fucking me slow and deep. “Do you want me to get off birth control?”

“Yes,” I said, without hesitation.

Zoe grinned. “Good. Then I’ll stop taking the pill and we will let nature take its course. Playing cream pie roulette makes sex even hotter.”

Zoe pushed herself to an upright position and ground her hips, fucking me deep and slow. “Just a fair warning. We Monroe women get even more horny when we’re pregnant. Between me and my mom, you’ll never get a moment’s rest.”

“Then I better build up my stamina, starting right now.” I sat up and flipped Zoe over onto her back before I pushed deep inside her, burying my cock to the hilt.

Zoe wrapped her legs around my waist and drew me even deeper. “God, baby. I could fuck you all night.”

“Then it’s a good thing we can sleep in.”


Chapter eight
Game Day


Over one hundred thousand screaming fans packed the bleachers in The Shoe for The Ohio State University’s home opener. High in the sky, the sun glittered like a jewel above a blue, cloudless sky. The temperatures tended more toward fall than summer, and the ultra-low humidity and cool breeze made the day objectively spectacular.

As I descended the stadium steps leading to our seats, Luke and his roommate, Brent, followed me close behind.

“Dude, these seats are sick as fuck,” Brent said. “How did you score the tickets?”

“From a friend,” I said. “Keep going. We’re all the way down in row A.”

Luke pointed to the section on our right. “Hey, I recognize some of those girls from my sister’s sorority.”

We were only two rows away from the bottom when I glanced back at Luke over my shoulder. “They all have tickets in this section. Don’t ask me why.”

“Damn,” Brent said, peering over his sunglasses at the beautiful babes packing the long row of stadium seats. “Bro, hook me up with one of them.”

Luke laughed. “It’s not a fucking brothel, dude.”

“I didn’t say they were whores,” Brent said. “But come on, Luke. Your sisters are total smoke shows. If you won’t set me up with them, at least throw a brother a bone and hook me up with one of their friends.”

Brent wasn’t aware that I was dating one of Luke’s sisters, let alone all of them. Not to mention Nora, who Luke and I barely discussed. My relationship status wasn’t something I went around broadcasting, and I would just as soon not tell Brent anything until the need arose.

Out on the field, the players from both teams warmed up while coaches and staff manned the sideline benches. On the field behind the end zone, right in front of us, I spotted Heather in formation hoisting a pair of pom-poms high into the air, shaking them as she performed a kick. She stood at the center of a long line of cheerleaders, leading them in a cheer.

We reached our row, and Heather’s eyes locked on mine. A radiant smile lit her beautiful face, and I flashed her a wave before Heather continued with her routine.

The move went unnoticed by Brent, who was still yammering about the sorority girls, loud enough for them to hear.

“Dude, calm down,” Luke said. “I’ll be your wingman, but I’m not your pimp.”

I chuckled at that line as we inched past a group of four spectators sitting between us and our seats.

Heather never took her eyes off me, and she seemed to have an extra pep in her step as her red hair tossed in the wind and an unending smile lit her flawless face.

True to Heather’s word, our seats were directly in front of the cheerleaders. They were so close that I could shout, and Heather could hear me. The seats were incredible. Not only did we have a magnificent view of the football game, but more importantly, we had a literally front-row seat to watch Heather’s sublime body dance, spin, and leap her way through what would surely end in a blowout win.

We sat in our seats with Luke, taking the middle, placing himself between me and Brent. Collectively, we turned our attention to the field.

Brent laughed and leaned past Luke to give me a high-five. “Bro, you scored us seats right in front of the cheerleaders! This is the best fucking week of my life!”

If he knew about my week, his head might spin off. Still, I slapped him a high-five before giving Heather my full, undivided attention.

Heather winked at me and did a high kick, causing her pleated mini-skirt to spike over her hips, revealing her red cheer briefs hugging her perfectly sculpted ass.

Heather’s high ponytail bounced and swayed with every move, and my eyes roamed her showy two-piece, red-sequined cheer outfit. She showed plenty of skin, including her taut tummy and eye-popping cleavage bursting from her sports-bra style top.

“Holy fuck,” Brent said. “Check out red in the middle of the front row. Jesus Christ, would you look at those tits.”

I grinned but kept my mouth shut, and Luke did the same. Luke knew all about me and Heather. I had filled him in via text when I invited him to the game without revealing too many details. Luke wasn’t the type to gossip and obviously hadn’t told Brent anything.

“A girl like that has got to be banging the QB,” Brent said. “She’s easily the hottest girl I’ve ever seen in my life.”

Luke laughed and elbowed me, flashing me a knowing grin. “Damn Brent, there is drool dangling from your lower lip.”

Heather performed a spin move and her breasts bounced invitingly.

Brent ignored the jab, keeping his gaze laser focused on Heather. “I would literally donate a kidney and half my ball sack for five minutes alone with that broad. We’ve got to find out her name.”

I was about to tell Brent to watch his mouth when the cheerleaders ended their routine and bounded to the bench just below us for a water break.

Heather’s green eyes blazed with joy as she hurried forward and popped up on the bench, which brought her eye level with me.

A slack-jawed Brent gaped at Heather, his eyes bulging as the stunning redhead leaned over the rail to meet me for a kiss.

“Hi, baby,” Heather said, as I leaned forward, meeting her halfway.

She pulled me into a brief but very wet kiss on the lips before doubling down and kissing me again, this time letting her lips linger for a second.

When we came away, Heather smiled at me, looking more beautiful than I had ever seen her.

“Hi, beautiful. You look amazing out there,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said. “We have a new halftime routine that I can’t wait for you to see.” The surrounding fans ogled her, but she had eyes only for me. “After the game, you can pick me up at gate two.”

“Gate two. Got it. I’ll be there.”

I swiveled toward Luke and a clearly awestruck Brent. “Babe, this is my best friend, Luke Monroe, and his roommate, Brent Shaw. Guys, this is my girlfriend, Heather Grant.”

Heather beamed and extended her hand to Luke. “I’ve heard so much about you. Your sisters are literally my best friends in the entire world.”

“Matt can’t stop grinning,” Luke said. “He’s a lucky man.”

Heather turned her attention to Brent, once again extending her hand. “It’s nice to me you Brent.”

Speechless, Brent said nothing, not taking her hand while the color drained from his face.

Heather frowned and gave me a curious look. “Is he okay?”

“Don’t mind him,” I said. “Brent’s a huge Buckeye fan. These tickets are so good that he’s a little overwhelmed. We really appreciate you setting us up.”

“For sure,” Luke said. “And you guys make a great couple.”

Heather’s face lit with the brightest smile yet. “Thank you so much, Luke. I think so too.”

Heather popped forward and gave me another kiss before turning back to Luke. “It doesn’t hurt that I’m dating the most gorgeous guy on campus.”

My cheeks flushed hot. “Are you trying to blow up my ego?”

Heather giggled and turned back to Brent. “Anyway, it’s nice to meet you, Brent.”

Brent just nodded before he finally had the wherewithal to acknowledge Heather’s presence. He licked his lips and mumbled, “Yeah. Thanks.”

I wasn’t sure what exactly he was thanking her for. Judging by Heather’s confused expression, she didn’t either.

“Well, I better get back to the game.” She leaned in to hug me and whispered in my ear. “Is that Brent guy okay?”

We came face to face and I couldn’t suppress a laugh. “Sorry about him. I think he’s a little star struck, maybe? But otherwise, he’s fine.”

Heather smiled and gave Brent a wink before she came in and gave me one last kiss. “Okay. See you after the game. Don’t forget, it’s gate two. I love you very much.”

“I won’t forget, and I love you too,” I said

We kissed one last time before Heather dropped back down onto the field, picked up her pom-poms, and bounding to meet her teammates on the sidelines.

Heather’s teammates surrounded her, chatting and laughing before one of them pointed in my direction. Heather nodded, and the girls traded a high five.

Brent sat back in his seat and let out a huge breath, then turned to me. “You haven’t even been on campus for two weeks. What the actual fuck, bro? Do you have a donkey dick or something?”

Luke burst out laughing and I grinned sheepishly. “I dunno, man. I guess it was the right place at the right time. Yeah. I know I’m lucky.”

“Fuck.” Brent sighed and gazed up at the sky. “I’ve got to figure out where I went wrong with my life.”

Throughout the first half, Heather put on a show, bringing the energy as her squad performed flawlessly. By halftime, the Buckeyes were up by thirty-five and the game was over. Brent and Luke went to the concession stand while I stayed to watch Heather’s routine. She flipped, bounced and spun her way to perfection, performing a dizzying array of stunts that brought me to my feet, cheering and clapping for her.

Heather loved every second. She smiled and blew me a kiss as her team headed for the tunnel, apparently to take a break. With Heather gone, I went to the bathroom, then headed for the concession stand.

There was no sign of Luke or Brent, but as the crowd funneled back to their seats, I spotted a familiar face leaning against the wall near the ramp leading down to the exit. She sniffled and wiped away tears staining her cheeks, and my heart sank.

I turned away from the concession stand and headed straight for Kasey. She didn’t notice me until I stepped right in front of her.

“Hey. What’s with the tears?” I asked.

Kasey sniffled in response and shook her head without looking me in the eye. “It’s nothing.”

I nudged her chin higher until she met my gaze. “Oh, it’s definitely something.”

Kasey’s hazel eyes were red and puffy. Her lower lip quivered, and fresh tears welled in her eyes. She threw herself forward, and I drew her in, folding her in my arms as I held her in a tight hug.

“Everyone hates me,” she said between broken sobs.

I stroked her hair as she sobbed into my chest. “Who hates you? What happened?”

Kasey shook her head. “It’s girl stuff.”

She sobbed even harder as she quaked in my arms. “Come on. Let’s go find a quiet place to sit. You can tell me what’s happening.”

Kasey nodded into my chest and said a muffled, “Okay.”

She came away with her face a mess of tears. Kasey scooped up my hand in both of hers, twining her fingers with mine, then pinned herself to my side as I found a secluded bench under a set of stairs.

We sat and Kasey kept her fingers locked with mine, seeming on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

“Take a breath and tell me what’s happening,” I said.

Kasey looked up at me, her expression suddenly worried. “Promise you won’t get mad at me?”

Nothing good ever came from that request. “As long as you’re completely open and honest with me, I’ll never get mad at you. Now what’s this about?”

Kasey took a deep breath and rubbed the back of my hand with her thumb. “Remember when I said that all I needed was Bella’s permission before we could go out?”

And there it was. Bella was up to her old tricks. I wanted to tell her, I told you so, but she was already hurting enough. “I assume she said no. Was she mean to you? Because if she was mean to you, I’ll — “

Kasey shook her head and squeezed my hand, cutting me off. “It was nothing like that.”

I took a deep breath and let it out, trying to calm myself. “Tell me what happened.”

Kasey inched closer until her bare thigh pressed against mine and no space separated us. “There’s nothing special about me. I’m not like the rest of the girls, but I know what I feel.”

“Don’t say that. You’re very special to me,” I said. “Why do you think that?”

She sniffled and dabbed at her eyes. “I don’t have dreams about you. There’s no fancy clairvoyant telling me you’re my soulmate. And I haven’t met you in a previous life, but I know what I feel and what I feel for you is overwhelming love. I can’t think about anything or anyone but you.”

With my life already loaded to capacity, I wasn’t spending every moment dreaming about Kasey, but whenever we were together, I felt a powerful bond between us. It was the same bond I felt with my other girls. Nothing had changed, and I still felt drawn to her just as much as Zoe or Heather. “I feel the same way about you. That doesn’t explain why you’re so upset.”

Kasey took a deep breath and seemed to bring her emotions under control. “I know you told me I just needed to get Mia, Zoe, and Bella to agree to let us go out together, but I wanted to do the right thing and make sure Heather was okay with it, too.”

“That’s good thinking. You were right to do that.”

Kasey smiled up at me and a twinkle in her eye chased away a smidgen of red. “Thanks. Anyway, I found Heather and Bella chatting in Bella’s room this morning, so I thought it was the perfect time to ask them both.”

“I can’t argue with that logic,” I said.

“I’m talking with both of them and straight away, Heather told me she thought it was a great idea, but as soon as I saw the look in Bella’s eyes, a sick feeling of dread sat in the pit of my stomach.”

“What did Bella say?”

“Bella told me she didn’t want to see me get my heart broken, and that if anyone should go out with you, besides all of them, it was Gabby. Bella said everything was getting so complicated and that I didn’t have the same claim on you as the rest of the girls.”

I internally fumed, feeling my anger rise. “She used those words? She said she had a claim on me?”

Kasey’s eyes widened, as if she had said something she wasn’t supposed to. “Well, no. Not those exact words. She was super nice about it,” Kasey said, but I knew it was bullshit. She didn’t want to piss off Bella.

Kasey continued. “But she, more or less, called me a side girl, and that you already had your hands full with main girls.”

That sounded like Bella. She was bullying Kasey. “You aren’t a side girl and there are no main girls. But there are mean girls, and I don’t want Bella to become one. Not again.”

“I tried to talk to her again during halftime, and she said I sounded desperate. That’s when I ran away and started crying. Then you found me.”

Another wave of anger swelled inside me, and I had to remind myself that I loved Bella even if she could be a mean girl. In her mind, she was looking out for us, but given her penchant for holding unreasonable grudges, I didn’t want her to drag poor Kasey through the mud.

I sighed and let go of my anger. I would deal with Bella later, and anger wouldn’t help Kasey. She needed my reassurance. I patted my lap. “Come closer, baby. You’re sitting too far away.”

Kasey smiled sweetly and stood long enough to find a nice soft spot on my lap. She sat sideways and curled her arm around my shoulder before she gazed into my eyes.

I rested my hand on her bare knee and ran my palm higher, caressing her inner thigh. “First, you’re not a side girl. You’re my girl. Okay?”

Kasey’s smile brightened. “Okay.”

“Second, I didn’t really expect you to go all out, getting permission from all the girls. But I find it very sweet that you took the time and made the effort to do all that for me.”

A slight smile tugged at Kasey’s lush pink lips, and she inched closer before tightening her arm around my shoulder. She mashed one of her big soft breast against my arm, forcing her cleavage to bulge, barely contained by her tight white tank top.

“Thank you,” she said.

“All this to say, will you go out with me? We can do whatever you want.”

A huge smile lit her face, and she threw herself at me, pulling me in for a hug. “Yes. I would love to go out with you.”

“I’m busy tomorrow, but we can do any day next week, providing it doesn’t interfere with my class load.”

“Monday,” Kasey said, without hesitation.

That was the day after tomorrow, which didn’t surprise me. “Fine. Monday it is.”

Kasey smiled brightly and ran her fingers through the hair on the back of my neck. “Does the date come with a sleepover?”

She was, of course, talking about sex. I would have been crazy to take that off the table. “As long as you can sneak me into your room. I don’t think Zoe is ready to share a bed with you.”

Kasey giggled and nodded. “Don’t worry about that.” She let out a breath and smiled. “I feel so much better.”

“Good. Now that’s settled, I need to get back to the game before a certain redhead wonders where I ran off to.”

Before I could get up, Kasey leaned in and found my lips with hers. She ran both her hands through my hair and pulled me in tight as she deepened the kiss and our tongues swam together.

My cock hardened, and I wrapped my hand around Kasey’s waist, pulling her closer as I cupped her ripe, round breast on the outside of her white tank top.

Kasey moaned in my mouth, swirling her tongue with mine, plunging deep as she ground her hips and pressed her pussy against my expanding cock.

A full minute passed and just when Kasey slid her hands up my shirt, I broke off the kiss and we met face to face.

“I’ve got to go,” I said. “Let’s put a bookmark right here for Monday night.”

Kasey frowned. “This is the second time Heather has cock blocked me.”

“We’re in the middle of a football stadium filled with a gazillion people.”

She looked around as if she had forgotten where we were. “Right.” She sighed. “Monday night, you’re all mine. Should I tell Bella?”

“Nope. I’ll handle Bella while you think about where you want to go on our date.”

She smiled “Anywhere?”

“We have class on Tuesday,” I said. “Let’s keep it in the metro area.”

Kasey came in for one last kiss and popped up off my lap, leaving me with a massive hard-on. “I’ll think about it, but plan on a sleepover. And don’t worry about packing. You won’t need your pajamas.”


Chapter nine
Bella the Bully


After the game, Luke and Brent headed back for the dorm, while I found gate two and waited for Heather. Twenty minutes later, she jogged out of the double doors, still wearing her cheerleader uniform with a backpack dangling from one hand.

She smiled brightly as she approached and bounced up for a kiss as soon as she came into range.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” Heather said. “Our coach went on and on.”

I took the backpack from her, slung it over one shoulder, and picked up her hand. “It’s fine. I didn’t wait long. By the way, you were amazing. You really got the crowd going.”

Hand-in-hand, we ambled toward the gate, on our way back to the sorority.

She squeezed my hand and beamed. “Thanks. We’ve worked really hard on those routines.”

“It shows. Forget about the game. I couldn’t take my eyes off you.”

Heather laughed and pumped up one of her perky breasts, giving it a playful bounce. “I know what you couldn’t take your eyes off of.”

“You’ve got me there. You look gorgeous.”

“Thank you, baby.” Heather popped up for another kiss, clearly happy by my compliment. “Where’s Luke and Brent?”

“They went back to the dorm. They said something about meeting up at their friend’s house for a party.”

“We could totally go, if you want,” she said.

“I already have plans with you,” I said. “What do you want to do tonight?”

“We were all thinking about pre-gaming at our friend Steph’s apartment. After that, we’ll hit either Brothers or Buckeyes,” she said. “Are you up for it?”

“Of course I’m up for it. Who do you mean by we?”

Heather giggled. “Oh, right. By we, I mean all of us girls, plus Kasey and Gabby.”

I nodded and frowned. “The side girls?”

Heather winced. “You’ve been talking to Kasey.”

“What happened?”

Heather told me the same story as Kasey, trying equally hard to play off Bella’s bullying as no big deal.

“So, Bella was being Bella. Which means she was a bullying, mean girl.”

“She wasn’t outright rude,” Heather said.

“During halftime Bella called Kasey desperate. I found her in tears by the exit ramp.”

Heather’s eyes widened. “Oh, my God. We’ve got to find her. She must be devastated.”

“She was, but she’s not now. In fact, she’s never been better. We’re going out on Monday night.”

Heather smiled brightly. “Oh, that’s awesome.”

I frowned. “You’re not jealous?”

She squeezed my hand and shook her head. “I know what I signed up for. We all do. That includes Bella.”

“So, you’re okay with me picking up random girls at bars and having one-night stands?”

Heather glared and smacked my shoulder. “You better not.”

I laughed and pulled her back in close. “Of course not. I’m just wondering where you draw the line.”

“Kasey isn’t some rando you met at a bar. Neither is Gabby. They are part of our crew. We love them. Zoe and Mia feel the same way.”

“But not Bella?”

Heather shrugged. “Bella doesn’t like change.”

“Bella bullied you for a year,” I said. “I won’t let her do that to Kasey. And what’s all this about Gabby? Kasey mentioned her too.”

“Zoe thinks you and Gabby knew each other in a former life, and you two will be together in this lifetime, too.”

“Gabby told that to Zoe?”

Heather shook her head. “I don’t think so. Zoe just came up with it on her own. She said Gabby believes in reincarnation.”

“Zoe just wants her BFF to join the harem.”

Heather shrugged. “Maybe you’re right. But I felt a pretty powerful bond between you and Gabby during the party at Nora’s.”

With Heather’s gift, her words carried extra weight. “Do you sense the same bond between me and Kasey?”

Heather chuckled. “That’s putting it mildly. Yes. You two have a powerful bond. It’s the main reason I think you two need to be together. It’s healthy for the group.”

“It’s not just me who feels it?”

Heather shook her head. “You and Kasey are special. I’m sure of it.”

“Are there any other women you’ve seen me interact with where you get that same intuition?”

Heather shook her head. “Just us seven.”

“Lucky number seven,” I said.

“You can say that again. Did you know that the number seven represents the pure spirit and the great explorer? It’s considered a perfect number and an emblem of the totality of space, time, and the movements of the universe.”

I stopped Heather in her tracks. “You’re serious?”

She nodded. “Totally serious. I’m into numerology. Seven women form a perfect seal, strengthening our family bond. No more. No less.”

I resumed our walk and rubbed my chin. “I wonder what Ms. May will say about all this.”

Heather shrugged. “You want to know another weird thing that happened to me?”

I gazed down at her. “More weird things? Haven’t we had enough weird for one lifetime?”

She giggled. “This is the good kind of weird. At least I think so.”

“Lay it on me.”

“For the first time in weeks, maybe in months, I didn’t dream about you or anything that I can remember.”

I stopped her again. “Wait. What? How is that good?”

Heather smiled. “It means my spirit is at peace. We’re officially together. Our bond is complete, and my soul knows it.”

“That’s great, but I’m kind of bummed. No more sex dreams?”

Heather giggled and perched on her toes, kissing me again. “You’re very cute, but now it’s time to actually live out those sex fantasies right here in the real world.”

I grinned. “Now you’re talking.”

I squeezed her hand, and we started walking again.

“We’ll start tonight. We may all be going out together, but the ladies know you’re with me tonight.”

“You guys have talks about this?”

“Yes. We have a group thread going. This way, there’s no jealousy and nobody gets their feelings hurt. Besides, if we left it up to chance, Zoe would hog you all to herself.”

My jaw dropped. “Can I see the thread?”

She frowned at me. “Absolutely not. It’s for us girls only.”

Were Kasey and Gabby included on that thread? Probably not, and I didn’t want to ask.

I grinned. “Anything spicy?”

Heather laughed. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“Fine. Keep your secrets,” I said. “Getting back to the Bella thing, do you mind if we swing by her room? I’d like to have a word with her.”

Heather looked worried. “What are you going to say to her?”

I grinned. “It’s less about what I’ll say and more about what I’ll do.”

We walked hand-in-hand, chatting happily until we reached the sorority a few minutes later. We used the back entrance by Bella’s room, and when arrived, we found her door closed.

I considered just barging in, but enough time had passed since I lived with her, that it didn’t feel quite right. Instead, I knocked on the door and we waited.

It only took a second until the door swung open, and we found Bella staring back at us. Her dark hair was damp and hung straight down her back. She wore a thin pink silk robe, laden with tropical flowers that barely covered her ripe little booty. Her round, springy breasts jiggled inside her robe and a hint of her nipples poked through the silk fabric.

Despite my reason for visiting, my cock hardened, and my earlier anger diminished. She was truly, unbelievably hot.

Bella smiled when she saw me and came in for a quick kiss, which I reciprocated, trying hard to generate my inner rage.

“Hi, babe,” Bella said. “I wasn’t expecting you guys so soon.” She gave Heather a quick hug and stepped back, pushing the door open wide. “Come on in. You guys can help me get ready.”

We followed Bella into her room, and I shut the door behind us. Heather gave me a concerned look as if she were waiting for the hammer to fall, and Bella, being her intuitive, calculating self, picked up on Heather’s worried vibe right away.

With her hands on her hips, Bella shifted her gaze between Heather and me, frowning. She settled her attention on me and studied my face. “What’s wrong?”

I picked up Bella’s hand and pulled her deeper into the room. “Let’s have a chat.”

Bella glanced over at Heather as if Heather might spill the details, but Heather remained quiet and followed us to Bella’s sitting area.

“Sit,” I said, pointing to the futon.

Bella glared at me. “Since when do you come in here and starting barking out orders?” She sat down anyway and folded her arms over her chest, pouting. “You better explain to me what’s going on.”

I dragged a footstool over to the futon and sat down, meeting Bella face to face.

“When will the bullying stop?” I asked.

Bella’s jaw dropped, and she gazed up at Heather, who stood over my right shoulder, gazing down at us nervously. “I don’t bully Heather… anymore,” Bella said. “That’s behind us. I love her like a sister. Aren’t you a little late for this speech?”

Heather’s worried expression only deepened. She placed her hands on my shoulders, giving them a gentle squeeze. “Maybe this wasn’t a good idea.”

“I’m not talking about Heather,” I said. “But now that you bring it up, you spent a year fuming at Heather, who did nothing wrong. You’re so stubborn and bullheaded that you can’t get out of your own way long enough to do the right thing.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? If this isn’t about Heather, who are you talking about?”

“The so-called side girl,” I said. “According to you, she’s also desperate.”

Bella laughed and rolled back into the futon. “This is about Kasey? Seriously? She’s a try-hard, Matt, and a grade A clinger. We don’t need her energy in our family.”

The rage came roaring back to life inside me. Still, I took a breath, trying to calm myself before I said something I regretted. “Says nobody but you.”

“That’s because I’m the only one with the balls to call it like it is.”

“She’s your friend, for fuck’s sake. What’s wrong with you? She broke down crying during halftime because of what you said. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?”

Bella’s expression softened, even if only a little. “I didn’t mean to make her cry. She was annoying me, and I said the first thing that popped into my head. If you want to go out with her, go out with her, but don’t ask for my blessing.”

“I am going out with her, and I want you to apologize to her,” I said.

Bella laughed and shook her head. “I love you, but there’s no way I’m apologizing.” She looked over my shoulder at Heather. “Tell him he’s wrong.”

Heather squirmed, clearly uncomfortable. I knew exactly why. After just making up with Bella, she didn’t want to antagonize her. Besides, I knew Heather agreed with me.

“She doesn’t want to answer you, because she’s afraid of you,” I said. “Just like Kasey’s afraid of you. Why do you act like this? I know that deep down, you are a kind, absolutely amazing woman who I fell deeply and totally in love with. Why are you afraid to show others that side of yourself?”

“I’m not afraid. Kasey was just wrong, and I called her out on it.”

I sighed with frustration and ran my fingers through my hair. “Did you take the time to listen to Kasey, or did you just dismiss her as a try-hard side girl? That shit stings, Bella. It’s bullying. If anyone knows about getting bulled, it’s me. Do you know how many times bullies picked on me or called me names?”

Hot tears welled in my eyes, blurring my vision, but I saw Bella’s jaw drop as the color drained from her face. That’s when I knew I had reached her. “Matt, I wasn’t bullying Kasey.”

But there was no conviction in her voice. She knew she fucked up.

Heather squeezed my shoulders and ran her hands down over my chest, comforting me. She turned a hard stare at Bella. “Kasey felt bullied.”

Bella gaped at Heather, her expression horror-stricken. Tears welled in Bella’s eyes, and she had the look of a woman who finally got it. She fell forward, sobbing, and climbed onto my lap, wrapping her arms and legs around me while she pulled me tight against her. “I didn’t know. Please, baby. Don’t hate me. I’m not a bully. I don’t want to be a bully. What can I do to fix this?”

Bella cupped my chin in her hands and peppered my face with kisses. There was panic in her eyes. There was a genuine sense of desperation in her voice. “I love you so, so much. I’ll apologize to Kasey. What else can I do?”

My goal wasn’t to ostracize Bella. After all, I loved her. I needed her to understand the impact her words had on others. I think she finally got it, but that didn’t mean I was ready to let her off the hook, either. Now it was time for some fun.

I coiled my arms around Bella’s slender waist, feeling the cool silk of her robe gloss over my fingertips. “Are you done acting like a bully?”

Bella held my face in her hands and nodded with terror in her eyes. “Please don’t think I’m like the assholes who mistreated you. I’m not like that. I love Kasey.”

It was clear Bella regretted her hideous behavior, but I didn’t want to pursue Kasey against her will, either. If she had a grievance with Kasey, I wanted to hear it. “Are you truly against letting Kasey join the harem? Do you have a legitimate reason?”

Bella paused and seemed to truly consider my question. “She’s drop-dead gorgeous.”

Heather pressed in tight behind me, and I felt her big, springy breasts press against the back of my head. “It’s true that she’s super hot,” Heather said. “But isn’t that good?”

Bella tightened her arms and legs around me and sighed. “I’m worried she’ll suck up even more of your time. It’s hard enough to compete as it is. I mean, look at Heather. She’s way prettier than me. So is Kasey. Gabby too. That’s not even including Zoe, and don’t get me started on Mia.”

“Yeah. Mia is ridiculously pretty,” Heather said, nodding her agreement. “It’s not even fair.”

There was Bella’s reason laid bare. It was simple jealousy. “First, there is no competition between any of you. We’re all winners in this thing.”

“Agreed,” Heather said. “And Bella, you’re the most beautiful girl I know. Ask anybody. I would kill to have your long, dark hair, your amazing body, and your flawless skin. I’ve heard Matt talk about your beautiful blue eyes. You could be a supermodel.”

Bella blushed, and a warm smile curled her lips. “Thanks, Heather. That means a lot coming from you. You’re way prettier than me.”

“Heather beat me to the punch on my second point. You’re stunning, smart, and, deep down, you’re kind. Didn’t it feel good when Heather said those things to you? Your words carry a lot of weight with all the girls. Especially with Kasey. She looks up to you. Your words can just as easily build her up as tear her down. You’re the leader of the pack. I thought you knew that.”

“That’s so true,” Heather said. “We all look up to you.”

Bella caressed the back of my neck with her thumb and averted her gaze, clearly ashamed. “I’ll apologize to Kasey. She would be perfect for our family.”

I lifted Bella’s chin and gazed into her soul-crushing blue eyes. “Most importantly. I love you and nothing or nobody will ever change that.”

A smile that touched her eyes lit Bella’s extraordinary face. She came in for a series of short kisses, all on my lips, before letting the last one linger.

“I just get so jealous,” Bella said.

“Me too,” Heather said. “But right now isn’t one of those times. You two look so hot together.”

Bella grinned at Heather, then returned her full attention to me. Her eyes danced with an eager playfulness, and she ground her hips, rubbing her pussy against my cock.

I was suddenly aware of how very naked she was beneath the thin slip of silk covering her sublime body.

My cheeks turned warm, and my cock thickened in my shorts. “You’re not off the hook yet.”

Bella ran her fingers through my hair and feigned a pout. She shifted her hips from front to back, grinding my cock to hardness. “There must be something I can do to get back in your good graces,” Bella said, letting her robe slide open as she slid both hands through my hair and peppered my face with miniature kisses.

I guided her thin slip of a silk robe over her hips and ran my palms over her bare bottom, squeezing her cheeks between my fingers.

My pulse quickened and my cock pulsed beneath Bella’s bare pussy.

Heather crept closer, mashing her breasts into the back of my head while she slid her hands over my chest. “God, Bella. You are so fucking hot.”

Bella grinned at her redheaded bestie and grabbed hold of my shoulders. She worked her hips in a tight circular pattern, fully grinding me as she gazed into my eyes. “Maybe daddy should punish his naughty little girl?”

My head flashed with desire, and my cock bucked in my shorts. A wet spot formed in my briefs, and I filled my hands with Bella’s smooth, ripe ass flesh, riding her hips as she ground my cock. With my eyes locked on hers, I gave her ass cheek a hard smack and grinned. “Does my baby girl deserve to be spanked?”

Bella chirped and jumped, but the wicked smile on her face told me everything. “Yes, daddy. How else will I ever learn to change my ways?”

The girl loved a good spanking. Who was I to deprive her of a well-earned punishment? But a spanking wasn’t the only punishment I had in mind.

“Now be a good girl and get off daddy’s lap. You’ll learn your lesson the hard way.”

Bella giggled and crawled off my lap and stood. The sash of her robe now dangled at her sides, leaving the robe parted, revealing a thin strip of her naked body, including her tiny pink slit peeking out from between her legs. Her taut nipples strained her thin silk robe, and she stood before me, eyeing the bulge in my pants with a gleam in her eye.

“First things first.” I took Heather’s hand and led her around me until she stood before my parted legs. I turned my gaze to Bella. “Your harem sister will show you exactly the right way to please me.”

The stunning redheaded cheerleader appeared before me, wearing her full uniform and makeup, complete with the glossy red ponytail sprouting from the crown of her head.

Heather smiled timidly as Bella stood off to the side, watching.

“Have I been a bad girl, daddy?” Heather asked, going all in on the roleplay.

I placed my hands on the back of Heather’s long, athletic legs and ran my palms up her smooth thighs as my cock twitched. “No, baby. You’ve been the best girl. You’re earned your reward.” I slipped my hands up and under her short little cheer skirt, placing both hands squarely on her round, tight buns. My heart thundered in my chest as I gave her ass cheeks a full-throated squeeze.

From the red hair on the top of her head to the glossy red nail polish covering her pretty little toes, Heather was fucking perfect. My cock throbbed in my shorts, aching to come out and play. I stole my attention away from Heather long enough to fix Bella with a lecherous stare. “Sit your ass on the end of the bed so you can get a good, long look.”

“Yes, daddy,” Bella said, eager to comply.

Bella showed no sign of actual jealousy. She just wanted me to include her in whatever lewd act I could dream up. Several ideas sprang to mind, and I internally vowed to put her into a threesome with Kasey.

The girl was a certified threesome addict, but family was family, and we weren’t going there with Mia and Zoe. The hot tub run-in between Bella and Zoe was as close as we came to a threesome. Even then, the girls kept their hands off each other. Nora was completely off the table for anyone but me. Now that we had Heather and hopefully Kasey in the mix, things would certainly get a lot spicier.

Bella sat on the end of the bed and let her robe fall completely open, exposing her beautiful bare breasts, sleek body, and her tight little pussy where her bubble-gum slit glistened with wetness.

I pressed my face into Heather’s tummy and licked my way around her navel while Heather ran her fingers through my hair. I squeezed her ass, still covered by her red underlining, before sliding my fingers over her lush curves until they tripped over the waistband.

Heather’s stomach quivered and she let out a soft, shuddering moan. “Baby, touch me everywhere.”

Her angelic voice was music to my ears and my head swam with Heather’s sweet cherry vanilla scent. Exotic, beautiful, sweet, and smart, she was every man’s dream girl, and she was all mine.

From her spot at the end of the bed, Bella watched intently through heavy, half-lidded eyes. The brunette beauty slipped her middle finger over her moist slit before it disappeared into her sweet pink meat. Her chest rose and fell in rapid succession as she sucked in breaths through her parted lips.

I guided Heather’s cheer briefs over her hips and down her S-tier legs, leaving her clad in her cheer skirt and a pair of red G-string panties that barely covered her tight little slit.

Heather whimpered with pleasure, grabbing fistfuls of my hair as she pressed her body closer, handing me the keys to her treasure vault.

Bella groaned and swirled her middle finger over her tiny little nubbin. “Fuck. That’s so hot.”

I dipped my tongue into Heather’s belly button, then kissed my way up her quivering stomach. I didn’t stop until I came eye to eye with her glorious chest, heaving with her panting breaths.

Brent was right. Heather was an astonishing beauty. I was just glad I could have her without turning over my kidney and a testicle. I released her cherry tight ass and ran my hands up her body until I reached her sequin-studded cheerleader sports bra.

Bella’s soft moans filled the air, but I kept my gaze fixated on Heather’s deep cleavage where it jiggled and bounced inside her tight top.

Heather stroked my hair and pressed herself between my parted legs. Her green eyes simmered with raw heat, and errant strands of her shiny red locks floated over her cheeks.

I dipped my fingers under her sports bra and pushed it up and over her lush mounds until they popped free and jiggled invitingly in front of my face.

Heather’s breasts were objectively perfect. They were high, round and springy, easily filling out a D-cup bra without a hint of sag. Her puffy pink areolas rose from her creamy white globes capped with her tiny, taut nipples. Her sports bra rode high on her chest and Heather reached down, grabbed hold of it, then pulled it over her head before tossing it aside.

The slippery sound of Bella’s fingers diving deep inside her pussy rode the wave of her soft moans. She churned her hips, dipping her finger in and out of her tight little box as I inhaled Heather’s engorged nipple, drawing it between my lips with a soft suck.

Heather pressed her breast into my mouth, moaning as she glided her fingers through my wavy brown hair and air humped the space in front of my chest. “Yes, baby. God, I’m so wet.”

I mauled Heather’s free breast, tweaking her taut nipple as I sucked her areola deep into my mouth, nibbling her rubbery soft nipple as I swirled it with the tip of my tongue.

As she watched me gorge myself on her arch-rival’s big, beautiful breast, Bella’s breathing sharpened, and her moans turned into all-out groans.

Heather’s sweet warm breath trailed over my face, and my head spun with a wild desire to fuck the perky cheer queen until she came so hard she passed out.

I switched breasts, sucking and tugging her nipple while I scooped up her free breast, already slick with my saliva, and mauled it between my open fingers.

Heather clawed at the back of my shirt, pulling it up my back until she reached my underarms, and I released her breast with a loud pop.

As Heather’s breasts jiggled into place, she pulled off my shirt and tossed it aside. I dipped my hands under her cheer skirt and found the tiny little G-string high on her hips. I hooked my thumbs inside the strings high on each hip, and peeled it down her long, toned legs, until Heather stepped out of them.

The adorable redheaded cheer princess stood before me, clad in nothing but her red-sequined cheer skirt and a pair of bright white tennis shoes.

“Fuck,” Bella said, groaning as she swirled her finger over her fat little clit. “Eat her pretty pussy, baby. Please. I want to watch.”

As if that thought hadn’t already occurred to me. I stroked the back of Heather’s legs, caressing her soft skin with my fingertips while I dipped my face beneath her pleated skirt.

Heather stepped forward while I palmed her ass and came face to face with her perfect little pink pussy. I inhaled her fresh arousal, and my mouth watered as I squeezed her soft ass flesh between my open fingers.

Bella moaned, and her breath caught in her throat before she spoke. “Heather, hike up your skirt. I want to watch.”

Heather did as Bella asked, lifting her skirt high as I sank my tongue into her warm, wet treasure trove. I licked my way up and down Heather’s slick labia, savoring her soaking wet pussy as the redheaded beauty gasped and her legs trembled.

“Oh, my fucking God,” Bella said. “Make her cum on your face.”

Heather leaned into me for support, holding up her skirt with one hand and bracing herself on my shoulder with the other. She cooed softly while her thighs quaked around my chin and the sound of her rapid breaths filled my ears.

I used the tip of my tongue to toy with her slit, swirling in tight circles. Her pussy ran like a leaky faucet, her juices flowing into my mouth, and I lapped up every drop, licking my way up and down her tight little slit, gulping down her excitement.

She tasted as fresh as a mountain spring and my head turned hazy with carnal craving as I stuffed my face with her angelic pussy.

Heather moaned and ground her hips, forcing her pussy into my mouth as she dug her fingers into my shoulder.

Bella’s loud groans fused with Heather’s and as my redheaded angel face fucked me, I had a wicked thought and withdrew my face from Heather’s pussy for only a moment as I turned to Bella.

Bella gazed at me with her eyes glazed over and her pussy utterly soaked. With two fingers stuffed inside her tight little hole, she looked like a woman on the verge of climax.

“I don’t give you permission to come,” I said as I caressed Heather’s amazing ass.

Bella’s eyes widened with surprise. “What? Why?”

“I’m punishing you,” I said. “Heather can come. Not you. If you’re a good girl, maybe I’ll let you come. If you’re a very good girl, I’ll make you come myself.”

Frustration filled Bella’s eyes, and she looked like she wanted to say something, but held her tongue and withdrew her fingers from her pussy. “Fine.”

I caressed Heather’s ass and kissed her sweet little pussy while I gazed at Bella, grinning like a kid with a cookie. “She tastes as amazing as she looks. I bet you would kill to taste her, too.”

Bella sat back on the bed, glaring at me with her legs spread open while she gently swirled her clit. But the fever in her eye had retreated, leaving her sexually frustrated.

I chuckled and turned back to Heather’s amazing little pussy, giving it my full attention. I kissed her pussy up and down, then slid my tongue deep into her tight little hole while I sucked her labia between my parted lips.

Heather gasped, and her legs buckled. She groaned and her breathing quickened. “Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Right there, baby. Yes!”

As she flooded my mouth, I swallowed, licking and sucking, drawing her labia deep as I used every trick the girls taught me.

Heather’s legs wobbled, and she dug her fingertips deep into my shoulder muscles. I licked my way high up her pussy and dug out her clit. I drew it into my mouth with a deep suck while I teased the tip with an all-out oral assault.

Heather cried out, and her entire body locked up. Her pussy rapidly pulsed a moment before her legs gave out. I wrapped my arm around her waist, propping her up, as she gushed into my mouth, coming so hard her body spasmed three times in quick succession until she went limp in my arms.

Bella sighed with frustration while my cock throbbed so hard in my shorts, I thought I might split a seam.

I released Heather’s pussy and licked her clean as she dropped her skirt. She panted for breath, leaning against me as she came down from her ecstatic high.

When her climax fully retreated, I came away from her pussy, letting her skirt fall back into place before I drew Heather forward, where I sat her squarely on my lap. We came face to face, and I took in Heather’s flushed cheeks and her heavy eyes, alive with post-orgasmic bliss.

Heather leaned into me, mashing her bare breasts into my chest as she came in for a kiss. With her knees tucked on either side of my hips, I squeezed her tight little cheerleader ass and drew her forward, grinding my crotch between her parted legs.

As our tongues twined together, Bella looked on, glaring at us with annoyance. I broke off the kiss and gazed into Heather’s pure, love-filled eyes.

“I love you, baby,” I said.

Heather smiled happily. “I love you too.”

I caressed her ass and nibbled on her lower lip, drawing a happy giggle from the bubbly redhead.

“Do you want to help with the next part of Bella’s punishment?” I asked.

Heather shot Bella a worried glance, but Bella only rolled her eyes. “You might as well,” she said.

Heather turned back to me with a smiled and nodded.

I kissed her tenderly on the lips and patted her bare ass. “Go sit at the foot of the bed.” Then I turned to Bella, before I spoke with authority oozing from every word. “You. Stand up and take off your robe.”

A slight smile curved Bella’s lips, and she eagerly complied, sliding off the bed while she shucked off her pink silk robe and tossed it aside.

The girl loved it when I dominated her. Nothing got her off as fast as me ordering her around. Bella stood before me, naked from head to toe, with her hands planted on her hips, showing not a hint of fear or hesitation. She exuded confidence from every pore of her sublimely beautiful body.

We both knew what I had planned was hardly a punishment. Bella loved getting spanked almost as much as she loved riding my cock. But adding Heather into the mix was a new twist that I knew she would love.

As Heather took her position at the foot of the bed, I stepped up to Bella and grabbed hold of her perfect little ass before drawing her to me. “Have you learned your lesson, or do I need to reinforce it?”

I caressed her tender flesh with both hands while my cock pulsed, aching to be set free.

Bella tried and failed to suppress her excitement. It took effort for her to force a frown onto her face, but there was no hiding the spark of thrill in her bright blue eyes.

Bella shook her head. “Not yet, daddy. You better show me who’s boss.”

I grinned, struggling not to laugh. My cock twitched, and I nodded, playing out our little game. “So be it. Go stand in front of your harem sister and place your hands on her shoulders. And don’t be shy with that cherry little ass of yours. Stick it out so I can see it.”

Bella’s nostrils flared, and her eyes widened with excitement. She whirled around and hopped forward to stand in front of Heather. With her ass out, Bella leaned into Heather and placed her hands on her BFFs shoulders where she looked her square in the eye.

Heather’s green eyes shimmered with excitement as I undid the button on my shorts, before mercifully pulling them off, letting my cock spring free.

Pre-cum glistened on my tip, and my cock swayed from side to side as I stepped up behind Bella’s perky little ass.

Heather’s gaze latched onto my cock, and her eyes widened as she licked her lips.

“He just whipped his cock out, didn’t he?” Bella asked.

Heather nodded as she drew Bella closer and whispered, “Is he going to paddle you?”

Bella grinned. “Oh, yeah.”

A slight smile tugged at my lips as I stepped up behind Bella. Her ass hovered before me, high, tight, and utterly flawless without so much as a jiggle of unwanted fat. Bella’s thighs were thick yet perfectly toned, with enticing curves in exactly the right places. Her soaking wet pussy glistened between the gap in her thighs, and I couldn’t wait to plunge my cock into her hungry little hole.

But first things first. It was time to dole out some pleasure as pain. I caressed both of Bella’s ass cheeks with my open palms, giving her unmarred flesh a gentle squeeze. Then I wiped the smile from my face, falling back into character. “Believe me, Bella, this will hurt me more than it will you.”

Bella snorted and Heather giggled as Heather wrapped her wrists around Bella’s, holding her friend steady.

I ignored their laughter and eyed the beauties as joy surged in my heart. Who knew a threesome could double as a sisterly bonding event?

I feigned a heavy sigh, drawing more laughter as the girls dipped their heads together and whispered something I couldn’t quite make out.

Bella wriggled her ass enticingly. “You better make me pay, daddy,”

My cock twitched where my engorged knob floated mere inches away from her soaking wet slit. I could be inside her in an instant, sinking my cock into her velvety soft depths and stuff her little cunt with my redwood. But I resisted. Instead, I lined up my palm with her perky little ass cheek, readying myself for the first swat.

“Brace yourself, baby girl,” I said.

I reared back my hand and flashed it forward, spreading out my fingers as they met her creamy ass flesh.

Slap!

Bella squeaked and jumped, her tight ass barely jiggling as Heather flinched.

A bright red, five-fingered hand print appeared on Bella’s formerly pristine ass cheek.

Bella breathed heavily and moaned, tightening her grip on Heather’s shoulders as her pussy visibly contracted, glistening with a slick sheen of fresh wetness.

My palm stung, but not nearly as much as Bella’s ass must have felt. I caressed her cheek with my palm, taking away some of the pain while Bella’s pussy continued to strobe, pumping out her juices like an outdoor hose. When I looked up, I found Bella and Heather kissing with their mouths open and their tongues diving deep.

My stomach fluttered with wild butterflies, and a rush of heady lust caught me off guard. This was what I had hoped for, but never imagined actually happening. My girls and I were having a threesome. A real one this time.

My cock throbbed, steel hard and ready for some pump-action fucking. But I had at least one more swat for Bella, and maybe even two if she was feeling it.

“Your ass is red, but it’s been redder,” I said. “I’m not holding back on the next one.”

Bella broke off the kiss and steadied herself on Heather’s shoulders. Heather looked over Bella’s shoulder at me and winked with a smile.

Aiming for the same cheek, I brought my hand back and swung it forward in a blur until it struck Bella.

Smack!

Heather winced and Bella cried out, twitching before she let out a long moan. Her pussy quivered and throbbed, leaking a long line of sticky wetness that dripped from her slit onto the carpet between her legs. I had never seen her so turned on.

A second hand print appeared with the first, crisscrossing each other with ten fingers, clearly visible, stretched across her glorious ass flesh.

Bella didn’t waste a single second and pulled Heather into another long, tongue-fueled kiss. Her pussy pulsed like a heartbeat, drenched with her slippery juices.

I licked my lips, eyeing Bella’s sunken treasure, seriously considering stepping forward and sliding my cock in deep. Yet I wanted to give her the option for a third swat.

As the ladies deepened their kiss, Bella moaned into Heather’s mouth while I rubbed the hot sting from her perky caboose.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

That was our roleplay code for offering her an out. Bella broke off her kiss with Heather and grinned as she glanced back at me over my shoulder. “If you don’t paddle me harder, I might bully Kasey without even knowing it.”

She was a crazy masochist, and I had no desire to paddle her a third time. Still, she wanted it. But there was no way I was using the same ass cheek a third time. As hard as she liked me to spank her, I feared leaving a welt or a bruise, which was not something I ever wanted to do.

I turned my stance and lined up to strike her unmarred ass cheek. “Brace yourself, baby. I’m pulling out the stops on this one.”

It was a slight break of character, but I wanted to give Bella a chance to change her mind. Instead, she tightened her grip on Heather’s shoulder, widened her stance, and glanced back at me with a craven grin. “Ready, daddy.”

I swung my hand way back and powered it forward, landing a five finger touchdown on her quivering cheek.

Crack!

Bella yelped, jumping off the ground as Heather’s eyes widened with shock. Heather started to stand as if I had gone too far, but Bella pushed down on her shoulders, forcing her back onto the bed.

Bella’s ass cheek glowed with a crimson handprint, and my hand stung with the effort. Meanwhile, Bella’s pussy dripped with enough wetness to put a five-alarm fire. Her pussy lips pulsed as her soaked slit glistened with excitement.

Bella moaned, grinding her hips in the air as if willing my cock into her sopping wet hole. “I promise to be a good girl from now on,” she said, signaling the end of our roleplay.

I sighed with relief and stepped up to my former babysitter, taking her red ass in both hands, caressing away the sting while my fat knob dipped between her parted upper thighs.

“Are you okay?” I asked, dropping all pretense of our roleplay.

Bella widened her stance and pushed her ass back, dredging my knob through her slippery, warm labia.

She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Slide it in and I’ll be right as rain.”

I grinned as I caressed her ass cheeks. The worst sections of red had faded, but my handprints were still clearly visible. “Don’t have to ask me twice.”

As I inched forward, Bella turned her face back to Heather, and the girls picked up where they left off. Their lips met and their mouths opened a moment before their tongues slid together.

I grabbed my cock and dragged my tip through Bella’s dripping wet pussy. I aligned my cock with Bella’s tight little hole and slipped inside, easing my hips forward as my cock drank in her warm, tight pussy.

I moaned with pleasure as she took me in, welcoming me home. As I slid my cock deep, a kernel of warm pleasure spread through the back of my brain, and didn’t stop until I had fully impaled her.

After all the foreplay, the pleasure nearly took my breath away. I could almost feel my cock mentally salute me as it throbbed deep inside her, expanding against her tight inner walls, as Bella squeezed back, enveloping my cock inside her velvety soft pussy as waves of pleasure rolled over me.

Bella moaned and wiggled her hips, nursing my cock into the tightest recesses of her pussy as she and Heather opened their mouths wide, and their pink tongues flashed together.

As my cock throbbed in waves, I pried apart Bella’s ass cheeks and slowly pumped my cock in and out, watching as her inner pussy lips glided along my shaft, coating it like a second skin. My cock glistened with her wetness and my legs quivered as Bella flexed her pussy, drawing a deep groan from somewhere near the bottom of my soul.

Bella scooped up one of Heather’s breasts and squeezed it in her open hand, playing with Heather’s nipple as Heather did the same. The cheer squad captain grabbed Bella’s springy C-cups, one in each hand, and pushed them together as their make-out session intensified.

I picked up the pace, sliding my cock in and out, thrusting deep and drawing back, ramming the stunning brunette as heady pleasure turned my brain fuzzy with white noise.

Bella’s moans intensified, and she broke off the kiss with Heather to suck in a sharp breath of air and cry out.

Bella steadied herself with one hand resting on Heather’s shoulder and the other mauling Heather’s flawless breast. “Yes, baby. Fuck me right there. Oh, God. Yes, yes, yes! You’re in so fucking deep.”

Heather dipped her face in low behind Bella’s ear and kissed her way up and down Bella’s neck, licking and sucking, while she tweaked Bella’s nipples, rolling them between her open fingers.

I grabbed Bella’s hips and held them tight, using my cock like a battering ram as I hammered her pussy from behind, grunting every time I bottomed out. The rhythmic slapping sounds of her ass bouncing off my midsection filled the air.

“How do you like this punishment?” I asked.

“Ohhh… it’s so good, baby. I love it when you pound my pussy. Oh, baby, I’m gonna cum,” Bella said.

“You have my permission,” I said, for effect, but it didn’t matter. There was no walking back the tidal wave of orgasmic bliss contorting Bella’s beautiful face.

My cock sizzled as Bella met my thrusts, pushing back with her hips. Her legs wobbled beneath her, and she arched her back as she cried out in ecstasy.

Her pussy flashed around my cock and my cock glistened with her essence as I slowed my thrusts and gingerly caressed her red ass.

Bella’s legs bucked and gave out. I quickly wrapped my arm around her waist, effortlessly holding her up as her titanic orgasm played out.

Heather sat back on the bed, and her eyes smoldered as she watched Bella’s orgasm reduced her to a pile of hot mush. Then Heather turned her gaze on me, and those same smoldering green eyes hungered for my cock. I had no intention of disappointing my redheaded angel. After all, this was her day, not Bella’s.

I slipped my cock from Bella, and a tight string of pearly cum stretched from my tip to Bella’s freshly fucked hole.

Bella collapsed face first onto the bed and came to a rest beside her sorority sister. She panted for breath as she gazed over at her best friend, her blue eyes swimming in a sea of post orgasmic bliss.

I wasted no time. I crawled onto the bed and grabbed hold of Heather, taking her inner thighs in each has as I manhandled her across the bed and into position.

Heather parted her legs and pushed herself up on her elbows to watch, and her bubble-gum pink slit glistened with excitement Her red cheer skirt hovered around her waist and at some point she had kicked off her shoes and socks, leaving the skirt as the only stitch of clothing remaining on her sumptuous body.

I took my cock in hand and guided it between her legs as Heather gazed up at me, her eyes alive with excitement.

Heather raised her hips off the mattress, providing an easy angle for entry. She licked her lips and grabbed fistfuls of Bella’s bedspread.

I leaned forward and dredged my tip, glistening with Bella’s essence, through Heather’s warm, wet pussy.

Heather’s eyes softened, and her lips parted as her breasts heaved. “Fuck me like you fucked Bella.”

It was rare for the normally reserved sorority princess to curse, but as soon as the words left her mouth, my stomach swooned, and my head flashed. I grinned and slipped my cock inside Heather’s tight little honey hole and nearly came on the spot.

Heather’s exquisitely tight pussy embraced my cock in a velvety embrace, and my head flashed once again with dizzy pleasure, inciting a low moan of excitement.

As I sank deep inside her, my knees trembled, and my cock pulsed. “Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word.

Heather churned her hips, grinding up and in, fucking me in the way only she could. It was nearly too much, but I quelled the fiery need to come and fell forward, pinning my arms on either side of Heather’s head. I gazed down into her angelic face and her loving green eyes, and once again, I nearly lost it.

As I worked my hips forward and back, fucking her slow and deep, Heather matched my rhythm.

A sharp need to come spiked in my brain and I slowed my thrusting hips, taking a short breather. “Wait, baby. I’m gonna come too fast.”

Heather grabbed my shoulders and pulled me down until we met face to face. “Come inside me.”

Bella stretched out beside us, taking in every word. She slipped her hand between her legs and fingered her pussy while her breaths came out short and labored. “God, yes. Baby, pump her full of cum.”

Nobody fucked like Heather. Her sweet scent, soft voice, and next-level beauty combined with her incredible ability to fuck me in a way I never dreamed possible, convinced me she could make me come whenever she wanted, and I was powerless to stop her.

“Okay,” I said and resumed my forward thrusts, fucking her slow and deep.

As she moved her hips, swirling my cock deep inside her buttery warm pussy, Heather latched onto my shoulders and gazed into my eyes. “I love you so much.”

I groaned and closed my eyes, willing away the monstrous orgasm ready to consume me. “I love you too, baby, and it’s overwhelming me.”

I wouldn’t last for another minute and resolved to make the most of the time I had left. She wanted me to fuck her like I fucked Bella, so I upped the tempo, grunting as I powered into the best pussy on planet Earth.

As my heavy grunts filled the room, the bed squeaked as I hammered her tight pussy with reckless abandon.

Heather matched my ferocity and rhythm, churning her hips with every forward thrust. Somehow, she took my cock deep and up, rubbing my tip against her interior wall in a way I had never experienced.

With my eyes closed, I plowed in and out, listening to Heather’s moans and the sounds of the mattress squeaking beneath us. But I had reached my end, and I knew that the moment I opened my eyes and gazed into her deep green eyes, I would come harder than I ever had in my life. I resigned myself to my fate and opened my eyes.

Heather gazed up at me, her red hair floating around her like a halo while her emerald green eyes swallowed me whole. In that moment, her eyes lost focus and her face contorted with pleasure.

“Baby, I’m coming,” she said, and I lost it.

I thrust deep inside her, pinning my cock to her cervical wall, and gazed into her beautiful eyes as a massive orgasm hit me like a category five hurricane. A geyser of cum gushed from my cock, followed by a second and third, just as powerful as the first. My vision swam as I gushed load after load, filling Heather’s fertile womb with a ceaseless river of my virulent seed.

Nothing mattered except filling my angelic cheer queen with cum. Again and again, I came, rolling the dice on an inevitable pregnancy.

Heather locked her legs around my waist and drew me in deep, milking my cock as my climax hit its zenith and I quickly came down the other side.

I dropped to my elbows, panting for breath as Heather’s soft breasts mashed into my chest, and I felt her nipples dig into my skin.

Heather pulled me into a kiss and ran her fingers through my hair as our tongues swam together. My cock flashed with aftershocks, spitting out cum as Heather gently churned her hips, taking every drop.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Bella said, where she rested on her side, propped up on her elbow, watching us.

Heather and I broke off the kiss and turned together to find Bella smiling back at us. Heather giggled, and I sighed, completely and utterly spent.

“Thanks,” Heather said.

“How do you fuck him like that?” Bella asked. “The way you moved her hips….” She shook her head. “I’ve never seen him come so hard.”

“I don’t know,” Heather said. “It just feels natural to have sex that way. Do you guys do it differently?”

Bella sighed. “You have a gift. Now, let’s see the mess he made inside you.”

“Spoiler alert — it was a lot,” I said.

“Pull out of her and let me look,” Bella said as she scrambled up onto her knees to get into position.

I slipped my cock from Heather’s pussy, drawing a pearly white rope of cum with me. I sat back on my knees while Heather pushed up on her elbows and the three of us gazed in fascination at her pink, puckered hole.

Pearly white blockage filled her pussy while three strings of cum leaked down her pussy and disappeared inside her ass crack.

“Holy shit,” Bella said, then pointed to the bathroom. “Baby, go get her a towel, stat. There’s so much cum I can practically see the baby develop before my eyes.”

Heather and I laughed, and I hopped up from the bed, then grabbed a towel hanging on the hook behind Bella’s door.

When I returned, I found Bella sitting up on her knees between Heather’s parted legs, squeezing Heather’s pussy lips, forcing a massive load of cum to gush out onto her pussy lips.

“God… look at that,” Bella said. “It’s like you haven’t come in a year.”

I tossed the towel to Bella as Heather dipped her finger in the river of cum gushing out of her pussy. She scooped up a thick drop and brought it to her lips.

Heather frowned and smacked her lips before a smile blossomed on her face. “It tastes like — “

“Pineapple,” Bella and I said in unison before we all burst out laughing.


Chapter ten
Lost Soul


After our hookup with Bella, I walked Heather to her room, kissed her goodbye, then returned home and got ready for our night out. A short while later, Mia, Zoe, and I returned to the sorority to meet up with Bella, Kasey, and Gabby.

We found all three of them in Bella’s room, where we discovered Bella and Kasey chatting happily while Gabby sat on the futon staring blank-faced into her phone.

“It looks like you two patched things up?” I asked, fixing my attention on Kasey and Bella.

Kasey beamed, gazing up at me, her joyous eyes already confirming that fact. “Bella apologized and we’re all good.”

“Now, you can fuck her brainless on Monday night with my official blessing,” Bella said.

Zoe giggled, and Mia rolled her eyes.

“Kasey isn’t like that,” Mia said. “Just because they’re going out doesn’t mean she’ll put out.”

“Oh, no. She’s right,” Kasey said before turning her hungry eyes on me. “If I could take Matt back to my room right now, I totally would.”

Heather curled her arm inside mine and drew me in tight. “I’ve got dibs on him tonight.”

“Don’t you have a single bed?” Zoe asked.

Heather smiled and nodded. “We’ll get to cuddle all night.”

Bella chuckled. “Cuddle? That’s all you’re going to do?”

Heather blushed and gazed at me, smiling sweetly. “Making love is cuddling. Right, baby?”

I leaned over and kissed Heather softly on the lips. “I’m a cuddle monster.”

Zoe giggled. “He cuddled me so hard the other day I came three times.”

“We cuddled the fuck out of each other just a few hours ago,” Bella said.

Kasey’s eyes widened. “I thought Matt spent the morning with Heather?”

Bella grinned sheepishly, then winked at Heather. “Oh, he did.”

Heather’s cheeks turned bright red, and Kasey’s jaw dropped. “Oh. Wow. Care to spill the details?”

“Okay, then,” I said. “Are we ready to go?” I asked before Bella could open her mouth.

Thankfully, Bella didn’t take Kasey’s bait and instead, answered me. “Steph messaged me a half hour ago, asking where we were. She’s made some drink concoction she wants us to try.”

Bella hopped up from the chair and snatched her purse off the table. The rest of the ladies started chatting as they came together by Bella’s door.

Meanwhile, Gabby had remained silent, staring at her phone as if she were purposely avoiding me.

I gazed down at the normally bubbly sorority girl who looked anything but happy about a night out with her best friends. Her dark blonde hair hung straight down her back, and she looked absolutely stunning in her white skirt and matching midriff top. But as gorgeous as she looked on the outside, her eyes told a different story. Something was wrong. She wore the expression of a woman whose dog just died.

“Gabby, are you okay?” I asked.

Gabby jumped off her seat as if surprised, then looked up at me, clearly startled. “Yes. I’m fine. Let’s go.”

As the girls piled out of the room, I pulled Zoe aside and whispered, “What’s up with Gabby?”

Zoe shook her head. “I don’t know, but I’m worried about her. Ever since the pool party, she’s barely spoken a word.”

I recalled with total clarity the moment everything changed. It was when we shook hands. Our skin touched, and I was sure I had met Gabby before. But Gabby’s reaction was far more intense. She had turned as white as a sheet and barely put two words together for the rest of the evening. “When we get to Steph’s apartment, I’ll pull her aside and talk to her.”

“Thanks,” Zoe said. “She’s normally the life of the party. I think it is the past life stuff bothering her.”

“Has she mentioned anything more about it?”

Zoe shook her head. “The more I ask, the less she says.”

I leaned in and kissed Zoe. “Don’t worry, baby. I won’t stop until she tells me about whatever’s bothering her.”

Zoe smiled happily, picked up my hand in hers and squeezed it affectionally. “Thanks.”

We left the sorority and made the ten-minute walk to Steph’s apartment, chatting mostly about girls from the sorority or gossip about some of their other friends. I couldn’t take my eyes off Gabby, who walked silently beside Zoe with her arms to her side, staring down at the sidewalk.

When we reached Steph’s apartment, the girls opened the door to head inside while I hung back a few steps and squeezed Gabby’s elbow.

“Can we talk for a second?”

Gabby tensed up and turned stiff as a statue, not turning to look at me while Zoe leaned in and whispered in her friend’s ear, “Tell him. It will be fine. I promise.”

It seemed Zoe knew more than she let on, but if Gabby had sworn Zoe to secrecy, I wouldn’t hold that against her. Instead, I waited patiently for Gabby.

For a long moment, Gabby held her best friend’s gaze before she nodded with the solemnity of a death row inmate. Zoe pulled Gabby into a quick hug and whispered, “I love you. You can do this.”

Then, without looking back, Zoe turned and followed her harem sisters into Steph’s apartment, leaving Gabby and me alone on the sidewalk.

A set of concrete steps descended to the street, and I sat down on the top step before patting the space beside me. “Have a seat. I don’t bite.”

Tentatively, Gabby sat down on the steps beside me, then folded her arms over her chest as if she might catch a communicable disease if she so much as touched me.

She remained silent, staring down at the space between her pretty polished toes as if terrified of me.

I considered my words before I spoke. “Since the day we met, you’ve avoided me. I’d like to understand why that is, and if it’s easier, I can ask yes and no questions until you’re comfortable talking. Would that be okay?”

“Yes,” Gabby said without looking at me.

“You’re scared?”

Gabby nodded.

“Is this about reincarnation?”

Gabby nodded again.

Before I asked the million dollar question, which was if she knew me from a prior life, I needed her to know exactly what I experienced the first time we touched each other. “Did you experience something when you shook my hand?”

Gabby tensed, then for the first time, looked at me. Tears welled in her eyes, and her chin quivered. “Yes.”

I wanted to hold her close and reassure her, but I didn’t want to scare her away. “I experienced something too,” I said. “But I don’t think it was as intense as whatever it was you felt. I can’t shake the feeling that not only have we met, but we knew each other… intimately. Am I right?”

“Yes,” Gabby said and sniffled as she wiped the tears from her eyes.

“You believe we met in a past life?”

“There’s no doubt in my mind,” Gabby said, finally cracking the door open.

“Here’s where I need you to help me bridge the gap,” I said. “Why haven’t you told me any of this?”

Tears streamed down Gabby’s face, and she tried to wipe them away, but they just kept coming. “Because what I experienced is crazy. Even I’m having a hard time coming to grips with it. If I tell you, I’m terrified that you won’t want anything to do with me ever again. If you turn me away, my heart will shatter into a million pieces.”

I ached for her and wanted nothing more than to chase away her doubt. “Like I said earlier, I felt something, too. I don’t think you’re crazy, and I will never, ever send you away or turn my back on you. So, get that out of your mind right now. Okay?”

Gabby’s chin quivered, and she nodded as tears rolled down her cheeks.

I opened my arms to her. “Can I hold you? Or is that not okay?”

Gabby dissolved into my arms, and the floodgates opened. As I held her close, she sobbed into my shoulder while I stroked her hair. She buried her face in my shoulder and sniffled as she choked out broken sobs, one after another.

The same connection I felt for her before, happened again, but even stronger this time. It was the strangest sensation I had ever experienced, but I was sure I wasn’t imagining it. As the minutes ticked by, I held her close, whispering words of comfort in her ear until she calmed herself enough to speak.

“When I was a little girl, I had memories from a prior life,” Gabby said, speaking into my shoulder.

“What memories?”

Gabby broke off our hug, and we came face to face. She held my gaze and immediately picked up my hands in hers. She twined her fingers in mine as if afraid to let me go.

“Mostly they were flashes,” she said. “I remember receiving a bouquet on a front porch. Another memory was of a man handing me a crying baby. I experienced lots of brief flashes like that. Glimpses into another woman’s life, but none of them were my memories. But the most important link tying me to you was a very specific date. August 22nd holds a special significance in my life, for reasons I can’t explain. Nothing important ever happened to me on that day, but I just knew someday a man would come into my life on that day, and nothing would ever be the same again.”

“That’s the day we met,” I said.

Gabby nodded, and for the first time, she smiled sweetly. “When I was little, I told my mom that I would meet the man I was supposed to marry on August 22nd. Every year we waited on my front steps together as if you would gallop up on a horse and whisk me away. You never arrived on a horse.”

I chuckled and squeezed her hands. “I arrived in an SUV. Does that count?”

Gabby laughed with me, then took a deep, cleansing breath before letting it out. “When that day arrived this year, and Zoe told me she wanted to introduce me to the love of her life, something inside me told me that today was the big day. The moment I had spent a lifetime waiting to arrive. Of course, it couldn’t have been a handsome stranger who came to whisk me off my feet. You were already in love with my best friend, and I worried about how this whole thing would play out.”

“Did you tell Zoe what you suspected?”

Gabby shook her head. “I told her everything a couple of days ago. Being the amazing friend she is, Zoe believed I was supposed to be with you, but so was she.”

“I think we’re all connected,” I said. “Every single one of us.”

Gabby raised her eyebrows as if surprised. “You’ve studied reincarnation?”

“No. It’s just a feeling I have that I can’t shake.”

“I think you’re right.”

“Now that you’ve provided some much needed context, what exactly happened to you when we touched?”

“Everything,” Gabby said. “For all my life, I’ve had snippets of life through another person’s eyes. But the day you touched me, I experienced emotions and connections that bridged lifetimes. It wasn’t happening to someone else. These were my experiences from another lifetime. It shocked me, and I still haven’t fully recovered.”

“Wow. That is very intense,” I said.

“Matt, we’ve been married not just once before, but countless times across many generations. I can’t count them all. We’ve raised families together and buried children together. We’ve experienced joy, sorrow, and loss, but our connection has always been a constant. I know this is a lot to take in, and I don’t expect you to believe me, but give us a chance to come together in this lifetime.”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat, and my stomach turned over with raw nerves. I stared at her, speechless, and the pure conviction in her voice left me reeling. “When we touched, what did you see?”

Gabby shook her head. “I wish you could experience it for yourself. I lived a tiny slice of a hundred lifetimes in an instant.”

Between Ms. May’s predictions about the future, Heather’s dreams, and now Gabby’s past lives, what the hell was happening with me? This went beyond ridiculous. How had I dropped into this alternate sci-fi reality? Was it only two weeks ago that I left behind my dreary life at the Monroe’s? When I left, all I wanted was to go to school, have some fun, and lose my virginity along the way. Now I led a harem of beautiful women and sat beside a girl so far out of my league it made my head spin. A woman who turned tales about fanciful marriages and soul connections spanning not only lifetimes but generations. It was all too much.

Gabby must have recognized the look in my eyes, because she cupped my cheek with her warm hand and smiled at me, her eyes filled with compassion. “I know it’s a lot, but if you’re up for it, I have an idea.”

I took a deep breath and centered myself, focusing on Gabby’s beautiful face. “What idea?”

“It’s a trick that you and I have used in past lives when one of us doubted the other.”

My jaw dropped. “We’ve been through this before? Knowing about our past lives, I mean.”

Gabby laughed. “Many times. We always discover our past lives. We share an unbreakable bond.”

“What’s the trick?”

“There’s power in a first kiss,” Gabby said. “I want you to kiss me, and when you do, go all in. Really let yourself go. Lean into it and let fate take the wheel.”

I focused on Gabby’s glossy, pink lips and felt her beautiful hazel eyes on me. Kissing her sounded amazing. She tucked a lock of her dark blonde hair behind her ear and studied me as arousal stirred inside me.

“You must be the one to kiss me,” Gabby said. “It won’t work otherwise.”

“Why?”

Gabby shrugged. “I don’t know why. But I know that’s what we’re supposed to do.”

I licked my lips, and my pulse quickened. “Just lean in and kiss you?”

“Not a peck,” Gabby said. “Remember, we’re lost souls who travel across lifetimes to find each other. It’s all very romantic. Kiss me like you would kiss Zoe.”

We inched closer together, and I gazed into Gabby’s eyes, memorizing the gold flecks in her hazel irises. She smelled like jasmine and lavender mixed with sweet citrus, and my head swooned. My cock shifted in my jeans, thickening as I took in every line and curve of a face so perfect it belonged on a billboard.

The connection I felt for Gabby flared and solidified. Emotion that went beyond arousal drew me closer, and a dizzy wave of desire chased away my lingering doubt. As I moved in to kiss her, I slid my fingers through Gabby’s dark blonde hair and touched her lips with mine.

The world wrapped us in a cocoon, and all my worries faded away. I parted my lips and sank into her, losing myself as Gabby’s tongue twined with mine. Together, we deepened the kiss, and I slid my hand through her hair, cradling her head in my palm. I drew her in tight and savored the sweet taste of her strawberry lips and bubble-gum tongue.

I felt Gabby’s breath on my skin and the sweet taste of her tongue where it traced my lower lip. The world slipped away, and I floated in a void.

Visions played in my head, flashing by from one moment to the next. Hundreds of scenes, spanning countless years. There was a young blonde woman in front of a fountain on a cobblestone street who laughed and told me she loved me in Swedish. Yet somehow, I understood her perfectly. Vision after vision crashed through my consciousness. I saw a beautiful Japanese woman standing before me at a marriage altar reciting her marital vows. The image flashed away, replaced by a stunning redheaded frontier woman dancing in a field of daisies with the setting sun behind her.

Every frame came wrapped in love. Love I felt for each woman, and the love they felt for me. The visions kept coming. There was a beautiful Romanian woman who held up our newborn baby, smiling at me through joyous eyes. Then I found myself inside in a horse-drawn carriage sitting across from a stunning, regal blonde beauty in what I knew was Victorian England. She told me she loved me and that yes, she would marry me.

Each vision came packaged with the certainty that they were all Gabby, just in different bodies and at different times. Her soul carried the same signature and weight as did mine, connected through space and time. We belonged together and not just in this lifetime but in every lifetime, stretching forward and backward for infinity.

As soon as the visions faded, I found myself staring into present-day Gabby’s beautiful hazel eyes. It was as if I had known her all along and someone had lifted a veil. Tears welled in my eyes and Gabby turned blurry before me.

She pulled me into her arms and held me close, stroking my hair before she kissed me high on the cheek. “It’s okay. I’m here, and we’re fine.”

I wrapped my arms around her and drew her in tight, squeezing her as I breathed in her familiar scent and felt my body relax. “It’s you. It’s really you.”

“It’s me, my love,” Gabby said, whispering in my ear. “And I’m not going anywhere.”


Chapter eleven
Fate’s Calling


The rest of the night was a blur. Gabby wouldn’t leave my side, nor did I want her to. We told our story to the rest of the ladies, and because of their already firm beliefs in all things mystical, they weren’t hard to convince. But I sensed a sliver of jealousy from Zoe before I took her aside and reassured her that my love for her hadn’t changed, and our relationship was even stronger because of my revelation. It seemed more plausible than ever that Ms. May wasn’t lying, and she really held the power of a genuine clairvoyant.

Because of our meeting with Ms. May and my date with Kasey, Gabby and I planned a one-on-one date in two days. But our meeting with Ms. May was at the top of my mind. It was tempting to bring along Kasey and Gabby, but I wanted to see what Ms. May predicted without their influence. That was especially true with Gabby, with whom I shared actual proof.

After our night out, Heather and I returned to the sorority, where we cuddled twice in her tiny, single-sized bed. Afterward, we drifted off to sleep, with my arms wrapped around her, truly cuddling just like she wanted.

The next morning, Heather and I met Nora, Bella, Mia, and Zoe at the house for breakfast before the six of us piled into Nora’s SUV and made the hour-long drive to Ms. May’s house on the outskirts of Cincinnati.

Throughout the car ride, the girls were excited and talkative, peppering me with questions about Gabby and our past lives. Eventually, I had to cut them off so we could strategize about the best way to handle Ms. May’s reading. I insisted they keep their mouths shut to get a pure reading without tipping the scale with contextual clues. With all things mystical, I trusted the ladies judgement, but I wanted firsthand proof of Ms. May’s clairvoyant ability.

Once we got off the interstate, we took another twenty minutes, traversing a maze of country roads before Nora pulled into a picturesque farmhouse complete with a gravel driveway.

Nora parked her SUV in Ms. May’s gravel parking area near a barn that fronted a massive garden alive with every kind of vegetable the Midwest climate would allow. Ms. May had meticulously arranged each row and plucked every weed, because the garden absolutely flourished.

Across the gravel lot sat a picture perfect farm cottage complete with a white picket fence and neatly trimmed hedges that line a wraparound style front porch. A kaleidoscope of flowers lined the walkway and twin oaks cast a dome of shade on the sparse green grass of her modest front yard.

We climbed out of the car and Nora led the way, with the rest of us following close behind. As we approached the front door, my pulse quickened, and I felt Zoe’s hand slide into mine.

“You look like you’re ready to throw up,” Zoe said.

I swallowed down a nervous laugh and squeezed her hand. “I feel like a man whose life is about to be laid bare.”

Zoe perched on her toes and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “Relax. What’s the worst that could happen?”

The worst thing that could happen was for Ms. May to say all this harem stuff was a terrible mistake and the ladies should get on with their lives and kick me to the curb. But I didn’t say that to Zoe. Instead, I forced a thin smile. “I’m sure it will be fine.”

We followed Nora up onto the porch, where we found a note taped to the door.

Nora plucked it off and gave it a quick scan.

“Please tell me she didn’t flake out on us,” Bella said.

Nora smiled and shook her head. “She says to meet her in the garden.”

The six of us left the porch and followed a path behind the house that meandered through Ms. May’s massive garden. As we walked, we scanned each row, searching for the elusive clairvoyant.

“What does she do with all this food?” I asked.

“She donates it all to a local food pantry,” Nora said.

“She manages this whole place by herself?” I asked.

Nora laughed. “No. Ms. May is a pillar of the community and has an entire staff of volunteers who help her with the entire operation.”

It was enough food to feed an entire village for a year. “She fronts the costs for all of this?”

“Most of what she uses, such as the seed and fertilizer, she receives through donations,” Nora said. “But this is her land, and it’s her full-time job. Ms. May started this on her own decades ago. Others jumped in to help. She loves doing it and it helps the needy in her community.”

The entire operation said more about her character than a reference ever could. “Wow,” I said as I took in the massive sprawl of vegetables. “She’s really an amazing woman.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” a voice said from behind me.

I whirled around to find a sturdy, sun-drenched woman standing before me wearing a straw farmer’s hat, a long sleeve denim shirt and a pair of worn blue jeans. Heavy work gloves adorned her hands and a smile that touched her kind, gray eyes decorated her face. She had short white hair and flashed a row of pearly white teeth. Laugh lines creased her eyes and her forehead. Despite her years, she looked like a woman who could tote a fifty-pound feed bag over her shoulder while she dragged another behind her.

Ms. May pulled off a heavy work glove and extended her hand. “Clarissa May. You must be Matthew Parker.”

The woman’s welcoming presence put me at ease, and I took her hand, giving it a warm handshake. “I am indeed. And I can finally put a face with the name. It’s nice to meet you.”

Ms. May held onto my hand for a long moment and gazed up at me as if assessing me. “You have a powerful aura.”

“That means she can read you,” Zoe said from beside me.

My little blonde angel had crept up beside me and slipped my hand into hers as she smiled at Ms. May.

Ms. May turned her bright eyes on Zoe. “That it does, Zoe. It’s good to see you again. You and Matthew share an unbreakable bond,” Ms. May said before returning her attention to me. “But I’m getting ahead of myself.”

Zoe beamed and puffed out her chest while she squeezed my hand so tightly my fingers ached. She looking happy enough to turn cartwheels along the row of green beans.

“Come,” Ms. May said. “There’s a spot for us to sit behind the cabbage rows.”

Our crew followed the middle-aged clairvoyant past the tomato plants and the rows of ripe squash dangling off their vines. We turned right around corn stalks so tall you couldn’t see over them and strode forward until we reached the cabbage patch. Beyond the cabbage patch, Ms. May led us to a dormant campfire pit with outdoor chairs arranged around it in a circle.

“Everyone, please take a seat,” Ms. May said. “And don’t tell me anything about Matthew. I don’t want him getting an idea that I’m up to no anything nefarious.”

Nora flashed me an I-told-you-so look, and I winced as I sank into an outdoor chair between her and Zoe.

Ms. May circled the dormant campfire, taking us all in, one-by-one. When she reached Heather, she paused, and her eyes widened in surprise. The old woman sank down to her knees where she came face to face with Heather. “May I hold your hands, dear?”

Heather gave Ms. May a wary gaze. She looked at me first, and I nodded before Heather leaned forward and extended her hands.

Ms. May curled her hands around Heather’s and closed her eyes. Her lips moved as if murmuring something to herself before she opened her eyes and smiled brightly.

“You have the gift.”

Heather gave the woman a nervous smile and nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Are you working with a psychic or clairvoyant?”

Heather shook her head. “I’ve just told a few friends, and of course, Matt knows.”

Ms. May glanced back at me over her shoulder before returning her attention to Heather. “I can see why. He’s your soulmate.”

Heather’s smile brightened, and she sat up a little straighter. “Yes ma’am. He is.”

“Please, call me Clarissa,” Ms. May said. She squeezed Heather’s hands in hers, then let them go before she stood. “We’ll talk privately later. You must have a million questions.”

“Thank you,” Heather said. “I’ll look forward to it.”

Ms. May continued her slow walk, circling past Bella and Mia, greeting them kindly before she came back and stood before me.

“I’m sorry for you loss, Matthew,” Ms. May said.

“Excuse me?”

“Your mother,” Ms. May said. “She passed a few years ago?”

I looked at Nora, and she shook her head. “She didn’t hear it from me.”

I returned my attention to Ms. May. It was as if she could read the doubt in my mind, and my cheeks warmed with embarrassment. “Thank you. She passed away three years ago.”

Ms. May didn’t look offended in the slightest and kept her eyes locked on me. “You’ve had a hard life, but things are looking up.”

I took in each of my harem brides who collectively had their eyes glued to Ms. May. “Yes. The past two weeks have washed away nineteen years of hardship.”

Ms. May nodded her approval. “That’s wonderful. Love always triumphs.”

I shifted in my seat, acutely aware of the eyes on me. “I love them all deeply.”

“That’s obvious,” Ms. May said. “Before we go any further, let me explain what I see whenever I do a reading.”

“Thanks. That would be very helpful,” I said.

“The easiest way for me to explain it is by color coding what I feel into a visual you can imagine. Green is good, red is bad, but occasionally, I see no colors at all. These people aren’t readable, at least for me. Other clairvoyants may have better luck. Every clairvoyant is different, and we all see things in different ways. This is how the world appears to me when I open my mind to it.”

I nodded in understanding.

“I see a person’s aura bathed in either red or green, and I see soul bonds the same way. A soul bond is an emotional connection formed between two people.”

“Is that how you knew about Zoe and me?”

“Precisely. Every soul has a signature, and connected souls form a unique signature based on their individuality. There are many types of signatures, such as the bond between a parent and a child. Siblings share a bond, good or bad, while bonds formed from friendship entail a different type of signature.”

“Romantic bonds can skew red or green depending on the relationship. Romantic bonds between soulmates display a unique intensity that stands out among all other bonds. It’s rare to find your soulmate, and even rarer to have more than one. In fact, prior to meeting Nora and the girls, I had never experienced such a phenomenon firsthand, although it’s not unheard of.”

“We’re all soulmates,” I said.

“Yes,” Ms. May said. “But it’s not merely a run of the mill romantic bond. Soulmates remain connected beyond even death and can span lifetimes.”

My thoughts went to Gabby, but I wasn’t ready to discuss her with Ms. May. Instead, I held my tongue and let Ms. May continue.

“The vibrancy and intensity of the soulmate bond make them easy to spot. Yours are green and thriving, which means you are in loving, committed relationships with each member of your brood. The reverse is also true, and I see a lot of bright red connections. These are not the bonds formed between soulmates but signify dire emotional distress. For example, a couple in a toxic relationship might have a red bond between them. Those in a physically abusive relationship would form a bright red bond connecting them.”

I chuckled nervously. “Do you see any red lines extending from me?”

Ms. May nodded. “I do. A bright red one.”

My eyes widened in horror, and my stomach dropped. “What?”

“The connection with your father,” Ms. May said. “He abused you, didn’t he?”

Heat gathered around my collar and a bead of sweat trickled down the side of my head. “Yes, ma’am. He did.”

Nora reached out and squeezed my hand. “It’s okay, baby. You’re safe with us.”

Ms. May’s expression softened. “I don’t share this to bring up bad feelings. That’s not why we’re here. Rather, it provides a living example that proves the point.”

I licked the dryness from my lips and tried to still my pounding heart. “That red line ends with me. I will never treat my children the way my father treated me.”

Mia sniffled, and two chairs down from her, Heather smiled as her eyes welled with tears. Zoe picked up my other hand and told me she loved me, while Bella gave me an encouraging smile.

“Now for some good news,” Ms. May said. “Your future looks dazzling should you follow fate’s path.”

“Fate’s path? Can you be a little more specific?”

Ms. May chuckled. “As I’ve told you, I see these bonds, but I also see what may lead to ruin. Even soulmates don’t get a free pass. You have to not only work with your partners, but you must find the right partners, especially in a situation as unique as yours. You have the fates of six women to consider.”

That caught everyone by surprise, but most of all, me. There were seven women in my sphere, not six. My heart dropped into my shoes as blood rushed to my head. “Six? Are you sure?”

“I see five bright green bonds connecting you and the ladies gathered around you. They are your soulmates. I see a sixth leading off elsewhere, but I can’t tell who is on the other end.”

The world closed in on me, and the news hit me like a gut punch. Either Gabby or Kasey wasn’t my soulmate. I considered the implications. Assuming Gabby was my sixth, and I was certain she was, where did that leave Kasey? What would happen if I pursued them both? Even though I hadn’t told Kasey how I felt, I knew I loved her. From the moment I first laid eyes on her back in yoga class, I felt an instant connection between us. That chemistry was impossible to fake.

I stared blankly ahead and tried to make sense of the reading, but I couldn’t. All I felt was a numb sort of sickness spreading through my body like a cancer. Was Bella right about Kasey? Was her proclamation that Kasey wasn’t fit for the harem fate’s way of telling me to stay in my lane?

Ms. May frowned. “You’re not happy with six soulmates? I realize that even one partner provides the challenge of a lifetime, but you’re uniquely qualified for this lifestyle. You and the beautiful women surrounding you.”

What happened next surprised me. Bella pushed up out of her chair, crossed the circle, and dropped to one knee before me. She scooped up my hand in hers and kissed my knuckles. She picked up my chin until our eyes met and a face filled with love, compassion, and understanding stared back at me. “I know what you’re thinking, and no offense to Ms. May, but you should listen to your heart. It hasn’t led us wrong so far, has it? Who says you have to pick between Kasey and Gabby?”

“I see,” Ms. May said. “It’s not a matter of too many, but not enough. I urge you to proceed with caution. The scales must balance to achieve harmony lest you lose them all.”

Bella flashed Ms. May a look of irritation before she returned her attention to me. “Play this out to the end, and I bet the situation solves itself. You’ll see.”

I smiled and Bella, and at that moment, I never loved her so much. “Where’s the, I told you so?”

Bella shook her head, her expression serious. “I love you. When you hurt, we all hurt.”

“She’s right,” Zoe said.

“I love you too,” Mia said.

“We’ll figure this out with you,” Heather said.

“We’re a family first,” Nora said. “I agree with Bella. Listen to your heart and let love lead the way.”

The rest of the day passed in a blur, and I couldn’t get my mind off of Kasey. I even let doubts about Gabby creep into the back of my mind. Heather met with Ms. May, but what they discussed remained between them. Although Ms. May didn’t charge us for her service, we volunteered to help with her garden. She invited us to stay for dinner and we took her up on the offer, then helped to clean up.

The ladies didn’t bring up her reading again, not at Ms. May’s house or on the way home. They took turns consoling me and proved yet again how amazing they were.

I fell asleep in the car on the way home with Zoe holding my hand all the way back. We arrived home late, and we all went straight to bed.

Zoe and I climbed into bed naked, but neither one of us made a move to have sex. With Zoe curled up in my arms, I rested my head on the pillow and drew her tight against me. She nestled her back against my chest, spooning me while she wriggled her bottom in tight, pressing up against my cock. I curled my arm around her waist and dipped my nose in her loose golden locks, inhaling her sweet, comforting scent.

Even though my first day of college classes started the very next day, thoughts of Kasey dominated my mind.

“Maybe I should call off my date with Kasey,” I said. “Just break things off quick and clean.”

Zoe laced her fingers in mine and pulled my hand up to her breast. She rested my palm there, and I squeezed, filling my hand with her soft, warm flesh.

“You’ll break her heart,” Zoe said. “I think you should go out with her and see how you feel. Ms. May might be wrong.”

For the first time that day, I laughed and squeezed Zoe’s breast, savoring its weight and feeling in my hand. Her nipple hardened against my palm, and she subtly ground her hips, hardening my cock in an instant.

“Weren’t you the one telling me how Ms. May is always right?”

Zoe parted her thighs just enough for my stiff cock to slide between her legs, where my knob slid over her surprisingly wet pussy.

“Kasey loves you,” Zoe said as she ground her hips, churning my cock along her warm and very slippery pussy lips. “And as much as I love you, I can’t imagine how it would feel for you to break up with me out of the blue.”

Heat radiated from between her legs, and I squeezed her breast, teasing her nipple as I dipped in behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck. “I would sooner slit my wrists than break up with you.”

Zoe moaned as she reached down between her legs and slipped me inside her. “And that’s exactly how Kasey feels.” As she spoke, her words caught in her throat, and she moaned with pleasure.

My cock throbbed inside Zoe and expanded against her tight walls as rolling waves of pleasure turned my brain fuzzy with lust. I thrust deep inside her achingly tight pussy and moaned as I nibbled on her earlobe. “God, Zoe. What would I do without you?”

Zoe churned her hips, gliding my cock in and out, taking me deep. She moaned softly as she pressed my hand against her heaving breast. “You’ll never find out.”

I matched her rhythm and sucked her ear into my mouth while I quietly pumped my hips, and my cock strobed inside her warm, tight pussy while the pleasure intensified. Her wall muscles contracted and squeezed, forcing a moan from me as the first hint of an orgasm tickled the back of my brain.

Zoe pressed her back against mine and turned her head before our mouths met. Our tongues swam together as we quickened our rhythm, and the mattress squeaked beneath us.

I released Zoe’s springy breast, letting it jiggle back into place. I could almost feel the bright green bond connecting Zoe’s soul to mine thrum with intensity, and the love between us was palpable. After the emotional roller coaster of a day, I didn’t have the desire or willpower to resist the spectacular blonde beauty. When I came, I would come hard and fast, and I meant to take Zoe along for the ride.

I ran my palm over Zoe’s flat tummy, then slid my finger through her slippery lips where I felt my cock churn in and out of Zoe’s achingly tight pussy.

We hadn’t planned to have sex. But I wouldn’t fight spontaneity either. She was simply impossible for me to ever resist, and our passion ignited an intimacy so deep I couldn’t see the bottom.

I found Zoe’s clit and teased it with my middle finger as I continued pumping her slow and deep.

Zoe gasped and broke off the kiss, churning her hips as her eyes swam with pleasure. “Oh, baby. Yes. I’m gonna come.”

Zoe’s breath caught in her throat, her body stiffened. Her face contorted with orgasmic ecstasy as she let out a long, sweet moan.

Zoe squeezed my cock, and that was all it took to push me over the edge. My orgasm spiked, hitting me like a knockout punch. I pinned my cock deep inside Zoe’s pussy and churned my hips, grunting as I exploded inside her. With a series of sharp grunts, I came, gushing load after load of sticky cum deep into Zoe’s pristine pussy.

Zoe strobed her hips, milking my cock as I picked up her breast and squeezed her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. As the orgasm swept through me, I let myself go as I unleashed load after load until a wave of dizzy relief flooded my head. My orgasm crested, then faded, and I dipped my nose in behind Zoe’s ear and kissed her high on the neck while I swam in her intoxicating scent.

“I love you, baby,” Zoe said. She clutched my hand and laced her fingers in mine. “Everything will work out fine. You’ll see.”

I squeeze her tight against me, but left my cock pinned inside her. With a heavy sigh, a wave of exhaustion swept over me. “I hope you’re right, Zoe Peaches.”

“I’m always right,” Zoe said, her voice chipper. “But whatever you decide, I’ll support you.”

“I’m convinced that you are my personal angel sent directly from heaven to watch over me. All that’s missing is the halo.”

Zoe giggled and sighed with contentment. “Your angel is tired.”

I yawned and snuggled in tight. “Night, baby. I love you.”

“Love you, too,” she said, before we fell asleep in each other’s arms.


Chapter twelve
Fortune Teller


My first day of class was the only typical college experience I could point to during my first two weeks as a college student. Throughout the day, Kasey messaged me, telling me how excited she was for our date and that she had planned everything.

Normally receiving text messages from a sexy college co-ed as smart and beautiful as Kasey James would have sent me over the moon, but I couldn’t rid myself of the lump of dread simmering in my stomach. Even if I didn’t break up with Kasey, I had to tell her about Ms. May’s reading and the bleak forecast for our future. But that conversation could wait until it needed to happen. I had long since promised her a night out, and Kasey had gone to a lot of trouble to plan our date. I meant to give her my undivided attention.

The plan was for her to pick me up later in the evening, but she wouldn’t give me any details other than to wait for dinner.

When she arrived later that evening, I climbed into the passenger seat of her red Mini Cooper and instinctively leaned over for a kiss. Kasey met my lips halfway, and our lips lingered before we kissed again and then a third time before she came away, her hazel eyes bubbling with pure joy.

“Hi, handsome,” Kasey said. “Apparently, you’re a mind reader because I’ve been thinking about kissing you all day long.” Her gaze traveled from my face to my chest, then back again before she leaned in and kissed me one more time, this time adding a hint of tongue before she came away and sighed with longing.

Kasey went easy on the makeup and the mocha skinned beauty wore a simple white skirt and a black sleeveless top. The neckline dipped in a sharp V, revealing the barest hint of cleavage, and she filled out the top spectacularly, sporting enough curves to host an Indy car race.

A wave of dizzy desire flashed through my head, and the arousal inside me woke from its day-long slumber.

Kasey wore her long, glossy dark hair back in a tight ponytail and her plump, pink lips were moist with a modest sheen of lip gloss. Her toned legs glistened as if freshly shaved and moisturized, and a heady scent of sweet citrus and lavender sent a spike of arousal straight to my cock. As I drank her in, I tasted her sweet strawberry lip gloss on my lips, and my manhood thickened as I imagined watching her ride me like a rodeo bull.

“You’re kind of hard to resist,” I said. “You are ridiculously pretty.”

Kasey’s cheeks flushed pink, and she smiled sweetly. “Keep talking like that and we may not make it out of the driveway.”

“I’d hate to ruin the surprise,” I said. “I’ll keep my hands to myself for as long as my willpower holds out.”

Kasey shifted her car into reverse and flashed me a wicked grin. “Better not make it too long.”

She put the car in drive, and we took off, navigating through the city streets as we made small talk, which included a discussion about our first day of classes.

“Starting this semester, I’m getting into the real meat of my major,” Kasey said.

“What’s your major?” I asked.

“Physics,” Kasey said. “With a minor in astronomy.”

My jaw dropped. “You’re a physics major? No shit?”

Kasey scoffed, feigning indignation. “Is it so hard to believe I could study physics?”

“No,” I said, quickly backtracking. “It’s just that I’ve never met a physics major who could make a side hustle as a professional model.”

Kasey beamed and picked up my hand in hers before lacing her fingers with mine. “Nice save.”

I grinned and squeezed her hand affectionately. “I’m taking physics this semester. How much does a personal tutor run these days?”

Kasey glanced over at me and furrowed her brows, as if thinking. “For you, I’ll work for sexual favors.”

A rash of butterflies expanded in my stomach, and I locked my gaze on her lush, toned thighs, peeking out from beneath her short white skirt. “In that case, I better sign up for a layaway program. I’ll make daily deposits starting tonight.”

Kasey giggled and tightened her grip on my hand. She looked so happy that I almost forgot about Ms. May’s prophecy looming over our heads. “Don’t make me pull this car over, Matthew Parker.”

My cock flexed in my jeans, and my eyes roamed her ridiculous curves. I couldn’t wait to get my hands on her, but I couldn’t do that until I told her everything. Still, this didn’t feel like the right time. “Where are you whisking me away to?”

Kasey eyed me wearing a worried expression. “I know you said to stay in the metro area. I hope you humor me with a little flexibility.”

As far as I was concerned, she could drive all the way to the east coast, and I wouldn’t blink an eye. “I’m in your very soft and very warm hands.”

Kasey giggled again. “Good. It’s not far, but we are heading out into the countryside.”

I took in her cute skirt, top, and open-toed sandals, revealing her dainty feet and expertly polished toenails. “I pegged you more for a city girl, and you look way too good to sleep in a tent.”

“You’re not wrong. I’m definitely a city girl, and I booked us a hotel room for the night. No camping on this trip.”

Another flash of butterflies took flight in my stomach. “One bed or two?”

Kasey gave me a withering look. “You’re really asking me that question?”

I held up a hand in protest. “I make no presumptions about my lady’s virtue.”

Her eyes twinkled. “Matt, I think we both know that there’s something more than just sexual chemistry between us. I’m into you, and I’ve never made that a secret.”

Ms. May could jump into a lake for all I cared. The draw I felt for Kasey was as real as it was palpable. “From the moment I first laid eyes on you, I knew that there was something between us.”

“You felt it too?”

“I couldn’t take my eyes off you,” I said. “I still can’t, and I agree. You and I share a bond that I can’t explain. But it feels so real and so amazing.”

Kasey’s eyes melted into twin pools of hazy chocolate, and despite Ms. May’s prophecy, I could practically see the bright green bond between us.

“And here I was worried this was a pity date,” Kasey said.

How could a woman with Kasey’s brains and beauty think she was a pity date? It wasn’t just my opinion, but a fact that Kasey’s beauty rivaled any of the girls, and her body would put most Sports Illustrated models to shame.

“You are no man’s pity date,” I said. “Wild horses couldn’t drag me away from you.”

Kasey’s eyes flickered to my chest as desire welled in her eyes. “Maybe we should just go straight to the hotel.”

Spending the rest of the evening and night exploring Kasey’s curves sounded amazing. But I needed to tell her about Ms. May, and foreplay always made the sex better. “As tempting as that sounds, I want to see what you have planned.”

“You’re probably right. Besides, we’ll need sustenance for the night ahead.”

“The night ahead? You make it sound like we’re going into battle.”

Kasey shot me a sideways grin. “Oh, we are, baby. We definitely are.”

As the city streets turned into two-lane country roads, we kept up the easy small talk. The minutes ticked by and just as the sun sank over the western horizon, Kasey pulled off a country road onto a dirt lane.

“Uh… Kase, where exactly are we?”

The road split a grassy field and ended in a gravel parking area near the edge of a thick forest.

Kasey giggled. “My grandparents own this land. Our family does bonfire parties out here during the fall, and this is where my dad made me fall in love with stargazing.”

“I’m meeting the grandparents? Not that I mind, but this is our first official date.”

Kasey laughed harder as she pulled the car to a stop in the gravel lot. “No. They don’t even live here. The land is an investment property.”

Waves of long grass and weeds covered the empty field except for a grassy hilltop near the edge of the parking area. There, the clipped grass looked well-tended, as if someone regularly mowed. A hiking trail led away from the hilltop, where it disappeared at the edge of the woods.

I frowned, trying to figure out what Kasey intended, but instead of asking, I would let the surprise play out.

“We’re here,” Kasey said and seemed reluctant to uncoil her hand from mine. “Can you help me unload the trunk?”

I finally put two and two together. Kasey was into physics and astronomy, and when she was a little girl, her dad took her here to stargaze. I smiled over at Kasey. “We’re doing a picnic under the stars?”

Kasey nodded and looked at me with a worried expression. “Is that okay? I thought it sounded romantic.”

I leaned over and kissed her. “This is an amazing idea.”

Kasey returned my kiss with gusto, and a warm smile blossomed on her exquisite face. “Good. We should have just enough time to eat before the stars come out.”

I pulled a cooler and a backpack from the trunk while Kasey grabbed a cloth picnic blanket and a Bluetooth speaker. We arranged everything on the hilltop, then Kasey put our dinner together while I connected the speaker to my phone and found some mood appropriate music.

Kasey thought of everything, including a corkscrew for the bottle of chilled chardonnay and a citronella candle, to keep away the bugs. I opened the wine, and she made our plates. Our dinner conversation flowed with an unforced, natural cadence that felt right all the way down to my bones. As the evening progressed, our connection only deepened, and I was more convinced than ever that Ms. May was flat out wrong.

After dinner, Kasey kicked off her sandals and placed her feet in my lap while the music played, and the wine flowed. While we sipped our wine, I massaged her toes, feet, and calves, and Kasey told me about her childhood, including her family. Her father was one of the faculty in the physics department at Ohio State. She had two brothers, both of them older, who were highly protective of their little sister. Kasey’s mother taught history at Ohio State, and her mother’s family immigrated from Jamaica, while her father’s family immigrated from France over a hundred years ago. Her parents met in graduate school and married shortly after they accepted teaching positions at Ohio State.

“How will your family feel about you dating me?” I asked as I gently massaged her calf muscle with my thumb.

Kasey smiled. “You mean, how will they feel about me joining a harem?”

I winced. “I hate that word.”

Kasey inched forward and kissed me on the lips. “But I love it. Don’t worry. My parents are very progressive. They will love you, and I guarantee everything will be fine. They’re big on respect, honesty, and open communication, and they’ll want to meet you.”

That only made me feel worse. Here I was, holding back information simply because I didn’t want to lose Kasey. It was time I told her the truth. “Speaking of honesty and open communication, there’s something I need to tell you.”

Kasey’s shoulders sagged. “You’re not dumping me, are you?”

My heart sank, and the disappointment in her eyes hit me like a punch to the gut. Every time we were together, my feelings for her deepened, and there was no way I would ever break up with her.

“Not a chance,” I said. “You’re my girl. Well, you are, if that’s still what you want.”

Kasey’s frown turned into a joyous smile, and she leaned forward before pulling me into a kiss. Our lips lingered before we parted our lips, and our tongues twined together. A moment later, Kasey came away with her eyes twinkling.

“I very much want to be your girlfriend. Is this an official invite?”

“Yes, but before you agree, you’ll want to hear what I have to say. It’s about Ms. May’s reading.”

I recounted the events as they played out on Ms. May’s farm. Kasey listened with rapt attention, nodding along as I told her everything, leaving nothing out. She already knew everything there was to know about Gabby, and when I got to the part about having six soulmates instead of seven, Kasey barely flinched.

She stared at me, frowning with a look of confusion. “That’s it?”

I laughed. “What do you mean, that’s it? Doesn’t what she said worry you?”

“Does it worry you?” she asked.

“Well, yeah. It does. What if our feelings for each other blow up in our face?”

Kasey inched forward and slipped onto my lap, positing herself until she straddled me, resting her knees on either side of my hips where we met face to face. “How do you feel about me?”

I cupped Kasey’s tight ass and swallowed the rising lump in my throat. “Isn’t it obvious?”

Kasey’s smile touched her eyes, and she shook her head. “Not to me.”

I gazed into her big beautiful hazel eyes and squeezed her firm ass. The warmth from her body settled into my lap and she twined her arms around my neck, drawing so close I could feel her breath on my upper lip.

“I love you, Kase,” I said. “I’m crazy, head over heels, madly in love with you.”

Kasey’s eyes welled with tears, and she kissed me tenderly on the lips, then came away, searching my face with her eyes. “I love you too. I wanted to hear you say the words.”

“That only makes it worse,” I said. “The prophecy — “

“Fuck the prophecy, Matt,” Kasey said. “Ms. May has no say over who you fall in love with.”

“But — “

She cut me off with a kiss and came away smiling. “Do you want to break up over this?”

“God, no,” I said.

“Me neither. Problem solved.”

I sighed and squeezed her ass, drawing her closer until her pussy rested atop my quickly expanding cock. “You’re not worried?”

Kasey shook her head, then placed her hands on my cheeks. She drew our faces together, and we leaned into a long, sweet kiss. When she came away, her eyes bubbled with happiness. “Love always triumphs.”

I grinned. “That’s Nora’s line.”

Kasey ran her fingers up through the hair on the back of my head and ground her hips, rubbing her pussy against my hard, throbbing cock. Warm candlelight flickered across her exquisite face and her eyes danced as she searched my face. “Now that’s off your chest, do you feel better?”

Her lavender scent enveloped me, and desire strobed through my head in waves. I let my hands travel over Kasey’s round bottom before sliding my palms up her back, then down again, trying to will away her clothing.

Kasey was right. There was no use fighting our emotions, and my love for her was true. “What I know is that we belong together, and you make me happy.”

She leaned in and kissed me, then tucked an errant lock of my brown hair behind my ear. “You make me happy too, baby. I’m all yours.”

Kasey reached for the bottom of my shirt before slowly drawing it up my chest and over my head before tossing it aside. Her eyes danced across my muscled chest as they burned with desire. She caressed my pecs with her open palms, wearing a covetous expression. She swirled her fingertips over my hard nipples and licked her lips. “You’re the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen.”

“Says the perfect ten sitting in my lap,” I said, eliciting a smile from the curvaceous beauty.

Kasey leaned in and kissed her way up my neck, teasing my flesh with her tongue as she rocked on my cock, grinding my achingly hard cock. A rash of goosebumps sprang to life across my chest, and desire welled deep inside me.

Kasey found my ear with her lips, and teasingly nibbled my earlobe as her warm breath curled inside, tickling me with erotic pleasure. “Are we official?”

No longer able to control myself, I pulled Kasey’s tight-fitting shirt up her body and she sat back on my lap, hoisting her arms high overhead, never taking her eyes off mine.

Butterflies swooned in my stomach, and my head pitched with a wave of heady lust. “Will you, officially, be my official girlfriend?”

Kasey giggled and nodded. A wide smile blossomed on her picture perfect face. “No.”

We both laughed and Kasey leaned in, finding my lips with hers. Our tongues swirled together, and we spent a full minute, teasing and probing with lips and tongue. All the while, Kasey ground her pussy against my achingly hard cock, moaning into my mouth until she broke off the kiss, her eyes hungry with desire.

Kasey wore a white lace bra that cut an alluring contrast against her light chocolate complexion. Massive cleavage bulged inside her lacy cups and my mouth watered with anticipation.

“I love you,” Kasey said.

Our eyes locked, and the connection between us vibrated with love. There was no doubt in my mind, we belonged together. “I love you too, Kasey James.”

I unfastened her bra, and her lacy cups slackened before falling away from her all-natural breasts.

Kasey grinned and peeled off her bra before tossing it aside to reveal her big, beautiful breasts. Round and springy, her breasts sat high on her chest and jiggled in all the right ways. They were flawless, without a hint of sag or an unwanted mark anywhere in sight. The symmetry was incredible, and to an untrained eye they might have been mistaken for implants. But no implant could replicate Mother Nature’s bountiful blessing. Milk chocolate areolas topped her round wonders and tilted slightly upward, each capped with perfect, bite-sized nipples.

I ran my hand around the side of her body and scooped up one of her warm mounds, giving it a full squeeze as her nipple stiffened against my index finger. “My God, Kasey. You are incredibly perfect.”

My cock throbbed in my pants, leaking pre-cum like a broken faucet while Kasey ran her palms over my chest and her nostrils flared with desire. She ground her hips, rocking against my hard cock as her eyes washed over with fevered lust. “I need you inside me.”

She wouldn’t get an argument from me. I picked up her other breast, kneading them both in my open hands as I tweaked her nipples and watched her grind me. “I didn’t bring protection.”

Kasey leaned in and kissed me before she came away, her eyes simmering with lust. “I’m on the pill.”

She crawled off my lap and kneeled before me. “Lay down, baby. Let me take care of you.”

I did as she asked, reclining on the blanket, then gazed up where a million stars blanketed the night sky.

Kasey leaned over my waist and undid the button on my jeans. She looked up at me, wearing a sweet smile as she unzipped my pants. “I’ve wanted to taste you from the first moment I laid eyes on you.”

“If you love pineapple, you’re in for a treat,” I said.

Kasey giggled. “That’s what I heard. Pineapple is my favorite fruit.”

As she tugged my pants over my hips, I kicked off my shoes and eyed her jiggling breasts while my cock flexed in my briefs. “What else did the girls tell you?”

Her eyes danced as she eyed my cock and nibbled her bottom lip. “That you have a really big one.”

I lifted my hips off the blanket to give her an assist while Kasey worked my jeans over my legs before pulling them off and adding them to the growing pile of our discard clothing.

“A really big what?” I asked.

Kasey blushed and pointed to my cock where it throbbed in my briefs. My tip extended past my elastic waistband, playing peekaboo as Kasey eyed it hungrily.

I grinned and decided to have some fun with her. “I want to hear you say it.”

On her knees, Kasey hovered over my midsection and tentatively traced her finger along the length of my shaft, causing it to twitch. She met my gaze and smiled. “Fine. The girls told me you have a big, beautiful cock.”

Her cheeks flushed a bright shade of scarlet, and I pushed up on my elbows, forcing myself to look into her eyes. “Were they right?”

Kasey circled her fingertip over my exposed glans and smiled. “It looks promising, but there’s only one way to know for sure.”

I lifted my hips off the ground to provide the assist. “Don’t let me stop you.”

Kasey tucked her fingers inside the waistband to my briefs and guided them over my hips, freeing my aching cock where it sprang to attention as it swayed from side to side.

Kasey’s eyes widened, and she licked her lips. “Oh, wow.”

My cock glistened under the starlight while the shadows cast from the flickering candle played over my shaft. “Does the expectation meet the reality?”

Kasey pulled off my briefs and tossed them aside while she fixed her gaze on my towering totem pole. “The reality exceeds expectations., You have a very happy girlfriend.”

My cock swayed in the cool night air. “Go ahead. It’s yours to fondle, lick, suck, or ride. I’ll let you pick.”

Kasey pulled her attention away from my cock long enough to smile at me. “Maybe a little taste to kick things off.”

I placed my hands behind my hand and got comfortable. “Appetizers are always good.”

Kasey crawled between my parted legs and lowered herself until she came face to face with my swaying manhood. She wrapped her warm fingers around the base of my shaft and gently squeezed. As she stroked my cock, she kissed my tip, then circled her tongue around my knob, licking up the clear pre-cum.

Warm pleasure started in my cock and flowed through the rest of my body, curling my toes and bathing my muscles in adrenaline. I sighed in contentment. “That hits the spot.”

Kasey smacked her lips and gazed up at me over my pulsing shaft. She smiled with satisfaction. “Definitely pineapple. I can’t wait to taste a full load in my mouth.”

“And I can’t wait to make that happen,” I said.

Kasey giggled and returned her attention to my pulsing cock. She stroked my shaft, slid my cock between her moist lips, then flickered her tongue over my glans.

I moaned with pleasure, rocking my hips just enough to slide my cock over her tongue.

She lowered her mouth, taking me deeper, gliding my knob over her tongue as she sucked, sealing her lips tight around my shaft. She bobbed up and down, giving me a proper blow job as my meaty shaft thrummed in her warm, wet mouth.

A wave of dizzy pleasure swept through me, and I reached out, grabbing fistfuls of the picnic blanket. I moved my hips to match the rhythm of her bobbing motion and bathed in the murky depths of molten pleasure. “Fuck, baby. That’s amazing,” I said, between moans.

Kasey came off my cock with a loud smack. Her lips glistened with saliva, and she sucked in a breath as her chest heaved and her breasts jiggled invitingly. She stroked my cock and kissed my tip, then licked her way up my shaft while she gazed up at me. “Am I as good as Bella?”

That was a loaded a question, and there was only one way to answer. “You are the best.”

Kasey grinned, seeming to take my compliment as a challenge. She lowered her mouth on my cock, and swallowed me whole, gliding my cock along her tongue until my knob touched the back of her throat.

I let out a primal moan and stiffened, pushing my hips off the blanket as a spike of pleasure ricocheted up and down my body.

My knob entered Kasey’s throat, and she fought off her gag reflex, sucking me with short bobbing motions as her throat constricted around my shaft. Guttural sounds competed with the music playing from the speaker, and Kasey’s eyes watered while my knob bulged in her throat.

It was too much, too fast. With white-hot intensity, pleasure spiked deep in my balls, and my body tensed as a monstrous orgasm swelled from my primal depths and threatened to consume me. My balls constricted and my cock pulsed in rapid-fire succession.

“Kase, I’m gonna cum,” I said, my tone urgent.

Kasey came off my cock, taking a thick string of cum-filled saliva with her. She sucked in a deep breath and gazed up at me, her eyes watering. She squeezed my cock at the base, cutting off my encroaching orgasm.

“Now, I want the real answer,” Kasey said. “Am I as good as Bella?”

She was better than Bella. Better than anyone, and that was the truth. “That was historic. You took me from zero to a hundred in a matter of seconds. You have no rivals in the harem and are the undisputed blow job queen.”

Kasey beamed and kissed the tip of my cock. “That’s more like it.”

I sighed with relief as my orgasm receded, and my glistening cock pulsed a steady drumbeat.

Kasey released my cock and stood, towering over me, topless, wearing nothing but her white miniskirt. From my angle, I had a clear shot up her skirt and of the white lace panties beneath.

Kasey flashed me a teasing smile. She reached behind her hips and unfastened her skirt, gazing down at my cock with hungry eyes. “Our nearest neighbors are more than a mile away. Do you know what that means?”

I had a pretty good idea, but I didn’t want to steal her thunder. “What?”

Her skirt slackened around her waist, and she shimmied her hips until it came loose and dropped around her ankles. “I can be as loud as I want, and with your fat cock splitting me open, I’ll make enough noise to raise the dead. When it happens, don’t panic.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat as my gaze wandered over her long legs, sleek hips, and the space between her legs covered by a thin patch of sheer lace.

Kasey wore nothing but a sheer pair of white lace cotton panties that matched her bra. She stretched her foot out and ran her toes along my achingly hard cock. “I’m going to ride that cock until you explode inside me.”

My pulse sped up, and I tried to steady my rapid breathing. Her toes felt soft and warm against the underside of my stiff cock and a wash of adrenaline spiked inside me.

Kasey slipped her fingers inside the waistband of her panties, then guided them over her hips, revealing the soft slit of her pussy and a thin strip of hot pink already wet with her excitement.

Like the rest of her, Kasey’s pussy was flawless. I licked the dryness from my lips as she towered over me, completely naked. As I drank in Kasey’s very exposed supermodel tier physique, a rush of excited anticipation set my cock twitching.

Kasey sank to her knees, straddling me before she took my cock in her hand and slowly stroked it. She inched forward as she rested my cock flat against my stomach and rested her warm, slick pussy atop my meaty shaft.

My cock twitched, strobing with pleasure as Kasey glided her pussy back and forth along my pole, coating my shaft with her slippery wetness. I ran my hands up Kasey’s thighs, around her hips, and palmed her perfect ass as I gazed up at the stunning beauty.

Candlelight danced over Kasey’s milk chocolate skin and her breathing quickened as she pitched her hips forward and backward until her pussy dripped with wetness.

I kept one hand planted on Kasey’s flawless ass cheek, squeezing her flesh. I ran my other hand up her tummy and filled my greedy fingers with her round, springy breast. My cock pulsed, twitching like crazy as my consciousness soaked in hazy pleasure.

Kasey pushed herself up to her knees, grabbed my cock in one hand, and dragged my tip through her warm, wet labia until my tip slipped inside her tight, little honey hole.

“Fuck,” Kasey said as shuddered with pleasure, and her eyes glazed over. “You are a big boy.”

My knob throbbed just inside her entrance, and I squeezed her ass and breast as her exquisite tightness nearly ended me on the spot.

“God, Kase. You are so tight.”

“That’s because you have a giant cock,” Kasey said as she rocked atop me, working my cock deeper into her quivering hole.

The pleasure was insane, and I didn’t even try to stop my rising moans. I watched as her tight pussy lips glided up and down my meaty shaft, clinging to my manhood like a second skin.

A rush of buttery pleasure flashed in my brain, and my cock throbbed, turning impossibly hard as it expanded against Kasey’s tight inner walls. With my cock halfway inside her, I grabbed Kasey’s hips and matched her rhythm, rocking my hips upward as her pussy slowly but surely swallowed me until I sank in to the root.

Kasey’s face warped with pleasure, and she moaned as she rocked atop me, circling her hips as she fucked me slow and deep. She squeezed my chest, and her nostrils flared. “I can feel you everywhere. God, you feel so fucking good.”

The slick sounds of our sex played like music to my ears, and I drank in the perfect ten beauty as she rode atop me like a goddess. My cock throbbed, pulsing faster while waves of pleasure strobed through my brain, turning me into a pile of quivering mush.

Kasey picked up the pace but kept the front-to-back motion, grinding me deep inside her. Her eyes washed over with pleasure and her moans intensified. She fell forward, mashing her breasts against my chest before she found my mouth with hers.

Our tongues twined together and Kasey moaned in my mouth as her lavender scent enveloped me, spiking my desire to ten. My cock churned in and out of her tight pussy, and Kasey clamped down with her vaginal muscles as she moaned loudly into my mouth.

I cradled her tight ass in both hands, squeezing her warm flesh between my open fingers as the pleasure intensified. I rocked my hips, thrusting in and out, savoring every moment as my cock pulsed and the heat built.

Kasey broke off the kiss and sat upright. She ground my cock deep inside her, circling her hips. She reached behind her head and pulled out her ponytail holder, letting her long dark hair flow like an obsidian river over her shoulders and down her back.

The sight nearly made me come on the spot, and I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut for a moment for fear I would come too soon.

Kasey placed her hands on my muscled abs and changed from a front-to-back grind to an up and down bounce. Her lips parted, and she gazed down at me, locking her eyes on mine as she bobbed up and down, moaning loud and long.

“Baby, you fuck me so good,” Kasey said, between her breathless grunts. “Never stop fucking me.”

My cock strobed, and the urge to come intensified, growing more urgent by the second. For now, I mentally resisted and held my imminent explosion at bay while Kasey rode me like a rodeo bull.

Our skin slapped together and Kasey’s big beautiful breasts circled her chest, slapping together as I watched my wet cock glide in and out of her perfect little pussy. With every thrust, Kasey clamped down on my cock and twerked her hips forward, dialing up the pleasure to twelve.

Kasey’s moans turned into shouts, and she held my gaze, not even trying to stay quiet. Her chest heaved and her stomach quivered. “I’m gonna come. Baby, come up with me.”

I held onto my orgasm by the slightest wisp of my frayed mental resistance. Her words hit me like a mental sledgehammer, and my resistance crumbled. Deep inside the milk chocolate beauty, my cock pulsed like a machine gun, and my thoughts were nothing more than a hazy cloud of pure lust, driven by a need to come. “I’m not gonna make it. Kase, I’m gonna come. Can’t stop it.”

Kasey picked up my hands in hers and laced her fingers in mine. She came to a stop and pinned my cock deep inside her before pitching her hips forward, fully impaling herself on my rigid manhood. Her eyes rolled over and a wash of goose bumps flashed across her chest. Her stomach spasmed and her pussy flashed, clamping down on my cock as the world turned white, and with a primordial grunt, I exploded inside her.

The orgasm hit me so hard I sort of left my body for a moment. I grunted as I shot a massive load of cum directly into Kasey’s awaiting womb. Again and again, I gushed sticky jets of cum as my head floated in orgasmic ecstasy, and I locked eyes with Kasey.

Kasey’s mouth hung open, and her face warped with orgasmic ecstasy. She squeezed my hands in hers and wailed loud enough to rouse the wildlife. She tried to speak, but the words came out as gibberish nonsense before she fell forward and pinned my hands behind my head.

Her soft breasts mashed against my chest, bulging outward on either side while she found my mouth with hers. Our tongues swam together as my orgasm crested, but my cock spasmed, spitting out cum as my mind returned to my body.

As our mini-make-out session deepened, Kasey milked her hips, completely draining me until my cock went still. A full minute later, Kasey broke off the kiss and sat upright, smiling down at me.

She smiled, wearing a look of total satisfaction. “You were even better than I imagined.”

“I came so hard I nearly stroked out,” I said, causing Kasey to giggle.

“Shall we survey the wreckage?” she asked.

“More like a flood,” I said. “I just kept coming and coming.”

“Me too,” Kasey said. “I think I met Jesus.”

We laughed and Kasey slipped off my cock, letting it spring free before she sat back on my upper thighs.

My cock glistened under the stars, and pearly cum bubbled from my engorged tip. Kasey braced herself on my ankles and balanced her hips on my upper thighs. Together, we gazed down at her pussy.

A thick string of sticky cum oozed from her puckered hole and trailed down her inner thigh. A pearly white bubble filled her hole before Kasey contracted her pussy and another heavy load slid out before running over her pussy where it disappeared inside her ass crack.

“Mother of God,” Kasey said. “That is a river of cum.” She smiled at me. “Do I turn you on that much?”

I chuckled. “Baby, you would turn on a gay eunuch. Give me ten minutes, and I’ll be ready for round two.”

Kasey pushed herself forward and stretched out atop me, flattening my cock against her tight tummy. “I knew stargazing was a good idea.”

I cupped Kasey’s perfect ass in my hands and drag my fingertips across her smooth flesh. “The stars are out? I hadn’t noticed.”

Kasey giggled and kissed me. “We should make this a weekly routine.”

“We might even occasionally look at the stars,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll use star reading to name you as my soulmate. Ms. May can go fuck herself.”

“I don’t need Ms. May or anyone else to tell me how I feel. You’re mine. I’m yours. Case closed.”

Kasey grinned and kissed me. “You’re my kind of fortune teller.”


Chapter thirteen
Lucky Number Seven


Kasey and I didn’t go to the hotel. Instead, we slept under the stars and made love twice more before we fell asleep under a soft blanket with only the stars, the moon, and soft music to keep us company. We woke the next morning and made love one more time before we packed up and I took Kasey out for breakfast.

Once again, our conversation flowed effortlessly, and we lost track of time, having to rush to get home for our classes. We barely made it back on campus before the start of my math class, and the rest of the day proceeded without a hitch.

Kasey had put my mind at ease, and I felt good heading into my date with Gabby. Gabby and I had spent most of the day trading flirtatious text messages while we arranged a time and place for me to pick her up. We planned a traditional dinner date, and when I arrived to pick her up at the sorority, I found the dark blonde beauty waiting for me on the front step.

As I approached, Gabby smiled and jumped to her feet. She half skipped down the sidewalk to meet me, and to my surprise, she pulled me into a fierce hug, followed by a full kiss on the lips.

She hugged me again, this time even harder, as if we hadn’t seen each other in a year. In some ways, we hadn’t. It felt like we were long-lost lovers making up for lost time.

“I missed you,” Gabby said with her face buried in my shoulder.

The unexpected show of affection instantly put me at ease, and I relaxed as I drew her into an even tighter hug. I lifted the petite beauty off her feet, earning a giggle in response.

“I missed you too,” I said, and buried my nose behind her ear, kissing her high on the neck as I inhaled her clean scent.

Gabby wore a casual, loose-fitting, light blue summer dress. The dress was sleeveless with a V-shaped neckline, and the edge of her white bra showed inside the sleeves.

I felt her big breasts mash into my chest, and as I returned her to her feet, I kissed her high on the cheek.

Gabby picked up my hand in hers and we laced our fingers together with a familiarity that felt oddly natural despite the very little time we had spent together. But given our mystical view of our past lives, the instant intimacy shouldn’t have surprised me.

I gazed into her beautiful, angelic face, and my stomach spun with butterflies. “You have your pick from one of three different restaurants,” I said. “It depends on what we’re in the mood for.”

I was about to list off the restaurants when Gabby’s smile faded, and she picked up my other hand, twining her fingers with mine. She gave me a worried look. “We have a slight change of plans.”

I internally deflated and hoped she wasn’t canceling our date. The raw ache of disappointment settled into my stomach, and I mentally prepared to call it a night.

The disappointment on my face must have been obvious, because Gabby squeezed my hands reassuringly.

“My sister called,” Gabby said. “She has to attend a work function. Her babysitter bailed, and she asked if I could help.”

I wasn’t sure if this meant I couldn’t tag along, but it didn’t hurt to ask. “I’m great with kids if you’d like a second hand.”

Gabby’s entire face lit with a radiant smile, and she pulled me into another kiss, this one longer and involving a flash of tongue. When she came away, her hazel eyes shimmered with unbridled happiness. “I was really hoping you’d say that.”

I relaxed and breathed out a sigh of relief. “For a minute, I thought you were going to cancel. I’ll spend time with you any way I can get it.”

“Ditto,” she said. “From now on, we’re a team.”

“How far away does your sister live?”

“About thirty minutes,” Gabby said. “There’s only one problem, and I hope it’s not really a problem. She needs me to spend the night. They won’t be home until tomorrow morning.”

I couldn’t help the huge grin that split my cheeks. “Hopefully, there are enough bedrooms to go around.”

Gabby rolled her eyes. “We only need one bed, dummy.” She popped on her toes and gave me another kiss. “Unless you don’t want to sleep in the same bed as me.”

“I’m more than okay sharing a bed,” I said. “Is there anything else, or should we get going?”

Gabby smiled and squeezed my hand. “I’m all yours, baby. Let’s go.”

I leaned in and laid another kiss on her glossy pink lips. “That you are.”

Gabby giggled, and we made our way down the sidewalk, then climbed into Nora’s SUV. And for the second evening in a row, I drove Nora’s SUV off campus with yet another perfect ten beauty.

We spent the next thirty minutes catching up and comparing the visions of our past lives. The memories of the vision were quickly fading, but we found some overlap and, surprisingly, a lot of Gabby’s visions didn’t feature only us. She didn’t expand on why that was the case, but I had a feeling she knew more than she was letting on. I was confident that when she was ready to tell me, she would, so I let it go.

Gabby’s sister lived in an upscale suburban neighborhood on the outskirts of town. We had no sooner walked in the front door when Gabby’s sister handed off her two-year-old daughter, Lucy, and pointed to a set of instructions on the kitchen counter. Gabby only half listened as she greeted her niece, hugging and kissing the little girl while Gabby’s sister went over the litany of phone numbers, locations, and emergency contacts. Two minutes later, Gabby’s sister and her husband were out the door, leaving us alone with Lucy.

Lucy was not only adorable, but well behaved. Gabby and I took her outside to play. We taught her how to blow bubbles and we chased her around the backyards. When it came time for Lucy’s dinner, I carried Lucy inside while Gabby pulled Lucy’s dinner together.

“I think Grace made us a casserole. It’s in the fridge,” Gabby said. “I’ll throw it in the oven to warm up and get Lucy her dinner.”

Grace was Gabby’s sister. “Sounds great. I’ll entertain Lucy for a few.”

Gabby knew her way around her sister’s kitchen, which didn’t surprise me. I got the feeling they were very close. And this clearly wasn’t Gabby’s first time babysitting her niece. Without so much as a glance at Grace’s instructions, Gabby put together a healthy, yet appealing, dinner for Lucy.

Someday, Gabby would make an exceptional mother, and I wondered how many times we had lived through a scene just like this. She was not only soul-crushingly beautiful, but she was kind, smart, and had a ton of patience. The first time I met her, I had mistaken Gabby for a ditzy blonde simply because of her beauty, but that wasn’t her at all. Gabriella Higgins was a catch.

As Lucy played with a set of blocks in the family room, I watched Gabby move around the kitchen with a simple confidence that made the beautiful sorority co-ed that much more alluring.

Something inside me clicked, and at that moment, I truly fell in love with her. Love is funny that way. You never know when it will strike.

Gabby must have felt my gaze because she looked up at me and flashed a semi-embarrassed smile. “You’re staring.”

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

Gabby flashed me a bright smile and tucked a lock of her dark blonde hair behind her ear. “I’m not that pretty.” She picked up a plastic plate topped with food fit for a two-year-old. “Lucy’s dinner is ready. Can you please put her in her high chair for me?”

With Lucy in my arms, I swung past Gabby and stopped in front of her. I picked up her chin, until she looked me in the eye, then I leaned in for a quick kiss, eliciting a giggle from the inquisitive two-year-old.

“You’re an extremely attractive woman,” I said. “And I’m a very, very lucky man.”

Gabby blushed as her smile widened. She popped on her toes to kiss me again. “We’re both lucky, but we can thank fate for the assist.”

I strapped Lucy in her high chair and Gabby gave Lucy her dinner. She started back for the kitchen, when I stopped her.

“Wait a sec, babe. I’ll take care of the casserole,” I said. “You sit and enjoy your niece.”

Gabby blinked and stared at me for a long moment before she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my neck. She pushed up on her toes and drew me into a long, sweet kiss. When she came away, her hazel eyes glowed with an emotion I recognized all too well — love.

“Thanks,” she said. “The plates are in the cabinet to the left of the sink.”

I pulled the casserole from the oven and filled our plates before joining Gabby at the table with Lucy. I sat down and Gabby picked up my hand, then pulled it onto her lap as she laced her fingers together with mine.

As she picked up her fork in her free hand, she gave me a warm smile. “Thanks for coming and being such a huge help. It means a lot.”

I leaned over and kissed Gabby. “Anytime, beautiful lady.”

After we kissed, Lucy giggled and demanded that we kiss again. Gabby and I accommodated the two-year-old, and I kissed Gabby three more times before Lucy seemed satisfied.

“She’s already a great wing woman,” I said.

“Lucy likes you,” Gabby said. “She’s such a flirt.”

As Lucy ate, I used the lull in the conversation to bring up Ms. May and what she said about having only six soulmates instead of seven.

Gabby listened and nodded along, and just like Kasey, she shrugged it off. In fact, all the ladies seemed ambivalent to Ms. May’s reading, as if it barely mattered.

“While I believe in mysticism, I don’t think one person can know everything,” Gabby said. “Listen to your heart, and you’ll know the truth. Do you believe that you and I are soulmates?”

“Obviously,” I said. “Yes. I’m one hundred percent confident.”

Gabby smiled and kissed me. “Good. Me too. What about Kasey?”

“I feel the same way about Kasey,” I said. “There’s no doubt in my mind.”

“Then Ms. May is wrong, or she’s playing you,” Gabby said. “Whatever the case, you shouldn’t take her word as law. If it makes you feel better, we can all go talk to her together.”

“Okay, but that’s enough talk about Ms. May. For now, I want to enjoy my time with you and Lucy.”

We ate dinner, chatting happily with Lucy until the little girl wanted out of her high chair. After dinner, I helped Gabby clean up and the three of us sat down on the couch and watched an old Pixar movie that kept Lucy glued to the screen.

After the movie, Gabby picked up Lucy and smiled at me. “I’ll give Lucy a bath and put her to bed. Save my seat.”

I patted the couch beside me. “I’ll put up a reserved sign.”

Gabby leaned in for one last kiss before she disappeared upstairs, chatting with Lucy as she went. A few minutes later, the sound of running water came from the second floor and I settled back into the leather cushions. As the bath water ran, I surfed channels until I settled on an old movie I thought Gabby might enjoy.

Fifteen minutes went by, then twenty. After thirty minutes, I considered checking on the situation. Was Lucy refusing to go to sleep? I was just about to offer Gabby my help when I heard Gabby’s voice call out from upstairs.

“Matt, can you come upstairs and help me? It’s the door at the end of the hallway.”

I frowned and tossed aside the remote before crossing through the house and climbing the stairway. At the top of the stairs, I spotted the door Gabby mentioned. It was slightly ajar, with light filtering through the crack.

I pushed open the door and stepped into the master bedroom. The bed was empty and so was the rest of the room. I was about to call out for Gabby, when she spoke again.

“I’m in here. Will you please shut the bedroom door behind you?”

I turned to my right and gazed through the open bathroom door. Gabby sat inside a spacious bathtub filled with white, fluffy soap suds.

Adrenaline spiked in my veins, and my head swooned as a rush of butterflies took flight in my stomach.

Gabby giggled. “You should see the look on your face.”

I licked the dryness from my lips and took a tentative step forward. “I hope Lucy isn’t buried under all those suds.”

Gabby giggled again and shook her head. “We had some fun with a bubble bath, and I thought you and I might have a different kind of fun in the bubble bath.”

Her long hair was still dry and piled atop her head, secured with a clip. The water sloshed beneath the suds, and I imagined Gabby’s very naked and very voluptuous body beneath.

Heart pounding, my cock stirred in my pants, thickening as I tried to steady my breathing. “What happens if Lucy wakes up?”

Gabby pointed to the baby monitor sitting atop the bathroom counter. “Advanced warning radar. Lucy’s a heavy sleeper and she’s super tired. We’ll be fine.”

I nodded and turned to close the bedroom door. When I turned back to the bathroom, I eyed Gabby as my cock stiffened until it bulged inside my jeans.

Gabby’s long, toned leg appeared above the suds, glistening with wetness. Red polished toenails capped her dainty feet, and she caressed her calf muscle, then ran her hands lower before they disappeared under a veil of suds.

I pulled my shirt over my head, drawing a leering gaze from Gabby. Her eyes canvassed my muscled chest and dipped lower, scanning my six-pack abs. Her nostrils flared with lust, and she sloshed in the tub, sitting upright with the suds splitting just enough to reveal the swell of her enticing cleavage.

I tossed aside my shirt and reached for the front of my jeans. My cock formed a steel-hard cylinder that pulsed where the denim highlighted every curve.

Gabby eyed my cock and licked her lips, her eyes radiating wanton lust.

I worked the button loose on my jeans and pulled them off, leaving me clad in only my briefs. With my cock twitching, I peeled off my briefs, leaving me completely naked before Gabby’s ravenous gaze.

“Other guys must really hate you,” Gabby said. “Handsome and muscular, with a porn star’s cock. What’s a girl to do?”

I grinned as I stepped forward, unabashedly showing her the goods. “Oh… I may have a few ideas.”

Gabby giggled and chewed her lower lip as she eyed my cock and slipped her hand between her legs.

I stepped into the opposite end of the tub from Gabby, savoring the hot water as it circled my calves. “I was a really late bloomer. The teasing was relentless. When I was sixteen, I started adding height and muscle. That’s when I hit the free weights. My job also helped. Manual labor makes a body strong.”

“I’m surprised Zoe lets you out of her sight. I’ll have to send her a thank you note.”

As I descended into the suds, Gabby kept her eyes locked on my cock until it disappeared under the white fluff. The hot water sank into my flesh, and I sighed under a wave of relaxation.

“This was a great idea,” I said. “Hopefully, your sister doesn’t get pissed we’re using their tub.”

Gabby grinned and inched forward, finding my cock with her feet. “Oh, she’s been messaging me all night about you. The tub was her idea.”

“I knew I liked your sister.”

Gabby giggled and curled her toes over my knob. She used her free foot to stroke my aching shaft. Pleasure buzzed the back of my brain, and I reached out and grabbed her feet, caressing each arch with my thumb.

“That feels amazing,” I said, then sighed with satisfaction.

“You’re really hard,” Gabby said as she grabbed my cock between both of her feet and gently stroked.

I raised an eyebrow. “Have you looked in a mirror lately? How could I not be hard?”

Gabby giggled. “I can’t compare to Zoe. Her body is amazing.”

I massaged Gabby’s feet as she continued playing with my cock. “You are every inch as beautiful as Zoe, and I can’t wait to discover the treasures lurking under those suds.”

“Baby, I’m all yours. Plunder away, but first there’s something I wanted to tell you. It’s not really a big deal, but it applies to our situation.”

“Our situation being?”

“The harem,” Gabby said.

I winced and sighed. “Right. Can we find a new name? The term makes me sound like a misogynistic pig hoarding beautiful women while I sit on a throne and you all hand feed me grapes.”

“Well, you are hoarding beautiful women, but you aren’t misogynistic. We can argue semantics later. First, I need for you to hear me out.”

I caressed my way up Gabby’s legs and massaged each of her calf muscles while my cock pulsed between her squirming feet. “Speak, my little mermaid, from the deeps.”

Gabby smiled and squeezed my cock between her feet. “It’s about Zoe and, well, everybody else. But mostly Zoe.”

A kernel of worry pinged the back of my brain. “Is this bad news?”

Gabby shook her head. “No. Not at all. It’s good news, but it’s leaving me feeling a tad bit insecure.”

I frowned. “What’s bothering you?”

“Remember how I said that all my visions weren’t about us?”

I squeezed her calves in my hands and sighed. “I thought something seemed off when we were in the car.”

Gabby nodded. “I’m, like, one-hundred percent sure that the other women in my visions were the ladies in our family.”

“You mean Zoe, Nora, Bella, Mia, Heather, and Kasey?”

Gabby nodded. “It’s part of the reason I didn’t freak out about Kasey. She was in my vision. They were all there.”

“We’ve been in a harem before?”

“I think we’re always in a harem,” Gabby said. “We’re all connected. Not just me and you.”

That was great news, and I felt better than ever about Kasey. “Do we have everyone accounted for? Are there any other women lurking on the horizon?”

Gabby shook her head. “We’re all present and accounted for. In this life, the sorority brought us all together.”

“That’s reassuring, because my dance card is full. With seven days in the week, the math works.”

Gabby smiled as she continued playing with my cock, but something more was on her mind. “Why the insecurity?”

“I told you it was about Zoe.”

“Right. What about her?”

“Zoe never remembers her past lives, but she was your first love. In every life, she’s always your first love.”

That actually made sense. “And you feel like that makes our love less?”

Gabby shrugged and gazed into the suds.

“Gabriella Higgins, I love you in this life, the last life, and the one that comes after this. You are not second, third or seventh. It’s a seven way tie for first. Got it?”

Gabby smiled and met my gaze. “You love me?”

I grabbed Gabby’s ankles and dragged her across the tub toward me. The blonde beauty giggled as I scooped her up and onto my lap. I cradled her sublime ass in both hands as I gazed into her beautiful hazel eyes. “Seven is a lucky number, and I just rolled a seven.”

Gabby gazed into my eyes and settled her hands on my chest, lightly caressing my flesh with her fingertips. “Did you know that there are seven wonders, seven colors in the rainbow, and seven seas?”

My cock throbbed, hard as nails, where it rested against her taut tummy. I drew her even closer, squeezing her ass as my pulse quickened. I fought the urge to check out her chest. “It looks like someone has been doing her research.”

Wearing a satisfied smile, Gabby leaned forward and kissed me on the lips as she gently ground her pussy against my achingly hard cock. She ran her hands up my chest, over my shoulders, and through the thick hair at the base of my neck. “Ancient Greeks considered seven the number of perfection.”

“And there are seven days in the week,” I said, causing Gabby to sprout an even wider smile.

“Exactly.”

“Gabby, it doesn’t matter if I met you first or last. I love you times seven.”

Her eyes twinkled with joy, and she reached a hand under the water before I felt her fingers squeeze my ultra-hard cock. “I love you too.”

As Gabby stroked me, I slid one hand off her ass and scooped up her round, springy, and very soapy breast. Her hard nipple slipped through my open fingers, and I squeezed her perfect mound, filling my palm with her buttery soft flesh.

I stole a glance at Gabby’s breasts, and they exceeded my lofty expectations. They were big and round, with pale-pink, quarter-sized, pale areolas, capped with dainty, bite-sized nipples. They sat high on her chest, with her nipples upturned slightly, showing not a hint of sag and appearing every bit as spectacular as Zoe’s.

My head spun with a wellspring of desire, and I ached to be inside her. I leaned forward, and we kissed, slowly at first until Gabby parted her lips and hungrily sucked my tongue into her mouth. Using her thumb, she circled my glans and played with my knob as her soft moans filled my mouth. Pleasure curled my toes, and I rocked my body forward, pressing our bodies together.

Gabby shifted her hips, rocking her slippery pussy against my throbbing shaft. We broke off the kiss to come up for air, and Gabby’s eyes glazed over with fevered lust. Her lips parted and her chest heaved as she gazed into my eyes. “Make love to me.”

I was too far gone to care about protection. In fact, the devil inside me wanted to get her pregnant. Her touch and scent consumed me, and rationality fled from my brain. I couldn’t get enough of her and her words only fueled my burning desire. I released Gabby’s breast and returned both hands to her ass before gently lifting her off my lap.

With her hand circling my cock, Gabby dragged my tip along her hot, slippery slit and a monstrous wall of pleasure swept over me. I moaned, and my head strobed with sticky pleasure while Gabby kept her eyes locked on mine. Her breasts jiggled as the soaps suds slid away, revealing her full chest in all its extraordinary glory.

She was truly a sight to behold, and if my harem ever had a beauty contest, she might very well come out on top. Gabby guided my cock inside her perfect little honey hole, where I met a wall of resistance. My cock throbbed, expanding as she impaled herself on my manhood, inching me deeper as she let out a long, low moan. Gabby’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she seemed to lose herself as I made her pussy mine, once and forever.

The raw pleasure was so intense, I paused for a moment out of fear of coming too fast. I focused on Gabby’s beautiful face, giving myself a moment to recede from the edge.

Gabby braced herself by placing her hands on my shoulders and gently rocked her hips as the water sloshed around her trim waistline. “Baby, you’re stretching me out like nothing ever has.”

I squeezed Gabby’s ass, lifting and lowering her onto my steel hard shaft, loosening her pussy one millimeter at a time.

Gabby rocked her hips, and her slippery breasts snaked over my upper chest, and I savored the feeling of her hard nipples digging into my skin.

My cock throbbed and my heart pounded so hard, I felt it in my temples. Heat radiated from the water as the bubbles dissipated around us, giving me a full view of Gabby’s phenomenal body. Her scent wrapped me in a hazy wash of pheromones, and a light sheen of perspiration coated Gabby’s forehead.

She was every man’s dream girl, with a figure built for sex and a face made for Hollywood. Her glossy pink lips looked so soft and kissable, my head spun just imagining them wrapped around my cock.

I groaned as I pitched my hips upward, driving deep until my cock fully impaled the sorority house princess.

“Fuck,” I said, moaning as Gabby worked her hips, grinding my cock deep inside her warm, tight depths. “You are crazy tight.”

Gabby was every bit as tight as Zoe. Maybe even tighter. She moved on my lap in slow, sinuous waves, using her hips, tummy and chest, fucking me every bit as good as Heather. She gazed at me through half-lidded eyes with her lips parted, moaning.

Bath water sloshed around us and waves built that smacked into the sides of the deep tub. Ribbons of pleasure started in my cock and flowed through my body, turning my muscles to gelatin as Gabby ran her fingers through my hair.

She leaned in and kissed me, grinding faster. Our tongues twined together, and Gabby’s breasts slipped and sloshed across my chest as she squeezed her inner wall muscles, spiking primal pleasure in the back of my brain.

I groaned into her mouth, while sucking her tongue between my lips and thrusting upward, pinning my cock deep with every pass.

It was the hottest sex of my life, and I found Gabby so irresistible there was no way I could ever pull out. I broke off the kiss long enough to gaze into Gabby’s eyes. “I’m not going to last much longer.”

“I want to feel you come inside me,” she said as she slid her hands through my hair and fucked me deep, rocking on my lap as she saw straight into my soul with her amazing hazel eyes.

Her words nearly made me come on the spot, but I resisted the urge. I slid my hands up to her slippery wet breasts and filled my palms, squeezing Gabby’s flesh between my fingers as I pushed them together, forming a tight mound of eye-popping cleavage.

Gabby churned her hips, and water sloshed. Waves cascaded across the tub and smashed against the acrylic walls, threatening to spill out onto the floor.

My cock pulsed with rapid-fire intensity and the need to come sharpened, pounding on my consciousness like a prisoner demanding freedom.

Gabby ground her hips to a halt, squeezing my cock deep inside her as she leaned forward and kissed me on the mouth. Our tongues curled together, sliding across lips and teeth as Gabby’s sweet breath swirled up my nostrils.

She broke off the kiss and cradled my face in her palms. “I’m so close, baby. Come with me.”

As my cock pulsed deep inside Gabby’s pussy, my body screamed for release. My cock throbbed, and I sucked in one sharp breath after another. I released Gabby’s breasts and brought my hands around to her ass, cradling her tight cheeks as Gabby bobbed up and down on my cock.

Gabby’s beautiful breasts bounced and jiggled, slapping together as the water sloshed and churned. My cock sizzled with heat and my wall of resistance crumbled. At the same moment, Gabby stiffened and cried out in ecstasy. She arched her back, and her body convulsed as her face contorted with orgasmic pleasure.

I squeezed Gabby’s ass and pinned my cock to the hilt as a monstrous orgasm hit me like a runaway train. With a powerful grunt, my body spasmed, and I shot a thick jet of hot cum directly into Gabby’s unprotected womb. My head spun as I fired one jet of cum after another, gushing ribbons of sticky cum deep inside the stunning beauty as we gazed into each other’s eyes.

My head swooned, and the world tilted on its axis. Steam curled up around me as my orgasm peaked and I came down the other side.

Gabby fell forward, collapsing against me. She draped her arms around my shoulders and neck while she rested her chin on my shoulder. She heaved for breath as her pussy twitched and flexed, squeezing my cock as we basked in the afterglow.

I leaned back against the wall of the tub and pulled Gabby closer. She relaxed, resting her chest against mine. She kissed her way up and down my neck, gently shifting her hips as my cock twitched with aftershocks.

I ran my hands up and down Gabby’s back, caressing her from ass to shoulders as I sucked in a deep breath and sighed with contentment.

“Well, that lived up to the hype,” I said. “I wonder how many times we’ve had sex across lifetimes. It’s like we’re custom made for each other.”

Gabby giggled and nibbled on my ear. “I came three times. I nearly passed out when you finished inside me.”

“Speaking of that… we didn’t exactly discuss our birth control options.”

Gabby sat up on my lap until we met face-to-face. “I’m not sexually active and I’m not on birth control. I’ve only had sex once before and it was a huge mistake.”

Now wasn’t the time to pry open that can of worms. For now, I wanted to focus on the matter at hand, which involved me accidentally knocking her up. “Spray and pray?”

Gabby smiled and shrugged. “You can wear a condom if that’s something you want to do.”

“I don’t want to wear a condom,” I said.

“Then you’ll have to pull out if you don’t want to come inside me.”

“You want me to come inside you unprotected?”

Gabby ran her hands over my chest and nodded.

“Aren’t you worried about pregnancy?”

Gabby shook her head. “We found each other. We’re soulmates, which means we’ll be together forever. I know I’ll love being a mom. But I understand if that’s not something you’re ready for. We’re both really young.”

I thought about it and decided to just go with it. Nora would be pregnant soon if she wasn’t already, and Zoe wouldn’t be far behind. With seven women to keep happy, a massive family was inevitable. “How about we let nature take its course? We won’t plan for it, but if it happens, it happens.”

Gabby smiled. “Let’s dry off and let nature take its course again in the guest bedroom.”

“Good idea. I’ve reached prune status.” I hefted one of Gabby’s breasts and gave it a gentle squeeze as I soaked in her incredible beauty. “Lucky number seven.”

Gabby shifted her hips forward and pinned my cock deep inside her. “You saved the best for last.”


Chapter fourteen
Love Triumphs


Gabby and I let nature take its course two more times that night before we drifted off to sleep. The next morning, we woke early to make it to class. Gabby’s sister and husband had arrived home very late, but safely. They and Lucy were still sleeping, and we didn’t see any reason to wake them.

Gabby left her sister a note and we drove home, stopping for coffee and bagels on the way. On the way home, we got on a call with all the ladies. Even though I was adamant on the path forward, we collectively decided on one last reading from Ms. May. This time, all the ladies would be present.

Later that day, Nora confirmed that Ms. May would see all eight of us on Saturday morning. I spent the rest of the week in class, studying, or romancing one of my seven beauties.

I spent Wednesday night with Nora, Thursday night with Mia, and Friday night with Bella. With Kasey and Gabby included in the group chat that I wasn’t a part of, the ladies coordinated days and times with each other, saving me a lot of headaches. Mostly, the eight of us spent our free time together, with nightly dinners at Nora’s house.

We hadn’t worked out all the kinks and occasionally, jealousy flared, but overall, the week went great. The ladies welcomed Kasey and Gabby with open arms, and the seven of them grew closer every time we came together.

When Saturday morning rolled around, we had to take two cars. In a show of solidarity, I rode with Kasey, Gabby, and Zoe while Nora drove the rest of the ladies. As we approached the farm, I grew increasingly nervous but remained determined to keep my relationship with Kasey no matter Ms. May’s reading.

Once again, we found Ms. May in her garden, and once again, she gathered us around her dormant campfire. This time, she had added two more chairs into the mix. Just like the first time, she went around the circle greeting each woman one by one, but avoided Kasey and Gabby, who sat to my right and left.

When she reached Gabby, Ms. May took her hand. Only a moment passed before Ms. May’s eyes widened as if surprised.

“You must be Gabriella. That’s such a beautiful name,” Ms. May said.

“Thank you. Yes. I’m Gabriella, but my friends call me Gabby. It’s a mouthful to say my entire name every time.”

“When did you awaken your talent?” Ms. May asked.

Gabby frowned. “I’m not following. What talent?”

Ms. May chuckled and patted Gabby’s hand. “You can feel soul strands.”

Gabby looked at me, and I shrugged. “I told her nothing.”

Gabby returned her attention to Ms. May. “I don’t know, but maybe? It’s more like intuition than an emotion. I can’t really explain it.”

“Hold on to that thought,” Ms. May said. “We’ll come back to it soon enough.”

Ms. May skipped past me and picked up Kasey’s hand. “You are absolutely beautiful. You’re Kasey?”

Kasey smiled sweetly. “Yes ma’am. It’s nice to meet you.”

Ms. May squeezed Kasey’s hand. “You have a beautiful aura. You come from a loving family.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Kasey said.

Ms. May closed her eyes and held Kasey’s hand before a warm smile lit her face. A moment later, she opened her eyes and patted Kasey’s hand. “We’ll talk more. First, I need to have a conversation with your beau.”

Across the campfire, Mia frowned and leaned over to whisper in Bella’s ear. Bella rolled her eyes and whispered, “It means boyfriend.”

Zoe and Heather snickered, but Ms. May ignored them. She stopped before me and picked up my hand. “You’re unsettled.”

I nodded. “Your last reading really shook me. You said I have six soulmates, yet there are seven women around this fire I love deeply.”

Ms. May tapped her chin as if thinking. “You feel I got it wrong?”

I picked up both Kasey and Gabby’s hands. “I know you got it wrong. We thought that once you met Kasey and Gabby, you might change your reading.”

Ms. May nodded. “Will my reading change your decision?”

“No. But you’ve been right so often, I thought once you met Gabby and Kasey, you reading might change and give us all a little peace of mind.”

Ms. May turned her back on me and eyed Nora on the opposite side of the circle. “What do you think, dear? Would my reading change your opinion?”

Nora smiled sweetly. “Our family motto is, love always triumphs. I think your reading doesn’t matter nearly as much as the love Matthew shares with Kasey and Gabriella.”

Ms. May smiled approvingly. She glanced around the group. “Does anyone disagree with her opinion?”

The ladies remained silent. Ms. May turned to Gabby. “Tell me more about your intuition.”

Gabby seemed surprised by the sudden question and sat upright, shifting uncomfortably in her seat. “I haven’t told the rest of the group any of this. Just Matt.”

“Then I won’t put you on the spot if it’s not something you’re comfortable sharing,” Ms. May said.

“I don’t mind.” Gabby drew in a breath and let it out. “Here goes.” She seemed to find her inner resolve as she gazed at each face around the circle. “The eight of us have spent many lifetimes together.”

Heather gasped, and Mia leaned forward in her seat. Kasey’s jaw dropped. Zoe and Bella perked up, and only Nora seemed unsurprised.

Gabby gazed across the circle and met Zoe’s eyes. “Zoe was Matt’s first love. In every lifetime, Matt and Zoe fall in love first.”

Zoe’s eyes widened in shock, but I detected a slight grin from the spunky blonde beauty.

Ms. May seemed unsurprised. “Does your intuition include Kasey?”

Gabby nodded. “Yes. Kasey and Matt go a long way back. Just like we all do.”

Ms. May returned her attention to me. “Did you let Gabriella’s opinion sway you, or did you love Kasey on your own terms?”

“I fell in love with Kasey from the very first moment I laid eyes on her,” I said.

A beautiful smile blossomed on Kasey’s cheeks, and she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “I love you too, baby.”

Ms. May clasped her hands together as a joyous smile spread across her face. Then she turned to face me. “Now I can tell you. I always saw seven soul strands connecting you with the great loves of your life.”

My jaw dropped. “What? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t want to sway you,” Ms. May said. “It was important that you rise above the words of a soothsayer to draw your own conclusion.”

I didn’t know whether to laugh, cry, or punch the old bag in the mouth. “That was a lot of needless drama.”

Ms. May shrugged. “Now you know. Nora is right. Love always triumphs.”

After that, we all relaxed, and Ms. May answered the many questions the ladies had. But I had enough of fortune tellers and prophecies. I spent the next twenty minutes playing with Ms. May’s golden retriever until the girls ran out of questions.

Ms. May took Heather and Gabby aside. They chatted about their gifts while Ms. May put the rest of us to work in her garden.

Later that night, I crawled into bed with Zoe and wrapped my arms around my little blonde angel. I dipped my nose in behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck. “How’s my first love?”

Zoe giggled and pulled her arms tight around me, placing my hand firmly on her bare breast like she always did. “Your first love needs some TLC.”

I nibbled her ear and ran my hands over her lush, naked body. “Where do you want me to start?”


Chapter fifteen
Epilogue


September turned into October, and it was a week before Halloween when Nora came to me, informing me she was pregnant. That night, we all celebrated before we returned to the family home in Cincinnati to pack up the rest of Nora’s belongings.

When we arrived at the Monroe family homestead, we found a For Sale sign in the front yard. The house was empty and not in the sense that Jim wasn’t there. Nearly everything was gone, including all the furniture.

Jim had moved in with his girlfriend. She was twenty-two and pregnant with Jim’s baby. Reportedly, they were very happy.

The eight of us made quick work of moving out the rest of Nora’s things. As we made one last pass through the now empty house, I stopped by my old bedroom and stood inside the now barren room.

I couldn’t believe how far I had come in such a short span of time. The day I left for college seemed like a lifetime ago, rather than two months.

An eerie feeling washed over me. The room felt more like a tomb than the vibrant, cozy space Nora had built for us in Columbus. The scared kid who once called this place home was long gone, replaced by a confident young man certain about his future.

Warm arms wrapped around my waist from behind, and I knew without turning, they belonged to Nora. I squeezed her hands and sighed, taking in the space. “Do you remember the last time we stood in this room?”

Nora rested her head against my back. “How could I forget? I was terrified of losing you.”

I turned around and gazed into Nora’s eyes. “You knew back then we would have a child together.”

Nora popped up on her toes and kissed me while she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “I hoped, but there were no guarantees. Lucky for us, it all worked out in the end.”

I placed my hand on Nora’s womb and leaned in for another kiss. “While I love your cozy little house, we’re going to need a lot more space.”

Nora grinned. “Which is why I have scheduled a meeting with an architect next week.”

I ran my hands over Nora’s lush hips and cradled her beautiful, heart-shaped ass. “An architect?”

“I’ve included the eight of us,” she said. “We’re building a family compound, complete with all the amenities.”

“How are we going to pay for that? I know that Jim’s business did well, but that’s a lot of money.”

Nora giggled and tapped my nose. “You have no idea, do you?”

“Uh… what are you talking about?”

Nora sighed and kissed me again. “You are the most adorable man. I swear I love you more every day.”

“Thanks, but I’m really confused.”

“Who do you think fronted Jim the money for his business?”

My jaw dropped. “What?”

Nora giggled and pulled me in for another kiss. “Let’s just say I inherited a lot of money, which includes a massive plot of land outside of Columbus.”

My eyes widened. “Nora, I can’t ask you to spend — “

She cut me off with a kiss, and when she came away, her eyes smoldered with feral lust. “We’re a family, so shut up and say thank you.”

I grinned. “Thank you.”

Nora smiled and unbuttoned my pants. “That’s better. Now, tell me… was there any fantasy you ever wanted to live out with me in this room?”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat. “There’s no bed.”

Nora unzipped my pants and reached inside my briefs before filling her hand with my expanding cock. “Baby, we don’t need a bed.”

* * *


Chapter sixteen
Bonus Chapter - Shopping with Zoe


Six weeks later...

As I navigated the parking lot, jam-packed with holiday shoppers, Zoe peered out the passenger side window of our SUV, searching for a parking spot. Light snow flurries pelted the windshield, tossed sideways by the brisk December breeze. With Christmas fast approaching, Zoe’s sorority had officially entered the winter formal season, and I had foolishly promised to let her take me shopping.

“There it is,” she said, pointing out the window. “The Gentleman’s Closet.”

As a car pulled out of a nearby space, I maneuvered the giant SUV into the vacant spot near the entrance and turned off the engine.

I focused my full attention on my little blonde princess, hoping to persuade her out of this little shopping excursion. “Baby, I have plenty of clothes, and we’ve already picked out my suit for your winter formal. How about we skip shopping and go see a movie instead? I’ll even let you choose what we watch.”

Zoe glared at me. “We’re not here for a new suit. You need a new outfit for the after-party. Besides, do I need to remind you what happened the last time we went to the movies?”

I grinned as the memory replayed in my mind. “You mean last week? Why do you think I want to go see a movie? Besides, you instigated that hookup, not me.”

Despite being alone in the car, Zoe furrowed her brow and lowered her voice. “We had sex in the theater. We’re lucky they didn’t arrest us.”

“As I remember, you came as hard as you did the time Bella, you, and I got together in the hot tub. Don’t pretend you didn’t enjoy it.”

“Of course I enjoyed it,” she said, sighing as her eyes filled with desire. “I loved it, but that doesn’t mean we can continue having sex in public.”

“Once again, let me clarify: you initiated sexual activity in the Costco bathroom yesterday, not me.”

Zoe crossed her arms over her ample chest and grinned mischievously. “You should have tried to stop me.”

“Stop you? Why do you think I’m suggesting a movie instead of going shopping?”

“You’re a bad influence,” she said, but her bright smile and the twinkle in her eyes revealed her true feelings.

“So, what do you think? Let’s hit up the movies and skip the shopping. We can sit in the back, and no one will notice a thing.”

“We’re here on business,” Zoe said as she pushed open the car door. “Put on your game face and prepare yourself for battle. We have an outfit to choose.”

I despised shopping with a passion, but I loved my little blonde firecracker even more. This place had changing rooms, didn’t it? Perhaps we could blend a bit of pleasure into our business. To make that happen, I knew precisely which buttons to push.

Hand in hand, we entered the men’s clothing store, and Zoe promptly dismissed the sales clerk’s offer of assistance. I trailed behind her as she held up a variety of shirts and pants, seeking my opinion as if it truly mattered.

Even when she wasn’t trying to be sexy, I couldn't tear my eyes off her. Everything about her oozed sex from the way she moved to the sound of her voice. Her fragrance was intoxicating, driving me wild. She was a living, breathing sex doll for whom I would absolutely take a bullet.

Zoe wore her golden blonde hair in an intricate French braid with a half-updo. As she studied a shirt, a stray lock of her hair drifted over her cheek, causing my heart to skip a beat. The way she concentrated on each piece of clothing, selecting each one with love, only made me want her more.

She wore a long-sleeved, black cable-knit sweater dress that hugged every one of her stunning curves, making it impossible for me to look at anything or anyone besides her. I was already rock hard, and I wanted her as badly as I ever had. After ten minutes of browsing the shop, I could no longer resist. I had to put my hands on her.

Zoe held up a black shirt featuring a subtle print and inspected it as she held it against my chest. “This would look great with those gray slacks, don’t you think?”

I inched closer and slid my hand over her tight little rear-end giving it a gentle squeeze. My cock throbbed in my jeans, rock hard just from the sight of her.

Zoe disregarded my hand on her ass and tilted her head inquisitively, examining the shirt as she held it up to me. “I wonder if they have this in navy blue?”

I slid my hand lower, gliding it over her ass until I reached the hem of her dress. Casually, I slipped my fingers underneath, gently brushing her inner thigh with my fingertips.

Zoe looked at me with a deadpan expression. “Are you seriously feeling me up in the middle of the men’s store? Who’s the instigator again?”

I withdrew my hand from beneath her dress and slid my palm back up to her pert little bottom, where I left it resting. “Sorry, you’re simply irresistible.”

She rose onto her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. “And I love that you want me, but if you can resist for the next twenty minutes and help me choose your outfit, we can go to the movies and play in the back row.”

My head swirled with a wave of dizzy lust, and my hard cock visibly kicked in my jeans. “Seriously?”

“It’s the only way you’ll be able to focus,” she said with a shy smile. “Besides, it was really hot the last time.”

I withdrew my hand from her ass and stood up straight. “In that case, I’m all business. Let’s get that shirt and the gray pants you mentioned. I’ll meet you at the cash register.”

Zoe giggled and kissed me again. “You have to try them on first.”

I took the shirt from her hand and nodded. “Grab the pants and meet me in the changing room.”

It was the middle of a Wednesday afternoon, and the store was nearly empty. All the fitting rooms were open, so I chose the largest one at the end.

As I unbuttoned my shirt, I heard Zoe's voice outside the closed door.

“Baby, are you in there?” she asked.

I grinned. “No, but with a sexy voice like that, I could be your baby. I might even be your daddy if you ask nicely.”

Zoe giggled as she cracked the door open, handing me the pants along with a black belt. “You’re such a goofball. Try on the belt with the pants and come out to show me when you’re dressed.”

“Just come in here with me,” I said. “The store is empty.”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “You are so obvious. I’m not falling for it, Matt.”

Without another word, she closed the door, leaving me standing there with the pants and belt in hand.

With my cock throbbing in my jeans, I sighed as I stared at the closed door. “Fine,” I said, loud enough for Zoe to hear. “But don’t wander too far away.”

“I’ll be right here,” she said, her voice bright and cheerful.

The woman had me under her spell, and we both knew it. However, Zoe wasn’t immune to my charms. If I could manage to get her alone for just five minutes, I was confident I could penetrate her defenses.

I changed into the outfit that Zoe had chosen for me, and I had to admit, I looked good. “Okay, I’m coming out,” I called, raising my voice loud enough for her to hear.

I opened the changing room door and stepped into an empty hallway. Zoe was nowhere to be found.

What was it about women that they couldn't stand still in a store for two minutes? She had likely dashed off in search of more outfits for me to try on.

I walked down the hallway, not really wanting to waltz out into the store wearing these clothes. “Zoe,” I called out, raising my voice once more.

Zoe whisked around the corner and appeared in front of me, holding two shirts and a pair of pants. Her blue eyes sparkled as she took me in, smiling as she seemed to appreciate what she saw.

“Oh, I love that on you,” she said. “You look very handsome.”

“Great,” I said. “Let’s buy it and head to the movies.”

Zoe giggled. “So eager, but slow down, cowboy. I want to see how these look on you first.”

She took out her phone and snapped a picture of me before tapping a few buttons on the screen. After tucking her phone away, she returned her full attention to me. “Ok, baby. Try these on next.”

Zoe handed me the shirts and pants as I frowned at her. “What are you doing? Why did you take a picture?”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “I’m getting input from Bella and Mia. Or did you forget that you’re escorting all three of us to the winter formal?”

“This will take forever,” I said.

“Stop pouting and try them on. You’re acting worse than a six-year-old.”

“Fine, but you’re coming in with me,” I said.

Zoe sighed. “We are not having sex in the changing room.”

I laughed. “Who mentioned anything about having sex? My only goal is to keep you in this room with me so you can’t run off to find more clothes for me to try on.”

Zoe giggled. “You’re impossible.”

“Do we have a deal or not?”

“Fine,” she said. “But I want to pick out a belt to go with those brown slacks. I’ll meet you in five minutes.”

Fifteen minutes later, Zoe knocked on the door. “Baby, can I come in?”

As I anticipated this would happen, I had sat inside the changing room, scrolling through my phone until she returned. I set my phone down and opened the changing room door.

Zoe stood before me, holding two belts, and examined me from head to toe. “Why aren’t you wearing one of the new outfits I picked out for you?”

I had stripped down to my boxer shorts and hadn’t bothered to try anything else on. “Because I didn’t want to try everything on twice.”

Zoe rolled her eyes and stepped into the room, hanging the belts on a nearby hook. “Next time, I’ll just shop for you online.”

“Or I can shop for my own clothes,” I said.

Zoe giggled and kissed me. “You’re sweet, but no. Let’s try the light blue shirt with the black slacks first.”

“I just checked my phone. There’s a show that starts in fifteen minutes,” I said. “The theater is literally next door. We can buy the first outfit and still make it to the movie.”

“We haven’t picked a movie,” she said.

“Let’s be honest. Does it really matter?”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “Just try on the outfit. You’re wasting time.”

“I have another proposition for you,” I said. “I’ll try on as many outfits as your heart desires, but I would like a simple favor in return.”

“Save it for the movie, babe. You’re pushing your luck.”

“This isn’t about sex,” I said.

Zoe regarded me with skepticism. “No? Alright, I’ll take the bait.”

“I’ll try on as many outfits as you would like if you help dress and undress me.”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “I’m not getting naked.”

I laughed. “Who said you were? Just help me button and unbutton my shirt and pants. That’s all I’m asking.”

Zoe frowned. “What’s the catch?”

“There’s no catch,” I said. “I simply enjoy having you in my space.”

Her face lit up. “Aww, babe. That’s so sweet.” She rose onto her toes and kissed me again, this time allowing her lips to linger as she added a second kiss to the first.

I rested my hands on her delicate waist, just above her hips, and leaned into the kiss until we both pulled away. A hint of desire reflected in Zoe’s bright blue eyes.

“So, do we have a deal?” I asked.

Zoe extended her hand. “Deal,” she said, and we shook hands, sealing the agreement with another kiss.

“The light blue shirt and the black pants?” I asked.

Zoe nodded. “With the same black belt you wore earlier.”

“Your wish is my command,” I said, quickly putting on the shirt before stepping up to face Zoe.

Zoe rolled her eyes. “You really want me to button your shirt?”

“A deal is a deal,” I said.

Zoe giggled and dotted the center of my chest with a kiss as her eyes wandered over my chiseled pecs and six-pack abs. She began buttoning my shirt. “You’re building muscles on top of your muscles.”

I moved closer and reached down, palming Zoe’s ass in both hands. “It must be all the cardio.”

Zoe giggled as she continued to button my shirt, seeming unconcerned with me groping her ass. “I guess that’s what happens when you’re juggling so many girlfriends.”

I gently lifted her dress and ran my hands lower, gliding my palms over the smooth contours of her perfectly toned thighs. My thumb grazed the edge of her lace panties, and a rush of adrenaline coursed through my veins.

“Don’t blame me. It’s the only way I can keep up with your insatiable sexual appetite.”

A slight smile tugged at Zoe's lips. “Babe, what are you doing? My ass wasn’t part of the deal.”

“Paragraph three, section two clearly states that your ass is most definitely part of the deal,” I said.

Zoe giggled as she finished buttoning the shirt, adjusted the collar, and dotted my chin with a juicy kiss. “Okay. Time for the pants.”

With a heavy sigh, I released Zoe's bottom and retrieved the black pants she had sequestered, sliding them on while very deliberately leaving the zipper down and the clasp unfastened.

When I turned back to face her, I found Zoe’s gaze latched onto my hard cock where it tented my boxers, jutting out the front of my open zipper. She chewed her bottom lip and twirled a lock of hair around her finger while her eyes radiated her animal intent.

I couldn't suppress the grin spreading across my face, but I tried to remain as calm as possible. “Okay. I’m ready for you.”

Zoe stepped forward, leaving barely any room between us. She looked down at my stiff cock and frowned. “How am I supposed to zip up your pants with your giant boner in the way?”

I looked down at my cock while Zoe stepped forward and glided her fingertips along the outline of my hard shaft.

“You can either take care of it yourself or carefully raise the zipper in a way so as not to cripple me,” I said.

Zoe gazed up at me, her eyes filled with concern. “Have you been this hard the entire time?”

“Ever since we walked into the shop,” I said, “it’s your fault for being so beautiful.”

Zoe sighed, but to her credit, she didn’t cave in like I thought she might. Instead, she carefully adjusted my cock, pressing it up against my body while she eased the zipper up, taking great care not to injure me.

Meanwhile, I kept up the pressure. I gently lifted her sweater dress, sliding it up her toned thighs and over her ass, revealing a pair of black lace panties underneath.

My pulse quickened, and my cock throbbed, surging with desire. “You’re wearing your black panties? You know what they do to me.”

Zoe giggled as she buttoned my pants and smiled up at me. “Why do you think I picked them? But they also happen to match my dress.”

I filled my palms with Zoe’s perfect rear end, watching as her soft, springy flesh spilled between my open fingers. “Can I see the bra?”

Zoe only smiled but said nothing, letting me maul her ass without objection. “Try on the belt so we can see the complete outfit.”

“Baby, you’re killing me,” I said.

She grabbed the belt from the hook and held it up for me. “You’re only making things worse for yourself.”

With a sigh, I released her bottom, but Zoe kept her dress hiked up around her waist, signaling that she enjoyed my undivided attention.

Her resistance was crumbling. She just needed a little more convincing. I took the belt from her and put it on, but left it to her to fasten it.

“You’re up,” I said.

Zoe giggled and stepped forward, taking the belt with both hands. “You’re crazy.”

Once again, I palmed her ass and slipped my fingers beneath the waistband of her panties, mauling her bare flesh as my cock throbbed in my pants. My breathing quickened, and Zoe let out a soft moan.

“Baby, what are you doing?” she whispered. “We’re going to get in trouble.”

I lowered one hand, guiding it over the curve of her cheek and between her inner thighs. Heat radiated over my fingers as I dipped my head behind her ear, nuzzling close while inhaling her sweet, intoxicating scent.

Zoe moaned and lowered her hand, cupping the bulge in my pants as she gently squeezed. “Babe, we can’t.”

There was zero resistance in her voice, but she wasn't quite ready to fully commit. I trailed soft kisses along her neck and traced the outline of her ear with my tongue.

“Why can’t I resist you?” she whispered, her voice heavy with desire.

“Because we’re made for each other,” I whispered softly before pulling away and sliding my hands out of her panties.

Zoe looked at me, her eyes clouded with confusion. “Why did you stop?”

“Because you told me to,” I said. “And I’m keeping up my end of the deal.”

A look of frustration flashed in Zoe's eyes. “But what if I want to break the deal?”

I raised a questioning eyebrow. “Do you?”

Zoe sighed and gazed past me, her eyes fixed on the mirror. “Turn around, baby. Let’s see how you look in this outfit.”

I followed her instructions, and we looked into the mirror together. Zoe frowned, assessing me. “I think I like the first outfit better. What do you think?”

It was important to her that I didn’t simply mail in my opinion. Answering with something like, ‘I don’t know’, or ‘Whatever you think’ would only disappoint her. She was doing this for me and genuinely valued my input.

“Definitely the first shirt,” I said. “But I like the style of these pants, even though the color wouldn’t match the first shirt.”

Zoe smiled at me in the mirror, her face glowing. “Wow, babe. You’re really paying attention.”

Would I have been shopping for this outfit without her? Absolutely not. But watching her face light up made the entire experience worthwhile. “I want to look my best for you.”

Zoe wrapped her arms around my waist and hugged me from behind. “Thank you, baby. I love you so, so much.”

I leaned down to kiss her, and Zoe shifted to face me, wrapping her arms around my neck. She pulled me into another kiss, quickly parting her lips as our tongues danced together.

She moaned softly into my mouth as she tugged at my belt, loosening it as we deepened the kiss.

My cock strobed with quick pulses, diamond hard and throbbing, aching for release. I slipped my fingers inside the waistband of Zoe's panties and gently guided them down over her hips, allowing them to fall around her ankles.

Zoe's hands trembled as she swiftly unbuttoned my shirt, her fingers deftly working until the last button came undone. She pulled away from our kiss, whisked the shirt off my arms, and tossed it aside.

As Zoe ran her palms up and down my muscular chest, I gently dipped my finger inside her soaking wet pussy and then back out again. I slid my middle finger along her slit and teased her cherry clit, causing Zoe to moan loudly until I covered her mouth with mine, and we kissed.

Zoe fumbled with my pants, loosening the button before quickly lowering the zipper. Her nostrils flared as her warm breath brushed against my upper lip, and her tongue entwined with mine before she drew it deep into her mouth.

I worked my finger in and out of her pussy while I used my thumb to toy with her clit. Her wetness trailed down my fingers, and I could tell she was already close to her first climax.

Zoe pulled down my pants, taking my boxers with them. My cock sprang free like a coiled Jack-in-the-box before bouncing off her stomach and coming to a stop.

I gently pulled away from my little blonde angel and swiftly grasped the hem of her sweater dress. Zoe raised her arms high above her head, her blue eyes sparkling with desire. In one fluid motion, I lifted the dress over her head, and her springy breasts tumbled free, still encased in her black lace bra.

Without wasting another moment, I scooped Zoe into my arms. She wrapped her long, toned legs around my waist and grasped my shoulders.

She leaned in for a quick kiss, then pulled away, panting for breath as she gazed into my eyes. “We have to be quick,” she whispered.

I gazed deep into her blue eyes as I dredged her slit with my hard tip, eliciting moans from the gorgeous blonde. Zoe shifted her hips from front to back, grinding her pussy against my manhood, panting for breath as she gazed at me through her half-lidded eyes. Stray locks of her hair spilled from her tight French braid, floating over her temples, only adding to her overwhelming allure.

“Fuck me, baby,” she said. “Put it in deep.”

My head flashed with arousal as I slipped inside her, moaning with pleasure as her tight pussy clamped down around my steel hard shaft.

In one swift stroke, I plunged deep inside her warm, tight pussy, my legs trembling as adrenaline coursed through my body.

Zoe's eyes rolled back in her head, and her body quivered as her stomach spasmed with three quick bursts. “Oh — baby — ungghh….”

She was already coming, and I wasn’t far behind. With my hands planted on her ass, I crossed the room and pressed her against the changing room wall. Stealing a glance in the mirror, I caught a full-length view of our intertwined bodies.

Deep inside her, my cock throbbed as her pussy spasmed around my shaft, rapidly contracting as her orgasm played out. I balanced her ass in one hand and pulled down her bra strap, freeing one of her perfectly round D-Cup sized breasts as I shifted my hips, fucking her in slow, deep strokes.

Zoe's orgasm passed, and she pulled her other bra strap over her shoulder, freeing both of her flawless breasts as she tightened her legs around my waist. Her taut nipples crowned her pink, puffy, quarter-sized areolas, and her breasts swayed in rhythm with the motion of our hips while the sounds of our intimacy echoed within the changing room.

Waves of pleasure started in my cock and flowed throughout my body, igniting a surge of adrenaline. I leaned in and inhaled one of Zoe’s fat nipples, drawing it between my lips as she pressed her chest against my face and ran her fingers through my hair.

I quickened my pace, thrusting in and out of her tight pussy as I fought the urge to moan. Zoe's tongue flashed in my ear, sending a wave of goosebumps cascading down my neck and shoulders.

My arousal pulsed like a drumbeat in the back of my mind, intensifying as a monstrous orgasm brewed in my depths. I swirled my tongue around Zoe’s taut nipple and gave it one last suck before pulling away, wanting to look her in the eyes as I came.

Zoe held on tight, grinding my cock deep inside her tight pussy. She held my gaze as her mouth hung open and she panted for breath. With every thrust, her moans grew louder, but I didn’t care who heard or what might happen once we finished.

“Oh, baby, I’m close again,” Zoe said. “Come with me.”

I quickened my pace, fucking her so hard and fast, her hips clapped off my midsection as the thin wall of the changing room vibrated behind Zoe's back.

My cock sizzled, hot and red, as it flashed in and out of her tight pussy. Arousal swelled in my cock until I reached my end.

Zoe's breasts moved in unison, creating a rhythmic slap as she worked her hips, perfectly matching my tempo until I could hardly bear it any longer. Her eyes glazed over, and she tightened her legs around my waist, pinning my cock to the root as her stomach convulsed with a second orgasm.

“Baby, I’m coming,” I said, prompting Zoe to lock her ankles behind my back and pull me even deeper inside her pussy.

My orgasm struck me like a wrecking ball. With a grunt, I thrust forward and erupted inside her, gushing hot sticky cum deep inside the love of my life. I spurted, load after load, as my head spun, dizzy with lust. My legs buckled, yet I remained upright, filling my little blonde angel with an unrelenting river of my virulent seed.

Zoe soaked in every drop, never breaking eye contact with me as her chest rose and fell, a light sheen of perspiration glistening on her forehead. She pulled herself up and off the wall and settled completely in my arms before pulling me into a deep kiss.

As I emptied the last of my load inside her, her tongue filled my mouth while my arms and legs trembled from the constant rush of adrenaline. I cupped her ass in both hands and shifted her hips, milking my cock in her velvety soft depths until I had relieved every last ounce of tension.

Zoe pulled away from our kiss, smiling at me. “Let the record show that you broke our deal first. This time, it’s your fault.”

I chuckled and nuzzled behind her ear. “I don’t think so, Zoe Peaches. You were the one who pulled out my cock first.”

Zoe giggled and scrunched her neck as if my kisses were tickling her. “It was pretty hot.”

“The hottest,” I said. “You drive me wild.”

Zoe ran her hand over my bare chest and looked me in the eye. “Are you still up for that movie?”

“What about the outfit?”

Zoe shrugged. “When I saw you in that black shirt, I knew it was the one.”

I laughed in disbelief. “You planned all this?”

She grinned slyly. “Haven’t you learned? I know exactly how to push your buttons. The teasing only made it hotter.”

“God, I love you.”

Zoe giggled. “I love you too, but we should probably get dressed before the store calls the cops on us.”

“Let’s just buy everything. That should make us even.”

I lowered Zoe to the ground and my cock slipped free, glistening with our combined essence. Pearly cum oozed from my tip and my cock swayed in the air, as rock hard as ever.

“You’re still hard?” Zoe asked.

I rolled my eyes and said, “Don’t act surprised.”

She giggled. “I guess you can save it for the theater.”

I looked down at her pussy and smiled as a long rivulet of cum stretched down her inner thigh. “Sorry for the mess.”

She shot me a dubious look. “No, you’re not. Fortunately for you, I happen to love feeling your cum inside me.”

I rubbed my chin and studied her closely. “Maybe you should ditch the panties. That would make things easier at the theater.”

Zoe grabbed her panties and slid them up her legs and over her hips, sealing my cum inside her. “No way, big boy. I’ve got to make you work for it.”

She adjusted her bra straps back into place, then I helped her in putting on her dress. Moments later, we had both finished dressing and stepped out of the changing room hand in hand.

We plopped down all the clothes on the sales counter, but the red-faced female clerk wouldn’t even meet our gaze.

“Did you find everything you needed, sir?” the salesclerk asked.

I playfully grabbed a handful of Zoe’s ass and grinned. “And then some.”


Also by Rex Sterling


Back Home Harem: Complete Box Set
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One man proves you can come back home again…

Steve Erickson’s life is a mess. Five years ago, Steve moved his family west to build a thriving business. Where his business flourished, his marriage crumbled. But Steve and his beautiful buxom wife Angie, aren’t ready to throw in the towel. On the brink of divorce, the couple agrees on a wild plan. They want to move home where they first fell in love and left behind their old friends.


Eager to rekindle their old flame, Steve and Angie move home, bringing their son, Max, with them. There’s only one problem — their new house isn’t ready.


Steve’s lifelong best friend, multi-millionaire Jim Fields, and his stunning blonde wife, Gretta, open their home to Steve and his family. When Steve arrives, he discovers paradise is exactly what it seems. Now it’s time to heal old wounds and restart old friendships.


But every relationship comes with temptations. For Steve, those temptations start and stop with his best friend’s wife, Gretta, and their three drop-dead gorgeous, college-aged daughters. During a welcome home party, Steve reacquaints himself with bratty blonde Lillie and her sisters Jenna and Becca. Their brazen flirtations make Steve realize he’s treading deep water.


When someone shows up in Steve’s bed in the middle of the night, that deep water threatens to pull him under. Is it his wife Angie who had a few too many cocktails during the welcome home party? Or is the mystery lady Gretta Fields who shares a secret past with Steve? Or is it one of her three daughters, each jockeying for a position to win Steve’s heart? It’s up to Steve to unravel that mystery one lady at a time.


With summer in full swing, the bikinis are on and the pool’s wide open. Can Steve resist temptation? Or will his marriage flame out?


This box set contains all four books in the Back Home Harem series, including Mystery Lady, Dream Dates, Bachelor Auction, and Pageant Princess! Read the entire series from start to finish that follows forty-two-year-old, Steve Erickson, as he comes back home to build his dream life, save his marriage, and build a harem along the way.

They're Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set
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When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…

For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.

For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.

But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.


Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.

This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.

Bloodline Harem: Complete Box Set
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The chance of a lifetime with a trio of untouchable beauties…

Jack Baron has a major crush on his best friend’s big sister. The twenty-year-old college student spends his free time playing video games, hanging out with his lifelong friend Ryan, and pining away for Ryan’s voluptuous blonde sister, Quinn Harper. The problem is, Quinn won't give him the time of day.


When Ryan invites Jack on a summer European vacation with his family, Jack jumps at the chance. Sharing breakfast, lunch, and dinner with the stunningly beautiful Quinn gives him the opportunity he needs to seize the day and end his unlucky streak with the ladies. But Quinn isn't the only Harper woman Jack has his eye on. There’s Quinn’s married sister Olivia and their knockout-hot mother, Molly.


But dreams and reality are fickle partners. During the vacation, Quinn’s boyfriend Mike and Olivia’s open hostility put a damper on Jack’s plans for female conquest. That all changes with a visit to an ancient Celtic temple.


Jack touches the crumbling statue of a goddess that triggers a meeting with the goddess herself and sets the stage for three trials Jack must pass before the family can go free. But Jack can’t pass the trials alone. Instead, he must win the favor of the goddess with the help of each of the Harper women, starting with his ultimate fantasy girl, Quinn.


Now it’s up to Jack and Quinn to escape an alternate reality that finds them leaning into each other more than they ever before. Can Jack win Quinn’s heart before it’s too late? Can Quinn overcome her fears and rediscover a part of herself she lost over a decade ago?


Read the entire story with this entire, three-volume box set that includes Sister’s Gift, Tamed, and Alpha! Bloodline Harem follows geeky college student Jack Baron as he transforms from an inexperienced introvert into the harem king of his own clan.
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