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Precious Princess

I blipped the throttle on my Ducati Superleggera and the engine screamed. We tore through the winding roads of Sierra Retreat at a velocity high enough to call into question my sanity. Palm trees whizzed past at Mach speed and the warm California wind bubbled up from the Malibu beach, whipping my tank top and shorts.
Behind me, Nicole dug her fingers into my abdomen and squeezed her thighs snug around my hips. I felt her springy tits against my back and the scent of jasmine wafted over my shoulder. Seven years ago, I wouldn’t have dreamed of landing a piece of ass like Nicole Bridgewater. Now I was using her as a minnow to hook an even bigger fish.
In minutes, I would give life to a plan seven-years in the making. Years of non-stop, hyper-intensive training and research that would transport me to Fantasy Island or banish me to the Isle of Misfit Toys. Thousands of hours of studying, relentless physical conditioning, and psychological profiling that even Freud would envy — all of it tested under the crucible of real-life conditions. I had honed my mind and body to peak spiritual and physical condition, and my first subject, the lovely Amanda Baker, was psychologically frail and ripe for harvest. It was the moment I had waited on, and one that warranted swift action.
We tore past the country club, the half-full tennis courts and the Olympic-size pool all but empty. At the corner, I slowed just enough to take the hairpin at fifty before hitting the throttle. The bike jumped forward, engine screaming, and drowned out the sound of Nicole’s high-pitched wailing.
I couldn’t decide if her outcry was born of terror or euphoria. Whatever. So long as she remained true to her nature, phase one of Operation MILF would unfold without a hitch.
My house, or should I say my family’s villa, took up a long stretch of Malibu beach, and my older brother Ben’s outdoor party was the hottest ticket in town. I zipped past Lamborghini's, Porsche's, Ferrari's, and BMW’s lining the street before slowing my bike and sailing right past the valet parking attendants.
When I killed the engine, Nicole slithered from the bike and popped off her helmet. “You’re fucking crazy.”
Her broad grin and animated expression betrayed her heated accusation. I popped off my helmet and shrugged. “We’re late. Sue me.”
At twenty-five, Nicole was five years my senior and a frequent object of lust during my formative years. As a personal trainer to the stars, her body was all lean muscle and her boobs, while surgically enhanced, pleasantly strained the front of her white bikini top.
Nicole pulled strands of her glossy raven mane free of her eyes and lips before turning to my bike’s side-view mirror to check her face. “How do I look?”
Like many rich California girls, Nicole was a bit of a narcissist, but I wasn’t in any position to goad her — not with my reliance on her upcoming performance. “Stunning. Let’s roll.” I left the helmets on the bike and headed for the front door.
My late father’s sprawling ranch-style villa sat on twenty acres of prime Malibu real estate. I split my time between the university on the east coast and my families decked out mansion. Technically, my father’s widow, the lovely and talented Luna Thorpe, owned the property, but she willingly shared it with my brother and I. Thankfully, Luna wasn’t in a hurry to kick either of us to the curb. She enjoyed the younger crowd we brought and at thirty-six; she wasn’t much older than my brother, anyway.
Before Nicole and I could reach the porch, the double stained-glass doors swung open and Luna Thorpe, my crazy-hot Latina stepmom, stood before us scowling. “You’re late.” She folded her arms over her chest and I noted the slight shimmy of her abundantly lush cleavage spilling out of her floral bikini top.
Luna was half Lebanese, half Mexican, and a hundred percent stunning. She reminded me very much of the actress Salma Hayek circa 2005. With bountiful breasts, sensual lips, thick raven hair, and an hourglass figure, Luna had landed the top spot on my list of fantasy MILf’s. But Luna was a bridge too far. Well, that was true for now. Her corruption would have to wait for another day. One has to play in the minors before one earns a shot at the big leagues. Today, I had an easier, but no less desirable target in store for phase one.
“Sorry, mom. Traffic was hell,” I said.
“Don’t call me that,” she said. “I’m not your mommy.” Her eyes drifted to Nicole, and she unfolded her arms before extending her hand. “Sorry about that. My rude son hasn’t introduced us. I’m Luna Thorpe.” Her emphasis on the word son didn’t slip past me unnoticed.
Technically, Luna wasn’t my stepmom. Not since my dad’s passing. But she had played the part for the five years preceding his heart attack. Every time I called her mom, I suspected it made her feel old, and she was anything but ancient looking. In fact, she could have easily passed for a woman ten years younger.
I rolled my eyes. “Luna, this is Nicole. Nicole — Luna. There, happy?”
“The house is stunning, Mrs. Thorpe,” Nicole said. “I’ve always wanted to see the inside.”
“Thank you,” Luna said. “Make yourself at home and enjoy the party.”
Nicole and I followed Luna inside the house and I watched my step-mommy’s heart-shaped ass sway beneath her long shimmering beach cover up. Her naturally dark, wavy, unbound hair tumbled over her shoulders and I felt my pulse tick up just watching her move. What I wouldn’t give to motorboat those tits.
When we reached the outdoor patio, I noticed my older brother Ben talking to a group of rich dudes, none of who I recognized. Ben was eight years older than me, and heir apparent to Thorpe Industries. He had recently appeared on the cover of Fortune magazine, and I thought his head might explode from the swelling. The cover read, Is Ben Thorpe the next Jeff Bezos? It made me fucking sick to even think about it.
Luna disappeared into the crowd, and I scanned the pool for the object of my obsession.
I didn’t spot her right off, but I took notice of one of the other lovelies on my list, the stunningly underrated Mrs. Kim Yang. The Asian beauty stood with her husband by the outdoor bar. As if she should feel my gaze on her, she glanced over her shoulder and our eyes met. She smiled and gave me a brief wave, breaking my heart into little pieces.
Fuck me. She was next level hot. I returned her smile and offered a slight tip of my head. I had an epic plan for the talented Dr. Kim Yang, but that plan rested entirely on the succulent shoulders of my target du jour. Tonight, Like Luna, Dr. Yang would have to stay on simmer.
“Oh my God, this place is off the hook,” Nicole said beside me.
I’d forgotten about her entirely. “Yeah. Thanks.”
From the corner of my eye, I caught a lone figure waving in my direction. When I turned, I spotted my best friend Milo Thomas near the buffet. He pointed toward the far end of the pool and I nodded, silently thanking him for the assist.
“Come with me,” I said. “I’ll show you the beach access.”
Nicole scooped up my hand and pressed in tight enough that her left tit smashed into my arm. “Lead the way, baby.”
I cringed. I’d taken her out twice and had sex with her once, and she acted like we were engaged. I led her through the throngs of scorching hot twenty-somethings until the crowd parted and there, by the pool-side hedge row, the object of my obsession appeared before me.
Blonde goddess Amanda Baker chatted amicably with a random handsome stranger I knew wasn’t any kind of boyfriend. He was a clinger — one of a million zero calorie tic-tacs who thought capitulation was the key to her heart. His name was Rick Rogers, a spineless jellyfish with an eye-rolling name.
My stomach bottomed out, and my head spun. I couldn’t fight my rising heart rate and the impossibility of the first cog finally falling into place. Come on Jack, pull your shit together.
The fit, blue-eyed Aphrodite had first caught my attention when I was a gangly, geeky, thirteen-year-old dweeb. At the time, Amanda was eighteen and sunning herself at the country club. She had starred in my very first wet dream and the next dozen to follow. I spent countless summer days soaking in her bountiful curves and watching her command her hapless boyfriends like an army of drones. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. I’d lost sleep imagining my cock sinking deep into her velvety womb. It was Miss Amanda Baker who had first inspired my master plan. A plan that would ultimately alter my entire being from my physical appearance to my education and even my core beliefs. My obsession with sinking my cock into the bright-eyed beauty had made me a better man.
Amanda wore a vivid neon-pink bikini with a sheer beach cover-up. Her silky-smooth skin was tanned to golden perfection and her tits, perfect C-cups, filled her top with just enough cleavage to tease. They weren’t enormous; they were simply perfect in form, shape, and naturally suited to her athletic frame. She was a sun-kissed goddess who bore a striking resemblance to an in-her-prime Jaimee Pressly. Amanda didn’t know I existed, but I knew everything about the wondrous Miss Baker starting with her favorite color and ending with her bedtime routine.
Was I stalker obsessed? Yep — no doubt about it, but I had limits. I vowed never to harm anyone or force a woman to do anything against their will. That meant no blackout drugs or forced sex of any kind. That would ruin it. I wanted them to want me. That was even more important than the conquest itself.
I’d spent seven years honing my body, mind, and skills for this moment. But unless I could get the fabulous Miss Baker under my thumb, I could forget all about my other MILF obsessions. Taming Amanda Baker wouldn’t be easy, but it was a challenge I had long ago accepted. Training was over. It was time to take the fucking wheel.
“Oh my God, Amanda Baker?” Nicole said, drawing Amanda’s attention.
Nicole sauntered toward Amanda with her arms open wide. “I can’t believe it’s you.”
Bingo. I retreated into the crowd while the women appeared to chat amicably. I knew the truth — the smiles they wore were as phony as Nicole’s knockers.
Near the hedge row, Milo appeared over my shoulder and handed me an ear bud. “She’s coming in clear,” he whispered.
I slipped the mini-receiver into my ear and edged backward toward the shrubs.
“I can’t believe you bagged Nicole fucking Bridgewater,” Milo said. “You’re actually doing it.”
I squeezed Milo’s shoulder. “Don’t jinx it. Besides, Nicole’s an antelope. Amanda Baker is a lioness.” Just then, I heard Amanda’s voice through the speaker.
“Nicole, this is my friend Rick. Rick, this is Nicole Bridgewater,” Amanda said.
“It’s nice to meet you,” Nicole said.
“Rick’s family owns the Malibu Ferrari dealership.”
“Yeah? Was that your Ferrari out front? We saw it on the way in,” Nicole said.
I grinned. How do you get under the skin of a narcissist like Amanda Baker? Unleash her chief high school rival on her and watch the fireworks. The two had gone after each other for years, perpetually trying to one-up each other through boyfriends, achievements, and material conquests. Amanda thought she had Nicole on the ropes, and this was my chance to finally show up on Miss Baker’s radar.
“Rick, would you mind fetching me a fresh drink?” She handed him an already full glass of wine. “This one got warm.” She made a pouty face but didn’t offer the guy a simple please.
“Not a problem,” Mr. Kiss Ass said as he took Amanda’s drink. “Can I get you anything Nicole?”
“I’m good. Thanks.”
Rick disappeared into the crowd, leaving the women alone.
“Are you here with someone?” Amanda glanced around as if Nicole’s invisible boyfriend might show up any second.
“One of the Thorpe brothers… Jack Thorpe,” Nicole said, and I couldn’t help but admire the pride in her voice. She was doing her job perfectly.
Good girl. I grinned.
Amanda frowned and glanced across the pool toward my big brother, Ben. “Do you mean Ben Thorpe?”
“No, silly. Ben’s engaged, or didn’t you know?”
“You couldn’t mean Jack. Isn’t he like fifteen or something? I remember he used to practically slobber all over me at the pool.”
Milo laughed and elbowed me. “Dude, she does remember you.”
I grimaced. “Hey, that was a long time ago.”
Nicole smirked. “I guess you haven’t seen Jack Thorpe lately, have you?”
“I’ve only been back a month.” Amanda glanced past Nicole. “Is he invisible or something?”
I popped out the ear bud and handed it to Milo. “That’s my cue.”
Milo slapped me on the back. “Good luck, buddy. I’ll be watching.”
I exhaled slowly and stepped in behind Nicole. “Where have you been?” I said, feigning annoyance. “I’ve been waiting at the beach.”
I couldn’t see Amanda’s eyes through her dark sunglasses, but I could tell she was checking me out. She remained silent with her gaze fastened on my lean muscles rippling under my loose tank top.
“Sorry, babe. I thought you saw me talking.”
I hadn’t bothered so much as a glance in Amanda’s direction. She sniffed out weakness like a shark with blood in the water. “Right. Well, next time give me a heads up.”
“Jack, this is Amanda Baker. Amanda, this is my Jack.” She intertwined her fingers in mine and squeezed.
I couldn’t have paid Nicole for a better performance. I propped my sunglasses on the crown of my head and extended my hand. “It’s been a long time,” I said.
Amanda pursed her full, pouty lips and offered a half smile that melted me to my core. “I’m not sure I would have recognized you.”
“Thanks, I think?” I laughed, forcing a weak smile.
“She just means you’re way more buff now than you used to be,” Nicole said, stating the obvious.
I turned to Nicole. “Why don’t you get us a couple of drinks and we can head to the beach. I’ll take a beer.”
“Sure thing, babe.” Nicole kissed me softly on the cheek and bounced off toward the bar.
Amanda’s mouth fell open, and she stared after Nicole as if in disbelief.
My heart beat so hard and so fast that I worried I might blow the whole thing before it even started.
“So, you’re Ben’s little brother?” Amanda asked.
She was trying to knock me off center by exploiting any potential feeling of inadequacy. It was an obvious move, and one of many lobs I expected her to throw as I tried to reel her in. I had feelings of inadequacy compared to my brother, but who the hell doesn’t? Besides, recognizing your own weaknesses was the key to controlling your emotional reaction. “Last I checked,” I said. “He’s the workaholic.”
“So, what have you been doing since high school?” She asked.
“I’m in my last year at MIT,” I answered truthfully. “I’m studying biophysics.”
“Your last year? How old are you?”
“I’m twenty, but I’m finishing early.” She had moved from trying to belittle me straight to the interview questions.
She nodded as if graduating from MIT early were an everyday occurrence. “What are you going to do with that degree?”
I shrugged. “Grad school or I might just jump straight into R&D. My brother’s after me to lead research into some stem cell treatments we’re working on.”
“Wow. Are you a genius or something?”
Technically, I was a genius. My IQ was over 140, but boasting about it would make me sound like a bigger prick than even I could tolerate. “I’m good with research.”
“So, what’s up with you and Nicole?” She asked. “I thought she was engaged to an NFL player.”
“I hired her for some personal training.” That was true. I had hired her as a date to this party, even if she hadn't been privy to the setup. It was also true that she had been engaged to a famous NFL tight end less than two weeks prior, but then we had sex and I wasn’t sure about her current status. I didn’t want to expand on my answer. Amanda would fill in the blanks far better than I ever could.
“Speaking of engagements, is your brother still engaged?”
“Yes. The wedding is in a few months.”
“I heard he’s marrying his stepsister,” she smiled. “You know how rumors are.”
It was a cheap shot at my brother, but it was technically true. Emila Lopez was Luna’s daughter and my brother’s fiancé. Again, Amanda was trying to anger me — probing and testing for weaknesses in my armor.
I laughed. “Well, yeah.” I scratched my head. “I’ve never thought of it that way, but you’re right.” I grinned. “He’s a lucky man. Emila’s a real beauty. But she grew up with her dad, so it’s not as seemly as all that.” That was a counter-punch that landed squarely in her solar plexus.
Amanda frowned. “I suppose she’s pretty, but it’s a little weird. Are all of you so… incestuous?”
I wasn’t about to back down. Not now. This was the moment I had waited for. “Are you always so fucking direct?” I inserted a hint of anger into my tone. It was a stern warning for her not to fuck with me. It was the kind of answer she wanted, even if she didn’t know it herself.
Amanda’s jaw fell open, and she stared at me, stunned. “I…”
“Here’s your drink,” Rick said, returning with a frosty glass of Pinot Grigio. He handed it to Amanda and wiped a thin sheen of sweat from his forehead. “I made them open a fresh bottle. I even watched them pull it straight from the refrigerator.”
Amanda took the drink without taking her eyes off me.
I extended my hand to Rick. “Jack Thorpe. Thanks for coming to the party.”
“Wow.” Rick took my hand and shook it warmly. “This is quite the place you have here. Thanks for having us.”
I actually felt bad for the guy. He seemed nice, but a girl like Amanda would chew him up and leave him with blue balls. Amanda would hate his capitulating emasculating response and it showed from her body language.
Amanda folded one arm under her chest and took a step away from Rick before sipping her wine.
“Here’s your beer, babe.” Nicole said, appearing at my side. She was breathless, as if she’s run straight from the bar.
I smiled down at her. I had to admit that Nicole looked like a firecracker in her white bikini. Any guy here would have sawed off his right arm to have a shot with her, but she wasn’t Amanda or Luna or the other women on my list. Part of me felt bad for using her, but I was too consumed with lust to stop myself.
“Thanks.” We clinked glasses, and she hooked her elbow around mine, making sure Amanda got an eyeful. “Baby, can you show me the beach now?”
As the party commenced, I caught Amanda checking us out — many times. In fact, no matter where we went — from the beach to sand volleyball to the hot tub and the pool, Amanda wasn’t far behind.
By the time the sun set I was feeling good about my plan, but the night wasn’t over yet. Not by a long shot. While Nicole was in the bathroom, I caught up with Milo as the live band warmed up by the pool.
“How’s it looking?” I asked him.
“All systems go,” Milo said. “Every time you move, she pulls that poor son of a bitch along with her. I think he’s had enough. I saw him heading out ten minutes ago.”
I nodded. “It’s getting dark, are you sure she’ll see us well enough to follow?”
“Stick to the plan,” Milo said. “You’re doing great.”
For years, Milo had helped me plan every step. I wouldn’t let him down. I fist bumped him and returned to the poolside dance floor, where I found Nicole already dancing.
Amanda danced a few feet beyond Nicole, holding her arms up and swiveling her hips. She shimmied and spun while a dozen guys watched from a table just off the dance floor.
I felt myself grow aroused, and I caught myself gawking with the rest of them. Before Amanda could notice, I shook out of my lust-driven trance and focused on Nicole.
Two guys danced around Nicole, orbiting her like sharks stalking wounded prey.
The DJ was a guy I saw at a cutting-edge dance club called Horizon. I hired him for my brother’s party because the music was exactly the kind Amanda loved. I needed to keep her at the party as long as possible.
I crept up behind Nicole and slipped my arms around her waist, sliding my fingers downward, dangerously close to the top of her bikini.
Nicole jumped and spun, giggling before she whirled fully around to face me. “I was wondering where you were.”
With the sun down and the dance lights on, Nicole looked stunning with her smooth brown hair flowing over her shoulders and her white teeth gleaming. Her white bikini stood in stark contrast to her tanned skin under the odd glow of the black lights, but the affect made her tits look even bigger, and I felt my cock stir while I brushed her under boob with my thumb.
Three songs later, Nicole had her arms wrapped around my shoulders and she slid her tits up and down my chest. I watched as her nipples hardened and stretched the thin material.
Amanda had exited the dance floor and perched on the edge of a lounge chair chatting with her two best friends, Trish and Samantha. She kept glancing in my direction and so did her friends. They huddled together chatting about what I wasn’t sure, but it seemed I had made a lasting impression on my childhood obsession.
Nicole slid her fingers through my short dark hair and purred in my ear, “You don’t act like you’re twenty.”
I cupped her ass cheeks in my hands and squeezed before slipping my fingers just inside her bikini bottoms. “How are twenty-year-olds supposed to act?”
She brushed away a loose hair on my forehead and gazed into my eyes. “Not like you. You feel older. More confident. It’s really hot when a man takes control.”
I smelled jasmine in her hair and the way she moved her hips with my hands buried halfway down her bikini bottoms made my cock swell. While the techno music raged and the strobe lights flickered, I leaned down and kissed her softly on her full lips.
She opened her mouth, and our tongues darted across each other's lips. Nicole inched closer before grinding her crotch on my growing bulge.
It was time. I abruptly broke off the kiss, pulled my hands out of her bikini bottoms, and grabbed her hand. “Come with me.” I glanced across the pool and saw Amanda follow me with her gaze. By the time we reached the pool house door, she was up and moving.
With everybody crowding the dance floor, the pool house was deserted.
I pulled Nicole inside and closed the door behind us.
The pool house was pitch black, but the multi-colored strobe lights flashed through the windows, lighting the small space in bursts of shadow and exotic, shifting light. The music came through loud and clear and before I could fully turn around, Nicole was on me.
She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and opened her mouth, our tongues dancing while the lights flashed.
I unhooked her bikini top and her big fake tits bounced free, her nipples already hard.
“Fuck me,” she moaned into my mouth.
I cupped my hand over her tit and tweaked her nipple between my fingers while we deepened our kiss.
“Fuck me,” she said again and my cock stiffened to full mast.
I broke off the kiss and spun Nicole around so her back faced me before leaning her over the edge of the hot tube.
“Yes, baby. Give me your cock,” she said, glancing over her shoulder, her eyelids heavy with lust.
With one swift motion, I dropped my pants and let my cock, thick and glistening, spring free. I waved it like a saber before Nicole’s perfectly sculpted ass.
With the lights flickering, I stepped forward and pulled aside Nicole’s bikini bottoms, giving me unfettered access to her swollen lips.
From the corner of my eye, I caught motion at one of the windows behind the pool house. Through the smudged glass, I noticed blonde hair flicker in the crazy light show.
I grinned and stepped forward, lining up my massive cock with Nicole’s opening. In one swift motion, I entered her, and she cried out while her body shuddered.
She was still half-dry, and I felt her tight pussy resist while I slammed my cock in and out. Her walls tightened around my shaft in sharp protest and then flexed while her pussy softened with the release of her juices.
“Yes,” she hissed. “Your cock is fucking huge.”
I hammered in time with the music and watched her big tits bounce beneath her while she pushed backward on my cock.
Nicole swept her hair over the front of her shoulder and glanced back up at me, her lips parted while I slammed into her. “Come inside me, Jack.”
I continued to pump and heard the sweet sloshing sound of my meat sliding in and out of her pussy. Every time I bottomed out, our skin slapped and her ass jiggled.
Nicole’s moans and grunts filled the room until the music kicked in and the next song started.
I had no intention of planting my seed inside Nicole Bridgewater. I didn’t trust her. The fucking was great, but it was meant for Amanda’s eyes and she hadn’t left her spot by the window.
Nicole ground her hips, milking my cock while the music intensified.
I slammed into her harder and harder and Nicole grunted louder until her screams reverberated off the pool house walls.
My orgasm came hard and fast. I slipped my cock out and spray painted Nicole’s ass with ropes of warm jizz. I continued pumping my rod, firing off live rounds onto her back while more cum slid down her hips.
When I looked toward the window, Amanda was gone. I huffed breathlessly while my cock glistened with a mixture of Nicole’s juices and my dripping semen.
“That was fucking fantastic,” Nicole said glancing up at me. “But why didn’t you come inside me?”
I reached for a towel and mopped the cum off my cock before cleaning Nicole’s back. “I got a thing about getting girls pregnant.”
Nicole and I dressed and returned to the party. When we reached the dance floor, Amanda was gone.
When I caught up with Milo a few minutes later he held up his phone and hit play.
The video rolled and showed Amanda outside the pool house window with her hand stuffed down her bikini bottoms.
I smiled. “I guess this means Rick won’t be getting a booty call.”
Milo laughed and shook his head. “Dude, I really hope you know what you’re doing, because this whole thing is fucking next level fucked.”
I turned around in time to see Luna dancing with her arms over her head and her tits shaking with the beat. “It’ll be worth it. It will all be worth it.”
◆◆◆
 
Three days later, I was ready to proceed with phase two of the Amanda Baker Project. I knew from my years of compulsive investigation and research that Amanda worked out at a gym close to my house every morning at 7 AM. Her routine was always the same — weights at 7, a short run on the treadmill at 7:45, and Pilates at 8 AM. Hell, I even knew which machines she used and in what order.
After Pilates, her routine varied. Sometimes she went out for coffee with one of her friends, and sometimes she went straight home. My best opportunity for a chance encounter would be at the gym during her weight session. I even knew the best way to get under her skin.
When I arrived at 7:05, Amanda was already at the first machine. It was Wednesday, which meant she would be doing hamstring curls followed by quad extensions.
I paused behind her and soaked in her spectacular curves. She wore black skin-tight yoga pants, a matching sports bra, and a pair of white Nikes. She had styled her hair in a tight braid that stretched halfway down her back. Between her air pods, her phone, and a general disinterest for everyone around her, Amanda radiated a leave-me-the-fuck alone aura that I was only too happy to burst.
Amanda lay face down on the hamstring-curl machine with her perfectly sculpted ass pitched high off the bench. At that angle, I could easily slide my cock inside her perfect little pussy, and if I played my cards right, fantasy would soon meet reality.
Amanda worked the weights while she typed away on her phone and didn’t even notice me standing behind her. She did however glance at herself in a nearby mirror every few seconds, confirming the narcissist’s true love.
I headed for the quadriceps machine, two down from Amanda. The machine called for the user to sit upright and lift the legs straight with the pads under the ankles. This allowed me a perfect view of Amanda.
I popped in my air pods and started lifting. Two minutes later, I noticed Amanda finish with the hamstring machine.
She popped up and headed straight for me, but before she took two steps, she froze and flinched then her eyes widened with recognition.
Good morning, Amanda. I fought the urge to grin and peered straight ahead, pretending not to notice her.
After spending ten seconds gawking at me, Amanda sauntered forward with her arms folded over her chest. A few feet away she stopped and stared, her face locked in a scowl.
It was too bad Amanda spent so much time pissed off. She had a beautiful smile when she showed it off. I continued lifting, taking my time and pretending not to notice her, and it clearly pissed her off. It wasn’t in Amanda’s nature to simply skip the machine and move on to the next one. She was used to guys acknowledging her and acquiescing to her thinly veiled demands. She was about to be really disappointed.
She stood and watched for one minute then two shifting from foot to foot, glancing down at her smart watch, and typing away on her phone.
Passive aggressive much?  After finishing, I stood, grabbed a nearby clean wipe and slowly disinfected the station.
Amanda sighed heavily behind me and with my face hidden, I smirked. I picked up my water bottle and turned, barely letting my eyes settle on her and offering the barest of nods.
Amanda didn’t acknowledge me and slipped past, taking up the station before I’d moved two steps.
She would do shoulder press next, followed by crunches. I moved to the shoulder press station where we repeated our little dance complete with plenty of huffing, sighing, and annoyance on Amanda’s part.
By the time I hit the crunch station, I felt a slight tap on my shoulder. Suppressing a grin, I removed my ear buds and glanced over my shoulder at Amanda.
“Excuse me,” she said. “Do you mind if I work through?”
“Amanda? Wow. I didn’t even see you standing there.”
She rolled her eyes. “Please. I’ve been standing here for five minutes and another five minutes at the shoulder press.”
“Are you stalking me or something?”
She rolled her eyes. “Hardly. So, do you mind?”
“You can work in sets with me, if you want. Otherwise, you might want to use another machine.”
“Or you can,” she said.
I scratched my chin and gazed up at her, frowning. “But I was here first. Are you not familiar with gym protocol?”
Her eyes burned with heat and her jaw muscles flexed. “I come here every day and I’ve never seen you on these machines.”
I shrugged. “I’m here today, aren’t I?”
She shifted from one foot to another and huffed, glancing around the gym as if someone might come to her rescue.
I couldn’t help but drink in her tight hips and firm chest. Christ, she was at peek hotness and it was all I could do not to reduce myself to a stammering fool.
“Fine. You want to share, I’ll share.” She moved toward the machine and I held up my hand.
“Be patient. I have three more reps.”
She mumbled something under her breath and backed away while I finished.
“How many sets are you doing?” I asked.
“Three sets of ten,” she said.
I slid out of the machine and waved her in. “Go for it.”
She slid in, adjusted the weight, and started working.
“How’s Rick?” I asked.
She paused and looked up at me frowning. “Who?”
I chuckled. “Your date. Remember?”
She rolled her eyes. “At least he’s not a bimbo slut like your girlfriend.” She continued with her reps, her jaw set and her face determined.
“Bimbo slut? Someone sounds jealous.”
She continued her reps but spoke in between. “Please. Of her?”
“That’s ten,” I said.
She stopped and glared at me. “Huh?”
“You’ve done ten crunches. My turn.”
“I’m just going to finish my sets,” she said.
I shrugged. “Suit yourself. But if you’re heading to the triceps machine next, you’ll have an extra-long wait.”
Amanda huffed and slipped free of the machine before relinquishing it to me.
“Why are you such an asshole?” She asked.
“What have I done to offend you?” I slid into the machine and glanced up at her.
She pursed her lips and folded her arms over her chest. “You’re stubborn.”
“That doesn’t make me an asshole,” I said. “If anyone’s been an asshole, it’s you.”
Her jaw fell open, and she gaped. “You’re calling me an asshole?”
“You came to my party, attacked my family’s character, you ridiculed my date, and now you’re being rude in the gym.” I raised an eyebrow and gazed at her. “What do you have against me?”
Amanda skewered her lips and averted her gaze, staring at the floor for several moments without speaking. Finally, she unfolded her arms and sighed gazing up at me. “You’re right. I’m sorry for being such a bitch. I’m going through some stuff.”
That was true. Amanda had just moved home after getting dumped by her fiancé. She was off balance and her self-esteem was in the dumpster. I smiled, offering her a lifeline. “Apology accepted.” I extended my hand. “Let’s start over. I’m Jack Thorpe, former and current geek, pleased to meet you.”
Her entire face lit up, transforming her from first-class bitch to a sweet and friendly goddess. This was the Amanda I wanted.
She laughed and took my hand. “Amanda Baker, former princess of the country club pool.”
Her grip was soft but firm. Her skin felt warm and sent an electric current through my body. It was the first time I had ever touched her, and my stomach heaved. I laughed and did a few more reps before continuing the conversation. “By the way, Nicole isn’t my girlfriend.”
“You two looked pretty locked-in at the party,” she said.
I shrugged. “It was a date. Don’t hold your breath on an engagement.”
I finished my set and slid out before letting her work her way in. “So, I take it Rick didn’t make the cut?”
“He was boring,” Amanda said before she slid into the machine. “He left the party early.”
She was halfway through her set before I worked up the nerve to ask her out.
Heart thumping, I summoned my will, and calmed my nerves before I spoke. “You heard about the new club downtown, Horizon?”
I knew that more than anything Amanda loved to dance. But not just any kind of dancing. She liked it hot, sweaty, and crowded with plenty of eyes on her. She also loved loud techno beats and some hip hop. I personally didn’t care for either genre, but this wasn’t about me. It was about getting into her pants, which few men had ever done. She would know all about Horizon. It was an ultra-exclusive dance club and was the hardest ticket in town. But I was a Thorpe and filthy rich which gave me carte blanche access to places like Horizon.
“Uh, yeah. I’ve been dying to go there.”
“I can get us in. That is, if you would subject yourself to going with a geek like me.”
Her face turned crimson, and she turned away, working her crunches as if to cover her embarrassment. Right about now, she would wonder exactly what I had overheard at the party. An unbalanced Amanda Baker was a well-maintained Amanda Baker.
She wanted to say yes. I could see it in her eyes, but she was holding off her answer, calculating risk versus reward. In the end, she would give up a little control for a shot at going to a place she loved with a hot, rich guy. It wasn’t a tough decision.
“What about Nicole?” she asked.
“I’m asking you. Not her.”
A faint smile touched her lips before she hid her face by moving into another crunch. After her tenth crunch, she slipped out of the machine and stood to face me. “We’re going as friends. That’s it,” she said.
It was a canned bullshit answer she gave to every guy who made it this far, and one I had prepared myself for. “Friends.” I nodded. “Agreed. I’ll treat you as a friend. Maybe you can be my wingman?”
Her face turned sour, but she had painted herself into a corner. “When?”
“Friday night,” I said. “I’ll pick you up at nine.”
We exchanged phone numbers, and I let her work ahead of me on the machines while I moved over to do some dead lifts. Thirty minutes later, I left while Amanda was putting in her miles on the treadmill.
◆◆◆
 
For the next couple of days, I intentionally played phone tag with Nicole, keeping her on the hook just long enough to get the job done. I also let her know I would be out of town for the next week or two, but I’d hit her up as soon as I got back into town. She seemed happy with my even considering her. She was my trump card usable only in case of an emergency. Whether I needed to play that card had everything to do with Amanda. But I had a sneaking suspicion she wouldn’t be an easy filly to break.
By the time Friday rolled around, I was beyond amped. I felt equal parts excitement and fear. Young, dungeons-and-dragons-playing me was shitting his pants, while grown-ass-man me felt excited at the prospect of finally bagging one of my personal five white whales.
I rolled up to Amanda’s house on Friday at a quarter after nine. I wasn’t about to show up on time — not when she would take it as a sign of weakness. I had dressed dance club chic with a pair of faded ripped jeans, black work boots, and a baggy white V-neck t-shirt.
Amanda’s parents lived in my neighborhood. Her father was an investment banker, and her mother worked on various philanthropy boards and charitable organizations. They were good people, but they had raised a spoiled-ass daughter. I was doing us all a favor by taking Amanda down a few more notches. I was sure they would thank me later.
The house was a two-story Spanish style mansion set on the golf course. The landscape was tastefully done with green shrubbery and towering palms lining the driveway and floodlights drenching the facade in mellow shades of mottled white. The temperature was cool but pleasant, with a balmy breeze stirring the palm fronds high overhead.
The Baker’s house sat directly across from Kim and Andrew Yang’s place, which played perfectly into my hand, because the sensational Kim Yang was next on my list of unassailable MILf’s. That was assuming everything went according to plan with Amanda.
I killed the engine on my bike and shuffled up to the broad Spanish-style double doors. I rang the doorbell and waited.
A minute later, the door opened, and Mr. Baker stood in the entryway smiling.
“Jack. Is that you?” He opened the door wide and stepped aside. “Come on in. I think Amanda is almost ready.”
I had counted on Amanda making me wait, and there wasn’t any way around it. It was her card to play, and I had expected it. Besides, it was a small thing. Women made guys wait. It was a rite of passage.
“Good evening, sir.” I extended my hand. “It’s been a while.”
Stan Baker was tall and thin with carefully groomed silver hair and an amiable smile. He looked every bit the stereotypical country club dad, and I bet he had never once raised his voice to his precious princess.
“I’ll say. Wow. Look at you.” He stepped back, his expression stunned. “You look like you stepped straight out of the pages of GQ.”
“Stop it, daddy,” Amanda said from behind him. “If you keep stroking his ego, Jack’s head won’t fit through the front door.”
We both turned to gaze on Amanda, who wore a sleek black hip-hugging dress that ended just above her knees. The dress was strapless, revealing the smooth golden skin of her shoulders, chest, and back.  She wore her golden hair up in an intricate weave that left her soft neck exposed. She showed just enough cleavage to keep things interesting, and her blue eyes sparkled even more than the diamond pendants in her ears.
“Wow,” I said for the sake of Stan Baker, but I meant it. She looked like a smoke show. It would have been ridiculous for me not to comment on her obvious beauty.
Stan frowned. “How can you dance in that dress?”
Amanda rolled her eyes. “Honestly daddy, I’m not a child.”
He sighed and threw us his hands. “Jack, promise me you’ll get her home in one piece?”
“Yes, sir.”
“All right. You kids have fun. I won’t wait up.” Stan gave us a slight wave while I held open the door for Amanda and we walked outside.
“Your dad is a nice guy,” I said as we walked down the steps.
“What the fuck is this?” She glowered at my motorcycle and put her hands on her hips. “I can’t ride this. I’m wearing a dress and my hair will get destroyed.”
I knew for a fact she loved riding on the back of a bike. It was the entire reason I learned to ride, and I’d grown to love the damn thing.
I grabbed a helmet off the back seat and held it up. “This will protect your precious princess hair. As for the dress, slide in tight behind me, and no one will notice a thing.”
“You’re fucking crazy if you think I’m squeezing in behind you.”
I shrugged. “Suit yourself.” I put the helmet back on my bike and pulled my keys out of my pocket. “It’s a shame you got all dressed up for nothing.”
“You’re seriously not going to fucking stand me up.”
I laughed and swung my leg over my bike. “I’m not standing you up, Amanda. I’m here, aren’t I? The club awaits. It’s you who doesn’t seem to like motorcycles.”
She pursed her lips and glanced down at the bike and back at me without speaking.
I kicked on the engine and blipped the throttle. “I thought you might like a night ride through the canyons. I guess I was wrong. Have a good night.” I slipped on my helmet while Amanda stared at me helplessly.
I gave the bike some juice and darted forward before Amanda’s voice, predictably, stopped me.
“Wait,” she said.
I backed off the throttle and slipped my helmet off before glancing over my shoulder.
Amanda strode toward me. “Give me the fucking helmet.”
I held it out, and she yanked it from my hand before expertly slipping it on.
I put on my helmet while Amanda slid onto the bike behind me. “You planned this whole thing, didn’t you? You’re sick, you know that?”
Oh, how right she was. I felt the warmth from her body through my t-shirt and when she crept forward; she pressed her thighs tight against my hips.
My cock stirred, and I fought the urge to reach back and stroke her knees.
She wrapped her arms around my waist, and I felt her incredible tits press against my back.
The helmets contained built-in radios, and I spoke to her. “Ready?”
“You’re such a perv. You’re probably getting off on this, aren’t you?” She responded.
“I’m not hating it if that’s what you want me to say.”
“Go.” As she tightened her grip around my waist, I couldn’t help but feel her thumb linger on my abs a bit longer than necessary.
We howled through the neighborhood and out onto the winding PCH. I pushed the Ducati testing its acceleration and handling as I took the curves fast enough to thrill with no real danger. “You okay back there?”
“Yeah. I’m fine, I guess.”
“Good. Hang on tight.” I hit the throttle, and the bike jumped.
Behind me, Amanda didn’t scream or come apart at the seams. Instead, I heard her breath catch through the microphone and she drew herself closer until you couldn’t have slid a playing card between us.
The bike sizzled down the highway, racking up eye-watering speeds while the ocean glimmered under the half-moon.
Amanda inched forward, and I felt her micro-grind into my lower hips while her hands crept higher. I felt her fingers slide over my pectoral muscles before she tightened her grip around my lower chest, and I swore I heard her moan.
We entered the city and dodged in and out of freeway traffic while the exits streaked past in a blur. I took the downtown exit at seventy and timed my turn perfectly with the yellow light.
Amanda held on without protest and slid her hands higher, running her fingers over my muscled chest and nipples.
I took a series of sharp, ninety-degree turns at speeds fast enough to make a race-car driver blush. Finally, I slowed down when we entered an older industrial section of the city undergoing the first wave of gentrification.
I pulled the bike straight up to Horizon’s entrance where a crowd of beautiful people waited patiently in roped off lines.
The bar’s exterior looked like an old warehouse, and the line stretched down the street and around the block. Most of them would never make it inside.
A big muscle-bound black guy pulled up an orange cone on the street near the entrance and I curled in before bringing the bike to a stop. I gave Amanda a second to pop off her helmet and fix her dress before she crawled off the bike.
I hopped off a second later and handed our helmets to the bouncer along with a hundred-dollar bill. “Thanks, Diego.”
He eyed Amanda before turning to me with a grin. “No worries, boss. You can head on inside.”
I held out my hand for Amanda and she took it, twining her fingers inside mine.
That was a surprise. I knew she would love the bike, but she really loved the bike.
True to my word, Amanda’s hair looked flawless along with the rest of her spectacular figure.
Every eye in line followed us as we headed straight for the entrance, and I grinned slightly, knowing how much Amanda got off on this kind of power.
Another muscled bouncer held the door open for us and I thanked him, slipping him another hundred-dollar bill.
Amanda’s gaze flickered to the exchange, and she tightened her grip on my hand before pressing in so close that her tit squeezed against my shoulder.
I had waited seven years for this moment, and I had to admit, it felt pretty fucking good. Every man we passed eye-fucked Amanda while they glared at me with straight up contempt. Years of training my mind and body were finally paying off. Amanda was insanely hot, and she was here with me.
Inside, the music thumped, and the lights flashed. I watched Amanda move instinctively as if drawn to the sound like a supernatural force.
A petite big-breasted Asian girl appeared before me wearing a headset with a mic. She smiled at me, and Amanda inched closer as if marking her territory.
“Good evening, Mr. Thorpe. My name’s Lily. I’ll be taking care of you and Miss Baker this evening. I can show you to your table if you follow me.” Lily wore a red leather dress that showed plenty of deep cleavage, and her eyes lingered on my smile a bit longer than necessary.
“Thank you,” I said as Lily turned and strode through the packed crowed.
Amanda followed, clinging tightly to me as we slipped past a hundred of LA’s most elite twenty-somethings.
Lily led us to a table close to the dance floor but secluded enough to carry on a private conversation.
Amanda slid into the booth and I leaned into Lily, asking her to bring a bottle of Dom and two glasses. Like the others, I slipped her a hundred, and she thanked me before heading off toward the bar.
I slid into the booth beside Amanda and reclined with my arm stretched out behind her on the bench. “I ordered champagne, but we can hit the dance floor whenever you’re ready.”
“Is this how you impress all your dates?” She asked me.
I grinned. “Are you asking me if I’ve ever taken Nicole here?” I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander to the perfect cleavage swelling inside her tight cocktail dress. If it wasn’t perfection, then I didn’t what was.
“Yeah. I am. So, have you?”
“No,” I answered truthfully. “You’re the only woman I’ve ever brought here. I’ve only been here a few times myself.”
“You’re trying to impress me then? Is that what all this is about?”
“What’s wrong with trying to impress you? Would you rather go to a movie and dinner?”
That drew a smile. “I’m not really a movie and dinner type of gal,” she said.
“Amanda, I brought you here because I thought you might like the club. You liked the music at the party, right?”
“Yeah. I did.”
I pointed toward the DJ booth. “Same guy is working the club. I thought you might get a kick out of coming here. I can treat you like shit if you’d rather?”
She shook her head. “No. I definitely approve.” She offered me a warm smile and my heart thumped.
“Even with the motorcycle ride?” I asked.
Her eyes glittered with mischief. “I love bikes. I just thought you wouldn’t know how to ride it. I thought you were doing it….”
“Just to impress you?”
She nodded.
“I’m not gonna lie. Nicole has been on the back of that bike, but then again, if you and I are only friends, then there’s no problem, right?”
Her smile faded a bit and Lily showed up with the champagne before she could answer.
Lily filled the glasses, and I held mine up to Amanda, offering a toast. “To the start of a wonderful friendship.”
She clinked my glass and frowned. “Are we just friends, Jack?”
I shrugged. “Let’s see where the night takes us.”
We took a sip of our champagne before I pulled Amanda out of the booth. “Let’s dance.”
Dancing was another skill that had taken me a long time to master. I had no natural rhythm whatsoever and had hired some of the best dance instructor’s money could buy. Now it was paying off.
Amanda and I danced from one song to the next while I let the music flow through me and the way Amanda moved made my dick hard. With her hips swaying and her lips all full and pouty, it was all I could do to keep my erection from ruining the mood. But with her electric eyes trained on me, and her body pressed against mine, it was an uphill battle I was slowly losing.
She could definitely tell because she spent a lot of time teasing me and jiggling her ass up against my crotch, practically torturing me with every move.
I wrapped my arms around her waist and slid them to her hips, feeling her move in crisp rhythm with the ever-shifting music. I was willing to bet she could fuck like no one I’d ever been with. I was mostly a gentleman, choosing not to defile her in front of a bunch of strangers. Amanda was a lot of things, but she wasn’t a whore.
Thirty minutes later, there was a slight pause in the music before a roided out Neanderthal stepped between Amanda and I with his back facing me. The song kicked in and the Jolly Green Giant started thrashing around in front of Amanda.
“Hey, baby. How about you dance with another guy for a change?” He moved like a pro-wrestler, slow and stupid.
I heard Amanda tell the guy. “Not interested. I’m here with him. Thanks.”
The meat head had a good three or four inches on me and he looked like a pro bodybuilder with his muscles going all Hulk inside his skin-tight t-shirt.
I tapped the dude on the shoulder. “Buzz off, Arnold.”
The guys spun on me with his hand balled into a fist, and he looked ready to strike.
One doesn’t spend years preparing for the mission of a lifetime without taking a few precautions. I was a black-belt in Krav Maga which was the most lethal martial arts discipline on the planet. Designed for the Israeli Defense force, the style dealt with inflicting as much pain as possible in the shortest amount of time. In the immortal words of Jack Nicholson, the guy was fucking with the wrong Marine. Except that I wasn’t really a Marine.
I swept my leg around knocking the giant off his feet before I lunged forward brining my knee to his neck. I bent back his wrist at an awkward angle, ready to snap it at a moment's notice.
“Holy shit, dude. Don’t break my fucking wrist.” The guy wailed.
Amanda stared at me with her jaw open, too stunned to move.
I brought my face even with his and gazed straight into his bloodshot, roid-raged eyes. “The lady said she wasn’t interested. Kindly leave.”
“No problem, dude. Just don’t break my fucking wrist. I’ve got a competition on Sunday.”
I released my grip and bounced away from him effortlessly.
Before the bouncers arrived, the humiliated giant lumbered off leaving Amanda and I alone on the dance floor.
She couldn’t stop staring at me, and for a second, I worried that I might have scared her off.
I couldn’t tell whether she was pissed or shocked or maybe both. But when I took her hand, she didn’t resist before I led her off the dance floor and back to our booth.
Lily had put our champagne on ice, but our table was otherwise untouched.
I let Amanda slide in first, and I moved in beside her.
She half-smiled and shook her head before picking up her champagne flute.
“What?” I said.
“You ride a motorcycle like you’re on the professional circuit, you dance like you came straight off a movie set, and you apparently are a martial arts expert. What happened to the little kid too afraid to talk to me at the pool?”
“He’s still in there,” I said. “Believe me.”
She inched closer and placed her hand on my knee under the table. “Is that so?”
I felt my jaw drop and my cock lurched in my pants. “Uh, huh,” I mumbled incoherently.
She raised her eyebrow seductively, pursed her lips, and slid her finger along my jawline. “Well, in that case, I better make the first move seeing as how you’re all awkward and everything.” She placed her lips inches from mine, and I inhaled her intoxicating lavender scent.
My head spun, and my palms turned damp with sweat. It was finally happening, but I resisted the urge to kiss her first.
Amanda’s pink lips glistened under the glow of the electric sex lights spinning on our table. The weight of her firm tit rested atop my forearm, and her warm, minty breath curled my toes. She shut her eyes and closed the gap.
When our lips touched, my insides turned to warm Jell-O. We let the kiss linger and Amanda edged forward, parting her lips just enough to deepen the kiss, but teasingly held back her candy cane tongue.
I felt myself melt into my shoes when Amanda backed off and gazed into my eyes.
My head spun and I seriously couldn’t think straight. So, I blurted out the first thing that popped into my head. “If that’s how you kiss your friends, then you must be hell on wheels in a relationship.”
Amanda burst out laughing, and so did I. She leaned her forehead against my shoulder and shook her head. “Do you ever stop?”
I bent over and kissed the back of her neck. “Would you want me to?”
She sat back up, and her eyes sparkled. “Dance with me, Jack Thorpe.”
We spent the next two hours between the dance floor and the booth chatting about everything and nothing, leaving the champagne mostly untouched. I wasn’t about to drive my bike even slightly intoxicated, and Amanda wasn’t much of a drinker to begin with. When she let her hair down, she was quite a woman, but I knew better than to get too comfortable. Amanda was high maintenance, and we both knew it. If I wanted to be with her, that required dedication I wasn’t sure I could keep up indefinitely.
Around 1:00 AM, we left the dance floor hand-in-hand. At our table, Amanda pulled me into a kiss and this time she didn’t hold back. She parted her lips and our tongues met. Hot and heavy we made out our tongues twined and our hands exploring.
I slid my hand down the curves of her lower back, resting my palm just above the soft swell of her flawless ass. I guided her inward and Amanda responded, inching toward me while deepening our kiss.
She moaned softly while her tongue explored my mouth and her breath curled over my upper lip. When we broke the kiss, Amanda’s eyes swam with naked sexual desire and my testosterone infused libido screamed at me to fuck her right there in the booth.
In the next moment she was up, taking my hand with her and dragging me through the club. We snaked past the dance floor, the DJ booth, the bar and beelined toward the restrooms.
Was Amanda Baker going to fuck me in the restroom? I had dreamed of unlimited scenarios for our first coupling, but fucking in a bathroom stall wasn’t among them.
She sailed past the restrooms and into the small kitchen. Horizon didn’t serve food, and the kitchen was mostly empty except for a smattering of dishes left in a sink.
But she didn’t stop at the sink. Amanda glanced over her shoulder, smiling while she led me through the back door and out into the alley behind the club.
Industrial street lamps cast the alley in a mix of bright light and heavy shadow. A trash bin obscured us from anyone passing by, and the air carried a slight chill that dried the light sheen of sweat earned from hours of dance floor grinding.
The door slammed shut and Amanda was on me. She pulled me in tight, our mouths opened and we kissed like hungry lovers feasting at all you can eat buffet.
I felt her hands under my shirt and her fingers slide over my six-pack abs and up my smooth muscled chest.
I pulled her skirt up over her hips and my hands met nirvana when I touched her smooth, flawless ass cheeks. She wore a black lace G-string, and I squeezed her ass, kneading her soft pliable flesh between my greedy fingers.
Amanda moaned and broke off the kiss pushing away from my chest and staring at me breathless while locks of her golden hair came loose leaving her face half hidden in shadow. “I want to fuck you so bad.” She bit her lower lip and gazed at me as if fighting some internal battle.
My cock, titanium hard, yearned to be inside her tight pussy, but she wasn’t that kind of girl. Amanda didn’t fuck guys in dirty, back-bar alleys, but there was a first time for everything, right?
Amanda dropped to her knees and unbuttoned my jeans. Her hands, trembling and shaky, fumbled with my zipper before sliding my pants down to my ankles.
I leaned back against the back door while Amanda’s fingers ran over the bulge in my boxer briefs.
She eyed my cock hungrily before her hand disappeared inside the cookie jar and pulled my cock free.
Rock hard and glistening under the harsh light, my cock pulsed and swayed before Amanda’s intense gaze.
“It’s fucking perfect,” she whispered as if to herself.
My legs turned to mush, and I struggled to stay upright as the anticipation of coming inside Amanda Baker’s pretty mouth robbed me of my senses.
She kissed my tip and opened her mouth, snaking her tongue over my throbbing bulb.
“Fuck.” I rested my hands atop her head while she inched my cock over her blow-job ready lips and gently sucked.
My toes curled, and I gasped while her warm mouth melted around my tip. She swirled her tongue over my glans and then came off my cock with a full-puckered pop before wrapping her fingers around my shaft and licking the tip like a fucking ice cream cone.
It was fucking happening. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I trained my gaze on her mouth slobbering over my cock and Amanda glanced up at me, eyes sparkling.
“You have a nice thick cock.” Amanda pulled my dick into her mouth while she continued to hold my gaze. She stroked the bottom of my shaft while bobbing up and down, sliding deeper with each pass.
I couldn’t think of a clever retort, so I remained silent with my hands on the back of her head while my precious princess gobbled up my man meat like it was the Last Supper.
Amanda moved her hand from my shaft to my balls. She bobbed lower, taking more in with every heart-pounding plunge.
I felt my tip edge the back of her throat before it tightened around my bulb. I groaned with pleasure while Amanda gagged a moment before she came off my cock.
She pulled in a deep breath while a cum-filled string of saliva stretched from my tip to her bottom lip. After a brief respite, she attacked with renewed vigor, cleaning my shaft with the flat of her tongue and working her way down to my balls. She pulled in one then two of my nuts and sucked them gently over her lips and tongue while milking my shaft with her warm fingers.
I was nearing my end, and I desperately wanted to unload in her mouth.
As if reading my mind, Amanda swallowed my cock hole, and I felt my tip slide effortlessly into the tightness of her throat before her muscles contracted.
Amanda held still for a second breathing through her nose and then I felt her throat muscles loosen and she took in the entirety of my man meat ending with her lips wrapped firmly around my base.
My balls tightened, and I briefly considered warning her, but that ran counter to the relationship I needed to forge with my precious golden princess. I grunted and my orgasm flashed up my shaft and flooded Amanda’s throat with a geyser or molten cum.
Amanda wrapped her hands around my ass and pulled my cock deeper into her throat while I pumped her stomach full of seven years’ worth of pent up sexual frustration. My head swooned and my legs buckled as the orgasm continued undaunted.
I heard Amanda’s gulps as she swallowed down every last drop. She dislodged my cock from her throat and licked clean my shaft while the last remnants of my spooge trickled onto her pink tongue.
Only after I was whistle clean did Amanda guide my cock back into the cozy confines of my boxer briefs and raise my jeans before standing and meeting me face to face.
“I guess that makes us a little more than friends, eh?” I said with a shit-eating grin.
Amanda laughed and fell into me while I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight.
“Hungry?” I asked
“Famished,” she said.
I took her hand and led her from the alley around to the front where my bike waited.
The bouncer greeted me with a slight nod.
The night had cooled considerably and Amanda shivered slightly as I pulled the keys from my pocket.
I fiddled with the storage compartment and pulled out a heavy leather jacket before wrapping it around her shoulders. “Who said chivalry was dead?” I pulled the jacket tight around her chest and leaned in, kissing her softly on the lips.
“Thank you, kind stranger,” she said.
We got on the bike and Amanda wrapped her arms tight around my waist without a hint of reservation. Before she put her helmet on, she laid her head against my back and sighed contentedly. “Don’t let me forget to tell you how much fun I had tonight.”
I fired up the bike and laughed. “Put your helmet on before I have to spank you.”
“Mmmm… promise?”
Amanda’s hands roamed up my shirt while I led us to a late-night pizza by the slice joint Milo and I frequented on our late-night excursions.
We sat on the curb eating our slices and chatted with all the head games stashed away for the night.
On our way home Amanda held me tight, and I wondered if I’d broken the filly after all. But in my heart, I knew that wasn’t true. We had a wonderful night, but she hadn’t opened herself to me. I needed that from her, and until I got it, the rest of my plans were dangling by a thread.
◆◆◆
 
I spent the next two weeks with Amanda. We did everything together. We went to the beach, concerts, dinners, drinks, dancing. I even took her sailing, complete with a snorkeling excursion.  One night I pulled out all the stops and hired a chef to prepare us a romantic dinner at our beach side villa. I opened up to Amanda about a lot of my personal hang-ups and fears, hoping she might do the same, but she didn’t. Even though she seemed to love spending time with me, emotionally, she was all surface. She was holding back, and that wasn’t a good sign.
There was a lot of kissing and hugging, but we didn’t get physical. That had been my choice. I needed Amanda to remain off balance. Withholding sex from her might give her the nudge she needed to fully commit to our relationship. But even after all the romance and fun, she wouldn’t tell me about her broken engagement or her ex-fiancé. She wouldn’t tell me about her insecurities or secret fears. She might never tell me unless I pushed her.
While we grew closer as a couple, I needed her soul. Without it, all bets were off. I had a tough choice to make. Have sex with surface Amanda and enjoy all the perks that came with it, or go for broke. As they say in Texas Hold ‘Em, I went All In, and there was only one way to do that with a girl as buttoned up as Amanda. I opted for the nuclear option. I ghosted her.
Believe me, it wasn’t an easy decision. A guy like me would have sawed off his right arm for a trip to Amanda Baker pound town, but I needed the entire cow, not just a gallon of milk. Sure, I could’ve fucked her, but then what? I had plans that depended on her becoming Bonnie to my Clyde. Together, we would explore sexual nirvana in unimaginable ways.
She texted me and I ignored her. Then she called — many, many times. I didn’t return those either. I felt fucking horrible about it and wanted so badly to just open up and tell her everything, but that wouldn’t get me to the promised land. That was a road so well-traveled, I already knew where it ended. Eventually, she would get bored and move on, or our relationship would grow so stale and predictable we would both want to kill ourselves just to escape. I needed Amanda as a willing partner in an exciting sexual adventure, not merely a girlfriend.
She drove past my house twice. Once on Sunday and again very early Monday morning. It was a good sign, and I felt the walls starting to crumble, but I needed something to push her over the cliff, and that something was my trump card — Nicole Bridgewater.
I picked up my phone and dialed Milo. After bringing him up to speed, I cut to the chase. “I need Amanda to show up at Pastasciutta at around seven o’clock tomorrow evening looking for me. Can you arrange it?”
“Uhhh… How? She doesn’t even know I exist.”
“Bump into her at the gym. Mention something about the big date with me tomorrow night at Pastasciutta.”
Milo sighed. “You’re a fucking asshole, you know that?”
“Yeah. I know. But with any luck, it will all be over tomorrow tonight.” I hung up the phone and sighed. I was starting to doubt myself. What if I broke her entirely, and she never spoke to me again? Was it too much, too fast? She had already been through one devastating breakup and with me rejecting her so suddenly… well, it was a chance I had to take. Her biggest fear was to feel worthless and unvalued, and I felt like a fucking asshole for exploiting that. I truly wanted so much more for us. Everything depended on Amanda.
◆◆◆
 
Nicole and I arrived at the restaurant at 6:30. She yammered on about this and that, and I nodded, playing along, completely disinterested in whatever the fuck she was talking about. I kept checking my watch all the way through salads, and at 7:10 I was panicking. Where was she? Milo had texted me with the thumbs up. Had she given up on me? Had I overplayed my hand? Fuck.
By 7:15 I was ready to jump off a fucking cliff, and I considered picking up the phone and calling her, but then at 7:18, my precious princess rolled into the dining room at Pastasciutta, her eyes on fire.
She stormed across the room and thrust her finger at me. “You are a fucking prick.” She picked up my wineglass and tossed a really choice pinot noir in my face.
“Amanda? What the fuck?” I stood and dabbed at the wine running down my face.
“You came here with her?” Tears streaked her face, and she looked like she hadn’t slept in days. “I thought we fucking had something. I loved you, you fucking prick.” She turned and stormed out of the restaurant.
I whirled toward Nicole, tossed three hundred dollars on the table, and apologized. Game on. I tore out of the restaurant intent on one thing — breaking Amanda and then throwing her a lifeline.
Amanda stormed through the restaurant wearing a pair of faded blue jeans, a plain black t-shirt that hugged her C-cups, and crisp white Keds. She wore her hair in a loose ponytail and had on zero makeup. Somehow, she looked more beautiful than I’d ever seen her, and that was saying something. She pushed through the restaurant door and rushed out into the parking lot.
“Amanda, wait,” I jogged up behind her and she ignored me, walking out of the parking lot on foot.
Where was her car? Had she taken an Uber or something?
She started down the sidewalk while tears streamed down her face.
I retrieved my Ducati and peeled out of the parking lot, before pulling up beside her on the street. “Amanda, please stop.”
“Fuck off, Jack,” she said between broken sobs. “I thought you were different. I can’t believe you’re fucking that bitch.” She stopped and turned to face me. “Is that why you won’t fuck me? Why lead me along? Was it to get back at me for ignoring you when you were a fucking little kid?”
“No. Of course not, and I’m not fucking Nicole. I haven’t been with anyone but you. Get on the bike and I’ll explain.”
She shook her head. “I tried to be nice, and it didn’t work. Why can’t I find someone to love me?” She was deep in the ugly cry and I had to think fast or I’d lose her for good.
“You misread nothing. I love you, Amanda.” I rolled the bike forward while traffic whizzed around me. A van laid on its horn while it whipped by close enough to ruffle my shirt. “Please… get on the bike before I get killed? I know the perfect place for us to talk it out. Okay?”
She huffed her sobs like a little kid who had cried themselves out. “Why should I?”
“Because it could change everything.”
She stared at me, her expression pensive, as if considering. “Are you going to fuck with my head some more? Is that why you want to talk?”
That cut a little too close to home for comfort. “No games. I’ll tell you everything. I promise.”
She took two tentative steps toward me before climbing onto the back of my bike.
“Where’s your car?” I asked
“Trish dropped me off,” she said. “She’s going around the block.”
“Text her and tell her I’m taking care of you.”
Amanda slid her phone out of her back pocket and typed a message before slipping it back into her pocket. “Where are we going?”
“The desert. Hang on tight.”
Amanda inched forward and wrapped her arms around my chest and hugged me close.
I felt her body shake with sobs and I slid my hand back before gently rubbing her thigh.
For the next thirty minutes, we headed east toward the desert. There was a spot easily accessible by bike that offered a spectacular view of the sunset, and with any luck, we would make it right on time.
We rolled to the summit of some unknown cliff overlooking a wide swath of the desert floor far below.
Amanda climbed off the bike while I killed the engine. She had calmed to where her tears had dried, but her eyes remained red and bleary.
I climbed off after her and offered my hand. She didn’t take it.
I walked to the edge of the cliff and sat. “Come sit. I need to explain a few things.”
She sat down beside me, her legs crossed. She wouldn’t look at me and folded her arms over her chest as she stared toward the sunset.
The sun looked mammoth as it neared the horizon. A warm breeze drifted up from the canyon floor and the angle of the early evening sunlight painted the sky in orange, red, and purple hues.
I exhaled and thought hard about my next words. It was important for her to trust me, and I needed to be completely honest with her. Or at least as honest as possible, given my unhealthy obsession. “I meant what I said back at the restaurant. I’m in love with you, and I’m fucking terrified.”
She glanced over at me and frowned. “About what?”
“I’ve shared things with you, I’ve told nobody… ever,” I said. “I put myself out there because I fell in love with you.”
I remained silent for a few heartbeats, giving her a chance to process and respond.
“But I haven’t?” she said.
I breathed a sigh of relief. That was a big hurdle. “You haven’t told me why you’re living at home. I don’t know what scares you. I don’t know what worries you. I don’t even know how you really feel about me. Do you really love me?”
She picked at a pebble in between her crossed legs and rolled it between her fingers. She nodded without looking at me.
“I’m sorry I ignored you,” I continued. “But I didn’t know what else to do. I can’t be with someone who won’t give me everything, but I handled it poorly, and for that I apologize.”
“I got dumped.” Her voice came out barely above a whisper, and she still wouldn’t look at me. “I was engaged to a guy, Brian Brennan. We met after I graduated. Anyway, I’m pretty good at pushing guys away, and I think Brian had enough of my shitty attitude. He broke it off six months ago. I’m scared of rejection. I’m afraid I won’t find a guy who looks at me as anything other than a pretty face. I don’t want anyone to treat me like a dumb blonde bimbo. I’m worth more than that.”
I felt guilt for knowing most of this already, but she was being a hundred percent honest. “I’m sorry. That must have hurt.”
She shrugged. “I don’t think I loved him.” She rolled the pebble between her hands. “No… I know I didn’t love him. I never felt a tenth for him what I feel for you.”
“Amanda, why didn’t you tell me?”
“I’m scared too,” she said. “It’s hard for me to give up control. I don’t want to get hurt.”
“Like the way I hurt you?”
She nodded.
“You didn’t give up control, and you got hurt anyway,” I said.
She laughed ironically. “Yeah. That’s pretty fucked up, isn’t it?”
“Have you ever given someone your whole heart?”
“No, but I’ve never felt this way about anybody before.” She finally looked at me. “It’s like you can see right through me. I’m so drawn to you, but I can’t bear the thought of you breaking my heart again. At the same time, I can’t live another second without you. You are all I can think about it, and it’s fucking with me… hard.”
I sat with her, letting the silence stretch out between us. “Amanda, if you give me your heart, I won’t break it,” I said. “I promise and I don’t break promises… ever.”
“What do I get?”
“You get me,” I said. “And I get you. It’s pretty cool how that works.”
She smiled, and the wind picked up, blowing her golden hair across her lips and nose. God, she was achingly beautiful. “So, you’d be my boyfriend, and I’d be your girlfriend?”
“That’s where we start, but so much more than that.” I needed to tread softly from here. “I don’t think you want a traditional boyfriend, do you Amanda?”
“I want you to love me,” she said. “And be there for me when I’m hurt or sad or happy.” She shrugged. “Isn’t that traditional?”
“If I give that to you, is that enough?”
She frowned. “Well, yes. What else is there?”
“I have tastes that run a bit exotic,” I said. “But I want you there with me as my partner and my one true love.”
“Do you mean other women?” she asked with no heat in her voice.
“Would that scare you away?”
She stared toward the sinking sun while the wind whipped her hair. “We would share these experiences… as a couple? Is that what you’re saying?”
My pulsed ticked up and my head swooned. We were right there on the brink. “Yes. That’s what I mean. We would travel the world, go to strange exotic places, and let the world be our oyster. You and I would experience everything together… as a couple or not at all.”
“But at the end of the night, it’s you and me who go home together, right? I want your heart, Jack.”
“Yes,” I said. “No one is more important to me than you.”
She smiled. “Honestly, it kind of turns me on.”
I wanted to shout in triumph, but I held it together. “Amanda Baker, are you giving me your heart?”
Amanda tossed aside the rock, stood and crossed to me before sliding onto my lap and wrapping her legs loosely around my waist. She gazed into my eyes and brushed a lock of hair off my forehead. “I love you, now, and I’ll love your forever.” She kissed me softly on the lips. “Now will you take me home and fuck me? I’ll scream if you don’t.”
I laughed and pulled her into a tight hug. “I think we can arrange that, but don’t plan on going home any time soon.”
She kissed me softly on the neck and whispered into my ear, “Wherever you are is home. Come on baby, let’s go.”
◆◆◆
 
When we reached my villa, we didn’t waste time getting down to business. I barely got Amanda inside my bedroom before she started ripping off my clothes, starting with my shirt.
“Hold on, baby,” I said. “I’ve waited a long ass time for this. Can I savor the show?”
“Oh, my man wants a show?” She smiled at me seductively and bit her lower lip.
“Uh… fuck yeah.”
“Why don’t you put on some mood music,” she said. “I’ll be right back.” Amanda turned and headed for my bathroom.
I did as the lady asked and put on something slow and sexy before I headed to the sliding glass door and opened it, letting in the ocean breeze and the soft sound of the pounding surf.
Hell, I even lit a couple of candles. I shucked off my jeans and stripped down to my boxer briefs before I reclined on the bed and sat up straight against the headboard, waiting on my princess’s arrival.
When the bathroom door opened, my jaw dropped. “Holy guacamole.”
Amanda wore one of my pale-blue button-down shirts with the top two buttons undone. The shirt was big and baggy and stretched down past her hips, but her legs were completely bare. Long, smooth, and golden, they shimmered in the candlelight and I found it hard to breathe with the air sucked out of the room.
She traipsed across the room and stood at the foot of the bed, swiveling her hips and batting her eyelashes.  “How’s this for a show?”
“I’ll get the popcorn.” I licked the dryness from my lips and gazed on the hint of cleavage peeking through the opening in the shirt.
Amanda knelt on the bed and toyed with the front of her shirt, pulling it sideways and revealing the steep slope of her inner breast. “Does my body make you hard, baby?”
The bulge in the front of my boxer briefs was the smoking gun for that evidence. My pulse ticked up, and I drank in her velvety contours. “God, yes. You’re stunning.”
Amanda giggled and loosened another button on my shirt. “What will you do to me, Jack?”
My cock twitched, and my engorged tip snaked out the top of my briefs. “I’ll fuck your brains out.”
“Mmmm….” She worked free another button, and the shirt spilled open, revealing half of her breasts and the soft curve of her under-boob. But her nipples remained elusively hidden. “Where will you cum, baby?”
My cock hardened to maximum strength, and my growing cock cleared my waistband. “Inside you.”
She opened her mouth teasingly while she freed the last button. “What if I get pregnant?” Her voice conveyed zero actual concern and her flirty grin told me flat out she loved the idea.
“Then you’ll have my baby growing inside you,” I said. “You’re mine now, so it’s okay.”
She pulled off her shirt and her breasts came into view. “I want your babies, Jack. I want you to cum deep inside me.”
My heart slammed inside my chest and I gasped as I gazed on her utter perfection.
Her all-natural breasts jiggled slightly as she tossed aside the shirt. Twin nipples, perfectly pink and erect, stood atop slightly puffy, quarter-sized areolas. Her breasts were smooth and unblemished, and a mild tan line marked the demarcation zone from hidden treasure to publicly available.
My mouth watered as I feasted on her flawless symmetry. “Holy shit.”
Amanda’s stomach was pancake flat, smooth, and lightly tanned. A white lace G-string covered her pussy, and the waistband rode high on the flare of her womanly hips. She giggled and crawled up the bed toward me, smiling as she went. “This body belongs to you, but only if you promise to fuck me every day.” Her voice lilted, her tone coy and teasing.
“Yes,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.
She hooked her thumbs inside my waistband before sliding my briefs down my legs and over my feet.
My cock sprang free and stood tower tall, swaying and bobbing.
Amanda gasped, feigning shock. “How will I ever fit such an enormous cock inside my tight little pussy?”
My dick twitched and my head swooned. She was crazy levels of hot and if she kept talking like that, I was going to blow my stack before the foreman even blew the whistle. I mumbled something incoherently and Amanda giggled before standing up on the bed and placing her feet on either side of my legs.
I gazed up at the white lace strip covering her pussy and onto her tits, nipples erect, jutting out like twin torpedoes on a search and destroy mission.
Amanda slipped off her panties and tossed them aside.
My face went flush and my cock somehow hardened while I gazed up at her smooth, shaved pussy. Like the rest of her, Amanda’s pussy was simply flawless. Her tight pink folds glistened with wetness and I couldn’t see so much as a stubble anywhere on her vagina. Her lips were smooth and tight, her pussy Barbie perfect.
She knelt again, but this time she placed her knees on either side of my hips. Amanda gazed on my cock with the reverence of a parishioner communing with their God. “It’s so pretty.” She curled her hand around my shaft and slowly stroked, paying special attention to my throbbing head. The action forced her tits together, and they jiggled and swayed with she worked her fingers nimbly over my bulb.
I couldn’t take anymore. I needed to touch her before I went insane with lust. I raised my hips, forcing Amanda to slide down my legs until her tummy ran smack dab into my cock.
“Now who wants to go slow?” She smiled coyly while maintaining her loose grip on my man meat.
I slid my hands up her hips and over her tummy before cupping her breasts in my hands. They were bigger than a handful, but not by much. They suited her frame perfectly. I could get used to waking up beside Amanda Baker on the daily. “You have a beautiful body, but I’m sure you’re used to hearing that.”
“You have a beautiful body,” she replied. “And I can’t wait to use it.” Her grin turned wicked.
I slid my hand under Amanda’s ass cheeks and sat upright, sliding her even deeper onto my lap until we came face to face. My cock smacked her smooth stomach and inched past her navel. Our mouths came together and our tongues twined in a furious storm of lips, saliva, and white heat.
Amanda moaned softly in my mouth and I tasted lingering mint on her lips and tongue. She ground her hips on my lap and forced her pussy against my cock.
I squeezed her ass and raised her higher while she slid my shaft over her labia, soaking my cock with her flowing wetness.
Our kiss deepened, and Amanda ran her fingers over my shoulders and squeezed my muscled triceps. Her hard nipples raked my chest and dragged over my pecs while she continued to grind.
Amanda’s moans grew louder, and she broke off the kiss and gazed at me, her eyelids heavy with lust. “Fuck me. God, please fuck me now.”
I lifted Amanda effortlessly and dredged my tip through her soaking wet folds.
Amanda reached down and grabbed my cock before positioning my tip at her honey hole.
My pleasure centers went into overdrive while a rush of adrenaline raced through my body, spiking my heart rate to marathon levels of activity.
Amanda gazed into my eyes while she lowered herself, sinking onto my cock with exquisite slowness.
Her pussy muscles flexed and tightened. I felt her walls latch onto my shaft and squeeze my head like a vise. Amanda was really fucking tight, exceeding my already sky-high expectations. “Baby, you are about as tight as it gets.”
“You’re only the third guy I’ve been with,” she said.
“And the last,” I added.
She nodded and sank lower, dragging my cock into her velvety smooth abyss.
Her warm wetness enveloped my cock while I gazed down at the sight my mind had only conjured up in fantasy. I watched as my shaft disappeared inside my wet-dream girl’s sopping wet pussy. I finally fulfilled my teenage fantasy — I had reeled in one of my elusive white whales.
“You’re huge,” she said into my ear. “You will wreck my pussy, won’t you?”
“Yes,” I hissed thrusting my cock upward burying it to the hilt.
Amanda shuddered and her tits jiggled slightly while I felt my cock expand inside her. “My pussy is yours, baby. Pound me.” She whispered before licking the rim of my outer ear and sliding her fingers through my hair.
I moved my hips upward while Amanda drove hers forward and we started slow-fucking. Our mouths met and our lips parted, tongues exploring hot and fevered.
Every time I bottomed out, Amanda grunted and moaned. She sucked my tongue into her mouth and increased her pace, causing my bed to squeak with the rhythm of our coupling.
Our skin slapped together and I drove in harder with every deep plunge. Her pussy muscles rolled in waves over my shaft and I groaned while my balls tightened. My orgasm was coming and by all measures, it would be a tsunami-level event.
I raised my hips and impaled my beauty.
“Fuck…unnngggghhh… baby, I’m coming,” Amanda said, voice husky with lust. She gyrated her hips and dug her fingers into my back while her pussy tightened and her body trembled. Goose bumps rose across her golden flesh and she sucked in a sharp breath while her orgasm took hold.
My balls exploded in an orgasmic eruption. I spewed geysers of molten cum deep inside Amanda’s waiting womb.
“Yes,” Amanda cried out as she dug her fingers deep into my back. “Fill me up.”
I continued pumping my hips, unloading viscous ropes of spunk inside her velvety smooth canal. My head spun and specks of white light clouded my field of vision. “Ohhhhh… Fuuucccckkkk.”
“That’s it, baby.” She whispered into my ear, her warm breath curling down my neck. “Let it go.”
I continued draining my balls inside my Playmate-quality girlfriend, finishing the biggest orgasm of my life.
She collapsed on top of me, and I fell backward before we landed in a heap on my soft pillows.
Amanda continued to grind her hips slowly milking the remnants from my still spasming cock.
We lay together breathless, both of us sucking in lungsful of sweet ocean air while the surf continued to roll in the distance.
I slid my fingertips down Amanda’s smooth back until I rested them on her cheeks. “We fought round one to a draw,” I said. “We’ll need to go again before we can declare a winner.”
Amanda propped herself up on my chest and kissed me, her hair spilling over her face. “It might take five or six rounds to name an official champion.”
“Good thing we have all night.” In one smooth motion, I flipped Amanda over until I hovered over her naked body.
“No fair,” she said. “You’re stronger than me.”
I kissed her nose, each eye, and then her lips. “Get used to it, my precious princess.”
She wrapped her arms around my neck and sighed contentedly. “I like it when you call me that.”
I felt myself harden inside her and Amanda’s eyes widened. “Again? Already?”
We did it three more times that night, before we fell asleep together exhausted.
The next morning, we ate breakfast on the deck before taking a stroll along the beach. About fifteen minutes in, Amanda and I sat on the beach and let the water roll over our feet.
“So, what’s the plan?” She asked.
“I thought we might take the bike north up the PCH. There’s a bar up there I think you’d like. A friend of mine plays acoustic. It’s mellow, but the beer is great. Maybe we get some dinner beforehand?”
She curled her arm around mine and laid her head against my shoulder. “That sounds incredible.” She paused for two heartbeats before asking again. “But I was asking about our first target. You know, for a threesome.”
“Someone’s eager,” I said. “You’re that into it?”
She nodded. “It’s like our own personal adventure. Between the two of us, there’s nobody we can’t seduce.”
“You know Mrs. Yang?”
She glanced up at me, eyes wide. “Dr. Yang? Kim Yang, my neighbor? She’s hot. Wow. You aim high don’t you?”
“You aren’t exactly chopped liver.”
She giggled and kissed me on the cheek. “Thank you. You aren’t so bad yourself. But what are you going to do about her husband? He will hunt you down and poison you before you can come within ten feet of his wife. Then he’ll kill me next.”
I kissed her head. “Not if we’re smart.”




Dangerous Curves

I rang the Yang’s doorbell and stepped back.
Beside me, Amanda slipped her hand in mine and squeezed gently.
Tonight, I would begin the slow corruption of my second white whale, the intoxicatingly stunning Dr. Kim Yang. With Amanda on board, all the pieces had fallen into place. “You’re sure about this? It’s not too late to back out.”
Amanda furrowed her brow and glared at me. “You don’t think I can do this?” She wore a shiny blue cocktail dress and had fashioned her blonde hair into a Dutch braid bun. She showed just enough cleavage to keep things interesting and had gone heavy on her makeup for extra slut appeal. Her dress ended just above her knees and she oozed red-light sex.
“You could turn a gay man straight.” I mentally undressed her with my eyes and imagined what I would do with her later. “I need to make sure you’re still okay with the plan.”
She intertwined her fingers in mine. “I’ll be fine, dad. I’m a big girl.”
I brushed the top of her hand with my thumb. “Just remember, it’s you I love.”
She grinned, revealing her gleaming white teeth beneath her full come-fuck-me ruby-red lips. “I love you too, dummy.”
The door opened wide and a handsome, young Asian man answered the door. The man was Andrew Yang, Kim’s utterly controlling husband. He was of Japanese descent but born and raised in California. I had a bicep-thick dossier on the guy and likely knew him better than his own mother.
His gaze locked on Amanda, and he grinned like a cat stalking a canary. “Miss Baker, you made it.”
“Thanks for inviting me,” she said. “You remember Jack?”
He turned to me and half-smiled. “Of course.” He extended his hand, and I took it.
His grip was warm and sturdy, his confidence sure. “Thank you for having us. It’s good to see you again.”
Yang tipped his head to me, offering a minuscule bow. “The honor is mine. It’s rare one breaks bread with both Thorpe brothers in one evening.”
I knew Ben was coming along with every other guest at Yang’s impromptu dinner party. Amanda had spent two weeks accidentally bumping into the guy just to set the evening up. With Amanda in my pocket, arranging the dinner was easy. Yang had a blonde fetish, and Amanda was Marilyn Monroe levels of smoke. Now came the tricky part.
“It will surprise Ben to see me here,” I said. “But thanks for inviting us.” The invitation had been for Amanda plus one. To Yang’s disappointment, she had opted to bring me.
Yang invited us inside and led us through the entryway, down a hallway, and outside onto a deck.
Calling it a deck wasn’t doing it justice. The deck offered a stunning 180-degree view of the coastline.  It included a pool, and an in-ground hot tub, plenty of lounge chairs and a few side tables. An extended formal table with eight place settings sat before a railing. From the railing, you could see our beachside villa sparkling with lights as the last of the sun sank over the horizon.
Five more well-dressed people stood near the bar sipping cocktails and chatting. My brother and Dr. Kim Yang were among the group.
On our arrival, Dr. Yang left the other guests and crossed over to us, stopping beside her husband.
I had a habit of comparing the white whales on my list to celebrities both foreign and domestic. Amanda bore a striking resemblance to a prime Jaime Pressly, and for a while I couldn’t place Kim Yang. That was until I ran across a Japanese gravure model named Reon Kadena. She did a few films around 2005, and that’s when I made the connection. Kim Yang was her doppelganger.
Like my other white whales, I knew everything there was to know about Kim Yang, including her measurements, 34C-26-35. Her father was of French-Canadian descent and her mother Japanese. The result was a stunning multi-ethnic beauty with a soft, exotic Asian appearance. She was off the charts smart and sexy and at twenty-nine wasn’t yet a mom, but her husband was definitely pushing her hard in that direction. She was also an OBGYN which gave her unique insight into fertility treatment, or in her case how to prevent pregnancy.
This evening the lovely Dr. Yang wore a sleeveless shimmering white gown inlaid with silver beading. Her straight silky raven hair stretched past her shoulders, stopping just under her shoulder blades. Her gown covered her chest and wrapped around her neck, leaving her bodacious knockers frustratingly hidden. Her makeup was simple and elegant, and when she smiled at me, my stomach dropped.
“Jack, I heard you were coming just a few minutes ago.” She opened her arms and hugged me while her husband glared disapprovingly.
“Thanks, Dr. Yang,” I said putting on my best Jimmy Olsen, cub reporter voice. The less threatening I came off to Yang, the better. “It feels weird showing up to your house as a guest.”
I first laid eyes on Kim Yang when I spent a summer mowing her lawn six years ago. My dad had long believed that manual labor produced solid character. At first, I resisted, but I later came to thank him because the job landed me inside the reclusive Yang household. A wonderland for a teenage boy where a sizzling Dr. Kim Yang spent her off days lounging by the pool in her barely-there bikini with another white whale on my list, Pam Brooks. It didn’t hurt that my gorgeous step-sister, Emila, Lopez, made the occasional guest appearance.
Back in the day, I had sneaked a few voyeuristic pics and still had them, but my interactions with Dr. Yang had been sparse and limited to short exchanges, although her impression on me had been profound. Every Tuesday, I would scurry home from the Yang’s and beat my meat while bringing up the day’s bikini shot on my phone. Between Kim Yang, Miss Brooks, Emilia, and Amanda, I had lost a lot of fluids that summer. The few times her husband had been present, she had remained mostly covered.
“You are welcome in our home anytime.” Dr. Yang turned to Amanda. “You look beautiful this evening. I was excited to hear that Jack would be your plus one.”
Yang half scowled and practically eye-fucked Amanda over his wife’s shoulder. I’m sure the news thrilled him when she told him.
Amanda squeezed my hand and glanced at me, smiling. “Thanks. We’ve kind of been inseparable lately.”
Kim laughed and her husband forced a thin smile while the four other guests wandered toward us.
It was an epic evening. Four white whales all under one roof. All dressed to the nines. There was Amanda and Dr. Yang, but it was no accident that the other two women were here.
The first woman, Pam Brooks, was Kim’s best friend and my former high school English teacher. Her celebrity doppelganger was Nathalie Emmanuel. She was a stunning multi-ethnic beauty with dark curly hair and a body that could sink a thousand ships. She was also my big brother’s former teenage girlfriend. At twenty-eight she was eight years my senior and the modest ring on her finger came from her now fiancé Adam Hodges who stood next to her eyeballing Amanda.
Miss Brooks stepped up beside Kim with her arm hooked around her fiancé’s elbow. “It’s good to see you, Jack.”
“Hi, Miss Brooks,” I said. “It’s been a long time.”
It had been two years since I last stepped foot in her English class. But she hadn’t left my radar. I had an entire plan for her that depended on bring Kim Yang into the fold.
Pam Brooks wore a flowing artsy skirt with a tight black top that hugged her firm ample breasts. She wore big hoop earrings and a ton of oversized bracelets that jangled on her wrists. Her makeup was virtually non-existent, but her blemish-free complexion practically glowed as if she had just stepped off the beach.
“Please don’t call me that.” She laughed. “Miss Brooks makes me sound like a dinosaur. Call me Pam.”
“Soon to be Mrs. Hodges,” her fiancé awkwardly interjected. Adam stood about a half-inch shorter than Pam with red-close cropped hair and a red beard, trimmed neatly. His suit looked like it came off the rack, but Pam Brooks didn’t care about money or appearance. For her, attraction came at the intellectual level.
The fourth white whale at the dinner party was none other than my brother’s fiancé and technically, my step-sister Emila. The Latina beauty wore a black cocktail dress that showed plenty of her amazing curves. At twenty-seven, Emila was a year younger than my brother and she had a heart of gold. She was Luna’s daughter from a previous marriage and had grown up with her father only to reconnect with her mother a few years back. Emila bore a striking resemblance to the Mexican actress, Paulina Gaitán both in her looks as well as her incredibly endowed body. Landing Emila would be quite the feat considering how head over heels in love she was with my stupid fucking brother.
“Hi, Jack.” Emila waved at me and smiled. Her heavy Mexican accent, rich and sultry, only deepened my desire to pump her full of cum.
“Break out the kiddie cocktails,” my brother Ben said. “We’ve got an underage drinker in the house.” He smirked and sipped on a bottle of Tecate.
I wanted to rub that smug fucking grin right off his smarmy face. “I’m surprised to see you out of the office,” I said. “You heading back in after dinner?”
Ben’s smile faded. “Someone in this family has to work.” He half-slurred his words. “It sure as shit isn’t you.”
Amanda squeezed my hand as if warning me from escalating the argument. I wasn’t about to cause a scene in front of my future harem MILFs, so I let it go.
“Speaking of drinks,” Kim Yang said, coming to the rescue. “What can I get you two?”
“I’ll have a chardonnay,” Amanda said. “Thanks.”
We had discussed alcohol consumption. Our plan couldn’t afford either of us to get so much as buzzed. Amanda and I agreed to nurse a drink so as not to arouse any suspicion. “Thanks Kim. I’ll have a beer. Whatever you’ve got is fine.”
Andrew Yang’s gaze drifted from Amanda and I’s held hands to her exposed cleavage. “How long have you two been a couple?”
I felt an involuntary smile creep across my face, and once again Amanda squeezed my hand before I could knock the softball question out of the park — she’s had them her whole life — I wanted to say.
Instead, it was Amanda who answered for us. “Tomorrow will be a month.” She glanced at me. “Right, babe?”
“How much did he pay you to date him?” Ben asked. “Didn’t he used to follow you around the pool drooling? God, what a dork.”
Amanda glared daggers at my brother, and I saw her jaw muscles flex. “Your brother is an amazing man. Maybe you should get to know him better?”
Emila pulled on Ben’s arm and I heard her whisper into his ear. “Stop it. You’re making an ass of yourself.”
“Ben’s right,” I said. “I’m lucky as hell to have a beautiful woman like Amanda give me the time of day.” I leaned over and kissed her gently on the cheek. “And, yes. It’s been one wonderful month.”
Yang flinched as if I’d struck him. He was only thirty-five, but he’d secretly lusted after Amanda since she was in high school. He might even have been more obsessed with her than me, and that was saying something.
“Jack, are you still reading the classics?” Pam asked before sipping on her wine.
“Definitely. I just finished a reread of Doctor Zhivago. It’s amazing how much you pick up every time through.” I wasn’t lying. To land Pam Brooks, I had spent years reading and rereading everything in her personal library. To my surprise, I had grown an affinity for reading the old romances.
“That’s wonderful,” she said. “We have to catch up soon. I have a couple of new recommendations for you.”
Kim returned with Amanda’s wine and my beer before announcing that dinner was ready.
The eight of us retreated to the austere dinner table overlooking the coast. We feasted on a five-course dinner Yang’s chef had freshly prepared. The conversation was amiable and other than Yang eye-raping my girlfriend, the meal proceeded without a hitch.
After dinner we retreated inside to the Yang’s party room where he served up cocktails and the groups broke off into smaller groups engaging in more intimate conversations.
My brother chatted with Pam and Adam. Dinner had somehow intensified his drunkenness, and he kept staring at her nipples that clearly poked through her tight top. My brother’s fawning attention to his ex-girlfriend hadn’t slipped past Adam, who seemed to grow more annoyed with by the second.
Amanda was chatting with the Yang’s near the bar, and Emila came up beside me and whispered. “He won’t stop flirting with her. What should I do?”
I turned to face her and forced my eyes away from her insanely plunging cleavage. It was like staring into the sun — it was a bad idea that would only land me in trouble. “He’s drunk. You should probably get him home. Do you need me to arrange a ride?” I reached for my cell.
“No.” She bit her lip and glanced over her shoulder at my half-stumbling brother who was blatantly drooling over his smoking hot ex. “I have the car keys.”
“Adam will kick his ass if he doesn’t stop.”
Tears welled in her eyes, and she averted her gaze. “I hate it when he drinks like this. He’ll pass out cold as soon as we get home.”
Ben was a dead sleep drunk. You could stuff him in a crate and drop him off a bridge and he would never know the difference.
“He won’t remember any of this,” she said.
Even upset, her accent made me hard not to mention her tits and ass. She was number two on my list with a bullet. I had big plans for Senorita Lopez.
“I’ll help you round him up,” I said.
Emila and I spent the next ten minutes cajoling my brother into the car. By the time my sizzling step-sis pulled out of the driveway, Adam was already sawing logs.
I walked around to the driver’s side and Emila rolled down the window. “Thank you, Jack. Sometimes I think I picked the wrong brother. Amanda’s a lucky girl.”
I gave her my warmest smile before kneeling and coming face to face with her. “I’ll call you tomorrow and make sure you’re okay.”
“You’re so sweet.” She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek before wiping away her lipstick. “That would be tough to explain to Amanda.”
My stomach rolled, and my cock surged in my briefs. I wanted her as badly as I’d ever wanted anyone. My only consolation was that my brother was way to shit-faced to unwrap her pretty little package.
Emila eased out of the driveway, taking my drunken brother with her.
When I got back inside, the group dynamic had shifted. Amanda chatted with Pam, Adam and Yang. Kim was heading for the front door as if to check on us.
“Is your brother okay?” She asked.
I stepped inside and shut the door behind me. “He’ll survive. He should probably learn to lay off the booze.”
Kim had already downed at least her fourth glass of wine and was likely feeling zero pain. True to her word, Amanda was on her second glass, although she hadn’t actually drunk any of it. “Well, you’re a good brother to put up with that nonsense. But you’ve always been a good boy.” She squeezed my wrist and smiled. “Although you’re not a little boy anymore, are you?”
I glanced past her at Amanda and she looked at me and winked. I returned my attention to Dr. Yang and smiled. “I’ve got my own vices, I suppose. I shouldn’t be too hard on my brother.”
Her gaze traveled from my face to my shoes and back again. She sipped her wine and smiled coyly. “Whatever vices you might have, keep them up. It’s working.”
I felt Yang’s icy stare on me and when I looked up; he was glaring at his wife, his expression angry. If I didn’t know better, I would have guessed Andrew Yang was making a run at his own harem starting with my girlfriend. The notion made me smile inside. May the best man win, motherfucker.
“Say, Dr. Yang, I noticed —
“Please, call me Kim? We’re good enough friends, aren’t we?” Her smile was electric, and I felt my cock unfold in my pants.
I smiled. “Okay, Kim.”
“You were saying something before I interrupted you.” She hadn’t removed her hand from my wrist.
“Yes. I couldn’t help but notice the picture over your kitchen desk. Was that you? It looked like you were climbing Otter Cliff.”
Her jaw dropped, and she looked at me, stunned. “You know that climb?”
I grinned. “One second.” I pulled out my phone and skimmed through my pictures until I found the one my friend had snapped of me climbing Otter Cliff. I flipped it around and showed it to her. “That was two years ago.”
Her eyes widened and her mouth fell all the way open. “You’re fucking with me?”
I’d never heard Dr. Yang cuss, and I liked it. I chuckled. “That’s me. I went with a couple of friends from school.”
Kim latched onto my hand and dragged me through the house toward her husband. She held up the phone and showed him my picture. “Jack climbed the same cliff as me. Can you believe it?”
Yang appeared more annoyed than impressed and seemed to force a weak ass smile. “You must have a lot of courage.”
“I get off on the rush.” I glanced at Amanda. “Don’t I, babe?”
“He loves doing dangerous things. It sounds fun, but I’ve never gone mountain climbing,” Amanda said.
“I’m teaching her.” I pointed to my phone. “There’s another one in there from Todra Gorge.”
“In Morocco?” Kim asked. “I did that climb when I was twenty.”
“So did I.”
Kim laughed and shook her head. “I never knew you climbed. Now, my husband won’t let me do anything but the indoor wall at the gym.”
“I won’t risk the life of my future children on a silly climbing expedition,” he said.
Kim rolled her eyes.
“I never knew you were such a well-rounded person,” Pam said. “You’ve already accomplished so much.”
Adam joined Yang in the annoyed spouse category. However, his displeasure carried a more muted, mainstream intensity than Yang’s murderous gaze. Ever solid and reliable, Adam Hodges was a suburban dad in the making.
“I try lots of things.” I closed my phone and slipped it into my pocket. “It’s too bad you don’t climb anymore. Amanda and I are going to the Yosemite next weekend for a hike and a climb. Her friend Trish and her boyfriend bailed on us. We have room for two more. Maybe you and Mr. Yang would like to join us?”
Kim’s face lit up like a firework. “Yes. That would be incredible.” She turned to her husband. “What do you think, Andrew?”
Yang shook his head. He looked less excited than a death row inmate. “I don’t think that will work in our schedule.”
Kim’s entire body deflated, and a storm gathered in her eyes. “Am I only a baby making machine to you? Why can’t you ever relax and have fun?”
Yang stiffened but remained utterly silent as he stared at his wife, his face a mask of contempt.
Pam wrapped her arm inside Kim’s and drew her near. “Honey, I don’t think this is the time or the place for family disputes, do you?”
“I’m sorry,” I said. “We should leave. I’ve upset you, Mr. Yang.”
Yang glanced at Amanda and back at me in a panic. “No. Please. It’s I who should apologize. We shouldn’t air our dirty laundry in front of honored guests. Let’s have another drink, shall we?” He glanced directly at Amanda as if nobody else in the room existed.
When I turned around, Adam was leading Pam to the door. I couldn’t hear their conversation, but I knew they were saying goodbye.
Pam walked up to me and took my hands in hers. “Jack, I swear to God, if you don’t find me soon, I’m coming after you. I want to hear all about college and the books you’re reading.”
Oh, don’t worry, Pammy. I’ll be finding you ASAP. “I don’t think I have your number.” That was a lie. I had her number, Adam’s number, and even her parents’ cell phone numbers, but she didn’t know that.
We exchanged phone numbers and Pam offered me a warm hug goodbye while her fiancé stood near Kim with one foot already out the door.
After they left, Kim joined us again by the bar. “Jack, would you be interested in seeing some of my old climbing photos?”
I glanced over at Yang, and he perked up more than he had all night. “That’s a wonderful idea. You two take your time.”
Amanda winked at me and Kim took my hand, dragging me back through the house with her wineglass in hand. When it came to his wife, I understood Yang’s possessiveness. The way her tight ass shimmied in her dress made my cock ache, and I yearned for the day I could drain my balls inside her tight box. This moment was why I had needed Amanda so badly. Without her, none of this would have been possible, including the dinner itself. Yang wouldn’t rest until he banged Amanda. Unfortunately for him, that would never happen.
Kim dragged me into a small office and set down her wineglass on a desk crammed full of notes, medical magazines, and pictures of her and her family. “Have a seat. When you mentioned Yosemite, it reminded me of the time I climbed El Cap. I was twenty-two. God, that feels like forever ago.”
I perched on the arm of a leather chair next to the desk. “Kim, we’re climbing El Cap next weekend. Well, at least a small section of it. Amanda is only a beginner, but the terrain is beautiful. You’ve got to come.”
She bent over and rifled through a drawer with her ass inches from my face. “My husband will never let me. Ah, I have them right here.”
I bit my lip and reached out with my palms before air squeezing her perfectly sculpted hips and ass. Fuck me. I was rock hard and raging.
She stood smiling, holding a leather-bound photo album. “Ta da. Wait until you see these.”
She perched on the chair beside me, her hips touching mine, and opened the photo album across both our laps.
The first picture showed Kim posing outside a cabin with her friends. She looked stunning. “Wow, look at you.”
She smiled wistfully while gazing down at the picture. “God, I was so young.” Kim rang her finger over herself and sighed. “Some days I wish I could reverse the clock.”
I rested my hand on the album and leaned closer to take a good hard look. She was a fucking smoke show. “You look the same now as you did then, which is gorgeous.”
She laughed playfully and her cheeks turned rosy red. “You’re doing wonders for my ego.” She picked up her wine and sipped. “This is the one I wanted to show you. We summited El Cap.” She slid her hand on top of mine and squeezed. “I so wish I could do it again.” She didn’t move her hand and stared longingly at the photo.
My heart rate elevated, and I tried to control my breathing. I inhaled the jasmine fragrance drifting from her hair and my cock stiffened to full mast inside my pants. “You can still go. We can do it together. That way I can be part of your next album.” I glanced at her and our eyes met.
It didn’t take a genius to see the suppressed desire locked inside her cavernous green eyes. “I can’t,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.
I leaned into her, and she edged closer. Her eyes drifted closed, and I inhaled the scent of her wine while her warm breath washed over me. I went in to close the gap and seal our first kiss.
“Jack, we can’t.” She squeezed my hand and sighed. “My husband is right down the hall. Plus, I’m a married woman. I took a vow.”
“But you wanted to kiss me, didn’t you?”
She stood without answering, folded the album shut, and stuffed it into the drawer. “We should get back.”
“I’m sorry, Kim. It’s just that you’re so beautiful. Mr. Yang is a lucky guy.”
“He’s an asshole,” she said as a matter of fact. “But I’m stuck with him.”
I stood, and we walked down the hall together without making eye contact.
Kim stopped outside the restroom and said, “I’ll meet you back there. I need to freshen up.” She disappeared into the bathroom while I tiptoed down the hall, pulling my camera out as I went.
Amanda perched atop a high-backed bar stool, and Yang stood between her slightly parted legs as if willing himself toward her. His hands rested on Amanda’s knees and he slowly stroked her skin while he murmured something I couldn’t quite make out.
I brought up my camera and snapped a couple of shots.
Amanda glanced over Yang’s shoulder in my direction, and our eyes met only for an instant.
I gave her the thumbs up and retreated back down the hallway. After waiting five seconds, I opened and closed a door loud enough for Yang to hear. Two seconds later, I marched back down the hallway and entered the party room to find Yang standing behind the bar pouring a bottle of gin into his glass. Amanda remained where she was before still sitting in the chair.
“How you doing, babe?” I walked up to Amanda and kissed her on the lips, letting it linger before softly kissing her a second time for Yang’s benefit.
I felt Yang’s stony stare on my neck, and I imagined the violence he would have perpetrated if he could get away with it. I backed off the kiss and rubbed Amanda’s knees in the same spot Yang had only moments earlier.
“Good. You about ready to call it a night?” Amanda asked.
Kim walked back into the room and Yang perked up.
“Good, you’re here,” Yang said. “Amanda convinced me you could use an adventure vacation. Why don’t you go with them and have fun? I have to work and you know I’m no good with rock climbing.”
“Seriously?” Kim’s eyes widened, and she grinned turning to face me. “Does the offer still stand?”
“Absolutely,” I said. “Give me your number, and I’ll text you mine. I’ll send you the details.”
Ten minutes later, Amanda and I climbed into my Tesla parked in the Yang’s long driveway. “Are you okay?”
She shivered slightly and turned to face me. “He’s super fucking creepy. He tried to stick his hands up my skirt right there at the bar. I practically had to beg him to stop.”
I squeezed the wheel so hard my knuckles turned white. I exhaled, venting a slow-burning rage. I would see the motherfucker dead before he touched Amanda again. “Amanda, let’s forget the whole thing, okay? It’s not worth it. I’m not leaving you alone with him.”
“Baby, I can handle myself.” She inched closer to me and stroked the nape of my neck. “Kim looked so hot, didn’t she?”
I smiled and relaxed my grip. “Not as hot as you.” That was a white lie. I couldn’t decide who was hotter, and frankly it didn’t matter. They were both breaking the thermometer.
She kissed my cheek and moved down to my ear. “Good answer.”
“Did you get video?”
“Yeah. You wanna watch it?” She asked kissing me again.
“Did he touch you anywhere that will piss me off?”
“I told you, Jack. This body belongs to you. No one else.” She slid her hand down my chest and worked the top two buttons free on my shirt.
My cock, still raging from my encounter with Dr. Yang, pulsed. I turned toward my blonde Aphrodite and our mouths connected. Hot and hungry, our tongues twined and I tasted the cool mint on her lips and tongue.
Amanda moaned. “Fuck me, baby. I want you so bad.” She slid her hand inside my shirt and tweaked my nipple to hardness.
“We should leave the Yang’s first,” I said breathlessly.
Amanda inched her skirt up over her hips and slid off her panties. “Nuh uh. I’m too horny. Every woman at that party wanted to fuck you. It made me so fucking wet. You’re my man.”
She pushed down her dress, and her perfect tits sprang free.
I unzipped my pants and slid them down to my knees. “Does it turn you on that other women want me?”
Her mouth was all over my neck and face, kissing and licking. She slid onto my lap and lowered herself onto my steel hard shaft. “Yes,” she hissed. “I love it that your mine.”
Her exquisite tightness pulled against my cock and I felt every inch of her pussy come alive, contracting and relaxing, while her walls conformed to my bulging shaft. “How much do you love this cock?”
Amanda bounced up and down on my cock, her smooth ass slapping my thighs every time I bottomed out. “Baby, I love your cock so fucking much. I love you so much.”
I pulled her half-hard nipple into my mouth and sucked it to full hardness.
“Mmmmm… baby, I love that.” She ran her fingers through my hair and fucked me harder and faster.
The car shook with the rhythm of our motion. If poor Yang gazed out his window now, he might commit hara-kiri.
Amanda mashed her tits between my face and squeezed them together until she buried my entire head in her massive cleavage. “Come in me, baby. Don’t hold back anything.”
During the past month, I’d lost track of how many times Amanda and I had sex, but it was in the dozens. We fucked every day, multiple times a day, and the pace had nearly exhausted me. For all her uppity bitchiness she was a voracious lover, and I had truly fallen for her — and that worried me.
“Ohhhhhh… fuck… I’m commmmming baby.” She stopped pounding my cock and switched to a front-to-back motion plumbing her depths with my glistening rod.
I felt goose bumps rise on her chest and Amanda let her tits go and leaned backward, resting her body against the steering wheel as she continued to grind my cock into dust.
Her tits swayed and jiggled and I offered no warning when my orgasm exploded inside her, flooding her pussy with heavy jets of thick milky cum.
“That’s it, baby. God, you come so hard for me, don’t you?” She continued grinding, while I pained her walls with inky blasts of baby-batter.
I continued to grunt while I raised her off the seat, impaling her with every hard thrust. “You belong to me.”
She leaned forward and kissed my neck while I continued to cream inside her.
“Yes, my love — only yours. No one else,” she whispered, probing my ear with her tongue.
After we finished Amanda sat motionless on my lap with my cock still buried inside her. She kissed me softly on the lips and dragged both hands through my hair. “I could fuck you forever and ever. How do you have this spell on me?”
“Because I know you better than anyone ever has,” I said. “And because we love each other.”
She smiled affectionally and kissed me softly on the lips. “Yes, we are,” she said. “But I’m warning you that I’ll need you inside me again after we get home.”
Later that night, after three more rounds of sex, we fell asleep together naked. For the past month, this had become our nightly ritual. Amanda essentially lived with me and I loved having her.
I stroked her hair and kissed her softly on the cheek while she sighed contentedly and drifted off. I hadn’t planned on falling in love, but going in, I knew it was a real possibility. I couldn’t let that emotion deter me or throw me off my game, but at the same time I would kill Andrew Yang if he touched a hair on her head, and I meant it.
I sighed and wrapped my arm around her waist before cupping her bare breast in my hand. As I drifted off to sleep, I whispered in her ear. “I love you, Amanda Baker.”
◆◆◆
 
A few days later, we set the plans in motion. I had arranged everything with Kim. She would meet Amanda and I at the airport’s hangar number one, where we would fly the corporate jet north to Mammoth Yosemite Airport. From there we would drive a jeep to the park and hike the rest of the day to our cabin near the base of El Capitan.
What Kim didn’t know was that Amanda had no intention of meeting us. At least not right away. She had a role to play with Yang that I was beyond uneasy with. Her role involved capturing video of Yang attempting to have sex with her before she rejected him.
Early on Saturday morning, Amanda and I sat on the deck sipping coffee. “I have my sat phone. If you get in trouble, call me.”
Amanda moved from the chair across from me to my lap. She wriggled her ass against my cock and smiled. “You taught me self-defense, remember?”
I sighed. “I don’t like this. It doesn’t feel right.”
“I’m a big girl, Jack.” She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me on top of my head.
“If anything happens to you, I’ll never forgive myself.”
“Stop worrying,” she said. “Just make sure the bed is king-size and save me some of that sweet Dr. Yang. I want to play with her too.”
“Call me as soon as it’s over,” I said. “The helicopter will pick you up at 8 am and take you straight to the cabin.”
She kissed me on the lips and gazed at me, her expression anything but serious. “I expect pancakes on Monday morning.”
“I know, with bananas.” I rubbed her back and sighed. “And a few with blueberries, too.”
She hugged me tight. “You know me so well.”
She had no idea just how true that was. I kissed her one last time before slipping her off my lap and standing. “Okay. I’ve got to go. Luna knows you’re here, so don’t feel all weird about staying.”
“I don’t feel weird. Luna is so hot. Maybe I’ll warm her up for us.”
“No.” I kissed her again. That was a project left for another day. “But maybe someday we can both play with her.”
“Really?” She stepped back and her eyes widened.
I crossed the deck and opened the door and winked at her. “If you’re a good girl. Now, I’ll expect a call later tonight.”
“Jack, wait.” Amanda ran to me. She leaped into my arms before wrapping her arms tightly around my shoulders. “I love you with my whole heart.”
I patted her ass and set her down. “I love you too. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
◆◆◆
 
I arrived at the airport twenty minutes early and arranged everything with the pilot and crew. By the time Kim arrived, the engines were warming and the champagne chilling.
I waited just inside the hangar. When Kim walked through the door, my stomach seesawed. “Good morning.”
Kim wore painted-on black yoga pants that hugged her flawless hips and ass. She wore a matching form-fitting jacket and beneath it, I spotted a hint of cleavage and the possibility of a sports bra beneath. She wore a pair of sturdy but fashionable hiking shoes which completed her adventure-girl ensemble. She tied her straight, raven hair back in a simple ponytail and she wore minimal makeup. When she saw me, she smiled showcasing her gleaming white teeth and full pink lips. Her pert nose, sparkling green eyes, and flawless porcelain complexion complemented a body sculpted by the God’s.
“Oh, good. I’ve got the right place.” She hefted a petite luggage bag over her shoulder and crossed the hangar floor while gazing around as if confused. “Where’s Amanda?”
I frowned. “Amanda had a minor family crisis. She’ll join us tomorrow. That’s only if you’re comfortable traveling with me alone.”
Her eyes widened, and she formed a crisp O-shape with her lips. “I hope everything’s okay.”
“Yeah,” I lied. “I think her great aunt slipped, and she’s helping her mom take care of her. She told me to apologize profusely.”
Kim waved it off. “I totally get it. I’m sorry to hear about her aunt.”
“I would have cancelled but I couldn’t pass up the chance to climb El Cap. And since it’s just you and I, I thought we might even push it a bit.”
“That’s a lot to live up to. I’m rusty,” she said.
“So, you’re okay with just the two of us? What if Mr. Yang finds out?”
She laughed nervously. “What Mr. Yang doesn’t know won’t hurt him. I’m totally fine with it if you are.”
My stomach fluttered, and my cock hardened with anticipation. Everything was falling into place. “Absolutely. If you follow me, our chariot awaits.”
We spent the hour-long flight chit-chatting and making small talk. Kim and I went over the day’s itinerary and the details of the climb we would do together at dawn. The hour flew past and by the time we touched down, Kim and I were flat out flirting.
We walked across the tarmac and climbed into a Jeep. A half-hour later we pulled into a remote, private parking area that doubled as a trailhead for the climb to our family cabin.
I had arranged for everything at the cabin, including a fully stocked refrigerator and bar. I grabbed a backpack filled with enough provisions to keep us well fed and hydrated until we reached the cabin.
Throughout the hike Kim marveled at the beauty of the mountains, the clean fresh air, and stunning vistas. About halfway to the cabin, I suggested we take a break at the trail’s highest point. The location overlooked a deep valley complete with a crystal-clear lake that stretched to the base of a mountain.
We climbed atop a flat boulder near the trail’s edge and sat facing the valley.
I opened up the pack and handed Kim an ice-cold water and a trail bar. “There’s plenty more where that came from.”
She popped open the water and took a sip. “Jack, this place is incredible. Do you come here often?”
“Whenever I can,” I said. “It was a great place to learn survival skills, including climbing.”
She inched closer until our legs touched. We both dangled our feet over the boulder’s edge and the view made it seem as if we were floating on air. “I’m so jealous. Andrew would never come up here.”
“I’ve run a glider right off this boulder,” I said. “Floating out over the valley is so peaceful.”
Her mouth fell open. “You hang glide?”
Overcoming my fears was one of the hardest steps of my transformation, but it was all worth it if it meant swimming in Kim Yang’s lady pond. “Yep. I’ll show you the video when we get to the cabin.”
She peered across the valley. “Where did you land?”
I pointed across the valley. “See the far end of the lake?”
“Yeah.”
“Behind a copse of trees is the cabin. That’s where we’ll spend the weekend, and that’s where I landed.”
She edged closer and placed her hand on her thigh in such a way that her pinky finger grazed my leg. She left in there while she bit into her trail bar. “What else do you do? I mean besides climbing and hang-gliding.”
“Bungee jumping, parachuting, whitewater rafting, hiking, surfing, sailing.” I shrugged. “Lots of things.”
She inched her hand across my leg until three fingers rested on my mid-thigh. “What’s the craziest thing you’ve ever done.”
I grinned and bit into the trail bar. “It’s better if I show you. I have a video at the cabin.”
“What is it?”
I shook my head. “I’ll let the anticipation build.”
She moved her hand onto my thigh and squeezed. “I’m an expert tickler. Tell me or I swear I’ll make you pee your pants.”
“You’ll have to be a good girl if you want to see the video and the video after that one. It will blow your mind.” I grabbed her hand and slipped mine inside.
Kim didn’t resist. Rather, she twined her fingers in mine and squeezed. “We’ll play by your rules… this time.”
“There’s something else I think might interest you. Maybe I’ll show you if you’re a very, very good girl. “
She squeezed my hand tighter and gritted her teeth. “You can’t keep teasing me like this. Tell me or I’ll have to get rough.”
I easily twisted her arm around and in one smooth motion slipped her onto my lap. “What if I like it rough?”
Kim’s cheeks flushed bright red, and she resisted for a heartbeat before she gave in and relaxed. “Now you’ll have to carry me the rest of the way. I’m not moving.”
I shrugged. “Suit yourself.”
She wriggled her ass on my lap and I felt her ass crack slip around my cock.
My cock hardened and went rigid.
Kim’s eyes widened before she scrambled off my lap. “Jack Thorpe, I’ll tell your mother.”
My shorts bulged at the crotch, and I shrugged again. “It’s your fault for having such a cute ass.”
She reached around and felt her ass while her jaw fell open. “My ass isn’t cute.”
“You’re right,” I said. “It’s not cute. It’s fucking spectacular.” I laughed and adjusted the erection still growing in my shorts.
“You think I have a nice ass?” She glanced behind her as if sizing up her own caboose. “I’ll be thirty in a month. Nothing good happens after thirty.”
“Somehow I think you’ll be just fine.” I hopped off the boulder and picked up the pack. “We should probably get going if we want to make the cabin in time for dinner.”
Kim hopped off the boulder and landed beside me. “What’s for dinner?”
“It depends on how good you are at fishing.” I grinned. “Now, come on.”
She scrambled after me. “Fishing? Jack, I seriously suck at fishing.”
Two hours later, we reached the cabin. Unlike some of our other properties, the Yosemite cabin was a relic from the past. We had a grandfather clause in an old government contract for the cabin to even exist inside the national park. My family sold off the property to the government at a steeply discounted price. In exchange we got the cabin with the amendment that it remained a small, two-bedroom, rustic, cabin. Inside we had the place sealed and winterized. It had running water, electricity, a refrigerator, and a small satellite including Internet. It wasn’t the Grand Palace by any stretch, but it was one of my favorite places on earth.
“Here we are.” I pushed open the door and flipped on the light.
To the left, there was a small kitchen with a chopping block island, a narrow counter, a sink, and a refrigerator. To the right there was a stone fireplace, a long comfortable couch, and two matching armchairs. A TV hung over the fireplace and I dedicated one wall to adventuring gear for every occasion.
I stepped inside and Kim came in after me. “It’s so cozy.”
“Yeah. You should come here when the snow is up to the rafters.”
She gazed around the room and took it all in. “I would freaking love that.”
“Cross country skiing at its finest or if the snow is too deep, we snowshoe instead.”
“If you keep teasing me like that, I’ll never leave.” She wandered over to the fridge and pulled it open.
I had it fully stocked with steaks, vegetables, beer, wine, fruit, cheese, and a few other things besides.
“So much for fishing.” She glanced over her shoulder and smirked. “I knew you were full of shit.”
“Hey, we can still fish for our dinner. But I had to have some backup, didn’t I?”
She pulled out an ice-cold beer. “You have Blind Pig?” She held up the beer and whirled toward me. “You’re starting to creep me out. You’ve hit on all my favorites, including my favorite IPA.”
“I love Blind Pig. Great minds and all that.” It was true. I had tried it after I discovered it was Kim’s favorite and it was damn good. The woman had seriously good taste in beer.
She popped open the beer using an opener screwed into the side of the fridge and shrugged. “This is like my dream vacation. Can we stay a month?”
“Mr. Yang definitely would not approve.”
Kim sighed and downed half her beer in a single swallow. “He’s a dick. Fuck him.”
“Ouch,” I said. “Sorry I brought it up.”
She shook her head. “I’m sorry. Domestic issues are such a fucking downer. Forget I said anything. Now, do I get the rest of the nickel tour?”
“Only if you snag me one of those Blind Pig’s.”
She giggled and pulled out a beer, popped it open, and handed it to me. “Cheers,” she said, hoisting her bottle toward me.
We clinked bottles, and each downed a large swallow of delicious hoppy goodness.
“Follow me for the grand finale.” I turned and opened the door to the master bedroom. “This is where the magic happens.”
Inside there was a king-sized bed with fresh sheets and fluffy pillows. Hanging on the wall, there were poster-sized framed photos of my various adventure excursions and a small adjoining bathroom.
Kim walked inside and gasped, staring up at the photos. “These are all of you?”
There was a photo of Milo and I skiing down the side of a mountain through fresh powder. There was another of me and my friends Tim and Jason at the summit of El Cap, and the most recent edition was one of Amanda and I sitting on the end of the cabin’s pier staring out over the lake at sunset. It was my favorite. Milo had snapped it two weeks ago when the three of us visited the cabin together. I instantly fell in love with it. For the first time, my mind wandered to Amanda, and I experienced a pang of longing, a hollow spot in my heart that only she filled.
Kim paused on the picture of Amanda and I. “Jack, there’s something you should know.”
I didn’t like the sound of that. Not one little bit. “What?”
“I don’t think Amanda’s sick,” Kim said, gazing on the picture.
My heart rate sped up, and my palms started to sweat. I didn’t like surprises. “Why?”
“I think she’s with my husband.” She turned to face me. “I’m sorry to be the one to tell you.”
“Oh? Do you have some proof?” For the first time, I was genuinely worried that Amanda had played me for a fucking fool.
“I saw them at the party,” she said. “He had his hand on her ass and was whispering into her ear right before I showed you those photos.”
I exhaled a held breath of pure relief. Kim had seen nothing that I wasn’t already aware of. But with the cat out of the bag, there was no need to hold off. “It’s funny you mention that.” I pulled out my phone, scanned to the party pictures of Amanda and Yang, and held it up for Kim to see.
I showed her the picture of Yang standing between Amanda’s legs with his hands on her knees. “I saw too.”
Kim’s shoulders relaxed, and she seemed to breathe out her own held breath. “I’m sorry, Jack.”
I wasn’t about to throw Amanda under the bus. Especially so since she was working on Kim’s behalf, at this very moment. “Has this happened before?”
“He likes them young and blonde. He has had a particular obsession with Amanda for a very long time.”
That was a plot twist I hadn’t seen coming. I didn’t know Kim knew about her husband’s regular dalliances. “I’m sorry. He’s a piece of shit.”
She shrugged. “He doesn’t know I’m on birth control, or at least I was on birth control. I forgot to pack them for this trip.”
“He thinks you’re trying to get pregnant?”
“Yep. But that ain’t happenin’.” She puckered her lips and popped them before downing another drink of beer. “He just doesn’t know it yet.”
I couldn’t tell her that Amanda and I had set up Yang to nullify her prenup — at least not yet. “You know what? Let’s not let that get us down. The tour isn’t over yet. Your bedroom is the next stop on our tour of Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory.”
“Thank, God. Talking about Andy is such a buzz kill.”
We left the master bedroom and stepped across the short hall before I opened the door to the second bedroom. “Your bed m’lady.” I swung the door open wide and stood back.
Kim burst out laughing, and I frowned, feigning surprise.
I turned toward the bedroom and found the mattress and box spring missing. “What the fuck?” I had the bed removed shortly after our visit two weeks ago. It was a cheap ploy, but one that might throw us together. “Luna was here last weekend. I bet she had something to do with this. Shit, I’m sorry. I’ll take the couch.”
Kim stepped up beside me and smacked me hard on the ass. She swallowed the last gulp of her beer and grinned up at me. “The bed’s big enough for both of us, don’t you think?” She raised her eyebrow suggestively, and I nodded dumbly.
“I’m starving, and I fucking love steak.” She licked her lips and my cock twitched.
It was really happening, and all of it much easier than I expected. “I’ll fire up the grill.”
We spent the evening prepping dinner together. I seasoned the steaks and Kim fixed the vegetables. I baked a loaf of French Bread and a side of olive oil to round out the dinner. We drank more beer while we worked and two more over dinner. By the time dessert had arrived, we were both feeling a little buzzed.
We cleaned the dishes together, and Kim flirted with me heavily in the kitchen. Afterward we shared a slice of chocolate cake, her favorite, and switched over to a warm rich Cabernet.
“This is amazing,” she said. “I can’t believe you did all this for me.”
“I love this place, and I’m glad I could share it with you.”
“Videos,” she snapped her fingers and pointed at the blank screen. “You owe me.”
“You’re right. But don’t hold it against me if the buildup was greater than the actual video clip.”
She picked up her wine and made her way to the couch. “Sit.” She patted the spot next to her. “You can add the color commentary.” She took off her jacket and tossed it aside, revealing a tight black sports bra that encased her tits perfectly. Side boob cleavage bulged out just under her arm and the deep valley of her chest cleavage burst from the top of the skin tight garment.
My pulse quickened, and I inhaled a slow breath, hoping to slow the fuse burning on my desire. She was crazy levels of hot, and despite my heroic veneer, I was but a geek at heart. I turned on the TV and opened up my phone. “You must promise to disavow any knowledge of the events I’m about to show you.”
Kim giggled and slipped deeper into the couch before swallowing another drink of wine. “You’re such a rebel.”
I sat down on the couch beside her, leaving zero space between the two of us.
Kim leaned her head against my shoulder and curled toward me before slipping her toes under my leg. “The anticipation is killing me.”
I couldn’t help but plaster on a shit-eating grin. I had the market cornered on anticipation. I clicked a few buttons on my phone and my screen appeared on the TV above the fireplace.
“About six months ago, I filmed this in New York City,” I said.
The TV lit up with shaky go pro footage pointed toward the night sky. The stars were mostly muted behind the glow of the city and when the camera panned down Kim gasped.
The clip showed my toes dangling over the edge of an insanely tall high rise. Far below the city streets streamed with activity from cars and busses that looked more like toys than actual vehicles. In the video, my breathing was short and rapid and the video jerky and uneven.
“What the actual fuck?” Kim leaned forward and set down her wine glass before covering her open mouth. “Where is this?”
“One World Trade Center. 1,368 feet up.”
“You are fucking crazy.” She stood and stared at the raw footage and I noticed her nipples had hardened and strained the fabric of her sports bra.
“Hold on to your hat,” I said. “Cause shits about to get real.”
Two seconds later I jumped and Kim screamed, lunging toward me while the gusting wind lit up my Go Pro’s microphone.
Beside me, Kim landed with a soft thud and buried her face in my chest while the video continued to roll. “I can’t watch,” she said, her voice muffled.
“Rumor has it, the guy actually lives.”
She giggled and rolled sideways, laying her head in my lap while she peeked up at the screen.
I rested my hand on her hip and stroked the soft curve of her ass while my cock hardened. This time, Kim didn’t move.
When my chute opened, Kim’s entire body relaxed, and she exhaled before sliding her hand just inside my knee. “I can’t believe you did this. I remember this was all over the news.”
“Yep.”
“And they never caught you?”
“Not unless you turn me in.”
She sat upright but didn’t move her hand. Rather, she slid it further down my leg and rested in on my inner thigh just below my fat cock. “Do you have any more?” Her nipples were rock hard and her eyes ablaze with desire.
I knew Kim was an adrenaline junkie, but watching her body undergo such a physiological change was more than a little hot. “I do, but you have to swear you’ll never reveal my secret identity.”
She glanced up at me and frowned. “Are you going to rip off your shirt and reveal a giant S underneath?”
“No. But if you Google YosemiteSam2K, you’ll find more of my work.” I already knew Kim was one of my subscribers and had either liked or commented on most of my videos.
“No fucking way that’s you.” She licked her lips, the wine forgotten. “Prove it.”
I laughed. “How?”
“Show me the raw footage.” She looked like a woman on the verge of ripping my clothes off, and I couldn’t have asked for a better setup. I only hoped things were going just as smoothly for Amanda.
“Suit yourself.” I tapped a few more buttons on my phone and the screen lit up with my raw directory of jumper videos, all timestamped to the day and time of each jump.
“Click the one from February,” she said. “I remember it.”
“The Grand Canyon jump?” I clicked the video, and it rolled, but unlike the YouTube video this one was unedited and showed Milo standing next to me at the top of the jump. “That’s my best friend Milo. Forget you saw him.”
Kim massaged my inner thigh while she gazed up at the screen, laser-focused.
The video rolled, showing me leap off the edge of the Grand Canyon and drop for a few seconds before my chute opened. At the end, the clip ran longer than the YouTube video and showed me taking off my helmet and pointing the camera at my face, selfie style.
For the second time, Kim gasped, and her hands trembled while she turned to face me. “You’re Yosemite Fucking Sam? He’s a legend.”
I shrugged. “I like to keep a low profile.”
Kim stood and paced back-and-forth, breathing rapidly while she stared down at me, star-struck. “Jack, can I tell you a secret?”
“Hell, yes,” I said.
“I’ve gotten myself off to your videos,” she said.
That was news to me, but news I loved hearing. “Then you’ll really love my next idea.”
“What?” She jumped back on the couch knees first with her cleavage practically spilling out the front of her top. “Tell me. Don’t play games. I can’t take it.”
“I have an idea for a new video but it’s pretty explicit. I was hoping Amanda would film it with me.”
She licked her lips and balled the front of my tee-shirt into her fists. “Spill it, Thorpe.”
“Maybe I should show you instead.”
Kim backed off and allowed me to get up. I retrieved the custom-made portable ledge from under my bed and returned to Kim.
She gazed on the contraption and furrowed her brow. “You wanted to show me a portaledge?”
A portaledge, or portable ledge, was a hanging tent climber’s affixed to the side of a cliff to get some shuteye before continuing onward.
“This is a special design.” I held up the tent and showed her the bottom.
It was completely transparent.
“You must be high on glue,” she said. “You plant to sleep off the side of a cliff in a tent with a see-through bottom?”
“Not sleep,” I said. “I meant to fuck Amanda in this tent. Anyway, that was the plan.”
“You’re going to post a video of you fucking in a bottomless tent?” she asked.
“A highly edited version,” I said. “Without the faces or most of the naughty parts.”
She gazed at the tent and back up at me. “That’s hot.”
“Think of the rush you’d get,” I said.
“Are you asking me to have sex with you dangling from the side of El Capitan in a bottomless tent?” A thin smile curled her lips.
“Uh…. yes,” I said. “Interested?”
Without a word, Kim took my hand and led me to the bedroom.
Adrenaline raced through my body, sending my heart rate into the stratosphere. With every step, I watched her ass shift and sway while her tits, encased in her tight bra, jiggled and shook. She was walking sex, and I stood at the brink of a life-altering event.
When we entered the bedroom, Kim shoved me back onto the foot of the bed.
I bounced slightly and edged backward, reclining on my elbows while Kim stood between my legs.
“Before I commit, I want to take Yosemite Sam on a test drive.” Kim grinned and pulled her sports bra over her tits.
Her perfect 34C’s tits caught on the elastic band of her sports bra and rose to a crescendo before breaking loose and coasting into a free fall. Their jiggle and bounce mesmerized me as they swayed from side to side before finding their true center. There was no faking those moves. Her tits were as real as they came.
Kim’s areolas were small, pink, and slightly puffy. Her nipples stood firm and erect and tilted at a slight up angle. I couldn’t decide who had better tits between Amanda and Kim, and frankly it didn’t matter. They were both SI calendar hot, and my stiff cock proved it.
Kim massaged her tits, treating me to a mini strip show. “It feels good to get that bra off,” she said.
My cock rose, tenting out the front of my shorts. “Feel free to leave it off. Proper blood flow is key to good health. Right, Dr. Yang?” I licked the dryness from my lips while Kim curled her thumbs under each side of her yoga pants.
“Correct,” she said. “Which is why we need to exercise all our organs regularly.” She pulled down her pants, revealing a black lace thong underneath.
My head swooned, and my cock pressed painfully against the front of my shorts. But I didn’t want to get undressed and disrupt Kim’s rhythm. “In that case, you better write me a prescription.”
Kim stepped out of her yoga pants and stood before me, smiling. “Does my muscular man approve?”
I loved it when she called me her man. “I think you’re still a bit overdressed. How can I give such a crucial opinion without all the evidence?”
She giggled and slid her thong down her legs, revealing a thin vertical patch of soft raven pubic hair just above the sweet pink folds of her pussy lips.
I ogled her, jaw open, my cock stretching and pulling against the inside of my shorts.
Kim bit her lower lip and crossed her hands over her tummy, causing her boobs to smash together. “What about now?”
My heart beat so fast I thought it would burst. My second white whale stood before me, naked and willing. It was a triumph, and I meant to dive in headfirst. I sat upright on the bed and reached for Kim’s hands. “You are simply stunning.” I said with complete sincerity.
She blushed and edged closer, standing directly between my legs with her tits even with my face. “Jack, I’m nervous. I haven’t been with another man in almost ten years.”
She was speaking from her heart, and I wasn’t about to let her down. I pulled my t-shirt over my head and tossed it aside. “We’ll go as slow as you want.”
Kim’s eyes wandered over the lean muscle covering my torso. “You’re a beautiful man.”
I ran my hands up the back of her thighs and cupped her ass cheeks. I leaned forward slightly and kissed her stomach.
Kim shivered, and her nipples hardened. Goose bumps flared across her chest and arms.
She smelled of jasmine, and her skin felt warm and soft on my lips. I continued to kiss upward while I edged off the bed.
She ran her fingers through my hair and down the back of my neck. “God, I want to fuck you so bad.”
I pulled her nipple into my mouth and guided it between my teeth. I gently nibbled while Kim moaned and her sweet pink bud fattened under my lips.
Kim ran her hands down my back and around to the front of my shorts. She unhooked the front button while I continued upward, kissing across her chest before we came face to face.
Our mouths met in the middle, and our tongues danced. The sound of smacking lips and roaming tongues filled the silence while Kim worked the zipper on the front of my shorts. Her breath curled from her nostrils and rolled over my upper lip. I tasted on her the sweetness of chocolate and wine while my hands roamed up to her ripe, full breasts.
Her nipples stiffened under my thumbs and Kim moaned, driving her tongue deeper into my mouth while I shimmied out of my shorts.
Kim broke the kiss long enough to push me back on the bed.
I watched her tits sway and jiggle while she pulled my shorts and boxer briefs free of my ankles.
My cock sprang loose. It stood tall, glistening like a monument to cocks everywhere.
Kim’s eyes widened, and she formed an O-shape with her lips. “You’re a big boy.”
“Think you can handle it?” I worked my way backward until I centered myself on the bed.
Kim crawled across the bed eying my cock like a marauder bent on looting and pillaging. “Fuck, yes. I will ride it like a roller coaster.” She dragged her tits over the tip of my cock and her nipples hardened.
Her soft warm flesh curled my toes, and I gazed down my body, watching the beautiful Dr. Yang ready herself for a rousing round of fellatio.
Kim slid my cock between her tits and knelt, wrapping my shaft in the soft warm cocoon of her flesh. Her areolas expanded and grew puffy, giving rise to even harder nipples. She had world class tits and knew how to use them. “During the party, I saw the way you looked at my tits. Did it remind you of the times when I used to wear my bikini?”
“I loved your bikinis,” I said.
Kim smiled at me wickedly before lowering her gaze to my cock. She spit on my tip and her saliva slid down my shaft before her tits swallowed it up. “I’m going to fuck you sore, Jack Thorpe.”
My cock throbbed and Kim lowered her mouth to my tip, flattening her tongue on my glans while she continued to titty fuck me.
“Come whenever you want the first time,” she said. “Because I want to ride that dick long and hard for round two.” She twirled her tongue around my tip and gazed up at me, her green eyes twinkling.
“I want to come in your mouth,” I said.
“You want me to be your cum slut, baby?” She puckered her lips around my tip and let it go with a pop.
“I’ll come in your pussy for round two,” I said.
“Mmmm… But I’m unprotected,” she said innocently before sliding her tongue along the back of my cock. “Remember? I forgot my birth control.”
“Then you’ll get pregnant,” I said. “With my baby.”
She offered me a slutty smile and popped her lips off my cock. “Okay, Jack. I’ll be your little cum slut.”
Fuck me — she’s serious. So was I. I would keep buns rotating in and out of that oven.
She lowered her mouth on my shaft and let her tits fall away. Dr. Yang sucked in earnest, bobbing up and down on my shaft like a pro.
Her tongue slithered over my head while the inside of her mouth clung to my shaft like a glove. Her full pink lips slithered along my rod and sank deeper with each pass.
Kim came off my cock to breathe and lick the cum-filled saliva off my shaft before she submerged, taking my entire cock down the back of her throat.
Warm and tight, my tip squeezed down her throat and Kim gagged, backing off and taking a breath before swallowing my cock whole.
I felt my balls tighten and the first of many loads roared up my shaft and exploding inside the beautiful Asian doctor’s pink pouty mouth.
She bobbed quicker and used her hands to milk my shaft as I fired round after round of gooey spunk down the back of her throat.
Kim backed off and stuck out her tongue while she stroked my cock. Strings of white jizz layered her tongue, and she swallowed only after the last drop of jizz crossed her lips.
I lay back, my legs spent and my balls drained. Kim continued to suck and clean accounting for every drop of semen. “Do you like lapping up my cum?”
She glanced over my cock, her eyes heavy with lust. “I’m your cum slut. Remember?”
“Come here, baby. I don’t need a break. I want to fuck you right now.”
Kim slithered up my body until we came face to face. She ground her soaking wet pussy along my tip and the warmth from her labia ignited my cock like ten megatons of TNT. “Are you ready to fuck?”
“Mmmm….” She opened her mouth, and we kissed, our tongues exploring.
Beside us, my phone lit up with a double, high-pitched whine.
I broke off the kiss and gazed at my shorts. My phone lit up beneath the fabric.
“Leave it,” Kim said, sliding her labia along my shaft. “Fuck me.”
I knew from the tone it was Amanda texting me. I was on the precipice of glory with the beautiful Dr. Yang, ready, willing, and revved up. In ten seconds, I would own her forever, but I meant to fuck her for a good long time. What if Amanda was in trouble? What if Yang had done something to her? “I can’t. It might be an emergency.” I reached for my phone while Kim continued to grind on my cock while she licked around my areola.
“Hurry up,” she said.
I opened my phone and my blood ran cold.
Amanda: 911 - I’m in trouble. Come home. Hurry.
“Shit.” My cock deflated and Kim sat up.
“What’s wrong?” she asked.
How do I explain this one? “Hold on.” I sent a message to my helicopter pilot letting him know I had an emergency and for him to pick us up ASAP. He sent me a brief thumbs up for confirmation and I glanced up at Kim.
“It’s Amanda. Something’s wrong. She needs me right now.”
“Oh my God, It’s Andrew, isn’t it?”
I dialed Amanda’s number. Two rings later, she picked up but immediately disconnected. “She’s not answering.” I tried calling back again, but it went straight to voice mail. “Get dressed. A helicopter is on the way.”
A few minutes later we sat beside each other on the front porch waiting for the helicopter to arrive.
“Jac, what’s going on?” Kim asked. “And don’t bother lying. I’ll know if you are.”
Think. How do I spin this one? She was right. Lying was not an option. Kim was smart and would see right through the bullshit. I had to give her some elements of the truth. But I couldn’t tell her I knew about the conditions of her prenup. That was a bridge too far. “Kim, I’ve wanted to be with you for a very long time.” I glanced up at her. “I like you a lot. So, before I tell you the rest of the story, you need to know, first and foremost, that everything I did was because I care about you.”
“Okay. I’m officially scared,” she said.
“For a long time, I’ve known that your husband hasn’t been faithful. I also know that he’s obsessed with Amanda.”
“So, you two set him up?” She connected the dots at light speed.
“Yes. Amanda is trying to get proof of your husband’s infidelity. We hoped to convince you to leave him.” That was a thin excuse, but it was the best I could come up with.
“Andrew’s infidelity isn’t exactly breaking news,” she said.
“Then why haven’t you left him?” I asked. The setup was perfect. If she was honest, she would tell me about the prenup.
“Because he can ruin me if I do,” she said. “Our prenup is ironclad. It’s only nullified if he cheats on me.”
“He has cheated on you,” I said.
“But I didn’t have irrefutable proof.” She held my gaze for a moment before speaking. “Did you know about our prenup, Jack? Is that why you did this?”
Shit. She had me cornered and again; I would not lie. “Yes. I hired a private investigator, and he dug up the info for me.”
“Why would you do that?” She wasn’t angry. Rather, her tone was inquisitive.
“I don’t like the way he treats you. He’s a fucking snake and deserved to have his head chopped off. Amanda went to your house tonight to secure the proof you needed to get rid of him once and for all.”
“So, I could be with you? Is that it?”
“You make it sound so ominous.” I shifted around to face her. “I told you at the beginning how I felt. Yes — I want you to be with us. By that I mean Amanda and I. But more importantly, I want you to be happy. As long as you’re away from him, you decide what that means. There are no strings attached.”
“Like a threesome?” she asked. “How kinky do you think I am?”
I stared blankly at her. “Do you really want me to answer that question?”
She blushed. “So, all this time, you and Amanda hatched a plan to coerce me into a threesome? That’s both disturbing and flattering. But I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt, because I know you’re a good man.”
I breathed out a sigh of relief. “Yes. Like I said, we, meaning Amanda and I, want to be with you. But, if your husband did anything to Amanda, I won’t hold back on him.”
“He’s a dangerous man, Jack.”
“So am I,” I said.
She held my gaze for a long time without speaking. “Knowing Andrew, he’ll want to assert his control over Amanda before he rapes her.”
“Shit.” I rubbed my face in my hands and sighed. “What kind of control?”
“He probably has her locked away. He’ll want to make sure she’s good and terrified before making her willingly comply.”
“He sounds like a fucking monster,” I said.
“He is.”
“You’re not going back to your house tonight,” I said. “I’ll have the pilot drop us off at my house. You’ll be safe there.”
She gave me the access codes to her house, and a few minutes later the helicopter arrived. We climbed aboard and made it to Malibu in record time. After securing Kim away inside the villa, I fired up my Ducati and blasted up the PCH toward the Yang’s.
I parked two blocks away and crept around the house until I reached the back door. A quick glance inside showed the house empty, although I knew Yang was somewhere inside.
I entered the access code, and the lock clicked open.
Soft music played over the speakers, and the house looked undisturbed. The party room was empty, and I crept toward the back of the house, doing my best to stay calm.
A quick search revealed the house was empty. I found no sign of struggle and no sign of Amanda or Yang. But the lights were on and the softly playing music gave me the creepy vibe. There was only one room I hadn’t checked — the garage.
The moment I entered the garage, something felt off.
The lights were already on. Both of the Yang’s cars were present and accounted for, yet Yang himself was nowhere to be seen.
At first glance, everything seemed neat and orderly. It was a regular-looking garage with regular garage items. But something indefinable made the small hairs on my neck rise. Maybe it was the energy — fuck, I don’t know. But the place felt almost haunted — like something evil went down on the regular.
Did Yang have an evil lair? My research had revealed nothing so sinister, but he was a creepy, secretive motherfucker, and I wouldn’t put it past him. I plodded the interior examining every wall and opening every cabinet. That was when I found it.
Inside a cabinet beneath a tidy workbench, I found a digital key code lock. I knelt and leaned in closer. Then I felt the air around me shift. Without thinking, I rolled right, narrowly missing Yang’s carving knife that whiffed on thin air.
I gritted my teeth and performed a quick leg sweep, knocking Yang off his feet.
He fell hard, and the knife clattered away.
In the span of half a heartbeat, I was on him, my knee on his neck and my hand locked around his wrist. “Open the fucking door or I’ll end you right here.”
He grunted, wheezing for breath, and nodded in acquiescence.
I let him up but kept his wrist locked. I could snap his arm in half, anytime I wanted, and he knew it. “You better not have touched a hair on her head. So help me God, I’ll fucking end you.”
“She’s fine,” he said breathlessly.
“Open the goddamn door.”
Yang punched in a key code and the nearby floor-to-ceiling shelves clicked and gently swung open. “You’re trespassing,” he said lamely.
“Great. I’ll call the cops. We’ll wait here for them to arrive. You explain your side and I’ll explain mine. Sound good?”
“I won’t unlock her cell unless you let me go,” he said.
“One way or another, I’m getting through that door.” I shrugged. “I don’t need the fucking code. I’m sure the SWAT team can open it.”
Yang sighed. “What do you want?”
“Right now, I want to get my girlfriend the fuck out of here.”
“She wants it,” he said. “She’s here of her own free will.”
“Fine. Let’s go ask her.” I pulled him up, twisting his wrist, and he howled with fresh pain.
I pushed him ahead of me through the door and down a short flight of stairs that led to a hallway with three sealed metallic doors. “What the fuck is this place?”
Yang didn’t answer.
“Which room is she in?”
“On the left,” he said.
I pushed him down the hall and forced him to enter the code.
The door slid open and revealed an empty room with plain concrete walls and a concrete floor. Amanda huddled in the corner, her dress ripped, trembling.
“Please, don’t hurt me,” she sobbed.
I squeezed a nerve in Yang’s neck and he crumpled to the floor, unconscious. He would be out at least ten minutes.
His body hit the floor with a thud, and Amanda jumped, whirling about to face me.
When she saw me, her eyes widened, and she broke down completely. She shook in giant sobs and I knelt before her, taking her into my arms. “Are you hurt?”
Amanda buried her head in my shoulder and sobbed. She shook her head and squeezed me tight.
I rocked her gently stroking her hair. “I’ve got you now. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have left you alone with him.”
“He’s — He’s — crazy,” she said between racking sobs. “He broke my phone.”
“It’s okay, baby. You did fine.”
I held her for what felt like a long time, but was only a few minutes.
When Amanda came up for air she exhaled and wiped her eyes. “He’s got a sex room down here. He ties up girls and rapes them.”
“Did he touch you?”
She shook her head. “He tried, but I hit him hard just like you taught me. He got angry and dragged me down here. I sent you the text before he smashed my phone.”
“He’ll wake up soon,” I said. “I need to tie him up.” But when I turned around, Yang was gone.
◆◆◆
 
The next day, Milo hacked into Yang’s sex rooms. One had every BDSM machine known to man and a few more that looked even more sinister. The second room had all of Yang’s sex tapes, which meant we had all the evidence we needed to free Kim and nullify her prenuptial agreement.
The prenup had taken a back seat to Yang’s general whereabouts. Milo was monitoring all his credit cards, passport, airlines, and rental car agencies. He hadn’t shown up anywhere. Yang likely had an alias we didn’t know about. But we held onto his library of horror videos to use on him if he ever showed his face again.
Kim, Amanda, and I spent the next two weeks at the cabin recovering from the trauma. I had the bed returned and Kim spent her nights in there alone while Amanda slowly got her groove back. She spent the first few nights latched onto me so tightly I had trouble breathing. But by the end of the first week, she had relaxed enough to ditch the clothes and sleep with me in the buff.
Kim and I taught Amanda the basics of climbing, and before long she got the hang of it. I think we created a monster because she pestered me every morning to take her out and teach her something new.
Truthfully, I loved every second. Then one evening fifteen days after our arrival the three of us sat around the campfire enjoying a good backyard s’more.
After roasting her marshmallow, Amanda fixed her s’more and sank down onto my lap. She wrapped her arm around my shoulder, bit into the graham cracker, forcing the gooey marshmallow out the side. She glanced over at Kim. “Did Jack show you the cliff tent thingy?”
“The one with the see-through bottom?”
“Yep. That’s the one.” Warm chocolate dripped from her s’more and landed on her chin.
I sat up straight and licked the chocolate straight off her chin.
Amanda giggled and pulled me in tight. “You two should go to the top and make your video.”
Kim and I exchanged a knowing glance.
“I thought you were making the video with Jack,” Kim said.
“I’m a newbie. I know my limits,” Amanda said. “Besides, this is your thing… together.”
“You don’t mind?” I curled my hand around her hip and drew her toward me.
“Nope. I figure when you get back, the three of us can break in Jack’s bed.”
My heart surged and my cock, like a long dormant grizzly bear, eased out of his cave, yawned and stretched and soaked up the warm spring sun.
Amanda giggled and squirmed her ass around on my lap. “Somebody likes that idea.”
I turned my gaze to Kim. “What do you think, Dr. Yang? You up for some mountain hijinks?”
She raised an eyebrow and grinned mischievously. “You need to ask?”
◆◆◆
 
The next morning, Kim and I set out on the climb of our lives. Along the way, I snapped about a billion pictures of her and I together.
Three-quarters of the way up, we stopped on a ledge I had long ago identified for just this moment.
“Kim, are you still up for this?” I removed the portal ledge from my pack and began the process of securing it to the cliff with steel eye beams and bolts heavy enough to hold a tank.
“God, yes. Hurry up.”
I worked quickly and secured the ledge before turning back to Kim. “What’s the birth control situation?”
“What do you mean?”
I laughed. “What do you think I mean?”
“I’m not taking any. If you don’t want to get me pregnant, pull out.”
Despite hanging 2,200 feet off the ground, the baby talk made me hard as nails. Knocking up Kim Yang was the fucking dream of a lifetime.
I unfurled the ledge and it lay perfectly flat before us. The tent material was as clear as the plexiglass bottom. Now I knew how Wonder Woman must have felt flying around in her invisible jet.
“What do you want?” I asked.
She bit her lip and gazed into my eyes. “I want your baby, Jack.”
“Good. That settles it. If you get pregnant, you get pregnant. But plan on getting pregnant because I’m as horny as toad going on two weeks with no sex. You two prancing around half naked every night is fucking killing me.”
Kim laughed and inched closer to me. “Jack, I need to confess something to you.”
I paused over a locknut and glanced up at her. “What’s wrong?”
“I think I’m falling in love with you,” she said. “Is that crazy? We’ve only known each other a few weeks.”
“I’m falling for you too.” I leaned in and kissed her softly. “How cool would it be to conceive our child on the side of El Cap?”
Kim Giggled and kissed me deeper, opening her mouth before our tongues darted quickly over each other’s lips.
“Do you want me to climb in first or you?” I asked.
“Well, I want to ride you so why don’t you get in first,” she said. “Then, I’ll flip over and you can fuck me again missionary. How does that sound?”
I shook my head and laughed. “You’re all romance, baby.”
“Hey, I just want us both to get a view from the top. Now, strip.”
I triple checked all the safety features and the anchor points. We could sit through a hurricane in that tent.
I slid out onto the ledge and stripped down to nothing. The last item I took off was my safety harness, leaving nothing between me and the ground except a thin layer of plexiglass.
My heart rate accelerated and despite my rational mind telling me the ledge was a hundred percent safe, a constant flow of adrenaline coursed through my veins. My cock was steel hard as I laid back on the ledge and gazed over at Kim, who had already started stripping.
“God, babe. Your cock looks like it’s sculpted from marble.” Kim wriggled out of her sports bra and her tits sprang free. Her nipples were already diamond hard and the way she looked at my cock made it twitch.
“It will feel more like a fire hose in about ten minutes.” I watched her strip, growing hornier by the second.
Kim wriggled out of her shorts and her thong. Finally, her harness came last and when she slipped out onto the ledge she gasped. “Oh, my fucking God.” She was breathless and her eyes widened. “My heart is pounding.”
Her tits jiggled and swayed while she straddled me and inched her way up my body. When she reached my cock, she pinned it flat against her tummy and it nearly reached the bottom of her tits. “How amazing is it that your gigantic cock will fit inside me?”
“Let’s find out how well it fits. But I’m warning you, don’t blame me if I’m a two-pump chump. You are so fucking beautiful, I won’t last long.”
“Awww… thanks, babe.” Kim leaned forward and her tits dragged across my chest before she came face to face with me. “Put your cock in me, Jack.” She bit my lower lip and sucked it into her mouth while she raised her hips high.
I guided my tip along her swollen, soaking wet lips. “You’re already so wet,” I said between kisses.
“You aren’t the only one who’s horny. Now shut up and put it in me.”
I guided my tip to her entrance and pushed.
Kim sat upright and sank backward while I slowly impaled her.
Her pussy was warm, wet, and perfectly formed for my man meat.
Kim’s walls expanded, making room for my organ while I felt every inch of her insides come alive. In waves, her vagina contracted and pulsed around my shaft and I groaned, reaching up and kneaded her tits in my hands.
“Oh my God, baby. Your cock feels amazing.” She slowly started bouncing, and the ledge groaned but held true. Every time Kim sank to the base of my shaft and my tip pressed against her cervix.
“I’m in so deep,” I raised my hips and lifted Kim off the platform.
“I forgot to mention that I’m ovulating,” Kim said.
My balls constricted, and I had to pause for fear of blowing my load before I even started. “Jesus, Kim. Are you trying to make me cum early?”
She giggled and fucked me harder bouncing up and down on my cock like a Yo-Yo. “Yes. I want all your cum. Every… last… drop.” She said in between soft grunts.
We continued fucking. Kim worked a front-to-back motion, and I watched a sliver of my cock appear every time she pulled back.
I worked my hips clockwise, feeling Kim’s warm pussy melt over my cock.
She pulled out her ponytail and let her long hair fly free over her shoulders and tits.
I couldn’t last another second. “Baby, I’m going to….” The mother of all orgasms blasted from my balls and I shot hurricane force cum deep into her fertile womb.
“Ohhh… I’m coming baby.” Kim bit her lower lip and dug her nails into my bare chest. Her pussy tightened around my shaft while I unloaded hot ropes of baby-making batter so deep inside her it was impossible for her not to get pregnant.
“That’s it, my love. Let it all go inside me.” She ground her hips up and down my shaft while she stretched out on top of me, her lips on my ear. I felt her breath curl in my ear and her tongue probe. “I love you.”
My orgasm continued unabated, and I squeezed Kim’s ass, kneading her cheeks between my fingers while I pumped her full of more cum than I thought possible.
Afterward, Kim lay motionless atop me with my cock still buried to the hilt. The cool mountain air washed over us, and I stroked her back while I felt my cum drain from her pussy.
She propped herself up, resting her elbows on my chest. “That was the best sex I ever had, and it’s not even close.”
I hugged her tight and kissed her lips. “I thought I would pass out. But guess what.”
“What?”
“I’m still hard,” I said. “You still up for round two?”
“Yes, sir.”
For round two, I hooked my GoPro inside the tent and positioned it so it hung directly over my shoulder.
“Are you ready for your close up?” I asked.
“I better not show up on YouTube, Jack.”
“I’ll keep the raw footage for our personal enjoyment. Deal?”
“Stop talking and come fuck me.”
I crawled between Kim’s legs and sank my cock inside her to the hilt.
She wrapped her ankles around my thighs and pushed her hips up to meet my downward thrust. The result was super deep penetration and a loud moan from Kim.
I fucked her hard and fast, slamming my cock home while Kim’s grunts and moans reverberated inside the tent. “Are you my little cum slut?”
Kim groaned and bucked her hips wildly. “Yessss…,” she hissed. Her tits rocked forward and backward, and our skin slapped while Kim wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself up.
“You’re my little whore. Tell me.” I said.
“Yes,” she said meekly.
“I fuck you when and where I want.” I pounded her harder bottoming out with each hard thrust.
“Yes… sir.” She grunted and moaned and pulled herself off the plexiglass dangling from my body while I pounded her with all my might.
“Come for me. Come hard my little cum slut.”
Kim let out a long moan and her body went rigid. She lay her shoulders back on the glass but held her hips high in the air, fucking me wildly. She said something indistinguishable, her voice primal and overcome with lust.
My second orgasm erupted inside her, painting her uterus snow white. I grunted pounding her hard and fast emptying my balls deep inside while Kim’s body went slack.
Afterward, I hovered over Kim’s body, my arms pinned on each side of her tits. She lay motionless beneath me, wriggling her hips while her pussy spasmed with the aftershocks of our intercourse.
Finally, she ran her fingers over my pectoral muscles and down my abdomen. “Baby, you sure know how to use that dick, don’t you?”
“You like it when I talk dirty?” I asked.
She nodded and bit her lip. “I like it when you take control.”
That’s probably what attracted her to Yang in the first place, but his psychotic side proved a real downer. But Kim liked to be dominated, which included calling her a whore and a cum slut. I was down for that job.
By mid-afternoon we summited and commemorated the moment with selfies we sent to Amanda. She sent us one in return, captioned, “Lonely and horny. Plz hurry back.”
◆◆◆
 
We spent the rest of the week at the cabin. Amanda made a full recovery, and we commemorated our mountainside sexual triumph by banging Amanda in the king-size bed. It turned out the girls weren’t shy, and at least one of the Yang’s finally got a taste of the sizzling Miss Baker.
When we returned to Malibu, I drove Kim home long enough to pack a bag. Yang was nowhere to be seen. Hopefully, we would never have to deal with him again.
I sat at Kim’s desk while she packed her bag, and I picked up a framed photo of the smoldering Pam Brooks. “You think Miss Brooks would be up for a threesome?”
Kim stepped out of her walk-in closet and smiled. “You have a thing for Pam?”
“Who doesn’t?” I ran my finger over her picture and sighed.
“Having sex with your brother’s ex-fiancé might turn the family embers into a three-alarm fire.”
That tidbit surprised me. “They were engaged?”
Kim zipped up her bag and nodded. “Oh yeah. I’m surprised you didn’t know. She called it off. It broke his heart.”
That explained a lot. That was about the time my brother really leaned into the booze. I gazed longingly at the photo. “Have you ever fooled around with her?” I already knew they had, but I wanted to hear what she said.
“A few times, but we were drunk.”
“I wonder what it would take to get her into our bed.”
“Jack, she’s engaged. Don’t.”
“If she’s happily engaged then Adam has nothing to worry about.”
“You’re so full of shit,” she said.
“Maybe, but maybe I’ll be full of Pam Brooks real soon.” I slid the picture from the frame, and gazed into Pam Brook’s eyes. Hang onto to your Pride and Prejudice, Miss Brooks, your favorite student is coming for you.




Teacher-In-Law

Pam Brooks stepped onto the half-empty veranda holding a dog-eared paperback.  My former English teacher wore cut-off jean shorts, a tight white tank top with thin spaghetti straps, and a pair of well-worn Birkenstocks. Her wild kinky hair fluttered in the afternoon breeze and her dark over-sized sunglasses perfectly complimented her light ebony complexion.
I stood and waved from a table near the back of the Abbey Hearth outdoor dining area. I’d chose the venue because I knew Pam spent long hours alone at the vineyard reading classic romance novels and sipping on their excellent wine.
Miss Brooks spotted me and flashed a broad grin. She waved excitedly and turned in my direction, making a beeline toward me.
True to my word, I had texted Miss Brooks only one day prior to arrange a casual reunion over wine and appetizers. She didn’t disappoint me. She had enthusiastically agreed before reciting a laundry list of topics to cover on our date.
Her braless 38C’s led the way, jiggling beneath her thin white top. Her frayed jean shorts ended just beneath her beautiful, broad, heart-shaped ass. At five-foot nine, she had a supermodel’s stature and was easily as stunning as any SI model I’d ever laid eyes on. My third white whale had entered the field of battle, and it was time to muster the reinforcements.
Pam Brooks was a very special lady as she had played a double role in my life. She had been, by far, the hottest teacher I ever had and my favorite. We had grown extremely close during my last year of high school, and I had laid a well-worn path hoping to soften her up for this very moment. She was a true biracial beauty born in England and raised in the USA. Her father was a white British artist and her mother, also biracial, came from the small Caribbean island of Saint Lucia. The result of their marriage was a stunning, beautiful girl with dark frizzy hair, a light ebony complexion bordering on white, and a supermodel body cut straight out of an SI photo shoot.
Miss Brooks’ second major influence on my life came in the form of being my big brother’s former fiancé. Prior to their short-lived engagement, they had spent the previous four years dating. It was a time I had looked on her exquisite form with a green-eyed envy that I had never overcome. Although the details of their breakup were murky, I knew it was Miss Brooks who had done the dumping thus shattering my brother’s frozen heart. It was a moment of triumph in my young life but had kick started my brother’s road to the gilded land of booze-fueled assholes.
At twenty-nine she was a few months younger than Kim, who doubled as Miss Brooks’ best friend. It was no fluke I had seduced Kim to prepare for Pammy’s road to corruption. I faced two major hurdles bagging the buxom Miss Brooks. The first was her relationship with my aforementioned brother, and the second, and more difficult obstacle, was her engagement to future suburban soccer dad, Adam Hodges. But today’s meeting was all about planting a fledgling seed of doubt in the back of her Olympic-caliber brain. A seed that, with enough TLC, would grow and blossom into a full-fledged sexual awakening.
I stood as she approached and smiled warmly. “Hi, Miss Brooks. Wow. You look amazing.”
She came around the table and opened her arms before embracing me in a friendly hug. “I told you — call me Pam. I’m not your teacher anymore. Besides, you used to call me Pam when you were little or don’t you remember?”
I was sixteen years old when my brother and Pam split — even younger when they started dating. At a tender age, I had developed a secret crush on her, and part of me was sad when she stopped coming around, but the fact that she was no longer dating my brother more than made up for the hole she had left in my life. I held her hug just long enough to inhale her sweet scent — a quixotic blend of patchouli, earthy and herbal, with a hint of dark rose.
My cock rumbled with approval as her fragrant aroma and warm touch had awoken my inner beast. I could have spent all day with my nose buried in her wild mane while we fucked to Bob Marley music and smoked fat blunts by the pool.
I ran my hand over her back, noting the utter lack of a bra strap. “Oh, I remember. I remember being over-the-moon jealous of my brother.”
She blushed as she backed away from our embrace before sitting down in the chair across from me. “You were too young to think of me like that.” Her diamond engagement sparkled on her ring finger. It was modest, but Pam was never about the big bucks. In fact, excessive displays of wealth turned her off.  It was a mistake my brother had fallen victim to and a lesson he never seemed to learn.
I shrugged. “What can I say, you made an impact.”
I had already ordered a vintage Pinot Noir I knew Pam would love. She could drink Pinot all day and half the night. The bottle, breathing on the table before us, would leave her wanting more. “I ordered one of my favorites,” I said. “It’s not too early for a glass is it?”
She placed the romance novel on the table and inched her chair forward. “Absolutely not.” She spun the bottle around and glanced at the label. “Wow. That’s a good one.”
I poured her a glass. “Have you ever been to Abbey Hearth?” I already knew she practically lived here, but as always, I wanted to hear her answer.
“I come here all the time,” she said. “I love this place.”
It was easy to see why. In the center of the cozy outdoor veranda, an ornate fountain gurgled. Latticework decked in ivy crisscrossed the space, providing equal parts shade and privacy. Yet, filtered sunlight streamed the greenery providing just enough warmth to make a body comfortable. It was a hidden romantic oasis for the hopeless romantic, and Pam qualified in spades.
“This is a 2008 vintage,” I said. “I like the 2005 as well, but this one really has legs once you let it breathe.”
“You know about wine? I’m surprised. I pegged you as a beer drinker.” She sipped the glass and closed her eyes as if savoring the experience. “Mmmm…. That’s so good.” She took another sip before setting the glass down. “I’ve never seen the ‘08 on the menu.”
“It’s no biggie. I have a friend who works here. He owed me a favor.” In truth, my friend was the vintner’s son who stood to inherit the entire winery. But Pam despised name dropping. The less said, the better. With her, humility reigned supreme.
“Then it’s my lucky day.” She raised her glass. “Here’s to old friends and fresh beginnings.”
I grinned. “To fresh beginnings.” We clinked glasses and sipped our wine.
“Tell me, Jack. What are you reading?” She leaned forward and her nipples strained the thin cotton of her tank top. The outline of her areolas showed through the material and the contours of her flawless chest reminded me of a Grecian marble sculpture from the Golden Age.
I tried hard not to stare, but the urge was overwhelming. “The Graduate.”
The Graduate, by Charles Webb, tells the tale of a young college graduate who carries on a torrid affair with the wife of his father’s business partner. The first time I read it, I thought I’d found my bible.
Pam raised an eyebrow. “That’s an excellent book. Tell me, Jack, do you have a thing for older women?”
Was she flirting with me? I sipped my wine before I answered, letting the unanswered question gain momentum. “There’s nothing wrong with a woman who knows what she wants. And to answer your question, yes. I prefer women older than myself.”
“Women like Amanda and Kim?” She smiled faintly and sipped on her wine. “Are you starting a harem?”
Kim and Pam were best friends. I already knew Kim had told Pam everything from Yang’s psychotic breakdown to her coupling with Amanda and I. Hell, Pam probably knew I was trying to get Kim pregnant. I wouldn’t act shocked or even a little ashamed. Again, I had chosen Pam as number three for a reason. She wasn’t a prude. Far from it. Somehow, I knew that deep down she was a sexual pioneer. “I prefer to call us a throuple.”
She smiled over the rim of her wineglass. “How clever. One woman isn’t enough for you?”
“It’s not a matter of quantity.” I sipped my wine and sat back. “Should I pick one over the other if I love them both? Why must society put love in a box and slap a label on it?”
“You love the both?”
“I do. They are free to love whoever they want. I would never hold them back. Traditional marriage isn’t a social norm I embrace. No offense.” Pam’s biggest fear in life was losing her identity. After discovering her engagement to my brother, I suspected she broke things off because she didn’t want to live in his shadow. There was more to life than becoming Mrs. Ben Thorpe. Her core identity was at stake, and I sensed she had deep misgivings about her engagement to Adam. She would never take Adam’s last name. Pam was a free spirit who deserved to fly. Instead, she had set herself on a collision course for married life in the suburbs where she would raise two kids, buy a minivan, and vacation annually in Florida.
Pam slid her hands off the table and hid them in her lap. “None taken.”
“Does it bother you that I’m with both women? It doesn’t change who I am.”
“No. You misunderstood me. I wasn’t judging you. I’m jealous of what you have.”
I played with the stem of my wineglass and smiled. “Have you ever been to the Louvre?”
She gazed up at me and frowned. “No, but it’s on my bucket list.”
“The Sistine Chapel?”
She sighed. “Nope.”
“Me neither. But you know what? I want to make my life about visiting beautiful places and experiencing generational works of art firsthand. I want to know what the Colosseum smells like at dusk, and I want to feel the rough-cut stone used to build the Pyramids. And I want to experience all of it with the people I love. I want to live life outside the box.”
She stared longingly into her pinot noir and sighed. “That sounds amazing.”
“I’m sorry. I don’t mean to dump on marriage. You didn’t come all this way to have me insult you.”
“No. It’s fine. I totally get where you’re coming from. I resisted Adam’s proposals for a long time, but he was so fucking persistent.”
“No. I’m an idiot,” I said. “You can do your own bucket list with Adam.”
“Adam isn’t crazy about Europe,” she said as if to herself.
Our server arrived with a plate of cheese, crackers, and homemade hummus. It was Pam’s favorite appetizer at the Abbey.
Pam eyed the tray. “Jack, did you ask Kim about my favorite places? I swear to God, it’s like you can read my mind or something. I love their hummus, and the pinot too.”
I glanced at her sheepishly. “Would you be upset with me if I did?”
A smile lit her face as she dipped a pita wedge into the rich churn of seasoned hummus. “God, no. I’m impressed you’re so thoughtful.”
“Good, because I’m guilty as charged.” I had asked Kim about Pam’s favorite foods and places to eat, but then again, Kim and Amanda knew all about the seduction of Pam Brooks. They were aiding and abetting and gleefully cheering me on.
Pam laughed, and we dug into the tray while chatting about the romance novel she brought, music, art, philosophy, and history. She was an incredibly bright and beautiful woman who had already captivated me with her physical beauty, but her passion for the arts was a real turn on. I hadn’t believed that a couple of years ago, but after hundreds of hours of intense study, I fell in love with literature. Forty-five minutes into our date, she mentioned that she wrote poetry and even attended some local readings.
“I’d love to hear some of your work,” I said.
“Definitely,” she said. “What about you? Have you dabbled in the arts?”
I shrugged. “Yes. My high school English teacher sort of inspired me.”
She laughed and squeezed my wrist. “A poem? A story? Music? What? Spill it, Jack.”
“It’s a poem,” I blurted out. “But it’s really fucking embarrassing, and you’ll never get it out of me.”
She leaned forward so far, her cleavage billowed from her top and the cotton material slipped between her tits, forming a deep valley of sweet breast meat. “Come on. You can’t leave me hanging. What’s it about?”
My cock rolled over in my pants and came out to play. I boldly gazed at her cleavage, daring her to call me out. She didn’t, and she didn’t move either. I think she liked me looking at her. “It’s about you. I wrote it during the year I spent in your classroom. I’ve never showed it to anyone, and I never will.”
“Jack, you wrote a poem about me and you’ve been holding out this whole time? I need to read it.”
“Maybe next time. I’ll dig it out of hiding and think on it.”
“I’m holding you to that.”
I rubbed my chin and sat back. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll read it to you personally the next time we meet up.”
“Promise?” She popped a grape into her mouth and I swear her nipples hardened, straining the front of her top.
“How about this Friday night? I can pick you up at eight. There’s a bistro just up the PCH that plays the best piano jazz.” I had waited for this opening.  I expected and hoped for a rejection. It was essential that Pam viewed me as a love interest and not just a former student or her ex-fiancé’s little brother. I needed her to treat me as a threat to her relationship with Adam. That was a clear sign she had a romantic interest in me.
She sat back and frowned. “I’m not so sure Adam would appreciate me dating other guys.”
Cha-Ching. “Sorry. Does he know you’re here with me now?”
“Yes, but it’s the middle of the day and you’re a former student and my ex-boyfriend’s little brother. He was okay with it, but even that took a little convincing.”
“I’m still all those things. Is it the day and time? Because we could do another mid-week lunch for our second date.”
Her eyes widened. “Jack, this isn’t a date.”
“Right. Sorry. Let me rephrase — we could do another mid-week lunch for our second get together.”
Pam laughed and rocked forward, causing her big tits to jiggle. “You are a smooth fucking operator, you know that?”
“Does this mean you’re not interested in the poem?”
“Oh, I’m interested,” she said. “Next time, I’ll bring Adam with me.”
“I’m not reading my poem to Adam. No offense, but he seems more interested in computer games than poetry. Besides, what I wrote is too… personal. You are the only person on the planet with whom I’m willing to share.” Adam Hodges was a career IT professional and an avid PC gamer. He didn’t give two shits about literature, poetry, or anything else Pam valued except Pam’s knockout body. “But if you want to bring Adam over to the house, the five of us could all hang out.”
“That’s not really Adam’s scene,” she said.
“Is it yours?”
She averted her gaze, sipped on her wine, and pretended not to hear me.
“I’ll tell you what, why don’t you come over and visit Kim? I’ll show up unexpectedly.”
“That feels deceptive,” she said.
“Why?”
“God, I don’t know why. Are you always so…?”
“What?” I asked
Pam laughed and reclined in her chair staring at me, her big beautiful brown eyes twinkling. Her nipples impossibly hardened and practically ripped a hole through her top. Even her areolas puffed out, forming a small hill atop her incredible mounds. “So sure of yourself.”
I sighed. “Listen. You are a major influencer in my life. We have a lot in common. Is it so wrong for us to hang out together as friends? I feel like I’m being punished.”
Pam stared at me for a long time without speaking. Finally, she sharpened her gaze while she swirled her wine. “Jack, are you trying to add me to your harem?”
Shit. I had overplayed my hand. It was time to back off. “What?” I feigned offense. “You are and engaged woman, not to mention nine years my senior.”
“That’s not an answer,” she said. “Besides Kim and I are the same age and from what she tells me, you are much older than most twenty-year-olds.”
I wouldn’t lie and tell her I wasn’t interested. I didn’t want to send her any wrong signals. “That’s all the answer I’m willing to give.”
Mercifully, the server showed up with the check, and I handed her my credit card before Pam could react.
“Hey,” Pam said. “I wanted to go Dutch.”
“Now it’s an official date — our first.” I folded my arms over my chest and smiled.
Pam twisted her full pink lips adorably. “You’re big trouble for me. Aren’t you?”
I grinned. “Absolutely.”
◆◆◆
 
An hour later I entered the villa whistling The Sounds of Silence by Simon and Garfunkel. The Graduate wasn’t the only thing that had put me in a good mood. My date with Pam had gone entirely to plan, and now I was ready to hatch phase two of Operation Pamela Brooks.
I rounded a corner and ran headfirst into Luna. I pulled up an inch short and nearly lost my balance while avoiding a direct hit. “Shit. You scared me.”
Luna didn’t look surprised. In fact, she hadn’t moved. She stood before me with her arms folded over her chest. From my angle, the view was spectacular. She wore a black t-shirt, tight jeans, and I made out the edges of a black-lace bra peeking out from beneath the V-necked opening in her shirt. Her cleavage was next level perfection, and I had to stop myself from staring. Luna was at the top of the food chain, and I needed to grow big and strong before I leveled up high enough to put her in my bed.
“Jack, I need to talk to you.” Just like her daughter, her Latina accent drove me fucking wild. I longed for her to whisper Spanish in my ear while I drained my balls inside her. Her raven hair, thick and lustrous, spilled down over her shoulders and gloriously shined. Her makeup was perfect, and her full pink lips practically glowed. If there was ever such thing as an angel on earth, it was Luna Thorpe.
But it was her eyes that possessed raw gravitational pull. Her irises were a perfect mix of moss green and chestnut brown, interlaced with flecks of rose-gold that perfectly caught the light from every angle. If she was the sun, I was poor Mercury scorched by her heat no matter which way I went.
“What’s wrong?”
“I don’t know a simple way to bring this up, so I’ll just ask straight out — are you having sex with both Amanda and Dr. Yang?”
I nearly burst out laughing, but barely maintained my composure. “Does it matter if I am?”
Her jaw dropped. “You are, aren’t you? Isn’t Dr. Yang ten years older than you?”
“She’s a beautiful woman. Age doesn’t matter to me.”
“Well, I’m not sure how I feel about you having threesomes in our home.”
“We have like a billion rooms in this place,” I said. “Are they getting in your way?”
“No. Actually, they’re both very pleasant. It’s not that I don’t enjoy their company, but aren’t you a little young for this kind of… debauchery? My God, you were in high school two years ago. You’re just a baby.”
Now I laughed. “Are you turning into a prude?”
She put her hands on her hips and glared. “I’m not a prude and you know it.”
“I can move out if you’re uncomfortable with my lifestyle. It’s not like this is our only home.”
“You aren’t going anywhere. We’re a family.”
She almost sounded jealous, which really sparked my knob. “Well then, what would you have me do?”
She threw her hands up and sort of growled before she stormed off down the hall.
I watched her ass shake in her skin-tight jeans as she retreated down the hall. Someday I would dive headfirst into that ass.
On the way through the kitchen, I grabbed a bottled water before heading toward my section of the house. When I reached the hallway that connected the pool to my wing, I glanced outside and noticed Kim and Amanda lounging in the mid-afternoon sun.
I stepped outside and closed the door behind me.
The afternoon sun blazed under a cloudless summer sky. In the distance, the sound of the pounding surf offered a blanket of soothing white noise. A light breeze blew in off the ocean, carrying with it the scents of sea salt, warm sand, and sunscreen.
The girls didn’t react from my appearance, and I decided to have a bit of fun.
I crept toward them until I towered over my two beautiful MILF’s in the making.
Kim wore a stylish, white bikini showcasing plenty of deep billowing cleavage. Her high-cut bottoms exposed her hips and disappeared into a thin slip of fabric that barely covered her pussy. Her mirrored shades hid her eyes, and her pouty pink lips looked almost puckered into a kiss. She had pulled her dark hair up off her neck and sort of plopped atop her head in a haphazard bun. A light sheen of sweat glimmered off her body, and she oozed a metric fuck-ton of sex appeal.
Amanda lay face down in the chair beside her, wearing her Air Pods with her phone on the ground beneath her. She had unfastened her top, letting it hang loose beneath her. Her big tits pressed out on either side of her chest, causing my cock to stand up and take notice. Her hair was wet and pushed off to the side, and her black bikini bottom rode up her perfect ass crack. Amanda’s had tanned her golden skin to perfection, and I had the urge to pull down her bottoms and fuck her right there in her lounge chair.
I rubbed my chin and gazed on their stunning figures, trying to decide what to do. Then it hit me. I quietly pried open the cap on my ice-cold bottled water and loomed over Amanda, careful not to block out the sun.
Amanda’s spine curved upward deliciously from her firm round ass and her back glowed with a thin sheen of perspiration. She looked like a woman who could use a good cooling off.
I held out the water bottle and drizzled a thin stream onto Amanda’s back.
Amanda let out a shrill scream and flipped over, her bikini top forgotten.
I doubled over in laughter, and Kim sat up smiling before pushing her sunglasses up.
Amanda glared up at me, squinting into the sun. “Real fucking mature, Jack.” Her naked C-cups bounced and jiggled, her nipples soft and her sweet pink areolas flat and smooth. She made no move to cover herself. Why bother? We had both seen everything up close and personal.
“You looked hot.” I shrugged. “Was I wrong?”
“She grinned and lunged for me. Before I could react, her palms met my chest, and she shoved me — hard.
“Shit.” I lost balance, fell backward, and landed ass first with a heavy splash in the shallow end.
Kim and Amanda stood on the side towering over me laughing while I came up for air, my t-shirt and shorts soaking. “Nice moves.” I smiled.
Amanda grinned with her hands on her hips, still topless. “You mess with the bull, you’ll get the horns.”
I shrugged as if hapless, tossed the bottle onto the pool deck, and floated toward the edge like a crocodile ready to strike. “Are you the bull?”
“You bet your tight little ass I am.” She laughed and slapped a high-five with Kim.
I lunged forward, grabbed hold of Amanda’s ankle, and pulled.
She shrieked and fell forward, arms flailing, before she splashed into the pool beside me.
Now it was my turn to laugh as I turned toward her while she flailed beside me.
Amanda surfaced, hair soaked, and came at me grinning from ear to ear.
I wasn’t about to avoid my scorching hot half-naked girlfriend willingly throwing her body at me. I opened my arms and braced myself for contact.
In the next moment, Amanda was on me. She wrapped her legs tight around my waist and placed her hands-on top of my head trying to dunk me. The result was her soft, soaking wet tits, nipples now rock hard, staring me right in the face.
I reached out and cupped her tits, sliding her nipple into my mouth.
“Hey,” Amanda giggled and squeezed me tighter with her legs. “No fair.”
Behind me I heard a splash and then felt two more hands on top of my head. “I’ve got him, Manda” Kim said.
With my mouth locked on Amanda’s nipple, I reached behind me with both hands and latched onto Kim’s sweet ass.
Kim joined Amanda, wrapping her legs around my body, higher up, just below my chest.
The girls struggled to dunk me and with their attention focused, I slid my hands inside of Kim’s bikini bottoms and dug my fingers into her smooth bare ass cheeks.
My cock expanded in my soaked shorts and bulged, pressing hard against my zipper. “You’ll never get me,” I said.
“Get his legs,” Amanda said.
I had spent many hours training Amanda in self-defense, and it showed. “Much to learn you have, Padawan. Yes, hrrrm….”
The girls laughed, their Yoda-detectors honed through hours of watching Star Wars marathons with me.
Amanda sank beneath the surface and pulled my ankles while I wriggled around to face Kim.
In the process, I pulled her bikini bottoms down around her ankles and forced my face between her tits motorboat style.
Under water, Amanda pulled on my ankles, but my center of gravity remained rock solid. As if sensing this, she ran her hands up my legs and unbuttoned my shorts.
In front of me, Kim giggled and had gone from trying to dunk me to simply running her fingers through my hair while I squeezed her tits around my face.
I pulled on the string at the back of her bikini top and the material fell free.
Amanda broke the surface long enough to pull in a breath of air before she slid forward, pressing her tits against my back and undoing the zipper on my shorts.
When I pulled my face out of Kim’s cleavage I gazed into her green, almond-shaped eyes and kissed her full on her pouty pink lips.
Our mouths opened hot and hungry and our tongues darted over each other’s lips, urgent and wanting.
My shorts dropped, and I felt Amanda’s fingers curl around my shaft. Her mouth covered my ear and her warm breath curled down my neck. “Use my pussy, baby.”
I deepened my kiss with Kim and groaned while Kim ground her pussy against my stomach.
Our mouths were a blur of tongues and lips and I edged to the side of pool and pinned Kim up against the wall.
She broke off the kiss long enough to peel away her top, her perfect tits jiggling into view.
I grabbed a hold of Kim’s hips and dragged her down until I felt my tip pierce the sweet slippery folds of her labia.
Kim ran her fingers through my hair and kissed her way from my mouth, across my face, and down the other side of my neck.
I felt my tip catch on Kim’s entrance and in one smooth stroke I slid my cock inside her.
Her warm wet pussy quivered and stretched, making room for my steely manhood. She grunted softly in my ear while letting out a long, low moan.
Amanda pulled off her bikini bottoms and tossed them up on the deck by her chair. She slid one hand down to my balls and gently rubbed while I fucked Kim hard and fast.
The water sloshed and gurgled while Kim’s moans filled the air. It was too early to know if she was pregnant, but I’d come inside her at least a dozen times during the past week alone.
Amanda pulled my face around to hers and we kissed, tongues intertwined, while I continued to pound Kim against the pool wall.
Her pussy pulled on my cock and undulated in waves, flexing and contracting while I bottomed out with every hard thrust.
Kim wrapped her arms tight around my shoulders, pulling herself up and arching her back. Her raven hair hung straight out behind her, skimming the top of the water. Her nipples stood rock hard and jiggling when her body went rigid with an orgasm. “Unnnnggghhh….”
My balls tightened, and my orgasm rushed out, flooding her insides with my hot, potent seed. I grunted spurting thick ropes of cum into Kim’s fertile womb relieving part of my Miss Brooks infused sexual tension.
Kim’s body went limp while Amanda and I maintained our deep kiss. My orgasm barely finished, I pulled out of Kim and lifted Amanda up while I slid between her legs.
Amanda broke off the kiss and grinned, her blue eyes sparkling wickedly. “Is it my turn to ride the giant Jack train?”
I held her gaze while I entered her hard and fast. “Maybe I’ll use your caboose?”
Amanda’s eyes washed over with a mixture of pain and pleasure. “Fuck, you will break me in half with that thing.”
I pulled her into me, taking one of her big tits in my hand, tweaking her nipple, while I nibbled on her bottom lip and fucked her deep and slow.
Beside us, Kim had recovered enough to come around behind me and squeeze my ass cheeks while I drove in and out of Amanda’s insanely tight pussy.
I felt Kim’s tits press into my back while she softly kissed my neck and shoulders.
Amanda wrapped her powerful legs around my waist and pulled me in deeper. She moaned and grunted in time with our fucking, and I could already see the edge of an impending orgasm loom deep in her eyes.
I had grown to know every intimate detail of Amanda’s mind and body. The way her smile curved higher on the right, then the left. The way she belly laughed at something hilarious and the look in her eyes when I’d gone too far with a joke. I knew that right now, she was on the brink of a quick but powerful orgasm.
I backed off just enough to gaze into her eyes.
Her lips parted, and her brow furrowed. She reached up and slid her hands behind my neck and into my hair. “I love you so much.” She couldn’t complete the last word as her breath caught in her throat, her body went rigid, and her eyes rolled back slightly in her head. Amanda’s body spasmed in time with the contraction of her pussy muscles around my shaft.
Her pussy continued its rhythmic spasm, gripping my cock in a vise of pleasure so great, I could no longer hold off. I leaned forward while Amanda’s orgasm continued to rip through her body and whispered, “I love you too, my precious princess.” My second orgasm washed over me and I grunted as I sent jets of hot cum rushing up Amanda’s canal and straight down into her waiting uterus. I continued to pump, firing off round after round of liquid love into my beautiful girlfriend’s exquisite tightness.
Completely drained, the three of us huddled, hugging and kissing while our bodies slowly recovered. I helped the girls recover their missing bikinis, and we climbed out of the pool before retreating to my room for a shower. Thankfully, I had installed a shower built big enough for a women’s volleyball team, so the three of us had no problem lathering and washing all the forbidden parts.
I had promised the girls a barbecue dinner and got busy on the preparation while they joined me for a happy hour cocktail and a quick chat about the day’s events.
“So how did it go with Pam?” Kim asked. Kim had changed into a simple black t-shirt and a pair of tight white shorts. She perched on a high-backed bar chair directly across from me where we gathered around the kitchen island. “She’s already texted me three times.”
That was glorious news, and just what I had hoped. I worked a dry rub into four filets laid out before me. I wasn’t about to leave Luna out of a home-cooked meal. “Really? About what?”
“She wants to know what you said about her,” Kim said. “She said you called it a date.”
“You can tell her I thought she was smart, funny, and beautiful. Oh, and tell her it definitely was a date.” I shook more rub onto the steaks and worked it in with my palm.
“That’s it?” Kim said.
Amanda wore a gray tank, a white lace bra that appeared quite often through large gaps in the sides, and a pair of tight black yoga shorts. She popped open three Blind Pigs and handed one to each of us before leaning back against the kitchen counter beside me. “When do we get to play with her?”
I laughed and flipped over the steaks. “She’s engaged. Maybe never,” I said.
Amanda rolled her eyes. “Your brother will go ape shit the first time you boink her. He still loves her, you know.”
“He doesn’t know what love is,” I said before turning my attention to Kim. “You can’t tell her what I really want to do to her. That might scare her off.”
Kim sighed. “I still think you’re making a mistake. Like you said, she’s engaged.”
“Unhappily engaged.” I piled the steaks on a plate and set them aside. “She doesn’t want to marry Adam. He doesn’t even enjoy any of the things she likes.”
“And you do?” Kim still didn’t know the lengths I’d gone to prepare my seduction for each of them. Although I was pretty sure Amanda had figured it all out, she was just happy to be one of the chosen.
“I enjoy climbing mountains with you, dancing in clubs with Amanda, and reading poetry with Pam. Is that so hard to believe? I care about her mind just as much as I want to get down her pants.”
“I’ve got to admit, it would be fun having her around all the time,” Kim said.
“It doesn’t hurt that she’s as hot as a fucking supermodel,” Amanda said. “But I still think your brother will have a ten-alarm meltdown.”
I shrugged. “That’s his problem.”
“So, what’s the next step?” Kim asked.
“I’m glad you mentioned it, because I need your help.”
I explained what I needed from Kim while Amanda went and called Luna for cocktails. Luna arrived in the kitchen still wearing the same outfit she’d had on earlier.
“Good evening, Luna,” I said. “Thanks for joining the party.”
Luna fold her arms over her chest and smiled. “This is quite a surprise. Thank you for thinking of me.”
I turned to Amanda. “Babe, she’ll have a glass of Chardonnay. She likes the Shafer Red Shoulder Ranch. I think there’s a 2016 in the back of the wine fridge.”
“I didn’t know you paid such close attention,” Luna said.
Amanda dug through the wine fridge while I prepped the vegetables. “Then you don’t know Jack half as well as you think you do.” Her voice came out muffled but clear enough.
“I also know you like your steak medium-rare,” I said.
Luna beamed and slipped into the chair beside Kim. “No wonder you ladies like him so much. Jack, when did you turn into such a charmer?”
I shrugged. “It’s just a matter of paying attention to the little things.” I couldn’t help but gaze on the deep cleavage bursting from Luna’s top, which was anything but little.
After dinner, Luna left to go to a party with one of her friends while Amanda, Kim, and I settled in for movie night. Amanda and Kim argued between a rom com and an action flick and named me to cast the deciding vote. I voted for a double feature, starting with the action flick. I knew Amanda would probably fall asleep with her head on my lap, and I wanted to watch the action flick, anyway.
The girls changed into their pajamas and we made popcorn and gathered blankets before settling in for the evening. It turned out Amanda enjoyed the action flick just as much as Kim and didn’t fall asleep after all. But halfway through the rom com, both of my angels had drifted off, and the clock read midnight when I heard the front door open.
My brother’s drunken voice reverberated through the house along with Emila’s effort to quiet him.
I got up, careful not to awaken my sleeping beauties, and left the movie room to avoid the inevitable scene my brother would make. Better to have it out where I could control the situation.
My brother was shit-faced — again. His tie was loose, his shirttails hung out of his pants, and he had some reddish stains on the front of his shirt.
“If it isn’t Casanova himself,” Ben said as I stepped into the foyer.
He had his arm draped around Emila’s shoulder, and the diminutive Mexican beauty was neither tall enough nor strong enough to carry the weight of his drunk ass.
Emila gave me a pleading look, and I came up on the other side of my brother before throwing his arm around my shoulder.
“Arm up around me, Ben. I’ll help you,” I said.
“Why don’t you put me in your bed?” He said, breathing his booze-fueled breath right into my face. “I could go a few rounds with Amanda Baker and Mrs. Yang.” He squeezed my shoulder hard and glared. “How did a little fucking twerp like you land both of them? That’s what I want to know.” He turned to Emila. “Isn’t that right, baby? I’ve been asking you that all night.”
When my brother wasn’t drinking, he was smart, clear-headed, and could shred a person into little bits and pieces with his ability to recall a mountain of facts and details. That was what made him effective at work, but after hours it was as if the day had sapped his strength and only a bender could refill his spiritual tank.
In some ways I felt sorry for him, but sober or drunk he was still an asshole. He’d made my life a misery, mocking me in front of my friends, and tearing me down in front of any girl who might have had the slightest interest in me. For years, it had gone on, and I had built up enough resentment for two lifetimes. I believed he resented me for our father’s obvious preference of me over him. Dad had seen the devil inside Ben and wanted me to watch over him.
“Thank you, Jack.” Emila said in her beautiful accented voice. She put her hand on my shoulder and squeezed.
Butterflies lurched in my stomach, and my pulse quickened — all from a single touch. If she was pure static energy, I was a brass doorknob. “No problem.” I smiled down at her. “Where should I take him?”
My brother weaved on his feet, and his head sagged as if was ready to pass out standing.
“Our room is fine,” she said.
Emila wore a sleek, form-fitting white dress that hugged her big tits and tight ass in ways that were likely banned in some middle eastern countries. Her curves were lethal and if I ever landed Miss Brooks, she was the next white whale on my dwindling list. If I ever got the chance to sink my cock inside her, I wasn’t sure I could last beyond one thrust. At twenty-two, Emila was closer to my age than anyone in the house, but she had an old soul and seemed ten years older than even Amanda.
My brother mumbled incoherently as I helped guide him down the hallway. When we entered Ben and Emila’s bedroom, I placed my brother gently on his side of the bed and stepped back.
Emila sighed and stared down at him. “It’s getting worse.” Her eyes welled with tears. “I think your brother is an alcoholic.”
“Yeah,” I said. “So was dad.”
Emila turned and gazed up at me, frowning. “Your father didn’t touch a drop.” Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped as I witnessed the light bulb turn on in her pretty head. “Because he was an alcoholic.”
“Yes. Even one drink changes Ben’s entire demeanor.” When Pam Brooks broke his heart, it sent my brother straight to the bottle, but I thought it best not to mention that particular factoid to Emila.
Emila wiped away a tear and turned to face me. “Is it me? Maybe I haven’t loved him hard enough.”
I pulled her into a hug and felt her warm body press hard against mine. Her big soft tits dug into my chest and I smelled a hint of honeysuckle rising from her hair. “You’ve love him enough for both of you. Nobody could ask for more.”
She hugged me tight and then perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the cheek. “If he doesn’t shape up, I might have to join your little tribe instead.”
My face flushed with heat, and my head swooned. She was joking, but her words had turned my legs to the consistency of melted ice cream. “You always have an open invitation with me — anywhere — anytime. I’ll drop everything to help you.”
“Thank you, Jack. I better take care of him.” Emila broke off the hug and stepped up to my brother before taking off his shoe.
I left her bedroom and shut the door behind me, my head buzzing with lust. Emila was almost ready, which made my next encounter with Pam Brooks critical.
◆◆◆
 
I leaned against the oak tree and casually took in the art fair crowd as they roamed in and out of the various vendor stalls. The day was breezy with warm winds blowing in off the coast. The sun ducked in and out of high puffy white clouds, offering an occasional reprieve from the direct sunshine.
To my left, a grass field served as an impromptu parking lot while the scent of barbecue and roast corn drifted from the food vendors at the far end of the fair.
But it was here, by the oak tree where Kim had promised to meet Pam. Unfortunately, Kim couldn’t make it, which meant I would stand in for her.
I spotted Pam walking down the footpath that led to the oak tree. She wore a thin white knee-length summer dress cut somewhat low in the front. It was sleeveless with thin shoulder straps. Her cleavage spilled from the top, not in a slutty way but rather, in a girl-next-door way. Or at least the kind of girl next door you wanted to plow while her parents were asleep. It was just enough cleavage to turn a guy rock hard, but not enough to scratch the itch.
She wore plain white tennis shoes and an over-sized artsy purse hung from her shoulder. Her hair was wild and kinky, blowing in the wind, and she smiled when she saw me, flashing her perfect white teeth.
My pulse quickened and my memory flashed to a time nearly ten-years ago when Pam and Ben had taken me to the carnival. She wore a similar dress that day and I had spent a long night alone with my cock and memories of her flashing her long smooth legs and insane cleavage. It was as if I had entered a time machine and was the same kid aching for a minute with his big brother’s girlfriend. She was the girl everyone wanted, but nobody seemed to get. I meant to change all that today.
As she closed the distance between us, I inhaled a long breath, stood straight, and returned her easy smile. “Good morning. You look lovely.”
She stopped a foot short of me and kept up her million-dollar smile. “Why am I not surprised to see you?”
“Kim sends her apologies. She can’t make it, but I volunteered to meet you in her place.”
“Uh, huh.” She folded her arms over her chest and smiled sheepishly. “Are you telling me that you didn’t plan any of this?”
I grinned and stared down at my feet. “Would you have agreed to come here with me alone?”
“No.” She held up her finger, flashing her rock. “Jack, I’m still engaged.”
“But you’re not married,” I countered. “And this isn’t your fault. You had no idea I would be here, so there’s nothing for you to feel guilty about.”
“Right. You want to go shopping with me at this art show?” She gestured toward the stalls, and her tone conveyed more than a little disbelief.
“Actually, I thought you might like to take a little bike ride with me.” I pointed to a tandem bicycle leaning against the oak tree. It came with its own bell and even a fully packed picnic basket.
“I’m not exactly dressed for a bike ride.”
“It’s a short ride,” I said, pulling the bike away from the tree. “Besides, I’ve got some great wine, and you can’t say no to an outstanding pinot, can you?” I rang the little bell for flair.
Pam giggled and dropped her arms. “Did you bring the poem?”
I tapped the back pocket of my jeans. “Present and accounted for, Miss Brooks. The only question is if it’s worthy of an A.”
She pursed her lips. “Hmmmm… I won’t know until I’ve heard it recited straight from the poet’s mouth.”
I patted the back seat. “Your chariot awaits, m’lady.” I hopped on the front seat and stabilized the bike for Pam.
Pam giggled again and climbed onto the back seat, using my shoulders to stabilize herself.
We took off at an easy pace and followed the paved foot trail further into the nearby wildlife sanctuary. The place was heavy with people, but the spot I had pre-scouted wasn’t far off the path and was practically invisible from anyone who might wander past.
“Where are we going?” Pam said behind me.
“To a place you’ll love,” I said. “It’s only a few minutes from here. Just sit back and enjoy the wildlife.”
We passed chirping birds, squirrels skittering up trees, and butterflies fluttering their wings atop moss-covered logs. The sanctuary was a perfect mixture of woods and grassland and a quiet stream cut straight down the middle.
We crossed a small footbridge and coasted past a copse of trees before I brought the tandem to a halt. “It’s a short walk from here. I promise.”
I let Pam get off first and then I parked the bike behind two trees so it was well-hidden from the crowd. I pulled the basket from the bike and extended my hand. “Ready?”
She glanced down at my hand and hesitated for a second before taking it.
Her skin was warm and soft, and her mere touch set my heart racing. I guided her through a thicket of trees and down a gentle slope until a beautiful patch of flat soft grass opened before us.
The stream gurgled a few feet away and patches of wild violets, marigolds, and buttercups surrounded the spot, creating a tranquil, romantic sanctuary perfect for poetry reading and disrobing if it came to that.
“We’re here. Isn’t it beautiful?” I set down the picnic basket and reached for the blanket I had tucked inside.
Her bright smile and the way her eyes lit up told me all I needed to know. “It’s a touch on the romantic side, don’t you think?”
I opened the blanket and spread it out wide, close to the stream. “If I’m going to spill my guts to you, then I get to choose the setting.”
“That’s fair,” she said.
“Have a seat and I’ll pour us some wine.”
I opened the bottle and let it breathe while I prepared a small charcuterie board with grapes, summer sausage, a variety of cheese, and crackers.
Pam watched me, her knees pulled up by her chest and the bottom of her summer dress opened slightly, revealing most of her thighs and a hint of her white panties beneath. “How many girls have you taken to this spot?”
I pulled out the wineglasses. “Including you?” I asked.
“Yes.” Her gaze drifted from the wine back up to my face.
“One.” I poured her a glass and handed it to her.
She laughed and took the wineglass. “You’re lying.”
I poured myself a glass and tucked away the bottle in the basket. I had two more where that came from should things progress. “How many years have you known me? Have you ever heard me lie or hear anyone call me a liar?”
She shook her head and sipped her wine, eying me cautiously. “Okay. Spill it. Let’s hear this poem of yours.”
“This requires a little setup if you don’t mind.”
“Oh… I love a good back story.” She sipped her wine and edged closer until her feet nearly touched mine.
“You and I have known each other for a significant chunk of my life. Even though we went years between seeing each other, you had a massive influence on my love for literature, wine, art, and love itself. The days I spent in your classroom seemed to fly by in minutes, and I hated graduating because it meant I couldn’t listen to you speak passionately about all the things you love.”
Pam’s eyes glistened. “Stop. You don’t mean all that.”
I sipped on my wine. “Would we be here right now if I didn’t?”
Pam averted her gaze and slipped off her tennis shoes before tucking her bare feet back under her hips. “Those are powerful emotions.”
“Yes, but if it’s honesty you want, then it’s honesty you’ll hear. I need this time to come clean with you,” I said. “Or I may never again get the chance.”
Her gaze fixed on me, her expression serious. “I’m listening,” she said, softly.
I pulled the poem from my back pocket and carefully unfolded it in my lap. I had truly written the poem for her during my last year of high school. It probably sucked, but it came from my heart, and I knew that’s all that mattered to Pam.
My beautiful Rose so high on the hill
My beautiful Rose, so perfect and still
To perfect to pluck and to thorny to hold
How can I know thee and have you let go?
If a vase, forever could I hold my Rose
If a vase, my first time I would cherish
My beautiful Rose, my first true love
My beautiful Rose, my only desire
I sat quietly for a long moment, staring at the poem resting in my lap. The stream gurgled, and the birds chirped, but Pam remained silent.
I was afraid to look up, but when I heard her sniffle, I shifted my gaze to meet her beautiful face and saw the tears staining her cheeks.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I know it’s rather personal. You can see why I didn’t want anyone else to hear it.”
Her chin quivered, and fresh tears welled in her eyes. “It’s beautiful. I’m Rose?”
I nodded. “I know how much you love roses. You made me love them too.”
“Can I keep it? The poem I mean?” She edged closer and stared down at the poem resting in my lap.
I had hand handwritten it and the date was almost three years old. I handed it to her, and she smiled.
Pam inched even closer and tucked her toes under my leg before staring down at the prose, running her fingers over the surface. “No one has ever written anything like that for me. Thank you.” She pressed the poem against her chest and gazed at me. “I’ll cherish it forever.”
“I have something else for you,” I said. “If it’s too much, then you don’t have to accept it, but it’s something I made for you.”
“You made it? What is it?” She gazed at me curiously.
“I remember when you first taught us the short story by William Faulkner called A Rose for Emily.”
“It’s one of my favorites.” She sniffled and leaned forward, digging her toes deeper under my leg.
“The passion with which you spoke about the symbolism and themes in that story inspired me.” From my front shirt pocket, I pulled out a necklace with a silver chain. I held out the silver pendant in my palm. It had taken me months to get it right and even then, it wasn’t perfect, but I thought Pam would like the subtle imperfections so I let it go.
The pendant was of a single silver rose inlaid with rubies in the petals.
Pam gasped and leaned forward, gazing down at my masterpiece. “Jack, it’s beautiful.” I couldn’t help but gaze at her deep, beautiful cleavage that appeared when she bent over and I felt myself harden.
“I know how that story touched you, and I know the rose holds a special place in your heart. It’s a perfect symbol, isn’t it? It signifies such grandeur and beauty that’s so abundant in your soul. Yet the thorn is prickly and can pierce your skin if you hold it too tightly. I think the rose perfectly embodies you.”
The tears flowed down her cheeks unabated and her chin quivered with emotion. She reached out and touched the pendant, her hands shaky. “It’s perfect.”
“Can I put it on you?” I asked.
She nodded fiercely and tried without success to dry her eyes. “Yes, please.”
I moved around her and Pam pushed aside her hair, exposing her flawless neckline. Now my hands were shaking as I lowered the pendant around her neck and latched the hook. “Done,” I said.
Pam twisted around and gazed down at the pendant that gleamed on the soft swell of her breasts. Beneath the sunlight, the ruby sparkled and the silver pendant gleamed.
“I’ve loved nothing so much.”
“I know the feeling,” I said.
When Pam looked up, we were face to face, her eyes glittering with tears. Without another word, she leaned forward and kissed me.
When our lips touched my heart surged and my stomach flip-flopped. Her lips were warm and soft and I inhaled her delicious fragrant aroma while I raised my hands to her cheeks and brushed away her tears with my thumbs.
Pam leaned in deeper and parted her lips gently probing forward with her tongue.
I met the rhythm of her movements and ran my tongue over her lower lip before finding her soft warm tongue waiting for me in the middle.
Our kiss deepened and Pam moaned softly, sliding her hands over my chest while I caressed her bare shoulders with my fingertips.
Without breaking our kiss, I sat down on the blanket while Pam whirled her hips and legs around to face me. She wrapped her arms around my neck while I inched my way down her back before cupping her bottom in both hands.
Pam dug her heels into my hips and pushed herself toward me.
I assisted by pulling her up and onto my lap while we deepened our kiss.
Pam moaned softly while her sun dress slipped up her thighs, revealing her white cotton panties beneath.
I couldn’t believe I had my high school English teacher, and my brother’s ex, sitting on my lap with her tongue jammed down my throat. It was another of my recurring masturbatory fantasies given life. But I wasn’t home yet. I still had to seal the deal. And that meant doing something I desperately didn’t want to do, but was necessary for the greater good of my long-term plan.
I slid my hands inside of Pam’s skirt and ran my fingers over her cotton panties.
Her shoulder strap slipped free, but her dress held while the swell of her breasts deepened in the front.
Pam slipped her hands inside my shirt and ran her fingers over my muscled stomach and chest.
I eased my fingers inside her panties and squeezed her full, firm ass cheeks while Pam ground against my steel-hard cock.
My cock strained against the front of my jeans and I pulled Pam in tight until her cotton covered pussy rubbed directly against my bulge.
Her breathing deepened, and she broke off the kiss long enough to gaze into my eyes. Her eyes were adrift in a sea of brazen lust, and I wanted more than anything to be inside her, plumbing her depths and firing off a fat load into her womb.
I slid my hands out from beneath her dress and cupped her tits in each of my trembling hands. They were soft and firm in all their natural splendor. I felt her nipples stiffen under my touch and I tweaked them gently with each of my index fingers.
Pam didn’t stop me. Instead, she continued kissing me, her engagement forgotten, her guilt temporarily placed on ice. Between kisses, she came up for air and ground me harder and faster. “I want you so bad.”
Had I underestimated Pam’s willingness to go all the way? I considering pushing it and running up the middle for the touchdown. But the guilt and remorse she would feel afterward might push her away forever. Like Amanda and Kim, I had to risk losing her to gain her forever.
I cupped her cheeks in my hands and eased off the intensity of our kissing. There was only one way forward, and it involved addressing the elephant in the room. “Pam, I want you. I want your heart and your soul. I want us to be together.”
She sat motionless on my lap, her eyes returning to the present. “You want me to break it off with Adam?”
“I love you,” I said. “I have for years. I never want to hurt you. If making love to me will leave you conflicted, then I don’t want to put you in that position. Yes, leave Adam for me. We’ll travel the world and live our best life together.”
Pam frowned. “With Amanda and Kim?”
“I’ve never lied to you and I never will. Yes, I love them each in their own way. But that doesn’t diminish my feelings for you, or what we have. Sometimes we’ll do things special to us as a couple, and sometimes we’ll experience things as a family. But I promise on my soul that I will never ignore you or take you for granted. Be with me. Now and forever. Say yes, and you’ll make me the happiest man in the world.”
“What if I want a baby?” she asked. “Without marriage.”
“We can have all the babies you want,” I said. “We can start now, if that’s what you want.”
She chewed on her lower lip and gazed into my eyes adorably. “I would love that.” She sighed. “But it doesn’t feel right to cheat on Adam without calling things off first.”
Had I gone through with pushing sex, I would have looked like an immature twenty-year-old who only thinks with his dick. I was in it for the long haul. I would trade short-term loss for long-term stability. Besides, I would have felt like a real dick if Pam left the park in tears and filled with regret. I couldn’t do that to her.
I pulled her face to mine and kissed her softly before pushing our forehead together. “You should take some time and think about what you really want out of life. You know how I feel and where I stand. I’ll be waiting, patiently.”
She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a hug. “God, I really want to have sex with you.”
My cock thrummed, and I could only imagine the wet spot lurking in my boxer briefs. Hopefully, it hadn’t soaked through to my jeans. “We can have all the sex you want once you take off that ring.”
She pulled away from me slightly but didn’t move from my lap. “What will Ben think if he finds out we’re together?”
“You mean once he finds out we’re together?” I kissed the tip of her pert little nose.
She gave me a lopsided grin. “You’re getting ahead of yourself.”
“You broke it off with my brother years ago. He’s happily engaged to another woman. It shouldn’t bother him if you and I get together.” Technically, it wasn’t lie. It shouldn’t bother him, but Amanda was spot on. It would crush him because he still loved her.
She sighed and kissed me while she ran her fingers through my hair. “I never had sex with him, you know.”
That surprised me, and further raised the bar on my desire to be with her. “Really? I’m surprised his balls didn’t burst.”
She giggled and kissed me again. “He wanted to really, really bad. It was one reason I broke it off with him. He was more interested in sex than me. It got ugly towards the end.”
Now my decision to not push things looked even better. “Even after you were engaged?”
“The engagement only lasted a week and a half before I ended things. I just couldn’t envision myself living in his world.”
“His world and my world have a lot in common,” I said.
“You and your brother are nothing alike,” she said. “I always thought of you as a sweet little boy who would grow up to make some girl very happy. I just never dreamed it would be me.”
“Does that mean you want to be with me?”
“Maybe? Probably? Yes? No? I don’t know, Jack. I need some time to process,” she said.
“Does your relationship with Ben factor into things?”
“I would be lying if I said it didn’t. That’s part of it.”
I slid my hands down her back and squeezed her ass. “It will be the longest few days of my life.” I was confident she would choose me, but allowing her to decide on her own time line was part of letting her fly free. Accepting whatever decision she made was most important of all — even if it was an outcome I didn’t like. Pam’s boyfriends had a nasty habit of trying to possess her out of sheer jealousy.  I had to be patient and let her come to me.
Even if Pam decided against entering my budding harem, I could still make a play for Emila. It would just be a lot harder or maybe even impossible.
We spent the next hour chatting and drinking wine, discussing romances and poetry. We kissed some more and held hands like intimate lovers, but when we left the sanctuary of our spot by the river, Miss Brooks replaced Pam and we returned to the parking lot as great friends.
We stood facing each other by the oak tree; the summer wind blowing in off the ocean.
Pam’s eyes sparkled, and her hair ruffled in the breeze. “Jack, no matter what happens today was the best day of my life.”
The phrase, no matter what happens, was never one any guy wanted to hear. “Mine too.”
“I want to kiss you, but I don’t think I should,” she said, “I have friends at these art shows. They might see.”
“I understand. You can kiss me all you want after the ring comes off. When will I hear from you?” I asked.
She shrugged. “Two or three days. I’ll call you.”
I nodded and resisted the urge to say more. Instead, I simply said. “Okay.”
◆◆◆
 
Two days went by without a peep. No texts. No calls. I wanted so much to pick up the phone and call her, but resisted. By the end of the third day, with no contact, I was rapidly losing faith.
Amanda and Kim had planned a trip up the coast to visit one of Amanda’s old college friends. Initially, I agreed to go with them, but with the jury still out on Pam, they turned it into a girl’s trip instead. They had planned an entire day at the spa which left me to kick it at home — alone.
I sat in the movie room vegging out on a Walking Dead marathon, which was entirely appropriate symbolism to represent my life during the past seventy-two hours — only I was the zombie.
My phone, which I had parked right next to me, chimed with an incoming text message.
Amanda: U hear anything yet?
It was a group text between Amanda, Kim, and I.
Me: Nope. (frownie face emoji) Have either of you?
Kim: Not me. She’s not answering my texts or calls.
Amanda: (frownie face emoji)
Kim: Maybe this will cheer you up?
An image flashed up on the text of Amanda and Kim sitting at an outdoor restaurant. They had lowered their tops, each flashing an enormous amount of their world-class cleavage.
Me: Yeah. That cheered me up. I wish I were there.
Amanda: U can cum up if u want. (water drip emoji) I’ll keep my bed warm for u. (eggplant emoji) (heart emoji)
Kim: (glare emoji) You want me to call her for u?
Me: No. I don’t want to push her. But thx, anyway.
Kim: k. Luv u. C u soon.
I sighed and kicked back in the recliner, and thirty seconds later another text came through. Hopefully, it was another picture showing even more skin. When I saw the name of the sender my entire world twisted upside down. It was from Pam. Heart racing and hands trembling; I opened the lock screen.
Pam: Jack, I want to make it work with Adam. I’m sorry.
My legs turned to spaghetti squash and my chest felt like it had inverted with a lead weight crushing my heart. This wasn’t the fairytale ending I had envisioned. Without thinking, I responded.
Me: Can we at least talk?
Pam: not a good idea.
I sat for a few minutes wondering what that meant. Was she not into me? Clearly, she was, so that couldn’t be the problem. Was it Adam? Had he found out about us and gone all control freak? Again unlikely. Adam wasn’t a guy who seemed big on confrontation. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that it was probably Pam. It was all just a bridge too far. She was a free spirit, but coming into a harem was asking a lot. Then there was my brother and the inevitable confrontation it would bring. Not to mention shattering Adam’s heart. Pam was a bona fide softy and probably didn’t relish the notion of hopping from a major breakup straight into another long-term relationship.
I hovered over my phone, not sure what to say. I was in uncharted waters and the current was strong.
Me: Are u happy?
The typing indicator lit up on Pam’s side and then paused.
I waited for thirty seconds, then a minute, and even longer after that, but she didn’t respond. Was that it? Would I never hear from her again? My palms turned sweaty, and I felt sick to my stomach. Was this what a broken heart felt like?
I turned off the TV and stepped out onto the patio.
Across the ocean, thunderheads gathered, and the sky darkened. The breeze had turned into a stiff, chill wind and I smelled rain on the air.
I walked out to the beach while the rain came in and sat down watching the roiling surf. I had underestimated Pam’s sense of loyalty, and who knows, maybe she loved Adam or at least the guarantee of a stable monogamous relationship. Maybe she wasn’t the risk taker I had imagined.
The rain settled in and poured down on me, leaving my clothes drenched. I stared up into the sky and closed my eyes, feeling like someone had knocked all the wind out of me. It was then I realized how much I truly loved her. For all my scheming and planning, it never dawned on me I might experience genuine love. At first it had been an infatuation. By any yardstick, Pam Brooks was sizzling hot, but as I got to know her and I understood what made her tick, I had fallen for her — hard.
I imagined Adam having sex with her, and I gritted my teeth before howling into the thunder. Was this how my brother felt after she dumped him? Pam Brooks had left a trail of Thorpe brother roadkill in her path. Currently, my guts were smeared somewhere along the PCH.
After an hour on the beach and with no sign of the rain letting up, I trudged back into the house with my head hung low. I pulled off my wet t-shirt, kicked off my shoes, and headed for the kitchen. I needed a drink — a stiff one.
I skipped the beer and wine and went straight for the bourbon. But with the bottle hovered over a shot glass, I paused. First it was my father, and then my brother. Would I be the third raging family alcoholic? Was that what my dad wanted for me? Kim and Amanda wouldn’t abide living with a gutless drunk, and I loved them both dearly. For all I knew, Kim was pregnant right now with our child. And anyway, wasn’t Pam’s happiness more important than anything? I didn’t want her to be with me and live in misery. If Adam was who she wanted, then so be it. I had taken my best swing and struck out.
After Pam had dumped my brother, I remembered how it had played out. He had showed up drunk on her doorstep pleading for her to take him back. I didn’t know all the details, but I could imagine. There’s nothing endearing about a drunk begging for you to take him back. Talk about repulsive.
No. I wouldn’t fall into that trap. I still had two beautiful women who loved me, and I wouldn’t wallow in self-pity or the bottom of a booze bottle. Rather, I would join them tomorrow night after they finished in the spa. I even knew of a zip lining place close to Amanda’s friend’s house. The girls would love it if I took them.
I put away the booze and went to the kitchen, where I dialed up a giant glass of ice water and a ham sandwich. I spent the next hour staring at Pam’s texts and talking myself out of showing up on her doorstep — sober. She had made it clear where she stood, and I had to respect that. Thirty minutes later I dozed off lying on the couch.
◆◆◆
 
Ding-Dong.
I jolted upright from where I fell asleep on the couch. I was still shirtless and my shorts had at least partially dried.
Ding-Dong.
Was that the doorbell? Hazy and bleary-eyed, I reached for my phone, but it wasn’t beside me.
Ding-Dong. Ding-Dong.
The rain pattered against the back window, and I heard thunder rattle in the distance. I swung my feet over the edge of the couch and my foot brushed against my phone.
Ding-Dong.
I grabbed my phone and stood. The clock read 2:42 AM, and I had over thirty unread messages, all of them from Pam. The last one read simply - I’m coming over.
My heart thundered and a surge of adrenaline chased away my sleepy eyes. I sprang over the back of the couch and sprinted for the front door faster than Usain Bolt. When I ripped it open, Pam stood on my doorstep. Tears stained her cheeks and her hair was dripping wet. She wore a thin white tank top, completely transparent from the rain. It clung to her full ripe breasts and her nipples jutted out, looking as if they could tear a hole through the fabric with the slightest nudge. The pendant I gave her dangled in the gentle swell of her breasts. She wore a pair of black shorts that ended just below her crotch showcasing her long lean legs, smooth and soaked. But most important of all, Pam’s engagement ring was gone.
I didn’t ask questions. I didn’t need to. Her eyes sparkled with a mix of lust and desperation.
I reached for her and she melted into my arms, our mouths opened to each other, hot and hungry.
She was on me, wet and wild and pulling at my shorts, her desire feral and primitive. “I love you so much. I always have.” She said between broken kisses. She gasped for air and pulled at my pants.
I grabbed her tank top and flung it over her head, bringing her bare breasts into focus for the very first time. Her dark areolas were small and round but her nipples were dense and firm enough to poke out an eye. I pushed the door closed with my foot while Pam pulled down my shorts, underwear included.
Her eyes widened when my cock sprang into view. I had grown wrecking-ball hard the second I saw her standing in the doorway, and I meant to pound her harder than any demolition crew ever could.
Pam wrapped her hand around my shaft and stroked it while I worked her shorts over her beautiful ebony hips.
We wouldn’t make it out of the foyer. Luna was away for the weekend. Emila and Ben would be back sometime tomorrow morning, which meant I could fuck her all over the house if I wanted.
“I love you,” I said, peppering her lips and face with kisses.
“Fuck me, Jack. I need you inside me.”
Pam kicked off her sandals, and I pulled away her shorts, leaving her standing completely naked before me. Her pussy, shaved bare, glistened with wetness.
I slid my fingers through the folds of her labia and worked her wetness in between my fingers.
Pam moaned in my mouth while she continued pumping my cock.
She was already soaking wet, and I easily slid my finger into her, gliding up her canal and feeling her tight pussy expand under my gentle probes.
Pam gasped, stiffening slightly, causing her natural C-cup tits to shift and jiggle.
We wouldn’t get much in the way of foreplay, at least not the first time. The need was too overwhelming. I slipped my hand out of her and cupped her ass while I easily picked her up.
She wrapped her legs around my waist while I pinned her to wall. Pam grabbed my cock and guided it to her honey hole before I pushed forward and sank my cock inside Miss Pamela Brooks.
For a long moment, I held still inside her, savoring the sensation of my cock pulsing and her walls flexing while we gazed into each other’s eyes. Her deep brown eyes smoldered with intimacy, and I could easily lose my soul in their depths if I wasn’t careful. Her erect nipples brushed against my chest while she kissed me softly on the lips.
I squeezed her cheeks and kissed along her jawline until I reached her ear feeling myself harden inside her.
She continued to kiss along my neck and I felt her breath, warm and sweet, curl up toward my ear. “I love feeling you inside me. I’ve dreamed about it so many times.”
That Pam might have had an infatuation with me never registered in my thoughts, but looking back there was plenty of evidence. My last year of high school, we had come close to crossing appropriate student-teacher barriers a few times. Whether it was a brush of the hand or letting her gaze linger on my face a bit longer than normal. Once she had even sat on my lap even though it was meant as a joke.
I thrust upward, driving my cock an inch deeper. “I can now die a happy man.”
Pam gasped, her mouth parting while her eyelids grew heavy with lust. “Your cock is fucking amazing.”
I rocked forward and backward, sliding my cock in and out of her tight pussy. The sounds of our coupling filled the air and I couldn’t help but gaze down and watch her pussy lips pull tight around my cock with each thrust.
“I want you to come inside me,” she whispered in my ear.
Again and again I pounded her, driving my cock in to the hilt. Slapping skin mingled with the erotic sounds of sliding sex and I already felt my orgasm waiting on deck.
“Tell me when you want to come,” she said. “I’m edging. We can come together.” Her tits bounced and swirled in looping clockwise circles while her moans and soft grunts came short and fast.
I dug my fingers into her ass, kneading her sweet flesh while it filled my palm. “Baby, I’m coming right now.” My head flashed and my legs buckled as the mother of all orgasms swept through me like a summer storm. I unloaded the shot of a lifetime deep inside my smoking hot English teacher.
She groaned and goose flesh rose across her tits. Pam locked her legs tight around my waist and drove my cock in to the hilt while I continued spasming loads of hot cum.
She groaned again and again, her heels dug into my ass while I emptied my balls inside her.
“It’s so warm inside me, Jack.” She kissed behind my ear while her pussy spasmed and continued to milk me dry.
“It was a lot,” I said. “But that was years in the making.”
She continued to kiss me and wrapped her legs even tighter around my waist. “Carry me to bed.”
I walked her through the house with my cock buried inside.
The rain continued to patter against the windows, but now it felt warm and cozy rather than foreboding.
I laid her back on my bed and climbed between her legs, our coupling never broken.
Pam relaxed and eased back on my pillows, gazing up into my eyes. “I’ve lied to myself a long time about my feelings for you. I’m done with all that. I’m sorry you had to wait so long.”
“When did you know? That you love me, I mean.”
She smiled, and it lit up her entire face. “I was attracted to you earlier than I ever had a right to be.”
“When?”
“Jack, the primary reason I broke if off with Ben was because of my feelings for you. I just couldn’t tell him.”
That was truly a fucking shock. “I was sixteen.”
She nodded. “I knew how I felt and I couldn’t be with your brother when I felt that way about you. And you were too young, so I slipped away.”
“In high school?”
“It was no accident you ended up in my class,” she said. “You were supposed to be in Ed Clark’s class, but I switched you into mine.”
“Thank God that happened.”
She kissed me. “I wanted to fuck you so many times in class. God, you can’t imagine.”
“Oh… I think I have a pretty good idea.”
She giggled and kissed me. “When did you first want me?”
“The moment I laid eyes on you,” I said truthfully.
“That young?” She kissed me again. “You’re such a pervert.” She giggled even harder.
“Me? You’re the one robbing the cradle.” I felt my cock harden inside her and Pam’s eyes widened.
“You’re not a little boy anymore, are you?” She pulled me into a kiss and I moved my hips, fucking her again.
I cupped my hands over her bare breasts and tweaked her nipples, feeling them harden under my touch. “I could get used to this.”
“Me too, baby.” She rocked her hips forward while I drove into her fucking her missionary.
The bed squeaked, and the rain came down while we continued fucking for over thirty minutes. With our bodies covered in a light sheen of sweat, I came again inside her, pumping my seed deep into her womb.
Afterward, we lay together naked, our limbs intertwined while I circled her areola with my finger gently tweaking her nipple.
“What happened with Adam?” I asked.
“He knew,” she said.
“How? Did he follow you to the art fair?”
“No.” She propped herself up on her elbow and gazed over at me, running her hand over my chest. “He knew at the Yang’s. He said I never looked at him the way I looked at you.”
“Shit. That’s rough.”
She sighed and kissed my chest before curling into me and laying her head on my shoulder. “When I got home from the art show, I couldn’t look at him the same way. I didn’t love him anymore. You swept me off my feet like no one ever has.”
“It’s easy to do when you love someone so fiercely.”
“Is that how you love me, Jack? Fiercely?” Her expression was one of curiosity.
“I’ve spent the last seven years dreaming of you,” I said. “Fierce is only one of the infinite ways I love you.”
She kissed me and smiled. “I like that — a lot.”
“So, what happened then?”
“The day after the show, nothing had changed, but Adam’s spider senses must have been going crazy because he confronted me.”
“What did he say?”
“He asked me if I had been with you.”
“No shit?”
She nodded. “He’s very perceptive.”
I had severely underestimated Adam Hodges. “What did you tell him?”
“I told him I didn’t want to talk about it,” she said.
“Uh oh.”
“Uh, oh is right.” She kissed my cheek and slid her leg over mine. “Over the next few days, I worked up the nerve to tell him I was leaving. In fact, I had packed a bag and put it in the trunk of my car. I took a shower, and that’s when all hell broke loose. He found the poem.”
I froze. “Oh my God, Pam. I’m sorry.”
“He threatened to tear it up, unless I gave him the pendant.”
I touched the pendant laying between her bare breasts. “Well, since you have the pendant, then I assume the poem is history.”
“I saved the poem, but he got a hold of my phone during the tussle.”
“Did he hurt you? If he touched you, I swear to God —
“He didn’t touch me. Adam’s not violent. He took my phone and ran into the bathroom.”
“He did what?”
She nodded. “He texted you pretending to be me.”
“What a fucking snake.”
She shrugged. “Technically, I was the one who had cheated so I can’t really blame him, but I got angry.”
“What did you do?”
“I broke down the fucking door with my foot.”
I burst out laughing and so did Pam before she playfully slapped my hand. “Stop. It’s not funny.”
“That’s where I’m going to disagree. That’s some funny shit.”
She laughed again, harder this time. “I think he was so shocked that I did it, he froze up. I caught him right in the middle of a text to you.”
That explained why the texts ended so abruptly and why they didn’t sound like her at all. “What happened after that?”
“Things got pretty heated. I told him what happened in the park. I told him I loved you. You can imagine how he reacted.”
As glad as I was that things had worked out, I felt sorry for Adam. “Is it horrible to say I’m glad that wasn’t me? I almost threw up from that text.”
She kissed me softly. “I know. I’m sorry. Anyway, I gave him back his ring and sent you about a million texts. When you didn’t answer, I panicked, got in my car, and here I am.”
I pulled her into a tight hug. “Here you are and here you’ll stay.” I leaned in and kissed her softly.
“How should we tell Ben?” she asked.
“I’ll tell him tomorrow after they get home.”
“Emila is so sweet. I hope she doesn’t get upset with me.”
“I think she’ll be relieved to find you and I together.”
“You think so?”
I kissed her forehead. “I know two more women who will be relieved to find us together. Are you sure you’re okay with our arrangement?”
“I’m more than okay. Kim and I have had a few flings over the years, and Amanda isn’t exactly hard on the eyes.”
“You don’t mind sharing?”
“Not if I approve of everyone, and so far, I definitely do. But I can’t say I’m much into casual sex outside our group, I mean.”
I would have to ease her into my plans with Emila and Luna. Better to go slow than sink the ship in the dock. “Me neither. I don’t do casual sex.” That wasn’t strictly true. After all, I had banged Nicole to get Amanda. But that was by design. There was nothing casual about it.
“I’m so nervous,” she said. “It’s all so strange and exciting.”
“Let’s text the ladies.” I reached for my phone and opened the camera, flipping it around to selfie mode.
Pam crawled in tight and smiled with her arms wrapped around my chest.
I clicked the picture and sent it to our thread along with the caption.
Me: Look who decided to drop by.
By the time I sent the picture it was going on four-thirty AM. “That will be a pleasant surprise when they wake up.” I put the phone away and kissed Pam. “Speaking of waking, we should probably get some sleep.”
Pam curled in deep beside me. “Mmm… sounds amazing. I love you, Jack.”
“I love you, too.”
With her naked body firmly meshed with mine, we drifted off to sleep content and happy.
◆◆◆
 
We woke up at 10:30 AM with the sun shining and the surf rolling in. I fixed us a cup of coffee and we lounged naked in bed, enjoying our coffee while we chatted casually about nothing and everything.
“I’m thinking a shower and we go out for breakfast,” I said.
“Hmmm….” She pulled off the covers and straddled me completely naked, her big tits swaying softly. “There’s something missing from that equation.” She grabbed my cock and curled it between her fingers. “How about we fuck in the shower?”
“Sure, twist my arm, why don’t you.”
Pam hopped out of bed and pulled me up while she led me by the hand to the bathroom. Her heart-shaped ass swayed as she walked and her big 38C’s flashed into view sidewinder style. She didn’t have a single flaw across her endless hour-glass frame. It must have killed my brother to be so close to grabbing the brass ring only to have it thrown back in his face. But I wasn’t complaining. She would put a smile on my face every morning for years to come.
Pam started the water running while I watched her start the water running.
Her legs were long, lean, and powerfully athletic. Her heart-shaped ass gave birth to her hour-glass hips and tiny waist. Steam billowed from the shower heads, leaving Pam sheathed in glistening wetness. Her gravity-defying tits jiggled and swayed while she checked the temperature. She pulled her dark kinky hair up in a tight ponytail and it completely changed her look but in a primal, exotic way. Stray hairs sprang from her neck and the smooth curves of her shoulder melded into her leaned toned biceps. Her back was smooth and straight and dipped to form the upper curves of her ass. She was a fucking work of art.
She glanced over her shoulder and blushed. “What?”
I shook my head. “You’re just so beautiful.”
“Jack. Stop.” She turned around to face me while the water cascaded over her body from three different directions. Her stomach was velvet smooth and washboard flat. The hint of a six-pack peeked out from her womanly curves, which led to her perfect V-shaped pussy with no gap between her beautiful firm thighs.
I stepped into the steamy mist and placed my hands on the out flare of Pam’s hips.
She touched my chest and ran her palms over my six-pack before wrapping her fingers around my swollen cock. “You’re beautiful.”
I leaned down and kissed her while sliding my hands up and over her tits, tweaking her nipples until they stood firm and proud. My cock hardened in her hand and our tongues twined while the warm water gently massaged our backs.
Pam broke off our kiss and dropped to her knees, gazing on my cock like a shrine. Through the haze of steam, her lips met my tip and a spike of electric energy curled my toes.
She worked her tongue over my glistening bulb, licking her way up and down my shaft before she curled her lips around my tip and gently sucked.
Her mouth felt warm, wet, and soft — a perfect cocoon. My cock swelled inside her mouth, growing harder while Pam slowly stroked the base of my shaft.
I groaned and pitched my head back while her tongue slithered over my glans and down the back of my shaft.
The steam billowed in the cavernous shower while Pam bobbed up and down on my cock, taking it all in with every pass. I watched her cheek bulge with the head of my cock before it slipped past, traveling toward the back of her throat.
She gazed up at me, eyes bright, while a few more errant hairs escaped her ponytail holder. The sound of her lips smacking on my cock echoed inside the shower stall, and when she came off with a slight pop, she licked clean the pre-cum oozing from my tip.
I squeezed my toes and ran my fingers through her thick lustrous hair. I couldn’t take much more and I was desperate to fuck her again before breakfast. “I want inside you.” I said breathlessly.
Pam came off my cock and stood slowly stroking before she turned, bent over, and presented me with her ass. “Fuck me from behind, Jack.” The glistening folds of her labia peeked out between her firm, thick thighs.
I stepped up behind her, my cock eagerly wagging, and grabbed hold of my shaft before dredging her lips with my tip.
Pam worked her hips backward and in slight circles while I honed in on her honey hole. When my tip entered the well of paradise, I groaned and Pam let out a quick gasp.
I pushed forward and felt the tightness of her pussy resist the steel girth of my manhood. “You are so fucking tight.”
“Your dick is huge, baby.” She leaned forward, head down and braced herself against the shower wall.
With a last push I bottomed out and gazed down on my cock buried eight inches deep in my brother’s ex-fiancé. I ran my hands over her ass and settled them on her hips before I started fucking her slow and steady.
Slap. Slap. Slap.
With each driving thrust, I powered into her while my body banged against her luscious ass. Her moans and grunts competed with the hiss of running water, and I couldn’t help but marvel at the eye feast before me.
Her pussy lips pulled against my cock as it slid in and out while her big tits jiggled beneath her chest. Her firm ass cheeks vibrated with my consistent pounding and I felt my balls constrict while the warning signs of orgasm fast approached.
Pam arched her back and groaned, standing up slightly while her legs trembled. She bit her lip, closed her eyes and drove her hips backward while her orgasm washed over her.
I slid my hands from her hips to her slippery mounds and firmly cupped them while a powerful orgasm swept through me and I blasted hot cum deep inside my beautiful new girlfriend.
“That’s it, baby. Fill me up.” She gyrated her hips, and I felt her wall muscles flex and contract.
I continued to spill my seed inside her while I let out a long groan, my hands locked on her perfect tits. “Still coming….”
She milked my cock, working her hips like a pro while I continued to spasm the remnants of my balls inside her tight cavity.
When I’d released everything, I dragged my cock out feeling every inch of her powerful vaginal muscles protest my retreat. I shuddered as my tip popped free and watched with fascination as a small river of my cum drizzled from her opening.
“I hope you’re on birth control if you don’t want to get pregnant,” I said.
“I am… for now.” She stood and turned to face me, smiling. “Good morning, baby.”
We made out for a few minutes longer before we lathered and soaped and freshened ourselves for the day ahead. I got out of the shower first and heard a knocking on my bedroom door. What the fuck?
I dried quickly while Pam stepped out of the shower behind me.
The muffled knock came again, almost too persistent.
I wrapped my towel around me, walked out of the bathroom, and opened my bedroom door.
Emila stood in my doorway holding the clothes Pam and I had left in the foyer after last night’s encounter. Her eyes traveled the length of my body before settling on my face. “These are yours?”
My brother appeared behind her, glaring. “Hey fuck wad. Clean your shit up next time. This isn’t a fucking brothel.”
“Baby, are they back?” Pam said from behind me.
I turned and Pam appeared over my shoulder, wrapped in a barely-there white towel that struggled to contain her generously endowed tits and ass.
Emila gasped, and Pam’s jaw fell slack. “Ben. Shit.”
My brother’s face turned ashen, and he stared at us, eyes wide. “Tell me this isn’t fucking real.”




My Brother's Girl

I gazed down at my phone’s lock screen — no new texts. Come on Milo, find him.
Outside the picture windows, the surf pounded on the beach and the sun shined as if it were any other day. Far from it — my brother had flown the coop fleeing the house like an escaped convict.
Beside me, Pam ran her hand across my back while she sank back into the couch and stared off into nothing. “I could kick myself for leaving our clothes everywhere.”
“We weren’t exactly in our right minds,” I said. “Besides, we did nothing wrong.”
“Did you see the look in his eyes?” She sighed and ran her fingers along the back of my neck gently massaging. “God, I’ll never forget the look on his face.”
“At least he wasn’t drunk when he stormed out.”
“Emila must hate me.” Pam sighed and kept rubbing my neck. If she kept it up much longer, I’d fall asleep.
“For what? Like I said, you did nothing wrong.”
“I had sex with Ben’s little brother,” she said.
Even in her current distraught state, Pam looked like a million bucks. She wore a tight tie-dye tank top and a pair of sleek white shorts that hugged her ass perfectly. Her smooth muscular legs glistened in the sunlight pouring in through the giant windows. She had polished her fingers and toes glossy white which offset the slight brown tint of her skin.
Pam had opted for a bra and its white lace occasionally flashed just inside the gaps under her arms and down her chest. The addition made her tits look massive and mountain deep cleavage billowed out her top. Her skin positively glowed like a freshly fucked woman caught in the blossom of love. Despite my brother’s erratic reaction to Pam’s appearance in my bedroom, she looked radiant by any measure.
I grinned. “Yeah, and it was fucking awesome.”
Pam smiled and playfully slapped my shoulder. “Be serious. Your brother could be in trouble and you’re making jokes.”
The front door opened, and Pam and I shifted toward the foyer. Footsteps clattered on the marble tile and a few seconds later, the diminutive Latina beauty, Emila Lopez, appeared from around the corner — alone. I noticed another fresh change in Emila’s appearance — her missing engagement ring.
Luna had informed me that until Ben got his shit together, the engagement was on hold. My brother’s disappearance would have done little to change Emila’s attitude toward that.
“Any luck?” Pam asked.
Emila shook her head. “I checked everywhere — bars, restaurants, and the golf club. I even checked the hospitals. Luna’s out checking a few more places, but they’re long shots.”
For the first time since I started Operation MILF, serious doubts nagged at my conscience. Had I gone too far pushing Ben? Revenge had always played a secondary role in my plan, and for all the shit my brother had brought down on me, I didn’t want to see the guy dead. Yes, all along my plan called for Ben to get an eyeful of me shagging his ex. But in his alcoholic fugue, emotionally, he couldn’t cope with such an earth-shattering revelation. “He couldn’t have just vanished,” I said.
Emila sighed and folded her arms over her chest. She stood five-foot-two soaking wet and had a body most guys would describe as bangin’. With a thick bubble butt and top-shelf 36D’s, she induced hard-ons by simply walking into a room. But when you spoke with her, that’s when your soul turned to mush.
Her English was excellent, and her accent came with just enough south-of-the-border salsa to rev up the libido like a double Red Bull infused with a five-hour energy drink. And God help you if you ever got lucky enough to enter into a relationship with her. First and foremost, Emila was a people pleaser and expected little in return except for someone to shower her with love and affection. She loved PDA, but Ben hated it. Hell, he hated showing private displays of affection, let alone the pubic kind. All of this meant that Ben constantly neglected Emila, leaving her feeling frustrated and unloved. My plan meant to rectify those deficiencies in a major way, but I was tiptoeing on eggshells. One wrong move, and the entire house would cave in under me.
Emila’s straight, silky raven hair hung halfway down her back and she wore, what she considered, a casual outfit. The woman loved fashion almost as much as she loved showcasing her bountiful curves. With a never-ending closet filled with tight dresses, low cut tops, and high heel shoes, she could drive any man to the ragged edge inside five minutes.
When the disaster happened, Emila and my brother had just returned from a golf outing in San Diego. She wore a faded blue summer dress cut somewhat low in the front and a pair of matching flats. Diamond stud earrings decorated her lobes along with a matching diamond bracelet, both compliments of my brother. Her makeup was tastefully done, including her pink lipstick and eye-popping mascara. Objectively, Emila was a firm twenty on a ten-point scale, and that wasn’t up for debate.
“I feel awful,” Pam said.
I picked up her hand and kissed it softly. “We’ll find him.”
Emila averted her gaze and slowly walked down into the family room before perching on the edge of a plush leather armchair. She gazed at the floor, her expression concerned.
Pam and I returned to the couch, our fingers still intertwined.
Pam turned to me. “What can we do? There’s got to be some way to find him.”
Emila looked up at me expectantly, as if I might have an answer. And maybe I did. Cloak and dagger research had played a heavy hand in my life during the past seven years. I knew how to get dirt on people and more importantly, so did my best friend Milo.
“I have a friend who’s good at tracking down people,” I said. Which translated to him hacking computer systems to find out where my brother used ATM’s, credit cards, and even his cell phone, but they didn’t need to know those details.
“He may be our only hope,” Emila said.
“His work takes some setup time,” I said. “What he’s doing isn’t exactly street legal. It takes extra time to cover his tracks, but I should hear something soon.”
“Emila, if there’s anything I can say or do, please just name it,” Pam said. “I never meant for Ben to find out about Jack and I that way.”
Emila’s shoulders sagged, and she smiled rather unconvincingly. “I’m not mad at you. I just wish it hadn’t bothered him so much. What does that say about our relationship?”
Nobody wanted to address the elephant in the room — namely, that Ben still loved Pam. But now wasn’t the time to pry up that particular rock. “We can sort it all out after we find him,” I said.
“If we don’t find him in a morgue first,” Emila said.
Just then my phone buzzed, and I snatched it up before quickly swiping it open. I had an incoming message from Milo with a link to GPS coordinates. “He’s got a location.” I clicked the link, and my map application fired up.
Emila stood and gazed at me with her knuckle between her teeth. “Where is he?”
I frowned. “What the hell is he doing there?”
Another message came in from Milo with a video attachment.
“Where, Jack. Tell me.” Emila inched closer until she stood right beside me.
“He hit an ATM in Vegas and then showed up on a security camera in the Bellagio. Look.”
The girls gathered around my phone, and a video showed Ben strolling through a hotel lobby wearing the same outfit he had on earlier today.
Pam frowned. “What’s he doing in Las Vegas?”
Emila exhaled. “He’s alive.”
My brother was a fucking ace at poker, but not in his current state. He could win big if he was on his game, but I had a feeling he wasn’t looking to score big at the poker table. I wasn’t sure why he had gone to Vegas, but it wasn’t called Sin City for nothing.
“Jack, we have to go get him,” Emila said.
“Right,” I said. “Let’s go.”
“Wait.” Pam stood up, but made no move to leave. “If I show up in Las Vegas, I’m worried what Ben will do. Maybe I should stay here.”
I took her hands, leaned forward, and kissed her softly on the lips. “You are an angel.”
Even Emila smiled. “Thank you, Pam.”
Pam smiled, but her eyes showed disappointment. “Promise you’ll keep me posted?”
I kissed her again and pulled her into a tight hug. “Yes. I promise.”
She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and squeezed. “I wish I could go with you.”
“Kim and Amanda will be back in about two hours,” I said. “You can fill them in on everything. I’ll call you when we get there.”
Without packing so much as a toothbrush, Emila and I climbed into my Porsche 718 Boxster and tore out of the city. Even after stopping once for gas, we made the trip in a little over four hours. Milo had gone radio silent, but he was monitoring the airwaves for updated info.
By the time we walked into the Bellagio, it was a little after 11:30 PM. I briefly checked in with Pam, Amanda, and Kim. They were holding down the fort with wine, cheese, and music — living the rough life for sure. When I hung up, Emila appeared in the lobby after checking out the slots. “I didn’t see him on the floor.”
“Ben’s a poker guy — Texas Hold Em,” I said. “Follow me.” Technically, I wasn’t old enough to gamble since I hadn’t yet turned twenty-one, but Milo had scored me a legitimate California driver’s license with enough backups to fool even the most cynical cop. They all said I was twenty-five and since I looked twenty-five, it really wasn’t a problem. Without thinking, I took Emila’s hand, and it caught her off-guard.
Emila flinched, then relaxed and eased her hand into mine before gently squeezing.
Halfway across the lobby, she stopped me without dropping my hand and I turned toward her and frowned. “What’s wrong?”
She inched closer and her eyes glistened with moisture. “Thank you, Jack. You’re a good brother and an even better man.”
“Thank me after we find him,” I said.
She wrapped her other hand around mine and followed me through the casino. We wound our way through the poker tables, but couldn’t find Ben anywhere. After checking the myriad bars and restaurants, we still came up empty.
Emila’s eyes looked heavy with exhaustion and we sank into a deep leather love seat just off the lobby.
“Where could he be?” Emila sighed and leaned against my shoulder.
I put my arm around her and pulled her in tight. “I don’t know, but he’s here somewhere.”
She rubbed her shoulder and stifled a yawn. “I can’t walk another step.”
“Lean forward,” I said.
Emila frowned, but did as I asked.
I sat up straight and worked my fingers into her shoulders and the back of her neck.
“Oh my, God. Jack that feels amazing. Don’t stop.” She curled around so her back faced me while I continued massaging her bare skin.
Her skin felt warm, soft, and unblemished, but her muscles were off-the-charts tight. I ran my thumbs down her shoulder blades and up her spine before sliding my fingertips in her hair and lightly massaging the back of her head.
Emila’s eyes closed, and she tipped sideways as sleep washed over her.
It was these acts of small kindness that Emila craved, and she was beyond deprived. I wrapped my arm around her waist to keep her from falling over and gently lowered her back against my chest before I reclined with her on the couch.
I brought out my phone. There were messages from Pam, Amanda, and Kim asking for updates. I clicked a selfie of Emila fast asleep on the couch and replied to all three of them.
Me: No luck yet. We are booking a room for the night.
Amanda: Should we get an official team shirt made for Emila now or later?
Kim: LOL
Pam: ?
I rolled my eyes, but Amanda was spot on. I hadn’t arranged for events to play out like they had, but I certainly wouldn’t fold a winning hand.
Me: Just no.
Amanda: I’ll bet anyone on this thread twenty bucks he has sex with her tonight.
Pam: (surprise-face emoji) Really? Jack, is she serious?
Kim: ROFL… STFU Manda. You will scare the poor girl away.
Amanda: (evil face emoji)
Me: Kim, don’t let Amanda poison Pam against me. You are a wicked girl, Miss Baker.
Amanda: I call them like I see them. But seriously, don’t stay too long. I’m as horny as a red-bellied toad, and I need some Jack in the Sack ASAP.
Pam: LOL
Amanda: ROFL
Me: (smiley face emoji) Keep your pants on. We’ll be back soon. Or don’t. You three can always play without me.
Pam: We already have (wicked-face emoji)
Amanda: (grin emoji)
Kim: It was fun by I miss my (eggplant)
After ending the conversation with the girls, I pulled up my hotel booking app and found out the Bellagio was completely out of rooms with two beds. I booked a single with a king-sized bed and gently nudged Emila. “Emi, wake up. I got us a room.”
She sat up and looked around as if trying to orient herself. Then she surprised me. She scooped up my hand, intertwined her fingers in mine, and curled up against me
My stomach rolled, and my heart went from zero to sixty in under five seconds. Did she think I was Ben? I peeked down at her and her sundress had opened, providing a spectacular view down the front of her top.
She wore a white satin bra that hugged her breasts perfectly. Her tits were fucking spectacular and squeezed together like two perfectly ripe melons. The scent of warm vanilla and honeysuckle drifted from her hair and she breathed comfortably, looking more relaxed than I’d ever seen her.
I pulled back a lock of her errant hair and pushed it behind her ear. “Emi, you awake?”
Emila squeezed my hand tighter and mumbled. “Yes, Jack. But I’m so comfortable.”
She sure as shit knew I wasn’t Ben, which made the encounter that much more erotic. I desperately wanted to kiss her, but obviously, I couldn’t. I also wasn’t about to leave her alone while I checked in. So, I stood and scooped her up, cradling her in my arms.
I carried her through the hotel, catching more than a few strange glimpses.
But Emila surprise me again by wrapping her arm around my shoulder and nuzzling her face into my neck. I felt her lips brush my skin, and I wasn’t sure if that was intentional or an accident, but either way my cock was now on high alert.
My cock strained painfully against the front of my jeans and I needed to adjust it, but couldn’t with my hands filled with a double scoop of the beautiful Miss Lopez. When I approached the lobby, I set Emila down in a chair near to check-in where I could watch her.
By the time I finished at the front desk, she had opened her eyes and smiled at me as I approached. “Your hands are magic.”
“I’m actually a trained massage therapist.” That was also true. I had expected doling out many massages if things had gone according to plan, and I gave them regularly to both Kim and Amanda.
“Why doesn’t that surprise me?” She held out her hand, and I took it before helping her off the couch.
“They were out of rooms with two beds,” I said. “But I booked us a room with a king-sized bed and a pullout. I’ll take the pullout.”
Again, she intertwined her fingers in mine and we headed for the elevators. “Jack, we can share a bed. It’s fine. You’re not sleeping on a pullout.”
The elevator doors opened, and we climbed in with an elderly couple who were holding hands.
The elderly woman gazed down at our locked hands and smiled at us. “I can spot young love a mile away.” She took her husband’s hand, and he smiled at us fondly. “It’s fifty years for us,” he said. “The grandkids sent us to Vegas.” He shrugged and laughed.
“Are you married?” The old woman asked.
Before Emila could answer, I decided to have some fun. “We’re engaged.” I brought Emila’s hand up to my lips and kissed her knuckles. “I just asked her tonight, and she said yes. Can you believe it?”
Emila opened her mouth and smiled up at me. “I was hoping.” She shrugged. “We might even get married while we’re here.”
“How romantic,” the old woman said.
“I’ll keep him.” Emila rubbed my cheek, perched on her toes, and kissed me softly on the lips.
My stomach did back flips while my legs turned to the consistency of slushy paste. The elevator tilted on its axis and I gazed down into Emi’s emerald green eyes and lost my soul.
The elevator door dinged and opened on the twenty-first floor.
I stood there gazing into her eyes, too stunned to move.
“Is this your floor?” the old man asked.
“Uhh….” I turned from Emila to the old man.
Emila laughed and led me from the elevator by the hand. She glanced back over her shoulder as the old couple waved goodbye.
As soon as the doors shut, we both burst out laughing, but I didn’t let go of her hand. Instead, we made our way down the hall until we found our room, slipped in the key card, and went inside.
The room was Vegas worthy, but the elephant in the room was the single king-sized bed.
“No pajamas,” she said. “I’ll have to sleep in my dress.”
I pulled off my t-shirt and handed it to her. “This is the best nightshirt a lady could ever ask for.”
“Aww….” She smiled. “How can I say no to a guy willing to give me the shirt off his back?”
I laughed and sat on the edge of the bed. “Do you mind if I wear my boxer briefs? I can wear my jeans if it bothers you.”
She shook her head. “I’m sure you’ll be a perfect gentleman.”
I internally groaned. A gentleman was the last thing I wanted to be, but I was definitely flying by the seat of my pants on this one. “You want to go first? I think they left us some toothbrushes and everything else we need.”
“Sure.” She retreated to the bathroom while I stretched out on the bed.
A few minutes later, Emila emerged wearing my t-shirt and nothing else. Her tits bobbled and swayed inside the baggy top and her nipples poked through, leaving me in danger of sporting a massive hard-on.
Rather than gawk at her, I got up and took my turn in the bathroom. When I emerged a few minutes later only the bedside lamp was on and Emila was looking at her phone. “Still nothing.”
“Yeah. I haven’t heard from Milo either. I’m sure something will turn up in the morning.” I plugged my phone into the desk charger and curled back the covers, my heart racing a zillion miles an hour.
Emila put down her phone and turned out the desk lamp. The room darkened but didn’t go pitch black. We had left the curtains cracked and the city lights lit the room with enough ambient illumination to make out shapes and objects.
I pulled the covers tight and inched my way toward her, but stayed far enough away so as not to freak her out. “Are there any snoring issues I need to be aware of?”
She giggled and inched toward me. “No. I don’t snore.” She flipped over to face me and the city lights sparkled in her eyes. “I bet you snore like a log.”
“I plead the fifth.”
She laughed out loud and sighed. “Would it be weird if I asked you to cuddle with me? I never get a good cuddle.”
My heart surged, and adrenaline washed through my body. I fought my rising pulse and tried my best to come off casual and unconcerned. “Cuddle your way over here.”
She inched toward me and I slipped my arm around her, pulling her in tight. Emila took my free hand in hers and twined her fingers in mine. “I liked it today when you held my hand. Is that bad?”
“I liked it too,” I said. “No. It’s a good thing.”
“It might be a little bad,” she said. “But I can’t help it.” She ran her finger over my palm and up my wrist, sending a sexual current racing through my body.
I slid my free hand up to her hairline and ran my fingers through her thick mane while I gently stroked a heavy lock behind her ear.
“I feel so safe when I’m with you.” She continued to brush her fingers up and down my lower arm before sliding her thumb over each of my fingers.
I inched closer and gently kissed the top of her head. “That’s because I look out for you.”
I could almost hear her smile. “I like that too.” She slid her hand further up my arm to my shoulder before running her fingers gently down my back. “That couple tonight, do you really think we fooled them?”
“Definitely.” I could feel her breath curl over my chin and I ran my hand down her back slowly kneading her back muscles with my thumb.
“Do you think maybe just for tonight we could really be that couple?”
My heart thundered so hard in my chest I thought she could absolutely feel it beat. “Emi, what are you saying?”
She sat up and pulled the t-shirt over her head and her breasts spilled free. “I’m saying what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.”
Oh shit. Looks like I owed Amanda a twenty spot. For all my careful planning and preparation, I never imagined this scenario, and long game or no long game, she was impossible to turn down.
My eyes had adjusted to where I could see Emila and her unbelievable tits swinging free, inches from my face. “Our secret?”
“I’ve wanted you for a very long time,” she said. “One night won’t hurt anybody.” She bit her lip and leaned forward, which caused her tits to press together.
Shadow cloaked her beautiful breasts, but through the dusky light I saw her nipples stand firm and erect in silhouette. Even with no bra, her tits sat high and barely jiggled as if held up by some invisible force.
I gasped, and Emila smiled. She brought her hands to her breasts and squeezed them together. “Do you like them?”
I swallowed away a lump in my throat and reached for her golden globes. “They’re fucking perfect.”
She leaned forward, and her tits swayed beneath her. “For tonight, they’re all yours.”
I tentatively cupped her breasts, feeling their heft and weight. I ran my finger over her stiff nipple and met slight resistance before I felt a tug and her pink bud gave way and sprang back into position between my fingers. “Emi, are you sure?”
“I like it when you call me Emi.” She leaned forward and kissed me lightly on the lips. “I’m sure. No more questions.” She placed her index finger on my lip and slid closer, pressing her body flat against mine.
My heart raced so fast I could barely breath. I brought my face even with hers and gazed into her eyes. “I want to make every minute last.” I kissed her tentatively and our lips met. The kiss started slow with just our lips touching before we opened our mouths enough for our tongues to touch.
Emi’s lips tasted of vanilla and honey, and when her breath curled over my upper lip, my cock hardened to titanium. I brushed an errant lock of hair away from her face and curled it back behind her ear. I felt Emi’s warm toes slip between my legs as she pressed her breasts into my chest.
She ran her hand down my back until she reached my briefs and curled her thumb inside the waistband.
I dragged my fingertips over the soft swell of her side breast and further along her rib cage, dipped into the steep valley of her waist before climbing the rainbow curve of her hip. When I touched the thin lace strap of her thong, I looped my fingers beneath and gently tugged.
Emila and I shifted under the covers, each removing our underwear, and when the warm light of the bedside lamp flickered on, it caught me by surprise.
I turned in time to see Emi pulling away from the lamp before she turned around to face me.
“I want to look at you.” She bit her lower lip and gazed at me, her eyes nervous. “Is that okay?” She pushed the covers away and lay facing me, propped up on her elbow, her naked body completely exposed.
My stomach dropped and a wave of dizziness warped space and time. I tossed back the covers and inched my way toward her.
Even laying on her side, her full, natural breasts barely moved. Her areolas, pink and puffy, rose above the sweet creamy flesh surrounding them Her erect nipples were perfectly shaped, not too long or too wide. Her stomach was lean and flat, leading to a perfectly formed belly button. Emi’s hips flared outward and rose high above her thin waist before giving way to long muscular legs. Her pussy was hair free, but I couldn’t make out the hidden pink treasure awaiting me between her legs.
Emi’s eyes roamed the length of my body, focusing first on my chest and stomach before honing in on my steel-hard cock. Her eyes widened slightly, and she licked her lips. “You have a beautiful body, Jack.”
I worked out like a freak to get the body I had, but without putting in the effort, I would never have a babe as smoking hot as Emila Lopez lying naked in bed with me. Telling her she was beautiful or perfect sounded so fucking lame and contrite. She was more than that. She was an earthbound angel placed here to love and care for us mere mortals. “I could get used to this.”
She smiled warmly, but didn’t speak of the future. Instead, she raised up on her hands and knees and crawled toward me, tits dangling tantalizingly beneath her chest. “Lay back, my love.” She guided my shoulders flat onto the bed while she softly kissed my lips.
My cock spasmed and twitched while Emi’s nipples raked my chest. Locks of her hair tickled my cheeks and the soft sounds of our smacking lips made me fantasize about blowing a load inside her.
She broke off the kiss and stroked the short hair over my ear while she gazed into my eyes. “I want to make you happy.”
“Emi, I’ve over the moon.” I raised my head off the pillow high enough to kiss her.
She opened her mouth, and our tongues met. Her kiss was soft without urgency, as if we had all the time in the world and she wanted to savor every second. Emila was a giver, and it showed in the way she made love. She had taken the initiative and wanted nothing more than to please me, expecting nothing in return.
She suctioned my tongue between her lips and teasingly pulled, nibbling it between her teeth before letting go and smiling. “How long can we make one night last?”
“How long can you stay awake?”
She giggled and kissed my nose before kissing my lips and then my chin. Slowly she worked her way down my chest, kissing and sucking her way southward. When she reached my areola, she licked a tiny circle around the perimeter before sucking my nipple into her mouth and swirling her tongue around the tip.
I had never been more aroused. How my brother ever let this treasure out of his sights was beyond me, but I meant to extend our one night in Vegas to a permanent vacation in my bed.
Emi continued lower, kissing and sucking her way down my abdomen until she reached the promised land between my legs. “I’ve never seen a cock as beautiful as yours.”
She stretched out across my body with her tits pressed into my stomach. She placed her chin on her hands while she gazed up at my twitching cock towering inched before her face. “I can’t wait to feel it stretch me out.” She pressed on the side of my shaft and watched it spring back to center as if playing with a new toy.
With Emi, I got the feeling that time didn’t matter. Even though we had never been together, I could see us spending entire days in bed having round-the-clock sex. Her body was a fucking amusement park ride that should have come with a medical disclaimer — do not operate erotic machinery with known heart conditions.
I gazed down the length of my body and watched her play. She kicked her feet up and down off the bed whimsically while she gazed on my cock like it was a Picasso masterpiece hanging in the Louvre.
She was in no hurry — no need to rush. We had only one first time, and I was in no mood to push her along. “I could stay hard for hours just watching you.”
She glanced back at me, her eyes surprised. “Seriously?”
I nodded. “But I’ll have to get creative to jam everything I’ve ever wanted to do to you into one short night.”
She grinned. “Then we should get started.” Emi dragged one knee over my torso and raised up on all fours before she reached out and took my cock between her fingers.
Not one to sit idly by, I ran my hands over her perfect ass cheeks and spread them apart just far enough to get my first glimpse of her sweet pink folds.
Soft and tender, yet mostly concealed, her lips looked like the front door to a security vault. I could only imagine how tight she must be.
Emi swirled her tongue over my tip while she worked her fingers nimbly along my shaft, stroking the soft skin of my glans with her thumb.
I slid my hands down her ass and hooked them around the front of her legs before gently pulling her back into the sixty-nine position.
Emila gasped with a slight look of shock before she glanced back at me over her shoulder. When she saw my tongue come out and join the party, her eyes widened with delight.
With her ass in my face, I peeled apart her legs and slowly licked my tongue up the sweet folds of her pussy.
Emi groaned and turned her attention back to my cock, sliding her lips over my head and milking it like an udder.
I felt the tip of her tongue swirl of my head while her lips pulled tighter around my shaft, sucking and pulling inside her warm wet mouth while my cock lit up in a world of ecstasy.
I drove my tongue into her pink candy factory, tasting the sweet and sour tang of her delicious lips. Emila gyrated her hips in a slight fucking motion while I worked my way through her soft wet trenches before uncovering her niblet-sized rose bud.
With my cock stuffed in her mouth, Emi gasped and moaned before sliding her lips all the way down my shaft and guiding my cock to the back of her throat. She barely gagged as she loosened her throat and took more of my cock down her gullet.
I used the flat of my tongue to spread out the juices flowing from Emi’s pussy and plunged my tip into her honey hole, licking and probing as I went.
She sucked on my cock with wild abandon, bobbing up and down, taking my tree stump halfway down her throat with every pass.
I honed in on her clit and swirled the tip of my tongue over and around her sweet clit until I could almost feel it vibrate with pleasure.
Emi’s body stiffened, and I felt my orgasm fast approaching. A waterfall of her juice flowed from her pussy and drizzled over my lips while I felt her muscles contract in quick spastic bursts while I watched her orgasm wash over her.
She groaned but remained vigilant on my cock until my orgasm erupted and I flooded her mouth and throat with hot jets of fiery cum.
Emila continued to lick and suck, drinking down every drop without so much as a pause. As her own orgasm subsided, she didn’t stop until my cock was whistle clean.
Afterward, she crawled up the bed to meet me face to face. Emi kissed me and I saw something in her eyes I hadn’t before. It was an emotional connection, every bit as real and visceral as the physical one we just consummated. She rested her head on my shoulder and stretched her leg over my waist, covering my cock with her calf. Emi squeezed in tight until her tits pressed into the side of my chest. “That was wonderful.” She kissed me again, her eyes locked on mine.
“It’s not over,” I said. “You promised me all night.”
She kissed me again and slid her tongue over my lower lip. “Your brother never did that to me.”
Ben had never taken a lap in her lady pond? Was he fucking crazy? “You’re joking?”
She shook her head. “I’ve felt more love from you today than I’ve felt with him in two years.”
“You’re an easy person to love,” I said.
“God, you’re so sweet.” She sighed. “Why can’t Ben be more like you?”
“Why do you stay with him?”
She averted her gaze but buried her head deeper into the crook of my neck. With her free hand, she reached out and swirled her fingers across my chest. “Because… I don’t know.”
“Do you love him?” I stroked her hair softly and ran my fingers through her thick locks before starting all over again.
“I thought I did,” she said. “But today has been… unexpected.”
I laughed. “That doesn’t sound good.”
“It’s very good,” she said. “It’s easy being with you. I can just be myself, and you even let me hold your hand whenever I want.”
“I’ll let you kiss me whenever you want too, so long as I can kiss you back.”
“I’d like that.” She kissed my neck and flattened her palm on my chest. “Would the girls be jealous if they knew?”
“What do you think?”
She shook her head. “I suppose I’m the jealous one.”
“Why?”
She slapped my chest playfully. “You know why. Don’t make me say it out loud.”
“I want to hear you say it.”
“Don’t make me.” She continued to stroke my chest.
“Can I guess?”
“Would you stop if I said no?”
I laughed and bent low enough to kiss her forehead. “Okay. Never mind.”
Emi stayed quiet for a long minute until she slid herself on top of me and gazed into my eyes. “I want to be with you instead of Ben, but I’m afraid that would kill him.”
I felt my cock pulse and harden with her lithe naked body resting on top of me. “Then be with me. We’ll find a way.”
“How do I do that, Jack?” She kissed my chin and then my lips, causing my cock to surge.
“Do you trust me?” My cock had fully hardened, and I ran my hands down her back before cupping her ass in both hands.
“You know I do.”
“I’ll handle Ben. But tonight is the first night of the rest of our lives. Got it?”
“Okay.”
I sat upright while holding onto Emi and slid her down onto my lap until we met face to face.
Her tits jiggled and swayed while her hard nipples raked my chest. My cock rested in the crack of her ass and her eyes widened with surprise. “You’re hard already?”
“How could I not be?”
Emi sat up off my lap and grabbed my cock before positioning my tip at her entrance. “Are you ready to fuck me, Jack?”
I kissed her hard and brought my hand up to knead her tit, feeling her nipple harden under my palm. “God, yes.”
She sank down onto my cock and I watched it disappear inside her velvety-smooth, warm, and wet pussy.
Emi was every bit as tight as I imagined, even more so than Amanda, which was saying something. Her pussy flexed and tightened around my shaft and I groaned before pulling her into a deep kiss. I pushed upward thrusting my cock deep inside her cocoon fully impaling her while my cock pulsed in time with my heartbeat.
We broke off the kiss and sat face to face with Emi still parked in my lap.  Her emerald green eyes sparkled, and she edged her hips forward, plumbing her depths with my giant rod. “You are massive inside me.” She ran her fingers through my hair and I lowered my face to her breast before pulling her nipple into my mouth.
Emi continued to rock back and forth on my cock, fucking me hard enough for the bed to squeak in protest.
I reached for her ass and pulled her deeper onto my shaft until I felt every movement of her walls squirming and squeezing. I gazed into her eyes and felt a near electric current bridge the gap between us. Butterflies crisscrossed my stomach, and I felt the singular moment where my feelings for her crossed an invisible barrier through which I could never return. She was mine now, and forevermore.
She held my gaze, her eyes tender and loving. She moaned slightly and then leaned forward, pressing her forehead against mine while her big tits swayed with the motion of our fucking. “I love you,” she said breathlessly, as if reading my mind.
Ours was a supersonic, thunderbolt and lighting love that coalesces in an instant, but I knew it as surely as I knew the sun would rise in the east. “I love you too, baby.” I kissed her long and hard, our tongues intertwined while Emi continued to grind my cock.
For twenty minutes we held pace, our bodies moving completely in unison, and a light sheen of sweat covered her chest and mine. I listened to the slapping of our skin and the squeaking motion of the bed. Emi’s soft grunts and moans combined with mine and filled the silence of a long Vegas night.
Ten minutes later with Emi riding on top of me, her tits slapping together every time I bottomed out, she shifted her hips forward, pressed her hands down on my chest, and let out a long deep moan. “That’s it. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.” Her words came out in a fevered rush, breathless and urgent.
I felt her walls contract and spasm while I squeezed my ass muscles and thrust upward, unleashing a violent, mind-bending orgasm. I fountained cum inside my beautiful Latina girlfriend, filling her womb with my virulent seed.
Emi leaned forward and pressed her tits against my chest while she continued to grind her hips. “Let it all go.” She kissed me softly. “That’s it, my love.”
I grunted and continued to spasm ropes of cum whitewashing her canal with my seed. I didn’t stop until my cock went quiet and I’d fired off the last drops of my seed deep inside her.
Emi fully collapsed on top of me, breathless and spent, but I had a feeling we were only getting started.
Afterward, we showered together and checked our phones — there were no new messages for either of us. We didn’t bother putting on any clothes and climbed back into bed with the clock reading 2:00 AM. Sleep found us a few minutes later and Emi drifted off locked in my arms.
◆◆◆
 
We woke up at 8:30 AM and I fucked Emi again with full morning wood. Then I fucked her against on the windowsill overlooking the Vegas strip and a third time, a quickie, in the shower before we got dressed and headed downstairs for breakfast at 10:00 AM.
We walked through lobby hand-in-hand the way lovers do. There was no putting the cow back in the barn. She was mine now and had spent her last night as my brother’s girl.
I let Emi pick the restaurant and at the hostess stand, we ran into the old couple from the elevator.
“Good morning,” the old woman said. “You two look well rested.”
I leaned down and kissed Emi on the cheek. “She’s an easy person to sleep beside.”
“I don’t remember doing a lot of sleeping at your age,” the old man chuckled and drew a disapproving look from his wife.
Emi wrapped her hand around my arm and grinned up at me. “You remember correctly.”
The old woman cackled, and the man nudged her. “See. I told you so.”
Emi didn’t let go of my hand until we reached the table. We looked over the menus and ordered neither of us in a particular hurry to find my brother. We had turned our rescue into a mini-vacation and so far, had fucked far more than anything else.
“We should check all the casinos and bars on the strip.” I said.
“The bars are more likely,” she said.
I nodded. “He can’t hide from us forever.”
“What happens after we find him? He might not willingly come home.”
“Maybe not,” I said. “But he’ll know we came looking for him. I’ve got a feeling my brother’s nearing the end of his rope.”
Emi’s jaw dropped. “Do you think he could hurt himself?”
“No. My brother loves himself way too much to commit suicide. I mean, that he’s nearing a reckoning point — a crossroads.” My brother’s psychological profile pointed toward a guy careening toward an unknown destination. He could break in either direction. That meant a permanent death spiral into the abyss or a reemergence into the regular asshole he was before Pam destroyed him. My budding relationship with Emi would likely be the straw that broke the camel’s back. I just had to gently nudge him with the news rather than shattering his psyche like I had with Pam. Truth told, he didn’t love Emi the way he loved Pam, so I doubted the news that he had lost her would have quite the same impact.
We ate breakfast chatting casually while I fielded an array of texts from Pam, Amanda, and Kim. I filled them in on everything that had gone down, excluding what happened with Emi and I. She had asked me to keep it private and until she was ready to announce it to the world, I would keep her secret.
When my phone lit up with an incoming face time call from Amanda, I answered it.
Amanda’s smiling face appeared on screen. “Hi, baby. I miss you.”
“Hi gorgeous. I miss you too.”
“When are you coming back?” she asked.
“Hopefully today, but maybe tomorrow. He can’t have gone too far.”
“Is Emila with you?”
I turned the camera around, and Emi waved and smiled. “Hi Amanda.”
Amanda waved. “Hi.” The phone jiggled and Amanda turned toward someone next to her. “They totally had sex. You owe me twenty bucks.”
Emi’s mouth fell open, and she gazed at me, but she didn’t look mad. Rather, her lips parted into a wide grin.
“What?” Kim’s face appeared on screen. “How can you tell?”
Amanda rolled her eyes. “Jack, bring the phone closer to Emila. Better yet, get on screen with her.”
I walked around the table and sat beside Emi so we could both look at the girls while we talked.
Pam’s face appeared behind Kim and Amanda’s.
I squeezed tight into Emila and put my arm around her shoulder.
“Oh my God, you’re right,” Kim said.
“When do we get to play?” Amanda asked.
“Simmer down, tiger,” I said. “Emila and I spent last night looking for my brother. We rented separate rooms.”
“Then why are you squeezing her shoulder?” Amanda asked.
“And Emila has her hand resting on your inner thigh,” Kim said. “We can totally see.”
“It’s okay, Jack,” Emi said. “Kim, I’m sorry to say you owe Amanda twenty bucks.”
Amanda pumped her fists and Kim smiled, clapping her hands while Pam’s face registered concern.”
“What happens when Ben finds out?” Pam asked.
“I promise, he’ll be fine,” I told her.
“We’re going to have to get a bigger bed,” Kim said to Amanda.
“I’m already on it,” Amanda said. “I know a place that builds custom.”
“Okay,” Pam said, still looking at me. “I trust you, Jack.”
“I’ll call you later,” I said.
We hung up with the girls, and I returned to my seat. “Sorry about that.”
Emila was grinning from ear to ear. “They treated me like one of them. Did you see that?”
“Uh, yeah. You’re not mad?”
“Mad? God, I’m thrilled. I thought they might reject me or something.”
I laughed and shook my head. “You’re nuts.”
“They’re all so pretty.”
My jaw dropped. “Baby, have you looked in a mirror lately?”
“You think I’m as pretty as Pam?” She was actually being serious.
“Emila Maria Lopez, you are a flat-out hundred percent stunner both inside and out. You are perfect in every imaginable way, and I love you exactly as you are now, and so will they.”
Her eyes glistened, and she came around the table and sat in my lap. She threw her arms around my neck and pulled me into a tight hug. “You mean it?” I felt her tits squeeze against my chest and my cock rumbled from the depths.
After all the shit my brother had put her through, I couldn’t blame her for doubting herself. She always came in last with Ben Thorpe. “Yes, I mean it.” I rubbed her ass and slid my hand along the outside of her smooth legs. “You have spent your last night in my brother’s room. Are we clear?”
Silent tears slid down her cheeks, and she nodded, smiling. “I love you so much.”
“I love you too.” I held her for a long time, letting her hug and kiss me for as long as she wanted.
When our food arrived, we ate and made a quick stop at the hotel clothier to purchase some new duds. Emila found a black spaghetti-strapped sundress and matching shoes. She also picked out a designer t-shirt and a pair of shorts for me.
After I came out of the dressing room, she smiled approvingly. She stepped up and smoothed a wrinkle on the front of my shirt. “You look very handsome.”
I had to admit, she knew what she was doing. I checked myself and the mirror and nodded. “You done good, baby.”
“I like to make sure my man looks his best,” she said.
“You can pick out all my clothes if it makes you happy.”
“Really?” She took my hand and gazed at me adoringly. “You’d let me do that for you?”
I frowned. “Of course. You’re an ace with fashion. I’m a lucky guy.”
She practically beamed with approval. “Thank you.” She perched on her tiptoes and planted a big kiss on my lips.
We stowed our old clothes in our room and then made our way down the strip, checking every hotel and bar we could find. But since my brother had withdrawn cash, his trail had gone cold. Even Milo had struck out.
Emi put down her phone and sighed. “I think he blocked me.”
“Yeah. I think he blocked me too.”
As the afternoon turned into evening, I took Emi to a cozy little bistro and we ate dinner while discussing our remaining options.
“He might go back to the Bellagio,” she said.
I rubbed my chin and frowned. Something wasn’t right. We should have found him by now. “You know what? I don’t think he’s done any gambling.”
“But he withdrew all that cash,” she said.
Her words triggered something in the back of my mind, and I sighed. “God, I feel like an idiot.”
“What?”
“He’s at the strip clubs.”
Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open as it hit her. “You’re right.”
“I’d been so fixated on his love for gambling and drinking, I’d completely forgotten the women.” It was the one place where he could pay to feel like a man, and I had a pretty good idea which one he’d gone to.
My brother and his buddies made regular trips to Vegas, and they always went to the Stripper King. “I know where to find him. Let’s go.”
◆◆◆
 
Inside the strip joint, bass music pumped and black lights cast an electric glow over long runways filled with brass poles and high-end strippers. Men and women littered the tables and lounges while a small army of strippers worked private lap dances near the back.
I wasn’t big on strip joints. It wasn’t that the women weren’t beautiful because they were. I simply didn’t have time for them. Between my physical training, school, and devoting research to Operation MILF, there weren’t enough hours in the day. Besides, with four hotties in the harem who needed strippers? As it was, I would need to start a vitamin regimen just to make up for fluid loss. And with Emi now in the fold, Luna was next on the list. She was the mother of all my white whales, and my number one fantasy obsession. But I could forget about Luna until I closed things out with Ben.
Emila clung to me like white on rice. She intertwined her fingers in mine and squeezed in close before wrapping her other hand around my forearm while I led her through the strip club. If strip joints weren’t my scene, it was like landing on an alien planet for Emila. Sweet and loving, she never dipped her toes in the sundry sides of society’s dark underbelly. I’d bet anything I would have Emi pregnant in under six months, and she was going to make a hell of a mother. She was the kind of girl you took home to mother, but in my case, her mother and my mother figure were one in the same.
We walked past tables and private booths, glancing in each as we searched for my big brother. We found him buried under two strippers on a couch tucked away near the back of the club.
Cash of all denominations jutted from the stripper’s panties, garters, and thigh-high stockings. Their fake tits didn’t move, no matter how much wiggle they put in their jiggle.
When we approached Ben, Emi didn’t let go of my hand. She seemed tentative, as if she no longer had the stomach to deal with his bullshit. But I thought better of pouring salt in the wound and gently uncurled my fingers from hers before I leaned down and whispered and spoke in her ear over the music. “I’ll get him.”
I walked up to the strippers who turned on me like fresh meat in a pool of piranha.
The first one, a blonde with big fake tits, grabbed my hand and pull me toward her. “Hey baby, want a lap dance?”
I resisted and pulled back. “I need to talk to your client.”
As if coming up for air, Ben surfaced his face covered with lipstick and no doubt a gallon of cheap perfume. His fly was open and his eyes were bleary and bloodshot-red. His hair was a fucking mess, and he looked like he hadn’t shaved or showered in days.
“What the fuck are you doing here?” He glowered at me, slurring his words. “You fucking little prick. Do you plan on stealing them too?”
“We came to bring you home,” I said.
“Who’s we Kemosabe?” He stuffed a twenty-dollar bill inside the garter of the brunette stripper riding his lap.
“Me,” Emila said as she stepped up beside me.
Ben’s eyes widened before a smile split his face wide open. “Guess what, babe? Ginger and Lee Anne offered to start a harem with us. Isn’t that great?” He slurred his words so badly they barely reached coherency.
Emila’s eyes simmered, and I watched her ball her hands into fists. “Stop it, Ben.”
I offered the blonde two one-hundred-dollar bills. “Can you and your co-worker give us some space?”
“Sure thing, lover.” She turned away and whispered something in the brunette’s ear before they sauntered off in search of fresh meat.
“You two look like you could use a drink,” he said, grinning.
Emila exhaled slowly and gazed up at me as the anger faded from her eyes. She turned back to Ben and held out her hand like she’d done it a million times before. “Come on. It’s time to go home.”
I helped her pull Ben up and had to hold my breath as a mix of booze and body odor wafted over me.
Emila made a sour face, and I took the brunt of his weight as we dragged him from the strip club. I had no idea what room he was staying in and wasn’t about to go fishing through his pockets.
We walked him up the strip, barely earning a second glance. Occasionally, we stopped for a break and I texted the girls and Luna letting them know we’d found Ben and we would be home tomorrow. By the time we got him back to our room, he was already fading from consciousness.
“Start a shower,” I said. “I will not spend all night with him smelling like a perfume-infused homeless person. He can wear my old clothes.”
Emi hurried into the bathroom and did as I asked.
Through great effort and help from Emila, we stripped Ben down and put him in the shower. We layered him with shampoo and did our best to make him smell presentable before drying him off, dressing him in my old clothes, and tossing his drunk ass in the room’s only bed. Thirty seconds later, he was softly snoring.
Emila and I stood at the foot of the bed gazing down on my brother who was now officially scraping the bottom of the barrel. But any sense of empathy had disappeared from Emi’s expression.
“I would get us another room, but I’m afraid he’ll wander off,” I said.
She turned around to face me and held her arms straight up over her head. “Take off my dress.”
That was the last thing I expected, but who was I to argue with a lady. I reached down and tugged her tight dress up over her hips and tits before they sprang free from their cozy confines. “What are we doing?”
“Living out one of my fantasies while I have the chance.” Tits jiggling, she pulled off my t-shirt while I cupped her boobs, softly squeezing them.
“What fantasy is that?” I kicked my shoes off while Emila worked the button on my shorts.
“I want you to fuck me next to your passed-out brother.” The utter lack of smile on her face told me she was serious.
There was something incredibly erotic about having sex with my brother’s girl, who also was my stepsister in the strictest technical sense while he was passed out beside us. “What if he wakes up?”
She laughed and slipped out of her black lace thong until she stood before me naked. “Afterward, I’m sleeping with you on the pullout. I’m done with him.” She stepped forward and pulled off my shorts until my cock bounced free, already half-hard after imagining the fantasy scenario play out in my head.
“You are all kink, aren’t you?”
She smiled wickedly. “Do you know how many times I’ve got off imagining your cock inside me while your brother is passed out?”
“Really?”
She wrapped her fingers around my cock and slowly stroked while she kissed the lean curves of my pectoral muscles. “Do you remember the last time you helped me put him to bed?”
I did. It was two weeks ago after Kim and Amanda had fallen asleep during movie night. “Yeah. Why?”
“I came out to find you after you left. I planned to ask you to make love to me. I was so scared.”
“Why did you stop?” I asked
“I chickened out.” She stroked my cock, and I felt pre-cum ooze from my tip into Emi’s hand. “I thought you would say no.”
“God, you are so fucking beautiful. I could never tell you no to anything.” My cock hardened in her hand and she smiled.
“Does coming inside your step-sister turn you on?”
“Fuck, yes,” I said breathlessly.
“Me too.” She kept stroking while her lips curled over my nipple and she gently sucked. “I want to feel you move inside me, Jack. Not just tonight, but every night.” Her tits swayed and her nipples raked my chest.
My cock grew diamond hard in her hand and I reached down and effortlessly scooped her up. “I need to fuck you right now.”
Emi wrapped her legs around my waist and licked inside my ear while I carried her to the bed.
I felt her warm breath curl inside my ear and I nearly came before I lay her down beside Ben’s sleeping form.
She stretched out like a cat with her hands over her head and her perfect tits pointing due north and jiggling. “Fuck me, daddy.” She parted her legs and her labia glistened with wetness.
I crawled between her parted legs and entered her in one powerful thrust.
Emi’s diminutive body jostled with the force and her tits swayed in concentric circles. “Yes,” she hissed. “Fuck me like you own me, Jack.”
I pounded her hard and fast, her pussy writhing in violent spasms, flexing and contracting with each downward thrust. “I will put a baby in that pretty little pussy,” I said.
Emi groaned and wrapped her legs around my waist. “Yes.” She bucked her hips upward while I drove forward, penetrating her deeper than I ever had.
Beside us, my brother snored softly.
Emi didn’t hold back, moaning loudly while calling out my name. She grunted while I wrecked her pussy pile-driving her with harder and harder strokes. She wrapped her legs all the way around my waist and locked her ankles while she folded her arms around my neck.
I continued to ravage her, fucking her harder and faster while Emi groaned, nearly screaming out my name.
She pulled herself up and off the bed, climbing me like a jungle gym and her body went rigid. “Unnnnggghhhh… I’m coming all over your dick, Jack.”
My orgasm stood on the precipice, and my toes curled while I groaned.
“No, baby. Don’t come. Not yet,” Emi released herself from my body and fell backward on the bed while my cock slid out of her.
I gasped and shuddered while my cock twitched and swayed as if seeking out warm shelter.
Emi didn’t make me wait. She got up on all fours and propped her elbows on my brother’s side before glancing over her shoulder. “Fuck me — hard.”
I powered my cock into her pussy and watched her big tits jiggle under her body. In and out I slammed into her pussy piston fucking her while Emi gasped and grunted moaning my name.
I slapped her ass cheek, and she arched her back, moaning in ecstasy.
“Más duro, papi.” She had fallen back to her native tongue, but I knew enough Spanish to get the gist.
I slapped her again, leaving a handprint across her cheek while I continued to ravage her pussy.
“Don’t stop. God, please don’t stop.” She pushed her hips backward and powered my cock as deep inside her as I’d ever gone.
I slapped her ass again and again and Emi stiffened, leaning forward, practically laying on top of my brother while her pussy spasmed. Caught in the throes of a brutal orgasm, her eyes rolled back in her head and her mouth parted as if to scream, but nothing came out.
The world darkened as my orgasm slammed into me, and I blasted a load into Emi’s cervix with the force of a runaway freight train. I pumped ropes of fertile baby-making batter deep inside her fertile womb. Again and again I pumped her full of cum until I had nothing left to give. I collapsed on top of her, both of us breathless as if we’d gone ten rounds for the heavyweight championship of the world.
A few minutes later we stood together under a steaming hot shower lathering our bodies while we kissed and hugged.
Emi wrapped her arms around my waist and laid her head against my chest. “I love you.”
“I love you to, sweetness.”
“What happens when he wakes up and sees us together?” she asked.
“If it makes you uncomfortable, I can sleep in the bed with him,” I said.
“No. I want to hold on to you while I sleep.”
“Then I guess we’ll deal with it in the morning.”
She sighed contentedly while the hot water rolled over our bodies.
“Are there any other fantasies you want to live out while we’re here?”
“I have lots of fantasies,” she said. “Starting with a naughty schoolgirl, but those only involve you and me — not Ben.”
My cock pricked up at the mention of naughty schoolgirl. “Does that make me the headmaster?”
“Only if you promise to spank me,” she grinned up at me.
“You may drain me dry for all the others,” I said.
“Good. Then I can have you all to myself.” She kissed my chest and squeezed me into a tight hug.
“Emi, are you sure you’re okay with… everything?”
“I think so, but I have a sharing problem.” She reached behind me and squeezed my ass. “Do I get to be with you every day?”
“Yes,” I said. “And every night too. How do you think Luna will react?”
“She’ll disapprove at first, but when she sees how happy I am, she’ll come around.”
“I promise I’ll love you forever if that helps.”
“It definitely does.” She looked up at me and bit her lower lip. “Jack, can we fuck again one more time before bed?”
I picked her up and pinned her against the shower wall and fucked her one last time before we dried off and went to bed. Emi wore my t-shirt but didn’t bother with anything else. We crawled onto the pull-out couch together and she curled my arm around her waist.
I slid my hand up under her t-shirt and cupped her tit in my hand, cradling it like a pacifier.
Emi wriggled her ass back against my cock and parted her legs while I tucked it in between her thighs. “If you get horny in the middle of the night, just start fucking me and I’ll wake up.”
My cock hardened between her legs and I knew I would have to fuck her again before I could fall asleep. “You’re insatiable.”
“That’s how I am when I feel loved,” she said. “Are you sure you won’t get sick of me? I can get pretty clingy.”
“Then it’s a good thing I’m like a piece of Velcro.”
She giggled and slid my cock back and forth between her lips until I entered her. We fucked again before we drifted off and I woke up three hours later with Emi riding my cock in the pitch darkness. I burst another nut inside her — the ninth time in twenty-four hours. We were fast approaching Guinness Book territory.
After we drifted off, we didn’t wake again until sunrise.
◆◆◆
 
Sunshine peeked through the crack in the hotel curtains. Beside me, Emi was curled up in my arms, still fast asleep. I inched forward and buried my morning wood in the soft crack of her ass.
She squeezed my hand and slid it up and under her shirt so I would grab her bare breasts.
I didn’t disappoint her, and I was on the verge of fucking her yet again when I remembered my brother. I popped my head up and glanced over Emi’s shoulder toward the bed.
It was empty — Ben was gone.
“Shit.” I sat up and swung my feet over the side of the bed.
“Baby, what’s wrong?” Her voice was groggy, and she glanced toward me, confused.
“Ben’s gone.” I threw on my t-shirt and shorts. On the way to the door, I slipped on my shoes and grabbed my phone. “Stay here. I want to see if he’s anywhere obvious. I’ll call you.”
She sat up and squinted against the light. “Okay. I love you.”
“Love you too.”
I checked my phone and found one message from fifteen minutes ago. It was from Ben.
Ben: Coffee
He wasn’t exactly a poet, was he? I breathed easy and texted Emi and told her Ben was down in the coffee shop and I’d bring her back an espresso with an extra shot, just the way she liked it.
Emila: I (heart emoji) u (kissy face emoji)
Inside the cafe I found Ben sitting alone near the back of the shop sipping on what I already knew was a straight coffee with nothing in it. I ordered drinks for Emi and I and sat down at the table across for Ben.
He sat stone quiet without looking at me. He turned his cup in slow circles and didn’t speak.
I couldn’t decide if he was too angry to talk to me or rattled by what he woke up too. I was about to say something when he finally spoke.
“I’ve never seen Emila sleep like that.” He gazed up at me and for the first time in what felt like forever, his eyes were clear and steady, his anger gone. “She looked so peaceful sleeping in your arms.” He shook his head and sipped his coffee.
“Ben, I —
He held up his hand and cut me off. “Let me get this out. I need to get his out.” His eyes watered and I sat back, too stunned to speak.
I just nodded and waited.
“I’ve made a mess of a lot of things in my life, starting with the way I’ve treated you. The truth is, you’re about all I’ve got in this world.” His chin shook and tears flowed down his face. “And I’ve treated you horribly.” He wiped away his tears and pulled in a sharp breath as if to reign himself in. “I’m a drunk, but you already know that.” He glanced up at me and laughed without humor. “I’ve checked myself into rehab, and I’ve made a call to Stu. He’ll take care of the paperwork.”
Stu was our family attorney and the paperwork to which he referred was regarding a rider on my father’s will. “Can I drive you?”
He nodded. “I’d like that.”
I reached across the table and squeezed his shoulder. “I’m sorry.”
He shook his head. “Don’t be. You’re a good man, and they love you. Both of them. I’ve known it for so long. I must have asked myself a million times what you have that I don’t. It hit me this morning when I looked down on you and Emila. After that, everything became clear.”
I knew, but I didn’t want to answer him and make him feel worse than he already did. Ben lacked the capacity to love — he lacked empathy. Until he figured that out, he was lost. But it sounded like maybe I didn’t need to worry about him anymore. “I can help you, if you let me.”
◆◆◆
 
Six hours later, Emi and I dropped Ben off at an inpatient treatment center. He hugged us both goodbye and apologized to Emi for being such a lousy boyfriend.
“He’ll treat you better than I ever could,” he said. “My baby brother got all the heart.” He looked at me and grinned. “Bastard.”
Emi kissed Ben softly on the cheek. “Thank you for letting me love him.”
Ben stepped up to me and did something he had never done. He hugged me.
I held him in my arms while he broke down sobbing.
Emi watched silently, tears rolling down her cheeks.
“I love you, Jack. I always have.”
“I know. I love you to big brother.”
Ben let go and wiped away his tears before he turned and left without another word.
Emi held my hand while we watched him disappear inside. “Is this his crossroad?”
“Yep. It sure is, but you know what, Em?” I glanced at her and smiled. “He’s going to be all right.” I slipped my arm around her shoulder and we went home.
◆◆◆
 
The way the girls circled us when we walked through the door made me feel like a conquering hero returned from a decade’s long war. They had prepared a feast and swept Emi into their pack as if she’d belonged there all along.
We drank champagne and feasted on Pam’s blackened tilapia, rice, and salad. Even Luna joined us while we played music and danced. I helped her clean up the dishes while the girls dragged Emi out to a bonfire on the beach.
“Stu called me,” she said as she handed me a dirty dish.
“Yeah. Ben mentioned it.” I put the plate in the dishwasher while Luna rinsed off a casserole dish.
“He said that makes you the new CEO,” she stared down at the dish and I couldn’t help but peer down her top and watch her massive cleavage jiggle inside her black lace bra. “And you’re now the man of the house.”
I frowned. “I’ve never thought of it that way.”
She raised an eyebrow and glanced up at me, offering a slight smile. “Maybe you should.”
My stomach rolled, and my legs turned to rubber. Was she implying what I thought she was implying?
That’s when I felt a pair of arms wrap tight around me and Amanda sized breasts sink into my back.
“I missed you so much,” Amanda said from behind me.
I turned around and faced her.
Amanda wore black bikini bottoms and had thrown on one of my old sweatshirts.
She pulled me into a quick kiss. “Come with us to the beach.” She took my hand.
I could already imagine the fuck fest I had coming my way. Did I have the stamina, especially after Emi had drained me dry in Vegas?
“You kids go have fun,” Luna said. “I’ll finish up in here.”
“Are you sure?” I asked.
“I’m sure, baby. Go.”
She had never called me baby — ever.
“Come on.” Amanda pulled my hand and led me through the kitchen and out the back of the house.
In the distance, the surf pounded against the beach and a light breeze coming in off the ocean carried the first hint of evening chill. Overhead, the stars twinkled under a cloudless moonlit night and as we neared the beach, I heard the faint sounds of music playing from not far away.
I watched Amanda’s ass shake and wiggle as we walked along the sandy beach. Ahead in the distance, a bonfire flickered, and I made out the silhouettes of my beautiful MILF’s in the making.
When we approached, the girls buzzed with laughter and conversation. The wine was flowing, and the music was playing, and none of them seemed to have a care in the world. Life was good, and it was only getting better.
The girls sat on short beach chairs surrounding the bonfire with two chairs open.
Amanda wouldn’t let go of my hand. “Sit down, baby.”
“Jack, sit beside me.” Pam pulled an empty beach chair closer to her and glanced up at me, smiling.
She wore a loose sweatshirt cut open at the neck, showcasing her deep cleavage beneath. I made out the edge of a white bikini top and her dark wild hair fluttered in the wind. Her brown eyes sparkled in the firelight, and I couldn’t wait to get my hands on her.
I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips. “I missed you.”
She curled her fingers through the hair at the nape of my neck and parted her lips before our tongues touched. “You taste good,” she said as we broke off the kiss.
I sat down in the chair beside her, and Amanda boldly ignored the empty chair next to mine and instead, curled up on my lap. She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and wriggled her ass down on my cock. She forced my head around to face hers and kissed me full on the mouth before breaking it off a few seconds later. “You’ve got a lot of time to make up for, buddy.”
Our kiss deepened and Amanda moaned slightly while I slid my hand inside her sweatshirt to discover she wasn’t wearing anything else. I cupped her bare breast in my hand and tweaked her nipple to hardness.
She ground against my cock and groaned before turning around to the group. “Can we just skip the party and get straight to the sex? I’m fucking horny.”
“You’re always horny,” Kim said.
“I haven’t seen him in four days,” Amanda said. “I miss him. Fucking sue me, okay?”
“Yes,” Kim said. “I miss him just as much as you do.” She got up and crossed the circle until she stood before me.
I gazed up at her utter perfection and swallowed the lump forming in my throat.
Kim wore her hair up in a ponytail. She wore tight red bikini bottoms and a gray t-shirt with worn lettering that read Duke University Rowing. The t-shirt was cutoff at her midsection and hung away from her flat stomach aided by her breasts pushing the t-shirt out and away.
She knelt before me and leaned in close until her tits pressed lightly against my chest. She kissed me full on the lips and slid her hand to my cock, expanding inside my loose jeans. “I missed you.”
I tasted cherry on Kim’s tongue and my hard-on surged while I stared down her top at her braless tits jiggling beneath her cut off t-shirt.
Meanwhile, Amanda kissed behind my ear, working the button on my shorts.
When I came up for air, I noticed poor Emi sitting alone on the far side of the bonfire staring at us, her jaw agape. I remembered what she told me about being ignored or left out, and I didn’t want her to feel that way, especially so on our first night together at home.
Had I created a monster? They were going to tear each other apart unless I stepped in. “Before this gets out of hand, I’ve got an idea. I’m going to our bedroom, and whoever wants to join me can do so.” I looked directly at Emi. “If any of this makes you uncomfortable, you don’t have to take part.” I glanced over at Pam and squeezed her hand.
With that, I uncurled myself from Amanda and headed for the house. I wasn’t about to shock and awe poor Emila five minutes after she got home. Or Pam, for that matter, who I’d barely connected with before the whirlwind of Las Vegas changed our lives forever.
I had barely stripped and got into bed when Amanda sauntered into the room, pulling off her clothes in route to the bed.
Kim was a few feet behind her t-shirt already stripped off and her bikini bottoms not far behind.
But then came the real surprise. Emila and Pam followed them into the bedroom, walking hand-in-hand.
My cock stiffened at the sight and I pulled in a long, deep breath and gazed toward the heavens. “Lord, give me strength for the fornicating to come.”
Amanda crawled toward me on all fours, grinning. “We all agreed — fuck first, party later.”
“All of you?”
Emi slithered out of her sundress and turned toward me wearing only a black lace thong. She grinned at me knowingly. “I’m not that shy, Jack.”
Pam shucked off her sweatshirt and peeled off her bikini bottoms. “I’ve been dreaming about this for years. My first orgy.”
I wasn’t sure I possessed the sexual prowess necessary to fuck four gorgeous pre-MILFs at once, but I would die happy making the attempt.
Amanda didn’t waste any time, she crawled up my legs and pulled my hard cock into her mouth.
My tip melted against her tongue and I groaned grinding my hips while she bobbed up and down slobbering all over my cock.
Kim edged onto the bed, her tits swaying, and peered up at me, flashing a pleasing smile. “Are you ready for us, Jack?”
I nodded dumbly and watched her slink across the bed and kneel beside Amanda before tilting her head sideways and sliding the flat of her tongue over my shaved balls. She gently sucked one ball and then two into her mouth and I felt her tongue play over my scrotum while Amanda kept pace undaunted.
Emi crawled into the arena, sneaking past Amanda on all fours before dragging her big tits over my chest.
I smiled at her and fondled her tits. “There’s my girl.”
Emi beamed at I felt her nipples harden as one scraped across my areola and our nipples kissed.
Pam climbed onto the bed and stretched out alongside me. She inched toward me and kissed along my jawline before she circled my outer ear with the tip of her tongue.
I reached up and cupped Emi’s soft tits while her mouth met mine and we kissed, our tongues dancing in the middle. She tasted like sweet wine and I could smell the honeysuckle drifting from her hair.
Warm and wet, every inch of my cock came alive with sensation. Sliding, pulling, and sucking, lips and tongue rolled over my tip and down my shaft.
Emi broke the kiss long enough for me to gaze down my body and watch the blonde and brunette tag team my shaft and balls, licking and sucking as if their lives depended on it.
Warm breath, wispy and sensual, tickled my ear and an electric current of desire caromed across my body and curled my toes. I felt Pam’s fingers in my hair and she kissed her way up my jawline until she and Emi met somewhere over my chest.
I turned my gaze to where Emi and Pam, both women on their knees with me in between. They kissed, their tongues flashing while I ran my fingers over each of their impossibly firm ass cheeks.
Heaven on earth — I had achieved sexual nirvana. I slid my hands down Emi and Pam’s across each woman’s ass and curled my fingers inside their inner thighs until I discovered a pair of warm, wet pussies. I dipped my finger in each hole, dragging out enough lubricant to soften their lips and feed the swollen clits growing under my light touch.
Emi and Pam groaned and rocked their hips while their kiss deepened. Emi squeezed Pam’s tits, rolling her fingers over the schoolteacher’s nipples and tweaking them to hardness.
I stroked Emi’s tiny clit, working in short circular bursts while her moans escaped Pam’s mouth. Pam’s clit was slightly longer and fatter, and I worked it over it with broad back-and-forth strokes.
Down at my cock, I felt the resistance of a tight pussy on my tip and I knew without looking, it was Amanda forcing herself down on my shaft. She pushed herself halfway down and froze, breathing heavily while I felt her walls spasm and flex around my fat cock head.
“I missed this dick.” Amanda held steady on my cock, her nipples hardening before my eyes. She spread her hands out wide on my stomach as if to brace herself while she worked her pussy up and down the top half of my cock as if to stretch herself out.
Kim crawled her way past Amanda and straddled my body just below my chest and joined Emi and Pam in a threesome.
The women kissed, their mouths and tongues flashing while their tits mashed together in an erotic swath of sweet breast meat.
My cock hardened inside Amanda as she sank deeper, taking my entire shaft inside her. She opened her mouth and closed her eyes and groaned as if working through equal amounts of pleasure and pain. “So fucking deep….”
I slid my hand inside Pam’s inner thigh and pulled her toward me.
Pam broke off from Kim and Emi and dipped low to meet me face to face. I kissed her, pulling her tongue into my mouth while I felt Amanda’s tight pussy constrict around my shaft.
Kim ground her pussy against my chest and I felt her soft lips slide over my flesh and her warm juices trickle down the treasure trail leading to my naval.
The sensations were everywhere at once, and it felt as if my body couldn’t react to everything. It was a pleasure overload which had its place in the arsenal of my steady lovemaking with the downside of a lack of focused intimacy. I loved every one of them in their own unique way, and I would spend the rest of my life proving it to each woman daily.
Pam broke off the kiss, and I said breathlessly, “Sit on my face, baby.”
Pam straddled my chest and shoulders before bringing her body forward, leaning on the headboard while I worked my tongue into her gushing wet folds.
She let out long low moans while Kim continued to grind my chest and had her finger stuffed knuckled deep inside Emi’s pussy.
The bed squeaked and shook while Amanda launched an all-out assault on my cock, bouncing up and down with a fevered intensity.
Our bodies connected, skin slapping, while Amanda groaned and grunted, grinding her hips forward and backward plumbing her canal with my steely shaft.
“Fuck — God — Yeeeessssss,” she screamed, and I felt her pussy contract in short spastic bursts while her body stiffened. She continued to pump my cock in short micro thrusts and if not for the marathon sex session in Vegas my end would have come fast.
But I wasn’t done — far from it. I had three more orgasms to account for besides my own. I sucked Pam’s clit between my lips and flicked my tongue over her bud in rapid lightning bursts.
She ground her hips into my face, driving her labia deep into my mouth.
I thrust my tongue inside Pam’s honey hole and tongue fucked her while Amanda’s cowgirl ride came to an end.
My precious princess sat atop me breathless while Kim continued her assault on Emi’s pussy.
Goose bumps flashed across Pam’s chest and she balled my hair into her fists and moaned just as loud as Amanda had. Her juices dribbled down my cheeks and chin while she continued to grind until her orgasm subsided.
Amanda slipped off my cock while Pam edged backward off my face.
As my cock slipped free of Amanda’s pussy, I sucked in a quick breath at the sudden shock of loss.
Pam crawled off my chest, and I sat upright, causing Kim to slide down my body and onto my lap.
Kim sat facing me with my cock wedged in her ass. Emi appeared behind me before tossing her arms loosely over each shoulder.
With her tits pressed into the back of my shoulders, Emi worked my ear with her tongue while Kim leaned forward, dragging her nipples across my chest and kissed me, opening her mouth to mine.
Kim inched off my lap and lined my cock up with her entrance before dropping her hips and impaling herself on my raging hard-on.
Kim’s warm pussy gripped my cock like a second skin and I plumbed her depths while swiveling my hips back and forth.
Pam appeared on my left side and Amanda on my right, each woman kissing my neck, face, and chest while Kim bounced up and down on my steel rod.
Harder and faster we fucked while I clung to her hips and Kim’s tits bounced wildly, slapping together with the tempo of our fucking.
Kim grunted and moaned, “yes… yes. Oh, baby, fuck me.” Her words came out breathless and urgent and she dug her nails into my shoulders while I felt my cock bottom out, my tip hammering her cervical entrance with every powerful thrust.
“That’s it,” Kim hissed while she drove her hips forward and held still, burying my cock inside her as deep as it could go. She brought her hands to my face and pressed her forehead to mine while we gazed into each other’s eyes with Kim lost in a sea of orgasmic bliss.
“Baby — baby — baby,” she repeated as she rocked forward and backward, soaking in every second of her orgasm.
We sat for a moment with my cock buried inside her, kissing softly while her orgasm faded.
“I love you,” she whispered into my ear while she pushed up and off my cock.
I shuddered with a gasp, my cock bobbing and swaying like a free agent amid a sea of pussy.
Kim crawled toward the headboard and lay back as if taking a moment to catch her breath.
Emi leaned over my shoulder and I kissed her softly before I whispered. “Get on your hands and knees.”
A wicked grin slid over her face and she did as I asked scampering around with her face toward Kim before presenting me with her ass.
“Pam, you too,” I said.
Both of my brother’s former girlfriends lined up before me, ass up and legs spread.
Amanda watched us while a grin broke out over her face. “Is this the gold medal round?”
I glanced at her and smirked. “Nope. It’s the bottom of the ninth and I’m two runs down.”
Amanda kissed me and nibbled my bottom lip as she backed away. “Then you better hit a home run, champ.”
I slapped Pam’s ass, and Emi’s ass simultaneously, and both women jumped.
Emi glanced over her shoulder and grinned. “You can do better than that.”
I got up on my knees and lined up with the Emi’s sweet meat and pressed forward before meeting the inevitable resistance of her achingly tight pussy. With a grunt, I pressed forward and drove my cock home inside my lovely Latina beauty.
“Yes,” she said as she balled the comforter into her fists and pressed her forehead down onto the bed.
I powered forward and backward, watching my cock slide in and out of her beautiful, perfect pussy. With my free hand, I worked Pam from the back, sliding my fingers through her labia and driving into her knuckle deep.
“Fóllame, nena,” Emi said as I pumped her faster and harder.
My cock pulsed at the use of her native language while I grunted and slapped her ass harder this time.
Emi yelped, and her pussy tightened around my shaft while my cock glistened with a fresh release of her juice.
“She likes it rough?” Amanda said. “God, Emila, you and I will get along just fine.”
I slapped her ass again, and it jiggled before Emi let out a loud moan. I continued pumping in and out while her wall muscles contracted with every push.
A whisper of movement near my bedroom door caught my eye, but I didn’t react. Instead, I leaned forward and powered into Emi harder and harder. “You like that, baby?”
“Sí papi,” she said, struggling to speak.
Out of my peripheral vision, I watched the door crack open a shade wider and a beautiful hazel eye peer through — Luna’s eye.
“Ya voy bebé,” Emi said as she arched her back and her tits wobbled beneath her.
Her pussy contracted around my shaft and I squeezed her hips to stop myself from coming hard inside her.
Emi lay all the way forward, her ass up while her orgasm continued to grip her body. Her wall muscles squeezed my cock. My toes curled and my eyes rolled back in my head before I pulled out and slapped my wet cock on Emi’s ass cheek.
Emi lay heaving for breath and I inched sideways and slid my cock inside Pam’s pussy, easily bottoming out on the first thrust.
Pam sat halfway up and gyrated her hips, milking my cock while she reached behind and pulled my face to hers in a deep passionate kiss.
I rode my hands up her sides and cupped her big tits before taking her nipples between my fingers. A sideways glance confirmed that Luna was still watching.
“Are you going to come for me, baby?” Pam asked while her pussy flexed and squeezed my cock.
I continued hammering her from behind while Pam sat so far up that her back nearly touched my chest. I kneading her big tits in my hand and continued to pump with my orgasm once again pounding on the door.
I glanced toward Kim and Amanda. “Line up at the foot of the bed.”
Kim and Amanda scrambled off the bed and hustled around before kneeling behind me.
I slapped Emi’s ass. “You too, sweetness.”
Emi rolled off and knelt beside her cum sisters.
I plowed in and out of Pam and whispered in her ear. “I’m going to cum all over your pretty face. Get down beside your sisters.”
Pam came off my cock and did as I asked. She took up a spot beside Kim and I whirled on the bed, stroking my cock while Luna watched from the door.
Four pretty faces — all lined up before their harem master.
“Mouths open and tongues out.” My voice came out rough and husky, but the women didn’t question me.
My orgasm came out in a violent roar. I fired a massive rope of cum onto Emi’s pretty face. It splattered her tongue, cheek, eye and ended on her forehead and silky raven hair.
I fired three more shots across Pam, Amanda, and Kim’s face painting lips, nose, cheeks, and eyes with a whitewash of hot spunk. It dripped from their chins, lips and noses and I would’ve loved to snap a picture.
I turned back to Emi with the final few spurts and emptied them on the flat of her tongue before slipping my cock inside her mouth and letting her lick me clean.
Emi suctioned every drop of cum out of my dick and licked my tip, balls, and shaft whistle clean.
By the time I glanced back at the door, Luna was gone.
I fell backward onto the bed, my heart racing. “Shower.” I spat out while my field of vision spun.
I heard the patter of feet and their giggling voices receded toward the bathroom — except for one.
Emi crawled onto the bed and straddled me before laying forward and stretching out her naked body atop mine.
I kissed her softly on the cheek and sighed. “Well, that was something.”
She kissed my neck and along my jawline until she met me face to face. Her lips brushed mine, and she locked eyes with me. “I don’t want to sleep alone tonight.”
I frowned. “Why would you sleep alone?”
She shrugged. “There are four of us and we all want you. But I’m not built like them. Does that make sense?”
I kissed her softly on the lips. “You never have to sleep alone again,” I said. “But sometimes the girls like to sleep alone or with each other. Kim and Amanda sometimes sleep without me. I don’t know about Pam yet. We’ll see.”
“That’s not what I mean. I need you, Jack. I can’t go one night without you beside me,” she said. “I told you I was clingy.”
“Then you can sleep with me every night if that’s what you want. Okay?”
“Promise?” she asked.
“I promise.”
She kissed me again and nodded. “Thank you.” She kissed me and brushed her tongue across my lips. “Let’s go get in the shower.”
True to their word, we all showered and headed back to the beach where the music and wine flowed until the wee hours of the morning. Kim and Amanda ended up together in one bed while Pam, Emi, and I headed for my room.
As the girls got ready, I turned off the light and double checked that we had locked all the doors. That’s when I saw Luna sitting in the kitchen wearing her robe and nightgown.
I walked into the kitchen and paused.
“What am I in this harem, Jack? Dead weight?” She didn’t look at me.
My heart nearly stopped, and my stomach cratered. Adrenaline surged across my body and I found speaking extremely difficult. With heroic effort, I came around the kitchen island and stood beside her. “What do you want to be?” My lifelong obsession sat beside me, primed and ready.
“I’m old enough to be your mother,” she said.
“But you’re not my mother. Remember? You said yourself.”
Luna grinned and wagged her finger. “Well played, Mr. Thorpe.”
She got up from her stool and stood before me. “Good night, Jack.” She perched and moved to kiss me on the cheek.
Go big or go home. At the last second, I twisted my face around and our lips connected. A jolt of sexual energy rocketed through my body, and for a second, I doubted my ability to remain conscious.
Luna held the kiss a fraction of a second longer than appropriate and ended the kiss with a smack of her lips rather than a scream and a slap.
I came away from her, my heart pounding, and Luna looked at me and grinned. “Be careful, Jack. You’re playing with fire.”
I gaped at her dumbstruck and gazed into her eyes as they sparkled beneath the moonlight spilling in through the kitchen window. My cock surged in my shorts as if I hadn’t just come off the longest sexual marathon of my life.
She touched my cheek warmly, turned on her heel, and sashayed out of the kitchen without turning back.
I sighed and stared after her long after her retreat. Operation MILF had reached the endgame, and it was time for me to rest and recover before I made an all-out assault on the woman of my dreams.




Man of the House

A loud banging noise triggered me out of a dead fucking sleep. I jerked upright in my bed and gazed through the murky shadows crisscrossing my bedroom.
I blinked and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes before glancing to my right. The bedside clock read 3:42 AM and the door leading to my beachside deck hung wide open. A light breeze stirred the floor to ceiling curtains and the pounding surf, a normally useful white noise generator, sounded more like a runaway freight train in the middle of the night.
I relaxed if only slightly. I wasn’t in any immediate danger. Had one of the girls left the door open? It wouldn’t have been the first time.
To my left, Amanda slumbered peacefully seemingly undisturbed by the ruckus, but when I reached to my right, my stomach dropped — Emi was missing.
Adrenaline chased away my sleepy eyes and my pule ticked up ten notches as I practically leaped out of bed and dashed toward the open door. Had Yang come back? Had the bastard taken Emi from right next to me?
Panicked, I stormed out onto the deck and froze.
Emi stood on the railing, her hair floating on the breeze. She wore a pink satin robe that ended mid-thigh that she had cinched tight around her waist.
I didn’t want to scare her so I spoke softly, just loud enough for her to hear, “Baby, are you okay?”
Despite my consideration, Emi jumped as if startled before spinning around to face me. “Jack. Jesus, you scared me.”
I crossed the deck and wrapped her in my arms. “I’m sorry.”
She sighed and leaned into me. “I can’t sleep.”
“That’s obvious.” I kissed the crown of her head. “The question is why?”
“Tossing and turning. Thinking about things,” she said.
“Uh oh. That sounds ominous. Are we okay?”
She laughed softly and turned around to face me. She reached up and stroked her fingertips softly across my cheeks. “We are wonderful, baby. I just can’t sleep.”
Her touch felt warm, soft, and smooth. I took her hand in mine and brought it to my lips before lightly kissing it. “Come sit on my lap and daddy will tell you a bedtime story.”
She giggled. “You are such a pervert.”
I smiled at her over my shoulder. “Oh? You’re the one having perverted thoughts. What’s so wrong with a daddy spinning his darling daughter a sleepy-eyed bedtime story?” I led her by the hand to a plush over-sized deck chair and pulled her into my lap.
Emi’s robe parted slightly, and I drank in the soft swell of her bare breast where the robe had flared away from her chest.
I felt my cock stir in my underwear and toyed with the idea of fucking her in the chair. But clearly something was bothering her, and I didn’t want to come off like a total douchebag. “Once upon a time there was a beautiful Latina girl who fell in love with a handsome Caucasian prince.”
She giggled softly and threw her legs over my lap and curled up tighter in my lap. “I like this story.”
“One day the girl couldn’t sleep and her prince came out on the magical balcony before sweeping her off her feet.” I slid my hands under her bare thighs and pulled her into me even tighter.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me softly on the lips. “Wait, I think I’ve heard this one before.”
I kissed her again and raised an eyebrow. “But the prince knew magic, and he cast a spell on his beautiful young voluptuous goddess —
She laughed harder this time. “Okay, I get it. How does the story end?”
“The spell was a truth spell that forced the beautiful heroine to tell her loving prince exactly what was bothering her.”
She squeezed me playfully. “Hey, that’s not a proper ending.”
“No? Maybe you should finish the story and tell your prince what ails such a gorgeous maiden.” I kissed her again and Emi sighed.
“It’s not an easy thing to ask of you,” Emi said.
“So, it’s a question. Good, now we’re getting somewhere.” I pushed back a lock of her hair behind her ear and gazed into her beautiful green eyes. “Don’t you know that there’s nothing you can’t ask me?”
“I’m afraid if I ask you, you’ll think I’m a pervert.”
I slid my hand inside the bottom of her robe and cupped her bare ass. “Well, I already think you’re a pervert. It’s one of your best features.”
She giggled again. “Stop, I’m being serious.”
“Then just ask.”
“It’s about my mother.”
Butterflies launched an aerial assault on my stomach while my pulse notified me it was on high alert. “What about Luna?”
“There is this couple’s trip that she’s been planning with her two best friends from college and their husbands. She really wants to go, but I don’t think she will.”
“Why not? Sounds like a blast.”
“She doesn’t have a boyfriend,” Emi said.
“There must be a million and one guys who would enter a Hunger Games death match for the chance to escort Luna on a romantic getaway.”
“It’s not that she doesn’t have suitors,” Emi said. “She’s picky. Very picky.”
I could see why. Luna Thorpe was every guys fantasy, including mine. I didn’t know about the vacation, but I was all aboard taking her if that’s what Emi was asking. “Do you want me to take her?”
Emi nodded. “I think she likes you and not in a mother-son way. Would it bother you if she had a romantic interest in you?”
“Would it bother you?”
“No. I love you and you love me. That’s not changing — ever. But my mother isn’t a typical mother.”
“Not even close.”
“Luna had me when she was sixteen. She feels more like a sister to me than a mother,” Emi said. “I think she feels excluded from the group, and I see the way she looks at you.”
“How does she look at me?”
“Like I look at you.” Emi kissed me again. “But she won’t ever come out and admit it. Anyway, I feel bad for her and that’s why I can’t sleep.”
“I’ll ask her, but if she says no….”
“I already talked to her about it. If she says no, insist. She’ll give in, eventually.”
“You’re sure you don’t mind?” I asked
“If I minded, I wouldn’t be here with you and three other women, would I?”
“I guess not.”
She yawned, and her eyes suddenly looked heavy. “Now, I’m tired.” She batted her eyes at me. “Baby, can you carry me to bed?”
◆◆◆
 
The truth was, I had always counted on Emi giving me a boost with her mother. Knowing now how I felt about Emi, my old strategy felt cold and callous, but that didn’t mean it didn’t hold true. When Emila gave her stamp of approval on men, wine, food, hell, anything really, Luna got on board. If Emi had pushed her mother to let me accompany her on her trip, then I was all but in. Luna just needed a little shove.
I spent the morning with the girls shopping, running errands, and taking in a light lunch with them at a seaside cafe. By the time we returned to the villa, it was half-past one.
“Go ask her,” Emi said. “We’re going to the beach. It’s a perfect time.”
My nerves kicked in and I felt a wave of uncertainty creep into my psyche. Luna was the gold standard for MILFs everywhere, and I had masturbated to her image more times than I could count. For years I had obsessed over her, taking every chance I could to sneak a peek down her top or watch her coming out of the shower. For all my attempts, I had never seen her in anything beyond a bikini. I may have been stalker creepy as far as Luna went, but I wasn’t so sick as to hide cameras in her room or anything like that. I respected the woman and wanted to earn her adoration the same way I had all the others — through underhanded lies and deception.
“Okay, but if she kills me, I’m blaming you.”
Emi perched on her toes and kissed me. “Thank you, baby. I promise I’ll reward you later.”
I found Luna leafing through a magazine in the western sun room. Her dark wavy hair hung down past her shoulders. Her pink lips glistened in the sunlight and my gaze drifted to the cleavage bursting from her white V-necked short-sleeved t-shirt. She wore a pair of faded blue jeans that hugged her curves in all the right places and a gold necklace with a diamond pendant resting in the soft swell of her breasts. The necklace was a gift from my father shortly before they got married, along with a pair of diamond stud earrings that she also wore. Typically, Luna didn’t wear any rings, although if she did, they were simple turquoise or silver — nothing extravagant. Her beauty like her wardrobe and jewelry was understated and came from within.
Her feet were curled beneath her where she sat on a comfortable-looking white day bed surrounded by enough plants to start her own jungle.
“Afternoon,” I said as I walked into the sunroom and stopped a few feet away from her.
Luna put down her magazine and looked up at me. “Did Emila send you to see me?”
Much like her daughter, Luna had a sexy Mexican accent that had diluted after living most of her life state side. But it was every bit as hot and throaty as Emi’s and maybe even sexier. Luna’s voice was rich with her years that Emi didn’t have, and it drove me absolutely wild with lust. “Yep.”
“I’m not a cougar, Jack. I’m not taking you to the Caribbean on a romantic getaway. She shouldn’t have said anything.”
Shit. Shot down before I even asked. “Do you mind if I ask who’s going?”
“It’s an annual trip I take with my college friends, Skyler and Avery. This year they’re going to Aruba.”
I frowned. “It’s a girl’s trip?”
“No.” She sighed and tossed the magazine on the coffee table. “Their husbands are coming too. Your dad used to go with me on these trips. I went with them last year by myself and felt like a fifth wheel. I’m not going again.”
“Fun in the sun and the sand. Count me in.”
“I said no.” There wasn’t much heat in her voice.
I took a chance and sat down on the chair across from her. “Luna there’s absolutely no harm in our going on a vacation together. It doesn’t mean we are lovers or anything like that, and if your friends question it, I’ll tell them we’re traveling companions and nothing more. Besides, we could use a little bonding time, don’t you think?”
She stared at me without speaking, but I could tell her mind was spinning. “My friends won’t leave you alone.”
“I’m with you, not them. Besides, if there’s anything I know, it’s how to handle women.”
She rolled her eyes. “Don’t remind me. You get more sex in one day then I’ve had in five years.”
If I had it my way, that would all change. “What I’m saying is that you don’t have to worry about me. I can handle myself. My number one goal is to make sure you have fun. How can you say no to that?”
“Are you sure you want to spend four days with an old lady like me?”
“Thirty-eight isn’t old. Besides, you look twenty-five and we both know it.”
She laughed and shook her head. “God, you are a smooth fucking operator.”
“Great.” I clapped my hands together. “I’ll book our flights. Text me the resort info and I’ll handle everything from here.”
She wagged her finger at me. “We’re going as friends, not as a couple. Got it?”
I grinned. “Friends. Got it.”
◆◆◆
 
By the time we reached the airport and made it through security, Luna and I were dangerously close to missing our flight. We were meeting Avery and Skyler at the terminal, and Luna’s phone had been blowing up for the past fifteen minutes.
Luna wore a black t-shirt cut low in the front and a pair of white shorts that hugged her hips to utter perfection. Every chance I got, I sneaked a peek down the front of her shirt. I confirmed that her bra was a matching black and lace. As we hustled through the airport, her skin practically glowed with vibrant energy, and all morning long she seemed to have an extra bounce in her step.
But if Luna was excited, I was over the fucking moon. I couldn’t believe I was staring down the barrel of four days in paradise with a bikini-clad Luna Thorpe. If I was dreaming, please leave me the fuck alone.
Terminal twenty-three appeared ahead and there was already a line of passengers boarding. Two women, one a blonde and the other a ginger, waved toward us while two middle-aged dudes hung a few steps back chatting without a care in the world.
Luna hustled toward them, tits bouncing, and the old guys quit chatting long enough to turn around and gaze on Luna’s chest like it was the fucking Mona Lisa. In all honesty, it was better than the Mona Lisa. and I didn’t blame them a bit.
The women shrieked and hugged before bouncing up and down in a stacked sandwich of luscious MILFs. From what I could tell, Avery and Skyler would not disappoint. Neither looked as voluptuous as Luna, but that was hardly a fair comparison. Luna was in a class all her own, and 99.99% of the female population would give anything to trade places with her.
“Jesus, Sky. The whole fucking airport can hear you,” one of the old dudes said. He had thin salt-and-pepper hair with a bald spot sprouting on the crown of his head, and a slight belly pouch hung over his belt. Like most men his age, he was soft in the middle, but overall, he wasn’t in horrible condition. He wore a black short-sleeved polo shirt and a pair of khaki shorts, the uniform of his generation.
The ginger, apparently named Skyler, glanced at him as if annoyed but quickly resumed her million-mile-an-hour chat session with Luna and Avery.
I joined Luna and her friends, putting on my best smile while tightening my grip on both hers and my carry-on bags.
Luna stepped back beside me and curled her fingers around my bicep. “Avery and Skyler, this is my friend Jack.”
Avery was a runner-fit, wholesome-looking blonde with medium-sized tits and an ass sculpted by the gods. She had blue eyes and wore her blonde hair in a braid that hung down past her shoulders. She reminded me of the actress Kristen Bell in both her appearance and her energy levels. Knowing she was Luna’s sorority sister meant she was thirty-seven or thirty-eight, but she didn’t look a day over thirty. Her smooth, wrinkle-free skin left me with the impression that she took good care of herself, and I felt an instant affinity for her.
Avery had dressed semi-modestly in a tight pink blouse and a pair of jeans. She extended her hand and smiled. “It’s great to finally meet you.”
I didn’t know if her use of the word finally referred to my role as her former stepson or my current role as Luna’s traveling companion, but I wasn’t about to make an assumption either way. I took her hand and shook it. Her skin felt warm and soft, her grip firm. She held onto my hand a second longer than necessary and held my gaze, her blue eyes sparkling before she finally let go.
“And this is Skyler,” Luna said.
“It’s nice to meet you, Jack.” Despite her husband’s bitching, her voice was soft and unassuming. The red-haired beauty stepped forward and offered her hand. Her shiny, full-bodied hair flowed down over her shoulders. She had startling green eyes, and a patch of light freckles dabbed the bridge of her nose. Her full, pink lips shined with what looked like lip gloss and her creamy skin looked good enough to lick off an ice cream cone. Her body was slight with a medium-sized chest bordering on small but hips that more than made up for it. She reminded me of the actress Amy Adams, and I felt warm and gooey just looking at her.
I took her hand and her skin felt cool and soft, her grip loose as if she was used to going with the flow. “You too, Skyler.”
The husbands picked up their bags and Skyler’s husband said, “Let’s go. They won’t hold the plane for us.”
“Sorry about him,” Skyler said. “He can’t stand being last in line.”
“That’s Rick,” Luna said.
Rick gave me a friendly, half-hearted wave, and I reciprocated.
The man who I presumed was Avery’s husband wore a tent-sized Hawaiian shirt and navy-blue shorts. He had a double chin, a massive gut, and thick gray hair with a matching gray walrus-style mustache. He stepped up behind Avery and put his hand on his diminutive wife’s shoulder. He glanced at me and nodded his head. “Nice to meet you.” His voice was baritone deep.
Avery knelt and picked up her bag, nudging her shoulder away from Lou’s hand.
“And that’s Lou,” Luna said.
“Hello, Lou. Good to meet you,” I said.
“You play golf?” Lou asked.
Avery rolled her eyes and headed for the boarding line.
“Uhhh… not too much,” I said truthfully. Operation MILF didn’t call for my learning golf. Most women don’t like the game, and none of my girls would appreciate me disappearing for hours at a time on the golf course.
Lou nodded. “If you’d like to learn, Rick and I can teach you.”
“Thanks,” I said. I had zero desire to spend the next four days on a golf course with two middle-aged dudes who hated their wives. Both of them looked at least ten years older than their smoking hot MILFs, and if they were going to leave them unattended, well… too bad for them.
“Jack, you don’t have to carry both bags,” Luna said.
I headed for the boarding line and glanced over my shoulder. “Did you say something?”
Luna smiled. “Thank you.”
“God, he’s hot,” I heard Skyler whisper to Luna. “How old is he?”
“Old enough,” Luna said under her breath.
I grinned and joined Avery and Rick in line.
◆◆◆
 
The flight, while uneventful, took most of the day and by the time we arrived in Aruba, the sun was already sinking into the western sky. We took the hotel shuttle from the airport to the beach side bungalow resort. I sat next to Luna on the shuttle, and she sat close enough to me that her breast squeezed against my arm and offered me a tantalizing view down her top.
Avery and Skyler sat across from us while Rick and Lou sat together near the back. Both men had their eyes glued on Luna and at one point during the short shuttle trip, Rick leaned over and whispered something in Lou’s ear before both men chuckled and resumed their watch.
Avery sat directly across from me with her legs crossed. Whenever the shuttle hit a bump, she nudged my leg with her toe. By the end of the trip, she had buried her foot firmly in a spot just behind my knee.
Meanwhile, Skyler just outright eye-fucked me whenever a gap came up in the women’s conversation.
As the shuttle ride progressed, Luna seemed more and more annoyed with her friends and was practically sitting on my lap by the time we rolled up to the hotel.
An army of bellhops descended on our luggage and I tipped them all generously before they wheeled it all away, disappearing inside the resort.
As we all entered the breezy indoor-outdoor lobby, Luna curled her arm around mine, a definite sign that she was claiming me as her territory. We coupled off and Luna and I stepped up to the check-in counter.
“Welcome to Beach Side Getaway Couples Resort. I’m Ron and I’ll help guide you through check-in.”
I took care of the details with Ron including payment and he handed me a set of old-fashioned keys.
“You two are in bungalow number three.” He slid a map of the property before us and circled a round hut just off the beach. “Follow the exit to your left and it’s the first pier on the right.”
“It has two beds?” Luna asked.
Ron frowned. “None of our bungalows have two beds. This is a couple’s resort.”
Luna mirrored his frown and gazed over at me. “What do you think?”
“I think we’ll make due.” I smiled at her and took her hand. “We’re in paradise. What’s there to be upset about?”
She smiled and nodded. “You’re right. Let’s go.”
Ron let go of a held breath and his shoulders sagged with what looked like relief. “If there’s anything you folks need, dial zero on your phone. The resort itself has no wi-fi and the cell coverage is spotty at best. If you need an Internet connection, you can visit the cafe across the street.”
We thanked him and headed for bungalow number three. As the name implied the resort was situated on the beach inside a shallow lagoon protected by a reef. We walked out of the lobby and crossed through an open-air doorway onto a broad wooden pier built parallel to the beach. Cross sections of piers appeared every so often, each extending out into the lagoon. The bungalows themselves sat on high stilts offering wide panoramic views of the ocean.
We walked casually up the pier while Avery and Skyler split off to find their own rooms. Bungalow number three lay at the end of the longest pier and offered the best view of any at the resort. I had taken it on myself to pay for an upgrade to the deluxe package which including an in-room hot tub, the use of a jet ski, a fully stocked bar, and the best view at the resort.
I unlocked the door, and we went inside.
The room was airy and spacious. A king-sized bed dominated one end while an indoor-outdoor lounge area dominated the other. The room came equipped with a bar, a small kitchenette, a television, and an array of cushioned couches and chairs. A large deck hung opened past the lounge area, complete with a hot tub and a never-ending view of the horizon.
“Wow.” Luna’s eyes widened as she walked through the space, drinking it all in.
I followed a few steps behind and stopped at the couch. “Looks like I found my bed right here.”
She glanced at the couch and back at me. “I’ll take the couch. You take the bed.”
“Yeah. I won’t let that happen and don’t even try to fight me.”
She held my gaze for a long pregnant pause and kept quiet.
I took her hand and led her to the deck. “Luna, check this out.”
The deck came equipped with not only a hot tub, but built into the flooring was a crystal-clear window with a view to the lagoon below.
Exotic fish of all kinds darted through the water, coalescing around the poles supporting the bungalow itself.
She let go of my hand and leaned against the rail while a light breeze rustled her hair. “This view is incredible.” Her eyes sparkled, and she practically glowed under the orange and red rays of the setting sun.
From the main deck, a short stairway descended to a lower tier deck complete with a table and lounge chairs. Past that, another stairway led to a short pier where a jet ski sat on a raised platform up and off the water.
“We have our own jet ski?” She clapped and squealed with delight.
I came up behind her on the rail, sliding my arms on either side of her. “I’ve never seen you on a jet ski and thought you might like to give it a go.”
“I can’t wait.” She leaned backward and settled her shoulders against my chest. “Can we stay forever?”
My pulsed quickened, and I fought the urge to wrap my arms around her. But I took a sneak peek down her top and caught every inch of her tits encased inside her lace bra. “Your wish is my command.”
We stood there for a few minutes longer with the breeze blowing and the squawk of seagulls drifting on the air. Across the lagoon, waves crashed onto a faraway reef while the lagoon remained glassy calm. The sun was probably fifteen minutes from setting and I knew just the way to start the trip off on the right foot.
I placed my hands on Luna’s shoulders and gently massaged.
She let go of a long breath and sighed. “God, that feels good.”
“If you save me one of those lounge chairs, I’ll bring us a bottle of wine and we can watch the sunset.”
“No wonder Emi loves you so much,” she said.
“A bottle of wine, a Caribbean sunset, and a beautiful woman. It doesn’t get any better,” I said.
Luna stood and turned to face me. “Remember, Jack. We’re only friends.” She wagged her finger at me before she smiled and leaned forward, taking my hands in hers. “But wine sounds amazing. Thank you.”
I returned a few minutes later with two generously poured glasses of Chardonnay. I handed one to Luna and sank down in the lounge chair beside her.
“Thank you.” She took a sip before sliding further back into the cushions.
“Dinner is at eight,” I said.
“Yes. Avery mentioned that to me. We’re meeting them at the restaurant.”
The sun looked enormous as it sank over the western horizon, and neither of us were in any hurry to move.
“I think we found our daily ritual,” Luna said.
“You know, the sunsets in Malibu are pretty epic as well. We can take this ritual home with us if you’d like.”
She glanced over at me. “Why haven’t you asked me to watch the sunset with you before?”
“Why haven’t you asked me?” I countered.
She grinned and sipped her wine. “So, let’s do it then. This can be our thing we have together.”
I raised my glass to her. “To fresh beginnings.”
She raised her eyebrow and smiled before she clinked my glass. “Don’t get any ideas young man.”
◆◆◆
 
While Luna changed for dinner, I poured us two more glasses of wine at our indoor bar and waited. She emerged ten minutes later and my heart nearly stopped.
Radiant was the best way to describe her, but the word was inadequate. She wore a white cocktail dress with thin spaghetti straps and a hemline that ended just above her knees while her deep cleavage practically spilled from the top. Her long wavy hair glistened in the room’s warm light and rolled over her shoulders while her bronze skin glowed in the exotic shroud of the Caribbean night. She wore enough makeup to frame her face in a wild, alluring, almost bohemian feel. Her full lips glistened with red lipstick and she’d painted her nails white to match her dress. She carried a miniature purse and wore casual chic sandals with her white-polished toes peeking out.
But it was her eyes that stole the show. The gold flecks in her hazel irises looked iridescent, and I found it impossible to gaze into them without looking away. It was as if she could see straight into my soul, and it shook me.
Butterflies swarmed my stomach, which happened frequently around Luna. I gaped at her, my jaw slack while my mind went blank.
She smiled proudly and gazed up at me. “Is that for me?”
I gazed numbly at the wineglass in my hand before I offered it to her. “You… uh… wow.”  I wondered if her shoulder straps were up to keeping her lions tamed. Somehow, I doubted it. Plenty of tonight’s moments would earn a top ten spot on my personal highlight reel, starting with this one.
“I take it you approve?” She slowly twirled in place.
“Luna, I mean this in all seriousness. I have never seen a woman more beautiful than you. You look exquisite.” I did my best to gaze into her eyes and meet the moment head on, but I had to admit, she had badly shaken my confidence. She may have been a bridge too far — she was out of my fucking league.
Her cheeks turned a deep shade of crimson, and she stared at the ground as if taken back. “Thank you, Jack. That’s very sweet of you.”
I held out my hand, and she took it. I led her out onto the deck and we sipped our wine while we watched the stars come out to play. A few minutes later it was time to go.
We left the room and strolled hand-in-hand along the pier while calypso music played somewhere in the distance. If romance wasn’t on the menu, then it never would be. I had three days to close the deal or I could forget about ever landing Luna Thorpe.
◆◆◆
 
The restaurant had a distinctly Caribbean feel and sported an indoor-outdoor dining area with a live band playing calypso music on a modest stage fronting the beach. The hostess led us through the crowded dining room while nearly every head turned and locked eyes on Luna.
I held her hand and guided her through the tables, and she tightened her grip when she seemed to notice more than a few women looking in my direction.
We were the last to arrive at the dinner table. Lou and Rick glued their eyeballs onto Luna and might have required surgical attention for their slack jaws dragging the floor. Both men stared a hole straight through my lovely Latina MILF before their eyes slid down her insane curves and mouthwatering cleavage.
I held out Luna’s chair while she sat, and she finally let go of my hand. I took the chair between Luna and Skyler and noticed that Rick and Lou sat side by side with Avery on Luna’s right. Talk about a bromance. I wondered if these guys might prefer to share a room to complete their ultimate fantasy escape.
“What took you guys so long?” Avery smiled and winked me while her husband ignored her.
Luna edged closer to me before she leaned in and whispered. “They are making me very uncomfortable.”
She meant Rick and Lou, who showed about as much subtlety as a tractor rolling through a garden party. I slipped my arm around her shoulder and gazed across the table. “So, you two are golfers, huh?”
Both men seemed to snap out of it and I caught Skyler rolling her eyes before she picked up her wineglass and downed a mouthful.
“That’s right,” Lou said. “We’ve got an 8 am tee time if you’re interested.”
Rick glared at Lou and didn’t seem as interested in extending his hospitality as his walrus-jowled friend. “The reservation is for two. I had to book it six weeks ago.”
“No worries,” I said. “Luna and I wanted to go to the beach and that jet ski has our name all over it, right, babe?” I glanced over at her and caught her staring intently at my face.
Then she really surprised me. I felt Luna take my hand under the table and intertwine her fingers in mine. “That’s right. We’ve got the entire day planned out.”
My stomach cartwheeled into the dessert tray two tables over and landed with a splat. Heat seeped from the loose collar around my neck and I rubbed my thumb over the top of her hand to confirm my acceptance of her move, and I watched as goose bumps flared across her arms and chest.
“Avery and I are going shopping tomorrow afternoon if you two want to tag along.” Skyler said.
The stunning ginger beauty wore a black dress cut in a deep V-shape down the front, highlighting her bigger-than-I-thought cleavage. She sucked on a cherry she’d picked from her cocktail glass and stared at me like a prime rib.
I glanced at Luna. “It’s Luna’s call. As long as we’re together, I’m good with anything.”
Rick and Lou rolled their eyes at each other before exchanging a smirk.
“Spoken like a kid still wet behind the ears,” Rick said.
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Skyler said.
“Nothing. Forget it,” Rick said.
“You think you’ve got women all figured out?” Skyler said, folding her arms over her chest. Now it was her and Avery who exchanged the smirk. “I remember when you used to go shopping with me.”
“You want me to fucking go shopping, I’ll fucking go shopping.” Rick glared at his wife.
I leaned over to Skyler and whispered. “Thanks for the assist.”
Skyler returned my smile, and then I felt her toes curl around my ankle under the table and she stroked the inside of my leg. She glared at Rick before finally responding to him. “Thanks, but no thanks.”
“No fighting,” Luna said. “We’re here for fun, remember?”
The table went quiet for a few minutes while we looked at our menus. When we ordered, I asked the server to bring three bottles of champagne.
A short time later, the conversation had turned pleasant when three bottles and six glasses appeared on the table.
Luna’s eyes lit up. “What’s this?”
“We’re here to have fun,” I said. “What’s more fun than champagne?”
“How wonderful.” Avery clapped and smiled at me while Skyler edged closer.
Skyler leaned into me and giggled. “Champagne makes me lose all control.”
Luna slid her hand across my leg and made sure Skyler noticed before she leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Thank you, baby.”
I had a feeling most of Luna’s affection was for show, but I wasn’t about to stop her. Fake it ‘til you make it, right? If Skyler’s attention was making Luna jealous, then she could keep it coming.
After downing a glass of champagne, our food arrived, and we leisurely ate, making mostly amicable conversation. Rick and Lou kept to themselves while Avery, Skyler, Luna, and I chatted about mostly mundane topics.
Halfway through dinner the music stopped and a dark-haired man dressed in a white tux climbed onto the stage. “Tonight, we have a surprise for you. We picked one lucky table from the audience to take part in a couple’s pop quiz. The winning pair gets a private in-room couple’s massage.”
The crowd oohed while the announcer let the grand prize sink in.
“Will the couples at table number six please join me on stage?” The announcer peered across the dining room and a spotlight beamed down on our table.
“Fuck,” Rick said under his breath while the rest of us stared at each other wide-eyed.
“That’s us,” Luna said, grinning.
Skyler and Avery’s smile were broad, happy and eager while Lou looked like he’d rather have a lobotomy then go up on that stage.
“Come on, folks. Don’t be shy,” the announcer said.
The crowd cheered us on and Luna was the first to stand, eliciting about a half-dozen catcalls and whistles from across the dining room. I stood beside her while Avery and Skyler had to pry Lou and Rick out of their seats. We made our way through the tables and onto the stage, where the announcer explained the rules.
The format was a typical Newlywed Game where each couple had to guess their partner’s answers. The women stayed on stage while one of the restaurant’s hostesses led me, Rick, and Lou behind the curtain where we sat wearing sound proof headphones. About fifteen minutes later, the hostess returned and led us onto the stage where we had to answer the same series of questions while the women went backstage.
When the women returned, they sat on stools beside us with Luna and I paired off from the others.
“The first question goes to couple number one. Jack, we asked Luna about your favorite junk food. Can you tell us what it is?”
“It’s caramel corn, Steve.”
Luna held up her sign, and it read caramel corn.
The crowd went wild, and I glanced at Luna, frowning.
“What? You don’t think I pay attention?” She elbowed me and smiled.
Rick was next to answer and said cigars. Skyler had put down gin, which at least was in the same neighborhood.
When Lou answered with ice cream, Avery held up a sign that said Everything. It was a low blow for sure, but she didn’t look much in the mood to win a couple’s massage with Lou.
“This question is for couple number two. Rick, what frightens Skyler more than anything?”
“The Amex bill,” he said, eliciting laughter from the crowd.
Skyler frowned and held up a sign that said Spiders.
“Jack, I’ll ask you next. What frightens Luna the most?”
There was more than one way to answer this, but Luna was honest to a fault. I knew what scared her most, and that was watching her family fall apart. It had happened with my father and then Ben. If she lost me or Emila, she might not survive. I just had to couch my answer in a way that wouldn’t embarrass her. I glanced over at her and smiled. “She’s most afraid of losing the ones she loves most.”
Luna’s eyes glistened with moisture, and she held up her sign — Losing loved ones.
We nailed question after question and found ourselves completely in sync. She knew everything about me, from my ideal date to the way I like my steak cooked. By the end, we were the clear winners and when we headed back to our table, the announcer said. “That’s the first time we’ve ever had a couple get every question right. Let’s give a big hand for Jack and Luna.”
The crowd went crazy and when we reached the table, Luna surprised me by kissing me full on the mouth. And it wasn’t just a peck. We let the kiss linger for a few long seconds before we sat down and found dessert waiting for us at the table.
◆◆◆
 
After traveling all day, we all called it quits after dinner and saved the catching up session for the morning. Luna and I walked back to our room with our fingers intertwined while the moon and stars shined in the cloudless sky.
“How did you know so much about me?” I asked her.
She shrugged. “I pay attention to lots of little things. I could ask the same question of you.”
I stopped her on the pier just outside our bungalow and I scooped her other hand up before gazing down into her amazing eyes. “I know every hair on your head and every curve of your smile. I know by looking at you if you’re in a bad mood or a good one. I know your favorite movies, books, wine, music, and I know what each one of your laughs means and I can tell when you’re faking it.”
Her eyes misted over, and she squeezed my hands. “If I didn’t know better, I would say that —
“I love you?” There it was, and there was no taking it back.
“Don’t say that, Jack. Don’t say that unless you really truly mean it.”
“Have you ever known me to say anything I didn’t mean?”
She shook her head and gazed into my eyes. “I’m scared because I have feelings for you too… strong feelings.”
I stepped up to her, leaned in, and kissed her juicy red lips.
She didn’t resist and melted into my arms opening her mouth while our tongues twined kissing with a longing and hunger we had both put on a shelf for far too long.
The kiss deepened, and I tasted strawberries and champagne on her tongue and inhaled the faint scent of lavender floating up from her shiny raven hair. We kissed without stopping for ten minutes before we came up for air, each of us breathless.
Luna gazed into my eyes, and I saw the wanton hunger finally appear after so many years of caged desire. “Jack, wait.”
My cock was as hard as I’d ever felt it, and it strained inside my pants. “Haven’t we waited long enough?”
“Before we make a huge mistake, let’s sleep on it for just tonight. If it’s meant to happen it will happen tomorrow.” She kissed me again, softly this time before stepping back. “Can you do that for me?”
I could have sighed like a petulant child and ruined everything. One night wouldn’t kill either of us. “I can, but can we at least agree that we’re more than friends?”
She smiled and kissed me again. “Yes. You are much more than a friend to me.”
So, I slept on the couch while Luna took the bed. It was a rough night with plenty of tossing and turning, and I’m pretty sure Luna did the same. By the time morning rolled around, I was up and ready with two cups of coffee and a beautiful view of the lagoon.
Luna came out onto the deck wearing her silk pajamas and no bra.
I pointed to the cup of coffee resting on the arm of my adirondack chair. “Non-fat milk and fully caffeinated just the way you like it.”
“I love being with a man who knows what I like.” She reached for the cup, but before she could take it, I pulled her into my lap.
She squealed and put up token resistance, but then settled in before I handed her the mug.
I kissed her softly on the cheek. “Good morning. How about this view?”
She gazed at me and blew on her coffee. “I love the view.”
I turned to meet her face-to-face, and she kissed me, parting her lips and whisking her tongue over my lower lip. “I forgot to tell you last night — I love you too.”
My cock stiffened, and I exhaled sharply. “Does this mean what I think it means?”
“Let’s see how the day plays out.” She sipped on her mug and rested her head on my shoulder. “What should we do first?”
◆◆◆
 
We raced across the lagoon, the jet ski humming beneath us. Luna clung onto my waist while I did a series of quick turns and cutbacks. We ended up on the far end of the lagoon under the shade of a copse of palm trees where I cut the engine to an idle and we floated under the clear blue sky.
“I want to drive,” Luna said. “Can I?”
As if she needed my permission. But Luna liked a man in control, and I was more than up to the part. “Hmmmm… I’m not sure you’re ready. At least not without a proper lesson.”
She giggled and ran her hands up my stomach, feeling her way across my muscled chest. “What lesson?”
“I need to make sure you have proper form or we might end up stranded out here.”
She laughed again and kissed her way up my neck. “I think you’re right. Maybe you should check my form.”
I stood and dove easily into the water before coming up and hanging onto the side of the jet ski. “Slide up to the driver’s seat.”
Luna complied, and I pulled myself up onto the back of the jet ski.
She wore a white bikini that showed plenty of cleavage along with most of her flawless ass cheeks and sleek smooth legs. Fueled by an extreme workout routine, Luna Thorpe had not an ounce of fat anywhere on her body and had curves granted by the goddesses themselves.
I squeezed in behind her and slipped my hands around her waist. “That’s a good start, but you need to hold your chest up higher.”
“Like this?” She pushed out her chest and her tits swayed and jiggled inside her tiny little top.
My legs buckled just staring at them, and I could have spent the rest of the day alone inside with Luna and her world-class tits. I worked my hands up her flat stomach and touched the steep curves of her under-boobs before taking her tits completely in my palms.
I felt her nipples harden beneath my soft touch, and Luna gasped. “Jack Thorpe. What are you doing?” But there was no bite in her admonishment — no slapping of my hands. She liked it.
“I’m making sure your form won’t leave us smashed on a rock.” I kneaded her chest, tweaking her bikini-covered nipples between my fingers.
Luna pushed her hips back to meet my rigid cock. “Is that an extra rudder pressing into my ass?”
“This unit comes fully equipped.” I licked my way up her neck and circled the tip of my tongue around her outer ear.
Luna groaned and reached slightly behind her, running her hands up my inner thighs and inside my swim trunks. “I may have to check under the hood myself.”
I slipped my hand inside Luna’s bikini top and pulled it down to reveal the most perfect nipple I had ever laid eyes on. It was plump, pink, and stiff with an areola perfectly proportioned to the size of her breast. I swirled my thumb over her nipple and watched it stiffen under my touch.
Luna abruptly stood, whirled around on the jet ski, and sank down on my lap. She wrapped her arms loosely around my neck while she dragged her fingers through my hair and kissed me, mouth open and tongue out.
I bucked my hips up, wishing to God my trunks were off while I pulled her second breast free of her top and kneaded her tits in both hands.
Luna came up for air and gazed at me, hot and hungry. “Fuck me, Jack. Right here.”
I slipped my fingers under her bikini bottoms and shifted them over her upper hips when I heard the soft drone of jet skis heading straight for us. “Shit. Someone’s coming.”
Luna tucked her tits back into her top and slid backward, leaning against the front while she stretched her legs over my stiff cock. “I think it’s Avery and Skyler.”
“Talk about bad timing. My balls are ready to burst.”
“Poor baby. Do you want me to ice them?” Luna grinned at me wickedly and massaged my swollen tip between her cute little toes.
“That’s only making it worse.”
The drone grew louder and Luna leaned forward and kissed me. “Mama will take care of you tonight. I promise.”
Fuck me. My cock twitched, and I groaned. “Maybe we can get rid of them.”
“Baby, they’re my friends. I can’t ignore them.”
A few seconds later Skyler and Avery appeared before us.
“Looks like we picked the wrong time to crash the party,” Avery said.
“More like the right time,” Skyler said. “Do you remember that threesome we had back in college?” She looked at me and licked her lips like a predator.
Little miss sweet thing had a kink she needed scratched. “But there’s four of us,” I said.
“I’m not complaining,” Skyler said.
“I’m not quite ready to share,” Luna said.
Avery pulled up beside us and held onto my shoulder to keep her from floating away. “Come on, Luna. The guys are still out golfing. No one has to know.”
“I’m right here,” I said.
“I know you are, baby,” Avery said. “Don’t you know we share everything?”
“You mean like Rick and Lou?” I asked
“Ew, gross,” Avery said. “I haven’t had sex with Lou in three years.”
“I only fuck Rick when I have to,” Skyler said.
Was she serious? I looked at Luna and she smiled at me. “What do you think we spent most of our time doing last year?”
“Holy shit.”
Avery and Skyler laughed.
“God, you are fucking adorable,” Skyler said.
“Seriously, Luna? Don’t be so selfish. I would share with you,” Avery said.
“Keep your bikini bottoms on,” Luna said. “Jack and I are more than just a fling. I love him.”
The girls went quiet before Skyler sighed. “We won’t fuck him, will we?”
“Doesn’t look that way,” Avery said.
I was about to interject but thought better of it. I didn’t want to blow my chances with Luna despite the lure of a hot MILF threesome.
“We’ll see,” she said. “He might not be capable of walking tomorrow morning.”
I felt my jaw drop while Luna slipped her foot inside my swim trunks and massaged my cock with her toes.
“Let’s go, Avery,” Skyler said. “It looks like it’s me and you this afternoon.”
The girls said their goodbyes before they tore off across the lagoon.
“Are they going to have sex right now?”
“Yep,” she said.
“Just like we are.” I grinned.
Luna stood and turned around before sitting down in the driver’s seat. “Keep your pants on, Jack. Let’s go have a drink first.” She turned on the key, throttled the engine, and took off like a pro.
◆◆◆
 
We parked the jet ski and walked hand-in-hand toward the poolside bar. Luna added a translucent wrap around her waist but her big firm tits jiggled and swayed, captivating male and female sunbathers alike.
We stopped outside the restroom. “Our massage is in twenty minutes,” she said. “Can you order me a Pina Colada? I need to use the ladies.” She kissed me on the lips and disappeared into the restroom.
I headed for the bar and ordered the drinks. I opted for an IPA.
A small TV hung in the corner and a familiar face showed up on screen and I froze, staring up at it in shock.
“Can you turn that up, please? Hurry.”
The bartender hit the up volume and the newscaster voice came on.
“…an anonymous tip led the police to Mr. Yang’s house that included evidence that the millionaire financier has been the kingpin in a sex trafficking ring. He’s currently being held in a Los Angeles area jail without bond.”
I grinned and shook my head. “Milo Thomas, you magnificent bastard.”
“Well, well, if it isn’t Casanova himself,” a man’s voice said behind me.
I turned and found Rick and Lou sitting at the bar nursing a couple of Coors.
Lou laughed but didn’t join in on the insult train.
“How’s it going, fellas?” I asked trying to remain above the fray, but it took every ounce of self-control I had not to hurl an insult.
“What’s a skinny little prick like you doing with a sweet piece of ass like Luna Thorpe?” Rick said.
Lou chuckled again, his double chin wobbling like a barnyard rooster.
“When you guys fuck, is Lou always on bottom or do you also like to take in the ass?”
Rick came off his chair, charging for me, and Lou grabbed his arm, stopping him. “Don’t. It’s not worth it.”
Rick pointed his finger at me. “You better watch your fucking mouth, you piss ant punk.”
I yawned in his face, checked my imaginary watch, and turned away.
Lou chuckled again, but this time it was at me insulting Rick.
“Fuck you, Lou,” Rick said.
Luna appeared a moment later, looking like a fucking dime. She touched my shoulder and picked up her Pina Colada before kissing me on the lips. “Thank you, baby.”
I cupped her ass in my hand and made sure Rick got himself a good eyeful. “You’re welcome. I was just chatting with Rick and Lou.”
Luna smiled. “Hi guys. How was your golf game?”
Rick turned away from her, but Lou frowned and shook his head. “It was great until num-nuts here got us kicked off the course.”
“Oh no. What happened?”
“Shut the fuck up, Lou.” Rick stood and stormed off across the pool deck. He was about to get a lot more than he bargained for back in his room.
“He’s such a hot head,” Lou said. “Sorry about him being a prick to you earlier, Jack. He’s got a lot going on.”
I shrugged. “No harm. No foul.”
Luna frowned. “What did Rick say to you?”
“Nothing worth repeating,” I said. “Are you about ready, babe? The massage table awaits.”
◆◆◆
 
Five minutes after we got back to our room, a knock on the door revealed a pair of female Asian masseuses, named Ming and Sue. We let them in and they set up their massage tables on the outdoor deck close to the hot tub.
Luna’s masseuse, Ming, sent her off to the bathroom to undress, and I gave them both a very generous tip along with some special instructions.
Luna reappeared a few minutes later with a towel wrapped around her chest and she frowned at me. “Aren’t you getting changed, baby?”
“Yep. I wanted to make sure you got the deluxe massage. I was just going over a few things with Ming and Sue.”
“Oh? That’s so sweet of you.” Luna lay down face first on the massage table and carefully unwrapped her towel before sliding it down over her ass. Her tits squeezed out from the sides of the table and I felt my cock lurch in my pants.
“Be right back.” I disappeared into the bathroom, stripped, and emerged with a fluffy white towel wrapped around my naked body.
I joined Luna on the deck, laying down face first on the massage table while Ming worked her magic on Luna’s back.
For the next thirty minutes we enjoyed a peaceful massage with a warm breeze whipping in from the lagoon while soothing music played from the built-in sound system. I let myself go, enjoying the relaxing fingers of an expert massage therapist. But when her touch disappeared without warning, I grinned.
Silently, I eased off the massage table and watched Ming massage Luna’s calf muscles. I carefully applied a dab of warm oil to my palms and worked it in before I nodded at Ming and she disappeared from the bungalow without a sound.
I continued to work my fingers into Luna’s calf muscles, and it was as if Ming had never left.
Luna remained face down, blissfully unaware of my magic fingers expertly trained in the gift of relaxation. I rigorously kneaded the muscles in her calves and slid my thumbs down and over the sole of her foot.
Her breathing intensified as I worked my fingers over each of her toes, gently massaging in between before switching feet and applying the same technique.
I gazed up her legs and tried to peak under the towel, but shadows left her luscious lady parts frustratingly cloaked. I worked my fingers over her ankle and up her smooth calf, kneading and massaging as I went.
“That feels amazing,” Luna said, her voice heavy with relaxation.
I grinned wickedly and continued massaging higher up her leg, over her knee, and landed on the soft swell of her inner thigh.
Luna turned her face sideways and I could see that her eyes remained shut while her body gently rocked with my rigorous massage.
My cock tented the white towel wrapped around my waist and was in serious danger of pushing the damn thing completely off. I worked my fingers higher, now halfway up her inner thigh, and dug into her smooth creamy flesh. I was already pushing the bounds of impropriety, and I was so fucking horny that I was ready to give up the charade, anyway.
Luna’s breath came quicker now, and she curled her toes while her side tits bulged tantalizingly and jiggled under my continued effort.
I worked my fingers upward now high on her inner thigh, her pussy only inches away. My cock ached and pulsed, threatening the integrity of my towel, which loosened as my cock searched for a home.
Luna’s eyes flashed open, and she twisted around, believing she would find Ming crossing the massage therapist boundary line. Her tit popped free and her half-hard nipple came into view.
My towel finally lost the battle and dropped, allowing my massive cock to spring free in all its glory.
Luna relaxed when she saw me and grinned before her gaze drifted to my rock-hard dick twitching and wagging over her stretched out legs. “I thought the massage improved.” She pulled aside her towel and her bare ass and ripe pink lips glistened under the sun.
Her ass was bubbly smooth and perfectly proportioned to her womanly curves. She arched her back and pushed her ass higher off the table while she gazed on my cock and licked her lips. “Poor baby. Let mama take care of that for you.”
My balls strained, and I edged on the brink of an orgasm before I had even touched her. It was my fantasy come to life and God help me, but I wouldn’t make it long.
Luna turned over on the massage table, parted her legs, and opened her arms. “Come on, baby. Fuck me.”
I groaned and gazed down on her flat tummy leading to her shaved pink pussy. Her labia glistened with moisture and her tits flattened slightly but held form while her nipples stood half-hard and ready.
Luna ran her hands down her inner thighs and worked her finger over her clit while I climbed onto the massage table. “I’m not on birth control, Jack.”
Fuck. I knelt between her parted legs, my cock throbbing over her pussy. “I don’t think I’ll last more than a few seconds.”
“Come inside me, baby.” She arched her back, forcing her pussy off the massage table while she played with her nipples.
I couldn’t take it any longer. I crawled forward, placing my hands on each side of her shoulders while Luna reached down and touched my cock. “Fuck.” My dick throbbed so hard I had to bite my lip from coming. I breathed in and out slowly while Luna ground her hips and slid my tip up and down her labia.
She gazed up at me. “Look at me, baby.”
If I looked into her eyes, I would come, and I wanted our first time to last. But I couldn’t help myself. I opened my eyes and gazed into hers while Luna slid my tip inside her honey hole.
Her pussy warm, soft and velvety wrapped around my cock like a silken glove. My balls constricted and my orgasm came hard and fast while I gazed into her beautiful hazel eyes and released the biggest load of my life into her fertile womb. I pushed my cock in to the hilt, my dick still spasming while Luna squeezed my ass and wrapped her legs around my waist.
“Keep fucking me, baby.” She moaned and grunted while I hammered into her pussy. “Can you keep going?”
My cock ached for her and hadn’t softened despite prematurely emptying the mother load into her velvety womb. “Yes,” I hissed, barely coherent. I relaxed slightly while my cock continued to spurt cum inside her.
She grunted, and the table squeaked while she pulled me into a deep kiss, our tongues intertwined. “I want your baby growing inside me, Jack. I don’t want to wait another day.”
“Ohhh… fuck.” My cock hardened inside her and I hammered into her, driving my slick cock in and out of her pussy.
Our skin slapped together and Luna’s grunts and moans competed with mine while I drove deeper and deeper with every powerful thrust. My first orgasm hadn’t shut me down, it had cleared my head. I was a fully tuned race car, ready to take the checkered flag.
Luna’s tits floated above her chest, moving in counter-clockwise circles in time with the rhythm of our fucking. She slid her hands up my back and into my hair before she pulled me back into a deep kiss.
Her tongue tasted of honey, and the faint scent of lavender filled my nostrils. The table rocked, creaking and groaning while I plowed into her, driving my manhood as deep as it could go.
She grunted into my mouth while I bucked forward faster and harder.
Luna squeezed her legs tight around my waist, raised her hips high off the table and milked my cock while she let out a long deep moan. I stared into her eyes. They were heavy with lust as she went rigid and her wall muscles spasmed around my pulsing shaft.
She bit her lower lip and gazed at me, eyes pleading. “I’m coming, baby….” She grunted and dug her nails into my ass while she pulled me in deeper.
My second orgasm came hard and fast and I groaned while I painted her insides with a second-round gushing cum inside her womb and overloading her uterus with my seed. I continued pumping while I felt Luna’s wall muscles contract in short spastic bursts.
She gyrated her hips in a circular motion, milking my cock of every drop.
I stayed inside her while we relaxed and recovered our breath. Sweat glistened off our bodies and the massage table sheets were damp with our effort. A breeze kicked in and cooler winds drifted over my backside.
I kissed my way up Luna’s neck, along her jawline, and up to her lips. We stayed that way for a long time without talking, kissing and hugging in post-coital bliss.
She ran her fingers through my hair and smiled up at me. “I guess this makes us officially a lot more than friends.”
I smiled and nodded kissing her again deeply opening my mouth and sucking her tongue inside my mouth. A few seconds later, we broke off the kiss and I ran my fingers through her silky hair, kissing her nose and eyes.
Luna giggled. “Are you always this horny?” She slid her feet down the back of my legs and I felt her pussy flow around my cock, still buried inside her.
“You have been my number one fantasy girl for as long as I can remember,” I said. “I’ve got a lot of making up to do.”
Her eyes widened, and her mouth opened. “Really? I’m old enough to be your mother,” she said.
“That’s one of the many reasons you are so fucking hot.” I felt myself harden and knew round two was fast approaching.
Her eyes got even bigger. “Baby, you’re already hard?” She laughed and pulled me into a kiss. “You can fuck me in the shower, okay?”
I reluctantly pulled out and my raging cock, and watched it bob and weave while a river of cum flowed out of Luna’s sweet pussy. I sat on my knees and we both looked down at the cum pooling on the sheets.
“Wow. That’s a lot of cum,” she said.
“You really want to get pregnant?” I asked.
She nodded. “I’ve wanted another baby for a long time, but I needed to find the right man first.”
I grinned and raised my hand. “I volunteer.”
She threw her legs over the side of the table. “You already have, judging by how much you came inside me.”
“There’s plenty more where that came from.” I grabbed her hand and led her naked through the bungalow toward the bathroom.
Luna followed me, tits swaying while her ass jiggled when she raced ahead.
I started the water running before pressing her into the shower door, cupping her tits in my hands and feeling their weight and solidity. Nothing beat big natural tits, and Luna’s were perfect. I kissed her again while she dug her fingers deep into my ass muscles.
“I’ll be sore tomorrow,” she said. “I haven’t had sex since your father.”
I pulled back and frowned. “Wow. Really? That’s been two years.”
She nodded. “And he and I weren’t exactly burning up the sheets. You’re not the only one who has to make up for lost time.”
We climbed into the shower together and let the water run over our bodies. Luna grabbed the body wash, squirted a glob into her palm, and grabbed my shaft. “Did you like fucking your mommy, baby?”
My cock expanded in her hand and went granite hard. “God, yes.”
She stroked my cock, working the soap over my tip, shaft, and balls. “Do you want to put your baby in mommy’s belly?”
I kneaded her tits with one hand and slid my hand down to her pussy with my other. “I’ll put more than one baby inside that pretty little womb of yours.” I slipped my finger inside her pussy and worked my thumb over her swollen clit.
“Twins?” She continued to stroke my cock, whitewashing it with slippery soap.
I probed her canal and felt my cum ooze from her hole. I licked around her ear and whispered into her ear, “You will be an amazing mom.”
Luna lifted one leg before wrapping it around my waist. “You’ll make a fine daddy. Now, put that fat cock in me, daddy.”
I grabbed hold of her ass, easily lifted her, and pinned her against the shower wall. My cock bounced between her firm thighs, still sudsy with body wash.
Luna wrapped her arms around my shoulders and tightened her legs around my waist.
I drove my hips forward and gliding my tip through her slippery trench before coming to a stop at her entrance.
Luna rocked her hips forward while I thrust, impaling her to the hilt.
Her pussy felt like warm melted butter wrapping my cock in a slippery heaven-sent sheath. I inched forward and groaned, driving deeper before holding still and feeling my cock pulse inside her.
She found my lips and kissed me, entwining her tongue with mine while I rocked forward and backward, fucking her in an even rhythm.
Slapping skin, sloshing water, and our groans and grunts echoed off the shower walls while we fucked harder and faster.
With every penetrating thrust, I watched Luna’s tits slap together in a blur and her eyelids grow heavy with lust.
She bit her lower lip and squeezed my triceps muscles before arching her back and pressing her tits hard against my chest. “Unnnggg… I’m coming all over your dick, daddy.”
Her words ignited the powder keg in my balls and I grunted firing my third load of the day inside her buttery smooth pussy jettisoning milky loads of spunk deep inside my father’s wife. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” I grunted while I pounded her hard against the wall, draining the last drops of cum I could muster.
After I had unloaded all I had to give, I slowly let her down, and we embraced while the shower ran hot over our bodies. After taking an actual shower, we dried off and dressed for dinner.
With no need for modesty, we got dressed together, and I helped Luna pick out the sexiest outfit I could find. Tonight’s dinner was casual as we were meeting Avery, Skyler, Rick, and Lou at what passed for a sports bar in town.
Luna wore a white tank top and a lacy white bra underneath that showed plenty of cleavage and plenty of bra through the many gaps in the loose-fitting top. It hung to her midriff and allowed me easy access. She picked out a pair of tight navy-blue shorts that only enhanced her soft curves, and she wore her hair in a braid with her makeup done to casual elegance. If Luna was a video game character, she would have achieved legendary status. Like her daughter, she was the girl everyone wanted, but nobody got — nobody except me.
I wore a V-neck t-shirt and black shorts along with a pair of sandals.
Luna came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist while she gazed at me in the mirror. “You look very handsome.”
“Thanks. Emi picked out the outfit.”
Luna grinned. “She picked out mine too. She said that it would drive you crazy.”
I grinned back at her in the mirror. “She was right.”
◆◆◆
 
We met everyone in the lobby and we taxied downtown together. Rick and Lou stared at Luna like two love-struck teenagers, which was crazy because Avery and Skyler looked hotter than hell wearing outfits just as skimpy as Luna’s.
In the taxi, Luna curled her hand in mine and hung one leg loosely over my knee, positioning herself so she could see the group.
Rick gazed at her legs intertwined in mine, and I could practically see the envy steaming from his ears.
Luna was happier than I’d ever seen her, bubbly and talkative, while maintaining contact with me at all times.
Inside the restaurant we got a table for six and two buckets of beers. Soccer played on just about every screen in the joint, but the locals were quick to remind me it was called football, not soccer.
Lou and I struck up a casual conversation, and he chatted with me about American football, movies that we both liked, and their daughter Paige, who was in the eighth grade — he even showed me pictures.
Luna sat in my lap as much as she sat in her chair while downing beers and rubbing my back. When she, Avery, and Skyler disappeared to the ladies, Lou turned to me and smiled.
“You are one lucky son of a bitch. Godspeed to you, sir.” He raised his beer, and we clinked bottles.
“Thanks. Yeah. I know I’m lucky. She’s incredible.”
Rick, who had sat sullen and alone for most of the night sipping on his beer, scowled. “I could fuck her too if I looked like you.”
“Shut the fuck up, Rick,” Lou said.
“It’s okay.” I turned to Rick. “You think I was born this way? I had to work my fucking ass to the bone, which meant eating right, a steady workout routine, and staying away from the booze. You could do it too with a little self-control.”
Rick stared down at his bottle and sighed. “Fuck. I’m sorry, Jack. I’ve had a shit year. I lost my job, my wife and kid fucking hate me, and I don’t blame them.”
“Then do something about it,” I said. “I’ll even help you.”
“No shit?” Lou said. “What kind of workout do you do?”
“You ever hear of krav maga?” I asked him.
“That’s some kind of martial arts shit isn’t it?” Rick said.
“It’s the only martial art you’ll ever need to learn. That’s how I earned this body.”
“You a black belt?” Lou asked.
“I am. I’m a trainer too.”
Lou turned to Rick and laughed. “Good thing you didn’t fuck with Jack in that bar. He would’ve put you in the fucking wall.”
Rick grinned sheepishly and then did something I hadn’t seen before. He smiled.
“Where do we sign up?” Lou asked.
“It depends on how serious you are,” I said. “Do you want Avery to rip your clothes off or are you wanting to be more of a weekend warrior? The commitment between both is a lot different.”
“What kind of commitment are we talking about?” Rick asked. His eyes were burning with curiosity and he had forgotten all about his beer.
“I have a full gym at my house in Malibu. If you guys give me two hours a day Monday through Friday and follow the diet I give you, one year from now your wives won’t be able to keep their hands off you.”
“That’s a heavy commitment,” Lou said.
“And no one will ever fuck with you again. That I can promise.”
“I’m in,” Rick said. “How much?”
“If you stick to it, it’s free,” I said. “I won’t lie, it will be hard as hell and you guys will fucking hate me before you love me, but the change in your lives will be the biggest you’ve ever experienced.”
They stared at me, both men in a trance.
“You’ll have to give up golf,” I said. “You won’t have time and I’ll need you on weekends for your belt tests.”
Lou stuck out his meaty paw. “I’ll fucking do it if Rick does.”
“I’m in.” Rick sat back and exhaled, his expression and demeanor completely changed. “I totally misjudged you, Jack. You’re the real fucking deal.”
I shrugged. “If you want a woman who looks like Luna, become the man she would be proud to claim as her own. The same goes for Avery and Skyler. You guys have beautiful wives. If you guys don’t take care of yourselves, they’ll find someone who does.”
Both men stared at me as if I were fucking Bruce Lee or something.
“No wonder Avery wants nothing to do with me,” Lou said.
“I’ve been a real prick to Sky,” Rick said. “That all changes starting today.”
“Woah, boys.” I held up my beer. “We’re on vacation. Let’s enjoy the beers while we’re here. Trust me, you’ll wish you had.”
The three of us clinked glasses and when the women returned to the table, Avery and Skyler stared at us, jaws agape.
Luna came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed my ear before she whispered, “you are a smooth operator, Jack Thorpe.”
We spent the evening laughing and drinking, and it turned out Rick was a funny motherfucker when he let his guard down. By the time we got back to the hotel, Rick and Lou were three sheets to the wind while the girls looked like they were just getting started.
Luna squeezed my hand as we headed down the pier toward our bungalow. “Baby, I invited the girls over for some hot tub time. Do you mind?”
After our encounter on the jet skis, I had a pretty good idea what was coming next. “Rick and Lou looked torched,” I said.
“It would just be the four of us.” I worked the key in the door and opened it wide. “Oh?”
She pinned me against the door and ran her hands inside my t-shirt before tweaking my nipples. “I feel like sharing as long as you’re okay with it. But knowing what I know about you, I didn’t think you’d mind.”
Holy shit. “As long as Rick and Lou stay clueless. I like them.”
She kissed me and slid her hands down to my pants, working free my button and zipper. “They like you too. Everyone likes you, don’t they, baby?”
“As long as you like me, that’s all that matters.” I nibbled on her lower lip and tugged it away from her mouth.
“Give me the first load,” she said. “I’m ovulating.”
My cock hardened in my shorts and Luna reached in and peeled it out. “It looks like someone wants to play.”
I ran my hand up and inside her shirt before unfastening her bra.
It sprang free and her tits barely moved.
She stroked my shaft while I slid my hands inside her open bra and squeezed her big firm tits. We locked lips and our mouths opened while Luna slowly stroked me.
“Do we have time before they get here?” I said breathlessly.
She abruptly let go of my cock and kissed me. “Let’s see how crazy we can drive you in the hot tub first. After all, I don’t want to cheat the girls.” She took my hand and pulled me into the bungalow with my cock swaying in front of me.
We changed into our swimsuits, Luna opting for a nearly translucent black bikini that looked more like lingerie than swim wear.
I started the hot tub bubbling and turned on the lights. It was another cloudless night in the Caribbean. Tonight, was the culmination of seven years of blood, sweat, and toil. I would lean into everything I had learned and give these women a night they would never fucking forget.
Luna appeared on the deck carrying a bottle of vodka and a shot glass. “Are you ready, baby?” She set down the party supplies on a ledge beside the hot tub and took my hand before leading me into the hot steamy water.
I sat down on a seat inside the tub and Luna sat on my lap, kissing me while steam billowed up around us.
We heard the front door open and close, then Avery’s voice. “Are you decent?”
“No,” Luna said. “Come on in.”
Avery and Skyler appeared on the deck, holding hands. They had on what could loosely be described as bikini’s but looked more like floss positioned just right to cover the important parts.
Both women had bodies too hot to ignore. Avery wore her blonde hair in a moppish bun on top of her head and her nipples pierced her then white top while her G-string bottom exposed an ass hard enough to cut diamonds. Her tits were near a handful, but her pussy and ass looked next level hot.
Skyler’s tits were more than a handful, and I had underestimated their size the first time I saw her. They were at least C-cups and gave way to curvy hips and long, muscular legs. Her smooth creamy skin looked vanilla ice cream tasty, and she wore a pink bikini that looked like it would be completely transparent when wet. In fact, all three women wore bikinis that left little to the imagination. Skyler wore her hair up in a ponytail just like Luna’s and her ripe pink lips glistened under the hot tub’s sizzling lights.
“I assume Lou and Rick are passed out?” Luna asked floating to the middle of the hot tub.
“Like buzz saws,” Avery said.
“We’ll see them about noon tomorrow,” Skyler said. She turned to me and smiled almost bashfully. “Hi, Jack.”
“Hi pretty lady,” I said. “Come on in, the water’s perfect.”
Avery and Skyler slipped into the hot tub and each woman kissed Luna before settling into the seats around the tub.
“Okay, Jack,” Luna said. “The ladies and I want to play Truth or Dare.”
It was a good icebreaker, and I was more than up for it. “Who goes first?”
“Since it’s Jack and Luna’s room, Luna should go first,” Avery said. “The rules are simple. You can either accept a truth or a dare, and if you refuse either, then you have to drink.”
“Okay,” Luna said. “Fire away.”
“Luna, truth or dare?” Avery asked.
“Truth,” she said.
“When was the first time you masturbated thinking about Jack?” Avery asked.
That was a brilliant question, and one I would love to hear her answer. Luna turned toward me and smiled. “Two years ago, and almost every night since.”
My jaw dropped. We could’ve been fucking for two years? That was shortly after my father’s death. Despite being only eighteen-years-old, I had been a rock for Luna. All my planning could have been short-circuited if I’d just made a move.
“Okay, Jack,” Skyler said. “You get to go next. Truth or dare?”
“Dare.”
“I dare you to kiss Avery,” Skyler said.
That wasn’t a problem. I floated across the hot tub while the perky blonde smiled at me, flashing her white teeth and ocean blue eyes. I slipped between her legs and kissed her lightly on the lips before backing away.
“Hey! That’s not a proper kiss,” Skyler said.
Avery wrapped her arm around my neck and pulled me into her while she floated forward and hooked her legs around my ankles. Our lips touched and our mouths opened. Our tongues came together, hot and hungry, and her breath curled up my nostrils. She tasted of rum and a lusty Caribbean night. I felt my cock bulge inside my swim trunks.
The kiss went off far longer than required and when Avery backed away, her eyes oozed lust.
“Holy shit,” Skyler said.
Luna leaned back in her seat and grinned.
“I’ve got to get me one of those,” Avery said.
“He’s the deluxe model,” Luna said. “But he only costs a quarter to ride.”
We burst out laughing and Skyler’s turn came up next.
“Truth or —
“Dare,” Skyler said. “Give me a fucking dare.” She stared straight at me.
“Sky, I dare you to walk around the hot tub and hop up and down on one foot,” Avery said.
All of us started laughing, and Skyler turned toward Avery and glared. “Real fucking funny.”
“Skyler, I dare you to kiss Jack,” Luna said, throwing her a bone.
Skyler floated toward me and ran her hands up my chest and down my arms while she pulled me in and opened her mouth. Our tongues flashed and Sky moaned in my mouth while her hands drifted down my stomach and touched my cock through my suit.
“Sky, that wasn’t part of the dare,” Avery said.
I ran my hands down Avery’s back and cupped her creamy ass cheeks in my hand, softly squeezing while our kiss deepened.
Her breath curled over my upper lip and I tasted cherries on her tongue. I could already tell that Skyler Beck would be a handful in bed.
“Okay,” Luna said. “You met the dare.”
Skylar reluctantly broke off the kiss and floated back toward her seat. Her nipples were completely visible through her top, including the outline of her round puffy areolas.
“I’m up,” Avery said. “And dare.”
“I should totally fuck with you,” Sky said.
Avery rolled her eyes. “God, you’re such a baby.”
“I dare you to take off your top,” Skyler said.
Avery reached behind her back and pulled her bikini tie before pulling her top up and over her head. She tossed it aside, and it landed on the deck. “I won’t need that again.” Her tits were firm and perky, her nipples erect. Her areolas were flat and small, but I loved the way they looked. She had a tight fucking body, and I bet she would ride me like the best little cowgirl there was.
“Luna, truth or dare,” I asked her.
“Dare,” she said.
“I dare you to take off your top and make out with Skyler.”
Luna tore away her bikini top, revealing the best breasts in the Caribbean before floating over to Skyler.
Skyler also removed her top and her big tits broke free, her nipples already pencil-eraser hard.
Luna and Sky met in the middle of the pool and made out while their glistening wet tits rubbed all over each other.
Sky moaned, and their tongues flashed. Luna took one of her tits in her hand while Sky pulled down her own bikini bottoms and tossed them aside.
Shit was escalating fast and when Avery chucked her bikini bottoms, she floated toward me, her eyes stalking me like a predator. She wrapped her legs around me first before pulling me into her with her mouth already open when our lips met. Our tongues wrestled in glorious rapture while she downed my swim trunks using her fucking toes.
My cock sprang free and Avery’s hand wrapped around it, stroking and pulling while she pushed me back onto the hot tub bench. “God, you made me so fucking wet at dinner tonight.”
I cupped her ass cheeks and felt her muscles engage. I only hoped she wouldn’t rip my dick off with her pussy.
Avery latched onto my shaft like a fucking joystick and dredged my tip back and forth across her labia while she opened her mouth and moaned.
I tweaked her nipples in my fingers and squeezed her tits while gently bucking my hips. I felt my tip catch on her hole and Avery sank down, groaning while she took half of my cock inside her.
“God, you have a fucking big dick.” She closed her eyes, and her jaw fell open while she wriggled her way down my shaft.
Her pussy was every bit as tight as I imagined, but she was fit and wouldn’t have any problem with my cock once I stretched her out. I kissed my way down her neck and pushed her hips down, forcing her deeper onto my cock.
“You are gonna wreck my pussy,” she said. “I fucking love it.” She sank lower and gasped as I felt myself bottom out deep inside the beautiful Mrs. Parrish.
Skyler appeared on my right and Luna on my left, each of them kissing my neck, ears, and face.
Skyler licked inside my ear and whispered, “I want all your cum inside me.” Her slippery tits smashed against my arm and chest while her hand slid down my abs before she wrapped her finger around the base of my cock.
“Jesus, Sky, wait your fucking turn,” Avery groaned as she stared grinding my cock setting the hot tub water sloshing.
Luna giggled and floated backward, watching Avery fuck me while her hands went to her pussy.
I squeezed Avery’s ass cheeks and drove my cock harder and deeper inside her, forcing a short stiff grunt from her every time I bottomed out.
She moaned and her tits jiggled while she moved her hips better than any of the strippers I’d seen in Vegas.
Skyler pulled my face around to hers and kissed me long and deep while running her fingers through my hair. She nearly pushed Avery aside while she rubbed her slippery tits all over my face and chest.
I latched onto Skyler’s nipple and sucked while I continued to pump Avery, feeling her pussy flex and contract with every powerful thrust.
“Oh… oh… oh.” Avery screamed out and arched her back while I ran my hands along her spectacular curves and kept up my constant pounding. Her nipples towered over her chest and her eyes rolled back while her orgasm seemed to consume her.
I continued pumping but had plenty of juice in the tank thanks to my hat trick earlier in the day with Luna.
After Avery went still, she pulled off my cock and smiled rapturously while she floated back toward Luna. “That’s a man. You are fucking lucky, girlfriend.”
Skyler didn’t waste any time and mounted me where Avery had sat only a moment ago. “Where do I put the quarter?” She giggled and wrapped her legs around my waist before grabbing my cock and dragging it through her smooth creamy folds. Her glistening tits bounced and jiggled while her nipples raked my chest.
I cupped her creamy MILF ass and kneaded it between my fingers. I could get used to fucking Skyler Beck. Maybe I’d have Rick bring her over and I could fuck her while he worked out. I might even put another kid inside her. I felt my tip press into her entrance, meet slight resistance, and then sink all the way down, my cock melting inside her like warm apple pie.
“Oh, baby, you are a big boy.” She grunted and ground her hips forward, pulling my cock deeper inside her pussy.
I brought my hands up to her tits and squeezed them together while I rolled by thumbs over her nipples.
She started fucking me slow and steady while the surrounding water sloshed and we started a miniature tsunami rolling across the hot tub.
Luna floated in behind Skyler and slid her hands up and over Skyler’s big tits while the ginger MILF started bouncing on my cock like an out-of-control pogo stick. “That’s it, baby. I knew you would be a good fuck.”
I watched Skyler’s stomach roll, her abdominal muscles ripple while her pussy practically vacuumed packed my cock. Her walls felt like hot marmalade sliding over my shaft, and she did something with her muscles that squeezed my tip every time I went deep. If I wasn’t careful, I would blow my load inside Skyler before I had time for my sweet senorita.
Sky leaned backward into Luna and the two women kissed deeply while I fucked Skyler harder and faster. She moaned in Luna’s mouth and closed her eyes while a wave of lust seemed to roll over her. “God damn, I’m coming… God, I’m coming so hard… so fast.”
Her wall muscles did some crazy spastic rolling waves over my cock and I had to clench my teeth to stop myself from popping a cap. It didn’t help that I watched Skyler’s tits roll in circles on her chest while Luna continued to lick around her lips and tongue.
A few seconds later Skyler went slack and slid backward off my cock and into the hot tub. “Luna, sweetie. I’m going to need some more time with your man.”
I reached underwater and found Luna’s foot. I gently pulled her to me while Avery and Skyler came up behind her and propped up her shoulders.
Luna opened her legs, and I eased my way between them while the girls supported the weight of her body on top of the water.
I pressed my cock into the folds of her pussy while Luna gingerly wrapped her legs around my legs.
Her upper body floated above the surface and I grabbed her hips to bring her pussy up as well. I wanted to watch my cock slide in and out of my hot little step mommy.
Luna gazed up at me, her hazel eyes sparkling, and I sank my cock into her depths and held still so as not to blow my load early again. Like warm buttery velvet, her pussy absolutely wrecked my ability to last. The pleasure I felt inside her was the finest feeling I had ever experienced and probably ever would. I was already and could cum at any second. The only thing standing between me and oblivion was a pure strength of will.
Luna flexed her pussy and squeezed her legs, pushing my cock in to maximum depth. “I feel it all now, baby.”
I worked my hips in a clockwise motion, plumbing her hole while Luna leaned into Skyler and Avery, who worked over her tits and stroked her hair.
“Fuck me, Jack,” she said, her voice throaty and full.
I drove forward and backward, watching my cock slide in and out of her perfect pussy, fighting the urge to cum with every stroke. “Luna, I’m struggling here.”
“Just a little longer, baby.” She pulled me tighter, and we fucked harder while Luna let out long moans and quick grunts.
I pounded her harder and harder sloshing water over the hot tub wall and digging my fingers into the meat of her ass. “Not gonna make it.” I groaned.
“One more second, baby.” Luna pulled herself up my body showcasing an incredible feat of strength. She grabbed hold of my shoulders and I held her above the waterline and she bounced up and down on my shaft like a banshee.
She kissed me hard, opening her mouth to mine while her slippery tits rolled over my chest like a gift from heaven. “I’m coming baby.” She dug her heels into my ass and her pussy spasmed wildly.
My groan turned into an outright scream while a volcanic eruption started in my balls and blasted up through my shaft sending fiery virile spikes of hot cum deep inside my Latina MILF’s fertile womb.
She cried out and dug her fingers into my shoulders while she whispered over and over, “I love you. I love you.”
I couldn’t stop coming, shooting what felt like a gallon of cum inside my bronze goddess. I unloaded seven years of pent up sexual repression. My head buzzed and my legs went weak and I wasn’t completely sure I would remain conscious.
When the cum stopped flowing my orgasmic muscles continued to flex like I had post coital PTSD or something. I sank back onto the hot tub bench, still impaled inside my sweet Luna.
She sat on my lap and leaned forward, kissing me softly on the lips.
I gazed over her shoulder and caught sight of Skyler and Avery staring at us slack-jawed.
I felt Luna’s lips on my chest, neck, cheeks, and even my eyes. She brushed her fingers through my hair and I felt her pussy continue to flex on my cock like an earthquake’s aftershocks.
Avery and Skyler floated up beside us, and Skyler started clapping. Avery joined her with high-pitched whistles and shouts of encore.
After Avery and Skyler went to their bungalows, Luna and I coiled up naked in bed. We drifted off to sleep, but it turned out mother and daughter were alike in more ways than one. I woke in the middle of night to find Luna riding me cowgirl style. We fucked again in the morning, twice. Once in bed and once on the deck drinking coffee. We fucked all over the resort and I lost track of how many times we did it, but we didn’t get much else accomplished except soothing our fiery libidos.
We left the resort two days later, happy and replenished, my life complete. I vowed to make Luna happy until the day we passed, and she did the same.
◆◆◆
 
After landing at home, I arranged with Lou and Rick to start their training sessions the following week.
“Feel free to bring Avery and Sky with you,” I said. “They can get to know all the girls.”
“What girls?” Lou asked.
I panted him on the shoulder. “You’ll see.”
Skyler took me aside and whispered that I owed her a cream pie. I told her to get off the pill and come find me. She readily agreed.
Luna and I held hands the entire trip home, including our grand entrance inside the front door. The second we walked in the girls were all over us.
Emi threw her arms around my shoulders, and I spun her around in a tight circle, burying her face in kisses.
“You did it,” she said. “We knew you would.”
Amanda, Pam, and Kim pulled Luna into a hug and it suddenly felt like one big family.
Emi squeezed my hand and gazed up at me. “Jack, I’m going off the pill.”
“You’re sure?” I turned to face her. The news didn’t come as a surprise. She was a natural-born mother, just like her mother.
The five of us settled into a routine of mixing and matching beds and lovers in a never-ending orgy that surpassed my wildest dreams.
It turned out I got Luna pregnant on our trip - with twins — a boy and girl.
Emi had our baby within a week of her mother. It was a girl.
Kim was nearly a month ahead of the rest of them and gave birth to our son first.
Pam was pregnant by Christmas, and we’re still waiting to find out the gender. In the meantime, I booked us a trip to Paris, Greece, and Rome. But don’t tell her, it’s a surprise.
As for Amanda, she wasn’t in any hurry. She and I enjoyed hitting the clubs together and tearing down the PCH on my bike. Neither of which were conducive to motherhood. But that was fine by me because she was every bit as ravenous in bed as she was that very first time.
Even Lou and Rick had kept their word. They had trained like fiends and it showed.  Both men had reported increased sexual activity with their wives, which strangely coincided with visits to our house.
I had fucked Skyler at least twenty times since the Caribbean and when she announced her pregnancy, odds were very high it was mine.
The girls never found out about my master plan. Maybe one day I would tell them, but in the end, it didn’t matter. I had taken the time to get to know each and every one of them - what they liked and didn’t like. Their fears and worries and what made them laugh and cry. That didn’t make me a creep, that made me a good boyfriend. One day in the far distant future when we were all old and gray, I might them. But until then, I’ve got a MILF harem to keep happy.
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When the girl next door grows up to become the woman of your dreams...
Ever since his divorce, out-of-practice bachelor, Steve Parker, has failed miserably at the dating game. After another dating catastrophe, Steve spends the evening with his best friend only to discover that his best friend’s daughter and the object of his deepest fantasy is home in search of a summer internship.


The smoking hot and utterly flawless Brooke Shaw turns up the heat on Steve’s sex drive when he helps her land the perfect job. But with over a twenty-year age gap between them, Brooke is not only out of Steve’s league, she’s socially untouchable for a man primed to lose everything.
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When epic adventure meets a young man's desire...
Jack doesn’t know who he is or where he came from. He has no memories of his life before he arrived on Lilly Matsen’s farm. But ever since then, one driving obsession has guided his every move - he means to claim Lilly, the young hot virgin widow, for himself.

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

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

Fertile Fantasy is the fifth of an ongoing series that follows Jack from a down on his luck farm boy to the one true Harem Master foretold by Prophecy herself. Contains themes of harem building, cuckold, pregnancy, and plenty of unprotected explicit sex acts!
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Every harem begins with a single spell...
Jack Parker is surrounded by a bevy of beautiful MILFs he can’t touch. But on his eighteenth birthday he gets the surprise of a lifetime in the form of a mysterious package from a grandfather he never knew.

Now, Jack has the power of a wizard at his fingertips and with it the power to seduce the women of his dreams.

Between four curvy MILFs and his best friends older sister, Jack must decide who will become his first love toy.

But when Jack meets another wizard with power equal to his, he must claim his MILF harem for himself before he loses everything.

The MILF Whisperer contains the complete five-box set including MILF Next Door, Summer Bride, Auntie’s Visit, Teacher Knows Best, and Mother Quest. Follow Jack from a lonely and horny loser to the ultimate harem wizard. Touches on themes of harem building, mind control, pregnancy, cuckold, and MF, MFF, MFFF scenes. Over 18 only!
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What happened to the boy who got everything?
Bio-tech genius Jack Hamilton is on the brink of a world-changing discovery. But when Jack's best friend contaminates his years-long experiment, Jack believes it's back to the drawing board. 

When curvy MILF Brooke gets a whiff of Jack's failed experiment, she undergoes an accidental DNA transformation that turns her into Jack's permanent plaything. Now, Brooke has babies on the mind and begs Jack to deliver in the bedroom, bathroom, and ever room in between!

But the fun doesn't end there in this full, five-book box set. Between a naughty nurse, the captain of the college cheer squad, Jack's old biology teacher, and his best friend's big sister, Jack has the makings of a full working harem!

CODE NAME: HAREM is the FULL FIVE BOOK BOX SET  that follows jack from geeky loser to the ultimate harem boss. Contains CODE NAME: MILF, CHEER, HOT NURSE, TEACHERS PET, and PROM QUEEN.

Touches on themes of harem building, alpha male dominance, mind control, pregnancy, and plenty of MF, MFF, MFFF scenes. 18+ Only!
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