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“Why are you people even considering replacing her?” I sat back and glared at the stuffed suits surrounding the polished mahogany table inside the all-glass conference room.

Four women and two men held seats on the Sky Fitness Wear board of directors. To a person, they sat in their plush, leather chairs staring at their laptops, stone-faced, not daring to confront me. The longer they went without responding, the more pissed off I grew. I was about to say something when Roger Hartwell, the president of the board, finally came forward to answer me.

He leaned forward with both elbows on the table his expression conciliatory. “Dan, we understand how much you care for Brooke. Our decision has nothing to do with her level of competence. It’s simply a matter of experience. Or rather, the lack of life experience she requires to take Sky to the next level. She hasn’t been through the wars that define top executives.” As he spoke, his double-chin wobbled like a bowl of warm gelatin. Then there was the blinding light shining off his thinning scalp that distracted me.

Why had Reggie insisted on keeping the old dinosaur on the board of directors? He was an obese, sixty-two-year-old man representing the interests of an athletic apparel line targeting young professional women. He was the extreme opposite of my former company’s target demographic.

“She’s so inexperienced that your profits rose twenty percent, your costs came down ten percent, and you have record high employee retention. Brooke Raven should be the face of this company. She knows this place better than anyone and that includes her dad or even me back when I ran this place.”

“We’re not saying there isn’t a place for her,” Roger said. “The company is experiencing exponential growth. Thus, the board feels a veteran hand is necessary to captain the ship around rocky shores.”

His cliched answer sounded straight out of a corporate press release — say something and nothing at the same time. That response coming from Roger didn’t surprise me. But I wanted to hear from the other board members. Specifically, the women.

I turned my glare on the silent majority who sat on their hands. “Are there any dissenting opinions?” I leveled my gaze at Fatima Zahra, who was the youngest woman on the board. If there was anyone who might have Brooke’s back, it was her.

Fatima shifted nervously in her seat and averted her gaze. “Brooke’s great,” she said. “Someday she will run this company. Right now, I think she’s better off learning from someone who’s been a CEO before. That’s especially true when negotiating with suppliers. When our current contracts expire, I’m afraid her lack of experience might eventually add to our costs.”

“What makes you believe she wouldn’t be every bit as tenacious as Reggie? Her father was the CEO until the day he died.” I scanned the faces in the room. “She learned from Reggie Raven, who was the best of the best.”

“Dan, I understand your fondness for Brooke and for her wellbeing,” Roger said. “We all love Brooke and I miss Reggie as much as you, but this is business.”

“Which is why your decision is so puzzling,” I said. “Here you have a terrific, talented, eager executive who is passionate about the company who holds degrees from the best universities and comes in everyday with one purpose in mind — to make Sky Apparel the best it can be. Have you seen our brand Q-scores? They’ve gone up ten points in the last year.”

Roger leaned forward with some heat behind his eyes. “I’m not arguing —”

“The world is changing,” I said, cutting him off. “We live in a diverse, digitally connected, multi-cultural world. Brooke understands that. Have you asked her about her vision? I have. She’s thinking global with ideas to penetrate new markets Reggie and I never dreamed of.”

As much as I wanted to berate Roger, Fatima, and the rest of the stooges on the board of directors, I needed their vote. Putting them on the defensive would lead to Brooke’s downfall. I let out a held breath. “I appreciate your position.” Then I turned to the other stuffed suits. “Thanks to each of you for the kind words following Reggie’s death last year. His daughters and I appreciate your willingness to let Brooke lead for the past year. Our conversation back then was that if Brooke proved herself, the job was hers. She took that to heart, and I believe she’s accomplished that.”

The room fell silent while the whir of the air conditioner kicked on through an overhead vent. “My vote is for Brooke, and since I still have some skin in this company, that should count for something.” I slowly scanned the faces who stared back at me wearing unreadable expressions. “Please… give her the shot she has earned.” I sat back in my chair and stared at the glossy tabletop before me.

It was a long few seconds before Roger spoke. “Dan, if you wouldn’t mind leaving the room, we can discuss and call you back in after the vote.”

“Sure.” I stood and ran my fingers through my shaggy brown hair, before I came around the table and left the conference room.

I stepped out into the foyer, and Brooke’s head popped out of her office. Her big green eyes pooled with nervous energy. “What did they say?”

Even when she was a bundle of nerves, the twenty-five-year-old chief executive was even more stunningly beautiful than the last time I saw her at Reggie’s funeral. With rich, strawberry-blonde hair that flowed over her shoulders, it was easy to discount Brooke Raven as just another pretty face. But I knew Brooke. She was way more than that.

I crossed the lobby and stole a glance back over my shoulder. “It went well,” I said, lying through my teeth.

Brooke rolled her eyes. “You suck at lying. Come in here and tell me everything.”

I stepped into Brooke’s modest office as she shut the door behind us.

“They’re voting right now,” I said.

A potted plant sat on the corner of her tidy oak desk. A laptop sat in the center, surrounded by two monitors. Warm lamplight lit the room, and the one window in her office overlooked downtown Atlanta below. Even after her father’s death, Brooke kept her old office, saying that she had to earn the right to sit in Reggie Raven’s seat.

Brooke sat in one of the two chairs fronting her desk while I took the other.

She swiveled the chair around to face me with her bare feet showing. “I saw you getting very animated in there. What happened?”

Like her little sisters, Brooke had an endearing southern accent that made me swoon every time I heard her speak. I stole a glance at her shapely legs sprouting from beneath the hemline of her business skirt. My stomach dipped with butterflies as guilt washed over me. As her godfather, I shouldn’t find her sexually attractive, but my eyes, body, and brain had a different agenda. “I was selling you,” I said. “No one can do this job better than you.”

At some point, she had kicked off her high-heel shoes. I noticed them peeking out from under her desk. That explained the bare feet. She tucked one of her shapely legs beneath her and frowned slightly.

“You’re sweet,” she said. “And you’re also very biased. They think I’m too young, don’t they?”

She wore a white silk blouse that offset her hip-hugging navy blue skirt. She frowned at me with her arms folded over her chest, forcing her ample breasts together where they formed a deep, mouthwatering crease that hugged the curve of her ample chest.

What was I thinking, looking at Brooke that way? I needed to throw a lifeline to my mind and pull it out of the gutter. “They don’t know this business like you do,” I said.

Brooke shifted in her seat, causing the crease to come loose. She leaned forward and sighed, resting her elbows on her knees. When she looked up at me, my insides turned to mush. “You’re lucky that you didn’t have to put up with this bullshit back when were the CEO.”

I laughed. “The amount of bullshit I endured led me to selling most of my shares to your father and retreating to the Bahamas for an early retirement.”

“You know what I mean,” Brooke said, then she let out a sigh. “I’m a young woman living in a man’s world.”

“Let’s see what they say. Maybe my pep talk changed a few minds.”

“You’re coming over tonight, right?”

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll stop by the hotel to change, and —”

“Hotel?” Brooke’s eyes widened in surprise. “You are not staying in a hotel. We’ve made up the guest room for you.”

“You don’t need to do that,” I said.

“Lillie and Elle will kill me if you stay in a hotel. Besides, with daddy gone, it’s just the three of us all alone in that big house. It will feel good to have a man around, even if it’s only for a few days.”

“I don’t want to impose,” I said.

“Dan, you are family,” she said. “I would be crushed if you stayed in a hotel.”

“Fine,” I said. Staying at Reggie’s old house would be much better than a hotel, but it wouldn’t help diminish the urges I was feeling for Brooke. “By the way, how’s Peter doing?”

Peter was Brooke’s boyfriend, who I mentored during my time with the company. He was now the VP of marketing and had dated Brooke for a little over two years.

She sighed. “Fine, I guess. He keeps hinting around about an engagement.”

“You don’t sound excited,” I said. “I thought you liked Peter.”

“I like him just fine, but right now, my focus needs to be on Sky.”

My phone buzzed, and I pulled it out of my pocket. “They’re ready.”

She folded her arms over her chest and nodded nervously. “I’ll be right here when you’re done.”

When I entered the conference room, all eyes turned to me and this time I saw smiling faces.

Relief washed through me, and I hovered at the end of the table, grinning with them. “Judging by those faces, it looks you all had a change of heart.”

Roger grinned. “We did. You were very persuasive.”

“Great.” I clapped my hands. “I’ll bring Brooke in, and we can tell her.”

“Dan, wait a second on that,” Roger said, causing me to stop in my tracks.

I turned to face him, raising an eyebrow. “Why do I feel like I’m about to hear a yes, but?”

Roger’s smile faded. “We’re not asking much,” he said. “Brooke stays on as CEO as long as you agree to come back and ride shotgun with her for one year, advising her as needed. That’s especially true during vendor negotiations, including the upcoming trip to Italy.”

I knew something like this would happen. I sighed. “If I don’t come out of retirement, you’ll vote to replace her?”

Roger’s smile returned. “You’re only forty-two. That’s way too young to retire, anyway. But, yes. If you don’t agree, we’ll hire someone else, and Brooke will learn the ropes from him or her. So, what’s it going to be?”
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By the time we reached the Raven’s estate on the outskirts of town, the sun was fading over the horizon, and I had ditched the suit for my favorite pair of jeans.

I stood in Reggie’s old kitchen, which was an airy indoor-outdoor space. An entire wall could open and close depending on the weather, making it feel like the outdoor patio, pool, hot tub, and bar extended into the house. Reggie had outdone himself when he built the place. It was too bad he didn’t live long enough to enjoy it.

With both parents deceased, the Raven sisters lived in the big house alone, which never sat well with me. Not that the trio of twenty- something females needed any help. They were each more than capable of looking out for themselves. My worry was for their safety, and for that reason, I had strongly considered moving back to Atlanta following Reggie’s untimely death. A big part of me was relieved that I was actually here and could watch over them the way Reggie would have wanted.

As Brooke brought her sisters up to speed on the board of director’s decision, I uncorked two bottles of wine, one white and one red, before pouring glasses for the lovely ladies huddled around me.

Lillie turned a wide grin on me. “That means you’re moving back to Atlanta?” Like Brooke and Elle, Lillie had a melodic southern drawl so sweet I could almost taste it.

At twenty, Lillie Raven was the youngest of the three sisters and the only one left in college. She had golden blonde hair, blue eyes, and a personality that continually drew others to her orbit. She had also left a trail of broken hearts in her path, quickly dispensing with boys whenever they bored her or turned possessive.

With a body to match her personality, it was easy to see why every boy wanted to be with her and every girl wanted to be her friend. Today she wore a pair of tight gray shorts that clung to her tight ass like a fresh coat of paint. Then there were her breasts, practically bursting from a Sky brand sports bra.

“I’ll probably rent a place close to the office downtown,” I said. “Then I can just walk to work.”

“Daniel Pierce, you are not renting an apartment,” Elle said, still wearing her nursing scrubs after her day shift at the hospital.

Elle was only a couple of years older than Lillie and a month out of college. Like Brooke and Lillie, she had inherited the fair-haired genes sporting, lush, shiny golden blonde hair and sky-blue eyes. Where Lillie was petite and Brooke was of average height, Elle was statuesque. Her hour-glass figure looked straight out of the pages of a Maxim shoot, and whenever she pranced around the house in a bikini, I averted my gaze for fear she could read my lecherous thoughts.

Brooke leaned against the kitchen counter and sipped on the glass of white wine I handed her. “Agreed. You are living here with us. This is your home, too, and that’s the end of the discussion.”

“I don’t want to get in the way,” I said. “You’re all young and single. I don’t want to cramp your style.”

“This place gets creepy at night,” Lillie said. “I’ll sleep better with you here.”

“Same,” Elle said. “Besides, now I can cook for someone.”

“You cook for Mark,” Brooke said.

Elle was already engaged to a twenty-nine-year-old surgical resident she met while she was still in school. It irked me that a man turning thirty was preying on college girls, but I understood the appeal. Elle wouldn’t last long on the open market, especially since she had always dreamed of a fairy tale wedding.

“Mark is always working,” Elle said. “Plus, Danny loves my cooking.” Her blue eyes lit up as they settled on me.

My stomach fluttered and, without thinking, my gaze flashed to the subtle cleavage sprouting from Elle’s scrubs. I quickly averted my gaze as a wave of fresh guilt swelled inside me. “I’ll never turn down one of your home-cooked meals. It’s not every day a genuine southern belle offers to cook for me.”

“You’re such a kiss ass,” Lillie said, laughing. “But I won’t turn down a home cooked meal either. We haven’t had one of those in….” She frowned and gazed upward as if searching through her memories. “Since before daddy died.”

“We’ve all been disconnected for way too long,” Brooke said as she stared into the bottom of her wineglass. “Since daddy passed, we’ve all been adrift.”

The room fell silent as Elle and Lillie nodded, their eyes glassy, as if lost in thought.

“Then it’s time to reconnect,” I said. “Let’s make Sunday night, family night. We’ll have a home-cooked meal courtesy of Eloise, and I’ll dazzle you all with my homemade ice cream.”

A huge smile split Elle’s face. “I love that idea.”

“Me too,” Brooke said. “We can watch a movie together afterward.”

“Even better,” I said.

Then Lillie slipped off the kitchen stool, came around the big island and surprised me by wrapping her arms around my waist and drawing me into a tight hug. “I’m glad you’re here, Danny.” She squeezed me tight and lovingly rested her head against my chest.

The warm scent of honey and vanilla washed over me, leaving my mind foggy with lust. My cock reacted, stiffening in my shorts as I held out my arms, unsure of what to do. When she crept in closer, I wrapped my arms loosely around her shoulders and gave her a fatherly hug while my thoughts filled with visions of pumping Lillie’s tight little pussy doggy style as she grinned at me from over her shoulder.

My gaze followed the rolling contours of her exposed lower back and the shape of her perfect ass where it fit snuggly inside her shorts. My cock expanded inside my jeans, and my pulse quickened.

What was I doing thinking of Lillie that way? I taught her how to swim and ride a bike. Now I was sexually attracted to her? But a big part of me believed Lillie knew exactly what she was doing, and she liked it. I pushed away my carnal thoughts, channeling more innocent memories from the distant past like the time I helped her sell Girl Scout cookies door to door.

“I’m happy to be here, angel.” It was a pet name I had called Lillie since she learned how to walk, and I felt her relax into my arms as she let out a little sigh.

“I feel safe for the first time in a long time,” she said with that sweet accent that turned my cock to concrete.

“You’re smothering the man,” Brooke said.

“Shut up. He feels good.” Lillie snuggled in tighter, pressing her tummy against my thickening rod.

“Let her,” Elle said from under her breath, gently admonishing Brooke. “We could all use a few more hugs around here.”

At that, I tightened my grip around Lillie’s shoulders and squeezed her into me while my cock throbbed against her. I was sure she felt it, but there was nothing I could do. She was simply too attractive for me to reign in my active imagination.

Finally, she backed off and gazed up at me through her simmering blue eyes. “That was a really good hug.” Her mischievous grin slightly unsettled me, but I wasn’t surprised. She had always been a demon child. But when her gaze flickered down to my cock and back up again, my stomach dropped.

She had definitely felt me get hard against her. Fuck. I felt as if all three girls were eyeing my manhood as it bulged in my jeans. But a quick glance downward, told me that my cock was well contained. How could I spend a year around these three knockouts without taking cold showers every night? Right now, I needed to retreat from the sexual tension simmering between Lillie and me.

“Thanks,” I said. “How would you ladies feel about me taking you all out for dinner?”

“That sounds amazing,” Brooke said.

“Shotgun,” Lillie said before Brooke rolled her eyes.

“Do you mind if I shower first?” Elle asked. “I’d like to get the smell of the hospital off me.”

“I think I’ll shower as well,” I said. “It was a long day of travel.”

“You two could save the hot water and shower together,” Lillie said before letting out a sinister giggle.

“Lillie Rose, that’s not funny,” Elle said, trying to act affronted. But when Brooke laughed, Elle grinned before Lillie pranced out of the kitchen. “Come get me in the media room when you’re ready to go.”

Despite my inner angel telling me not to, I turned my gaze on Lillie’s firm ass as she left the kitchen with her golden hair swaying behind her. The crease of her shorts rode up her ass crack while the stretchy material perfectly conformed to her exquisitely sculpted cheeks. If there was a finer ass on the planet, I would have liked to see it.

That cold shower couldn’t come soon enough. I turned my attention back to Brooke and Elle. “Let’s leave in a half hour?”

“Perfect,” Elle said before she crossed the kitchen and kissed me softly on the cheek. “It’s good to have you home, Danny.” She smiled warmly before turning and leaving the kitchen.

“I’ll be back in a flash,” I said to Brooke.

“Before you go….” Her gaze lingered on me for a few seconds. “Thanks for your help today. It means a lot.”

“You earned it,” I said. “It will be an honor watching you run the show for the next year.”

She smiled at me affectionately and drained the last of her wine. “That hug you gave Lillie looked pretty good. Got another one in there for me?”

My head spiked with a wave of dizzy energy, and a wash of adrenaline flushed through my legs. “I won’t even charge you,” I said, trying to hide my arousal.

Brooke came around the island and stepped in close before she wrapped her arms around my chest and pressed her body flat against mine.

Her warmth washed over me, and the airy scent of jasmine filled my nostrils. I didn’t hesitate, wrapping her tightly in my arms as I squeezed her affectionately. “I missed you, kid.”

“God, I missed you so much.” Brooke ran her palms up my back and back down again as she nuzzled in tight against me.

The swell of her full breasts pressed against my chest, and my cock caught a second wave and, once again, twitched in my jeans. I lowered my head and buried my nose in the thick of her hair, breathing her in as I returned her intimate hug. I slid my hands up her back until my fingers tripped over the bra strap beneath her silk top.

“I could get used to daily hugs,” she whispered and made no move to break our embrace. Instead, she spread her fingers out over my shoulders and lightly massaged my stiff muscles.

My cock blatantly throbbed against her, and I didn’t care if she felt it. I ran my hands lower until I rested my palms on the upper swell of her firm ass. She didn’t make a move away from me. In fact, she pushed closer, softly moaning as her breathing turned faster.

We stood together, intimately hugging, swaying together as Brooke ran her hands up and down my back.

“I agree with Lillie. I feel safe with you in the house,” she whispered. “Elle and Lillie look to me for guidance and support, but I’m as scared and clueless about the future as they are. Work is one thing but living without the core of our family has been a hard role for me to take on.”

“I’m here for you,” I said. “I’m not going anywhere.”

She finally broke the hug and stepped back, gazing up at me with her green eyes brimming with tears. “Promise?”

I leaned in and kissed her gently on her forehead, then let out a long sigh. “I promise.”
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The next day found me doing something I vowed to never do again — work. Brooke insisted I use Reggie’s office even though she was the official CEO. For the past three hours, I sat at Reggie’s ridiculously oversized desk, staring bleary-eyed at a computer screen going over contracts, spreadsheets, and product reports.

A little after noon, my office door opened and Brooke appeared in the doorway, appearing as fresh and radiant as she had during our morning commute together.

“Lunch?” she asked me, standing across the room with her hand on the doorknob.

I let out a sigh and leaned back in the big leather chair. “I don’t see how you do this all day. You should just retire to the Bahamas with me.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow and stepped into my office, shutting the door behind her. “That sounds tempting.” She grinned as she crossed the room to my desk. “What are you looking at?”

“I’m prepping for the contract negotiations next week,” I said. “I pulled up some reports and background data to give me some context and my head is already throbbing.”

She stopped in front of my desk and frowned. “Let me see.”

I swiveled my laptop around and Brooke leaned forward, tucking a lock of her long strawberry blonde hair behind her ear as she did so. The view she gave me stole my breath.

Brooke wore a light blue blouse with the top two buttons open. As she bent over, she offered me an unobstructed view down the front of her shirt, showcasing a billowing mound of creamy white cleavage. She took the mouse and brought up a spreadsheet.

I wanted to avert my gaze, and I should have averted my gaze, but I couldn’t do it. She was unbelievably beautiful, and my jaw hung open as I leered at her awkwardly.

Her tits were smooth and firm, tucked into a lacy bra showing enough cleavage to cause an interstate pileup. I struggled to find a single imperfection, and my headache quickly vanished.

My mouth turned to cotton, and my cock shifted in my pants. My head spun with a haze of delirious lust I hadn’t felt in years. I had been with my fair share of gorgeous women over the years, but something about the taboo of Reggie’s oldest daughter left me spinning out of control.

She said something, but my mind didn’t register the words. All I wanted was to bury my face between those two beautiful mounds and build an arsenal of carnal knowledge.

“Danny?” Brooke turned her gaze on me and frowned as she completely busted me staring down her top. “Like the view?” Her frown turned into a smirk, and I felt the blood rush to my cheeks.

I quickly averted my gaze and hopped up from the desk while my head pulsed with an adrenaline wash. “Sorry… I… uhh….” I let out a breath and laughed. “You caught me red-handed. I apologize.”

Brooke stood and faced me, clearly amused. “You think you’re the first man to sneak a peek down my top?”

My cheeks turned hot and so did the back of my collar. “I’m not just some guy.” I shook my head and came around the desk. “If you want me to leave, I completely understand.”

Brooke laughed and stepped up before me. “Relax, Danny.” She took my hands in hers and squeezed gently as she gazed up into my eyes. “Besides, I knew exactly what I was doing.” A knowing smile spread across her face. “I wanted to see how you would react.”

“Oh?” My heart beat so fast I worried I might stroke out any second. When she brushed her thumbs over the back of my hands, my legs turned to rubber. Our eyes locked, and we stood there, silently staring at each other.

Was this another test? Did she want to see how far I’d go? Had I passed or failed the first test? Thinking back to last night’s hug and now this, I was pretty sure I knew where Brooke stood. This was the moment I could bail out of this crazy ride or confirm a mutual physical attraction between me and Reggie’s oldest daughter. The moment was slipping by and if I didn’t act, I wasn’t sure I would get a second chance.

My carnal lust kicked my good intentions to the curb. Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips.

She didn’t resist, and when our lips touched, a tsunami of sexual energy ripped through my body like a derailed train. I stepped closer, and the kiss continued until Brooke let go of my hands and drew closer yet before wrapping her arms around my shoulders and neck.

She parted her lips and our tongues flashed together, hot and hungry, probing and reckless. Her soft moans filled my mouth and the warm breath from her nostrils washed over my upper lip.

My head spun, fueled by wanton desire. Her mouth tasted cool and minty. The same sultry, jasmine scent I smelled yesterday, surrounded me, buzzing the back of my brain with primal thoughts. I wrapped my arms around her waist and slid my hand over her waist before going lower, cupping her ass in one hand and giving it a firm squeeze.

Brooke pushed forward, deepening the kiss as her tongue slithered over mine. She slid her fingers up the back of my neck while her free hand wandered lower, sliding over my lower back before grabbing my ass.

The part of my brain that controls morality and judgment fought to regain a semblance of control, but my body wasn’t having it. I grabbed a fistful of Brooke’s skirt and pulled it up her thighs as I lost myself in her taste, touch, and scent. The warmth from her body spread through me and her soft moans filled my mouth. Altogether, it was like pouring gasoline on an already roaring fire. It was all I could do not to rip off her clothes.

A knock sounded on my office door, and we lurched apart as if snake bitten.

Brooke’s eyes widened with terror as she pushed down her skirt and whirled toward the door.

I wiped Brooke’s red lipstick from my mouth, fixed my disheveled shirt, and then shifted my cock in my trousers so the blatant bulge wasn’t so obvious.

Brooke pulled out her phone to check her face, and we exchanged a nervous glance while a second knock followed the first. She gave me a brief nod, and I crossed the room, before opening the door.

Peter Rankin, Brooke’s boyfriend and my former mentee, stood before me, grinning broadly. “Even though Brooke told me it was true, I wouldn’t believe her until I saw you with my own two eyes.” He spread open his arms and stepped forward, pulling me into a warm hug. “How’s it going, boss?”

Overwhelming guilt crushed me. What kind of decrepit home wrecker was I? I returned his brief hug and forced laughter until we stepped apart. I held the door open wide. “It’s true. But, this time around, I’ll be asking you all the questions.”

Peter laughed and stepped through the door when his eyes landed on Brooke. “Brooke… hi. I didn’t see you. Although I’m not surprised you’re here. Did you beat me to the punch?”

Brooke and I exchanged a frown. Did Peter want to make a pass at me, too?

“Beat you to the punch?” Brooke asked, her expression confused.

“I was going to ask Dan out to lunch,” he said.

“Right.” Brooke smiled and let out a breath, visibly relaxing. “We haven’t really decided, have we, Dan?”

“We’ll make it a threesome,” I said, inwardly cringing as I immediately regretted my choice of words.

“Great,” Peter said. “It’ll be like old times.” He leaned forward and kissed Brooke on the cheek.

Brooke grinned at me slyly before facing Peter. “You pick the place, and I’ll pick up the tab.”

Peter flashed his best salesman smile. “Got to love it when the boss pays. Let’s go.”
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The three of us wound up at a trendy bistro close to the office. According to Peter, it was the hottest place in town to do business with Atlanta’s up and comers. He recalled in great detail an accidental account he stumbled into sitting at a booth by the window.

That was something I didn’t miss. Phony smiles and back room handshakes. It all made my skin crawl. These days I led a simple life consisting of morning runs on the beach, then letting the day take me where it willed. Whether that was cruising on my boat, sitting in a cabana sipping a beer, or a chance encounter with a beautiful tourist. I had escaped the rat trap and now, life had tossed me right back in the ring.

After a twenty-minute breakdown of the firm’s most important clients, Peter sipped on an ice water and sat back with a contented sigh. “I can tell you one thing. It’s all been worth it. Right, babe?” He grinned over at Brooke, who had followed along with his monologue while she kept her eyes mostly locked on me.

That’s when I felt Brooke’s foot slip under my pant leg and her toes crawl up my shin. I instantly stiffened and suppressed a yelp.

“Totally,” Brooke said as she glanced over at Peter, then back at me. “It’s been quite a ride.” Sexual innuendo oozed off her tongue, and my cheeks flushed hot.

As she slid her toe around to the back of my calf, I shifted my leg under the table and sat back in my chair. “It sounds like you’ve got a good handle on marketing,” I said to Peter.

Brooke frowned, folded her arms over her chest, and sat back in her chair as if pouting.

Peter seemed completely unaware of Brooke’s sudden shift in mood. His eyes blazed with confidence. “Business is great, but who knows, we may have even more to celebrate soon.” He shifted his gaze to Brooke and slid his arm over the back of Brooke’s chair, causing her to stiffen slightly.

“Oh?” I sat up straight and leaned forward, eyeing Brooke with amusement. “Is there some news you two have to share?”

“No. There’s no news.” Brooke answered a little too quickly.

Peter frowned, moved his arm away from her, and sat back in his chair. “Not yet. But when there is, you’ll be the first to know,” Peter said before his smile returned. “I’ve heard about your exploits down in Nassau. If I’m not being too presumptuous, your place would be perfect for hosting a bachelor party.”

Brooke’s jaw dropped, and she turned her gaze on me, frowning. “Exploits?”

My cheeks warmed, and I cleared my throat, fidgeting uncomfortably in my seat. “Pete, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Peter laughed and shook his head. “Same old Dan.” He sighed. “You’re living your best life. God, I envy you.”

Now Brooke turned her glare on Peter. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Peter’s eyes widened. “Nothing. I…uhh… I just mean….” He flashed me a look of desperation.

“Isn’t that Ben Freeman over there?” I asked, tipping my head to a booth across the room.

Peter whirled in his seat before turning around to face me. “Wow. That is Ben. Good idea, Dan. It’s like riding a bike, eh? You’ve still got it.”

Brooke rolled her eyes at me and shook her head.

I shrugged and grinned sheepishly.

“You should probably go say hello to him,” Brooke said. “That’s why we’re here, right?”

Peter was up and away in a flash, heading across the room as a wide, salesman’s grin stretched across his face.

When he was safely out of earshot, I turned my attention to Brooke. “Why don’t you cut the poor guy loose?”

Brooke cast her gaze downward and shrugged. “I care about him.”

“Caring about him, isn’t the same as loving him. If you don’t love him, give him a chance to find it with someone who will.”

She fiddled with the corner of her cloth napkin while her expression soured. “What about you, Danny? Do you have a special someone? Or just… exploits?”

“If you think I’m jumping on every woman in a bikini, you’re wrong,” I said a moment before Brooke’s toe slid up the inside of my pant leg.

“You skillfully avoided my question. I already know how to dodge questions. But there are plenty of other things you can teach me this year.” Her lips curved up into a mischievous smile while she wriggled her foot higher up my leg.

My pulse quickened, and I grew aroused as her stocking-clad foot slid across my bare skin. “We never should have kissed like that. I’m sorry. I lost my head.”

Brooke shook her head. “I’m not letting you off that easy. Are you denying the sexual chemistry between us?” She leaned forward, placing her elbows on the table. “I’ve wanted to kiss you like that for a long, long time.”

“There shouldn’t be any sexual chemistry between us. For Christ’s sake, Brooke, I’m your godfather.” I lowered my voice to a loud whisper and glanced around the room, sure someone had overheard us.

Thankfully, Peter was still roiled in conversation with Ben Freeman, and the other diners were too immersed in their own worlds to pay us any mind.

Brooke rolled her eyes. “Do any of your exploits include women in the twenty to twenty-five age group?”

“I didn’t say you were too young. I—”

“Reggie’s dead, Danny,” she said, cutting me off. “Our mother lives halfway around the world and wants nothing to do with us. There’s no one left who cares.”

“I care,” I said. “And your little sister’s care, too.”

She let out a throaty laugh. “You wouldn’t believe how much Lillie and Elle care.”

“Brooke, I’m literally old enough to be your father,” I said.

“You just said my age wasn’t an issue. Stop looking for excuses. Do you find me desirable?”

The stunning redhead was the embodiment of female perfection, and she knew it. “I would be hard pressed to find a man alive who didn’t find you desirable.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.” She curled her toe behind my calf and leered at me as my cock thickened in my trousers. “Let’s ditch work and get a hotel.”

My head flashed and my cock pulsed, growing harder by the second. “We can’t do that.” I closed my eyes and tried to still my pounding heart. I pulled in a long slow breath, opened my eyes and met her gaze. “Let’s pretend that kiss never happened.”

Brooke shook her head. “I’ve sat on these emotions for way too long. If you don’t want me, then pull your leg away and turn me down. Tell me no, Danny.”

Heat flowed up the back of my neck, and my palms turned slick with sweat. “I already told you no.”

She leaned further forward until her blouse billowed open, revealing a hint of her cleavage. “You don’t want to see what’s under my bra?” Her voice came out in a whisper as she raised a questioning eyebrow. “Did you know I get wet when you look at me? Like right now.”

I swallowed a lump in my throat. “Brooke —”

“Ben says hello,” Peter said, as he returned to the table and sat down.

Brooke pulled her foot away and sat back, turning to Peter with a soft smile. “I’ll say hello on the way out.”

“I made good on the check,” Peter said, then sat back with a look of satisfaction on his face. “I feel like we’re sitting on the brink of something huge.”

Brooke locked her eyes on me. “I feel the same way.”

Peter laughed and shook his head. “Dan, you came back at the best time. Brace yourself for a wild ride.”
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The rest of the day and evening progressed without incident. Brooke spent her afternoon in meetings while I shadowed her, taking notes and keeping to the background. During the drive home, she was stuck on a work call, which thankfully, meant she couldn’t corner me about our kiss.

At home, Elle had dinner waiting for us and Lillie dominated the conversation by discussing her upcoming vacation plans with her friends. I helped clean up dinner and the girls and I settled on the couch afterward. They watched an episode of the Bachelor while I perused my phone.

When it came time to go to bed, Brooke didn’t so much as bring up our kiss or our lunch conversation. Part of me looked forward to her coming on to me again, and I was a little disappointed when she said goodnight without so much as a hug.

Giving me so much space wasn’t like the Brooke I remembered. The young, aggressive CEO took what she wanted, and she had made it perfectly clear that I was officially on the menu. That begged the question — what was she up to? After my first full day of working in three years, my mind gave up trying to find an answer as my eyes grew heavy and sleep came easily.

The next morning, my alarm woke me at the ungodly hour of 6:30 am, which was way too early for any human being to rise willingly. But Brooke set the timeline, so I agreed. In fact, right before bed, she was adamant about that exact time, triple checking that I had correctly set my alarm, which included a final text before I drifted off to sleep.

I threw my feet over the bed to stop myself from collapsing back onto my pillows, then pushed myself out of bed, willing one step in front of the other as I headed toward my private bathroom.

Not sharing a bathroom with the girls was a blessed gift, and I silently thanked Reggie for building a fully equipped guest suite. But when I reached the bathroom, a faint line of light appeared in the cracked open bathroom door.

Had I left the light on last night? I frowned and pushed the door open before the distinct hiss of a running shower stopped me short just inside the bathroom.

Steam billowed from atop the glass stall, leaving the normally clear glass door opaque. A white silk robe hung on a hook near the door and a light sheen of mist curled in the damp air. Although I couldn’t clearly make out the figure in the shower, I knew who it was.

I folded my arms over my bare chest and studied the lithe figure, tilting my head at an angle, trying to make out the details of her naked body. “Brooke?” I raised my voice over the droning hiss of the running water, but she didn’t respond.

Instead, she turned around in a semi-circle and ran her fingers through her hair while water sprayed the back of her head and shoulders.

Was she pretending she couldn’t hear me? This little show explained her insistence on the 6:30 wake up call. Timing was everything. I stared slack-jawed at the stunning curves of her blurry figure. Even through the steam. Her tits jiggled high on her chest and her body tapered down to a thin waist before giving way to curvy hips.

She turned her back to me and rinsed her hair as a shock of her strawberry-gold hair appeared through a clear spot in the glass.

Under the influx of surging adrenaline, the fog of sleep blurring my brain vanished. I was wide awake, and my senses were sharp. Brooke had made her move. What was it she told me? I could say no anytime I wanted? I should have turned around and walked out of the bathroom, but my rising lust and thickening cock were calling the shots here. She was smart, drop dead gorgeous, and a woman who went after what she wanted. Who was I not to reward such brash behavior? How could any man with a pulse walk away from a naked goddess waiting for him in his shower?

My flesh was weak, and if somewhere Reggie was looking over me, I sincerely hoped he would forgive me. Besides, I had no plans to fuck her. At least that’s what I told myself. What harm was there in showering with my goddaughter? After all, we weren’t related. At least not by blood.

As Brooke turned around under the hissing water, I felt her gaze settle on me. “Are you just going to stand there or get in?” She asked. “Not that I mind you watching me, but I hoped we might make this a team event.”

My cock tented the front of my boxers, and, without a word, I peeled them off before tossing them aside. My heart pounded in my chest, and I pushed aside the rising guilt I knew would come back to haunt me later. The moment I opened the shower door and stepped inside, everything changed.

Brooke stood under the shower with her back facing me, teasing me with her naked body, glistening under the steady flow of hot water. She glanced back at me over her shoulder, meeting my eyes first before her gaze wandered lower to my stiff cock. Her eyes widened before a thin smile curled her lips. “My, my, my. We are going to have some fun with him.”

Her complexion was smooth and blemish free. Brooke had a body that was feminine, yet athletic, with curves in all the right places. There wasn’t an ounce of unwanted fat on her ass or thighs. She had a tight waist and hips that curved to form a lush, round ass that left me spellbound.

I soaked in every inch of her body, committing it to memory. The faint tan lines carved into her hips and back from her bikini made me swoon. Her legs were thick but not fat, with thighs tight enough to crack walnuts. From my vantage point, the sides of her jiggling breasts flashed into view and my heart lurched into my throat.

The predator inside me growled. On a primal level, I wanted her and had felt that way for a long time. Clearly, she knew it, and there was no use denying it now. I stepped forward and grabbed a bar of soap as I closed the distance between us. “I knew you had a nice body, but holy DNA….”

“Flattery will get you everywhere, Mr. Pierce,” she said in her lilting southern accent that pushed my desire into the stratosphere.

I took her shoulders in my hands and rubbed the soap across the top of her back. “You make it hard for me to say no to you.”

Brooke inched backward until my thick shaft nestled inside her ass crack. “I’ll resist the easy retort,” she said as she reached behind her back and wrapped her fingers around my throbbing manhood. “You don’t know how long I’ve dreamed about having you inside me.” She squeezed my slippery cock and gently stroked it between her warm fingers.

Her touch was electric, and my legs wobbled under a fresh influx of lust-fueled adrenaline. Brooke Raven’s fingers were wrapped around my cock. I wasn’t dreaming, and this wasn’t a hoax. I gently massaged her shoulders, resisting the intense desire to wrap my hands around her chest and scoop up her bare tits. “We might be late for work.” I leaned over and kissed her pale skin just below her ear.

Brooke opened her neck to me and circled my knob with her fingers as she brushed her thumb over my glans and gave my cock a gentle squeeze. “Good thing we’re the boss.” Her words came out breathy and rushed.

I gazed over her shoulder and feasted, for the first time, on her bare tits. They were everything I ever imagined — soft, full, and firm. They jiggled slightly under the motion of her hand, stroking my cock. I locked my lips on her neck and softly sucked as I savored the pleasure washing over me in waves.

“Oh… Danny… fuck me.” Her breathy voice oozed with sexual tension, and her body shuddered against mine.

I licked my way up her neck until my lips reached her ear and I whispered softly. “Not so fast. I want to enjoy the buildup.”

She melted under my warm breath and whispered words, sinking back against me as she tucked my cock between her soapy thighs. “Please, Danny. Please fuck me.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and scooped up both of her slippery mounds, mashing them together until I formed a deep valley of wet, glistening cleavage. “Relax and let me drive.”

Her nipples and areolas were pale pink, with nearly the same tone as the surrounding skin. Despite the hot shower, Brooke’s pebble-sized nipples were rock hard and a quick glance over her flat tummy revealed a pussy shaved clean and smooth.

Brooke squeezed her powerful thighs, locking my cock between them as she rocked backward, forcing my tip along her slippery trench. “Oh… baby… you’re so fucking hard.”

Waves of pleasure buzzed my brain, and I met her rhythm, rocking forward and backward, thigh fucking her, as I mauled her tits from behind. As the water hissed around us, my midsection bounced off her ass, making a rhythmic clapping sound.

Brooke’s breathing grew faster, tripped up by gentle moans. She ran her hands along my forearms and pressed my hands harder against her slippery tits. “Oh, Danny… fuck me.”

Her voice carried a dull edge of frustration, but I resisted the urge to slip my cock inside her. I squeezed her nipples between my thumb and forefinger, giving them a gentle tug while I gazed down at her incredible tits.

Brooke turned her head sideways to face me, and I tore my gaze from her body to gaze into her stunning green eyes. As she closed in to kiss me, her eyes turned heavy with lust before she parted her lips and our tongues lashed together. She was ravenous, deepening the kiss, moaning in my mouth as she forced her hips back and forth, grinding my cock between her legs.

Her body was perfectly sculpted, honed by hundreds of hours of yoga and Pilates. My cock grew hotter, throbbing between her thighs as my knob rode the wave of her slippery wet pussy lips. I released one of her magnificent breasts, letting it jiggle back into place while I slid my free hand over her firm tummy and lower until my fingers met her pussy.

Brooke’s urgent moans filled my mouth, and she sucked my tongue over her lips, before releasing and starting all over again, probing and roaming my mouth while her ass bounced off my upper thighs.

I burrowed my middle finger through her slippery labia until I found the nub of her clit and swirled my finger over the top, igniting a firestorm inside the lusty redhead.

Brooke broke off our kiss and gasped, sucking in a sharp breath of air before she tilted her head back and rested it against my shoulder. “God Danny, don’t stop.” Her legs wobbled as she moved faster, heating my cock to the point of explosion.

I swirled my thumb over her stiff bud while I probed lower with my fingers, slipping a finger inside her as my cock rode her pussy. My breaths came quick and shallow, and my cock pulsed between her thighs on the brink of explosion. I squeezed her tit in one hand and rocked forward and backward, thigh fucking her faster and deeper.

Brooke let out a long moan, and her pussy spasmed under my probing fingers. Her breath caught in her throat, her body stiffened, and she trembled, gripped by the fresh flush of an intense orgasm.

My head flashed a warning, and I thrust forward, riding my tip up her pussy as the wave of an orgasm swept over me and crested with a loud grunt. A hot rope of cum pulsed from my cock and splattered over Brooke’s pussy and lower stomach. A second spurt followed, hitting the shower wall before my cock strobed with ribbons of cum, leaving trails of milky spunk running down the inside of Brooke’s thighs.

Brooke’s breaths came shallow and fast as she came down the other side of her climax and locked her thighs around my cock, milking my balls of every creamy drop.

The last few pulses of jizz left Brooke’s pussy coated in a milky white mess as I leaned forward, breathing heavily over her shoulder. I had no sooner finished than the guilt washed over me. But it was my burden to carry, not hers. She didn’t force me into the shower with her, and I wasn’t about to make her feel anything less than a hundred percent about it.

“Next time, you’re really fucking me,” she said, before she slipped my cock out from between her legs and finally turned around to face me. She perched on her tiptoes and wrapped her arms around my neck before drawing me into a long, lingering, tongue-fueled kiss.

I cupped her ass in my hands and squeezed, leaning into her and fueling the kiss with the volcano of desire still rumbling inside me. I made a silent apology to Reggie as I cupped his daughter’s ass and slid my still hard cock over her soft belly.

When we finally came up for air, Brooke’s eyes locked on mine, and she picked up my hands. “It’s good to have you home again, Danny.” Then she wrapped her arms around my chest and drew in close for a hug. With a contented sigh, she rested her head against me as her breathing returned to normal.

Was I back home again? I had spent three years in the Bahamas and had long considered the place my home. But being here with Brooke, Lillie and Elle brought back what was truly missing in my life — family. I stroked Brooke’s hair and ran my hand along her warm back before kissing the crown of her head. “I missed you too.”

Was this my new reality? There was no half-measure with these girls. I couldn’t very well dump Brooke without destroying a lifetime of my most important relationships. Where did that leave me? Was I entering a long-term relationship with a woman seventeen years my junior? How would that even work? What was I doing? A kernel of panic blossomed in the back of my brain.

Brooke ran her hands down my back and settled them on my ass. “I’ve always had a huge crush on you.”

That wasn’t helping matters. But I embraced her, savoring the feeling of her warm naked body pressed against mine. “Why? I’m an old guy.”

Brooke lifted her head off my chest and glared up at me. “You’re not old.”

I raised an eyebrow as I gazed down into her gorgeous face. “I’m old enough.”

She tightened her grip around my waist and deepened her glare until her brows knitted together. “You’re smart, kind, generous, and extremely handsome. How’s that?”

“But my age. I —”

She pressed her index finger to my lips, then followed up by perching on her toes and kissing me softly. “Age is just a number. To me, you’re perfect.” A bright smile lit her face and the anxiety inside me melted away.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn when the arthritis kicks in.”

Brooke rolled her eyes, then gave my ass a playful smack. “Come on, grandpa. Let’s get out and you can watch me dry off.”








  
  Six

  
  
  Swimming Instructor

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




After an uneventful day at the office, Brooke dropped me off at home before she left again to meet Peter for a quick dinner. I urged her to let him down gently before she had to explain to him why she was fooling around with me behind his back. It was solid advice that she promptly ignored, refusing to even discuss Peter for the rest of the trip home. She insisted that her dinner with Mark would be quick and that she wanted to spend time with me during the gorgeous spring afternoon.

Even for April, the weather was warm, with Atlanta temperatures soaring into the eighties. I quickly stripped out of my business suit, exchanging it for a pair of swim trunks and a tank top.

Reggie hadn’t skimped on the pool. It was a full-sized lap pool he used to float while he claimed it was great exercise. Unlike Reggie, I swam laps as a regular form of exercise and had built a similar pool at my home in Nassau.

But the exercise could wait for at least one beer, maybe two. I wasn’t used to slaving away behind a desk, and I needed a slight buzz to decompress. In the kitchen, I found the wall-sized garage-style door open to the deck and music floated in from across the pool on a gentle breeze.

I wasn’t alone. Was it Elle or Lillie? Or even both of them? The thought of watching them prance around in their bikinis left me feeling giddy, which immediately fueled feelings of guilt. I pretended I wasn’t a lecherous old man, grabbed an ice cold beer from the fridge and made my way outside.

Two figures stretched out on sun chairs chatting. Well, Elle was chatting while the man with her seemed to nod along only halfway paying attention.

My gaze locked on Elle, who wore a sizzling black bikini with her lush blonde hair piled high atop her head, secured with a ponytail holder. Her dark sunglasses hid her eyes, but she looked every bit as stunning as I remembered. Maybe even more than I remembered. She had blossomed into a gorgeous woman, and my stomach fluttered slightly before I switched my attention to the man sitting next to her.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t Lillie. It was a thin, pale-skinned man with dark hair and patches of wispy hair dotting his chest and stomach. Meanwhile, the hair on top of his head was fading fast. He wasn’t bald, but the gleam coming through his thin hair was noticeable from across the pool.

When she noticed my presence, Elle flashed me a dazzling white smile and waved.

As I circled the pool deck toward them, I popped the cap on my beer bottle and took a swig. I tried to resist, but I gawked at Elle’s gorgeous body through the cover of the dark sunglasses parked on my face.

Elle sat up straight as I approached. Her big tits jiggled inside a bikini top that looked two sizes too small. Her tits bulged from the top and even the sides had a problem containing their heavenly mass. The blistering sun set her golden hair glistening like spun gold and her pert nose wrinkled as her smile widened at my approach. “I hoped I might see you out here,” Elle said.

Her syrupy, sweet southern accent stoked the fire in my loins, only slightly dimmed from my morning shower encounter with Brooke. “You know me. If the sun’s out, so am I.”

“Danny, this is my fiancé, Mark,” Elle said.

I grinned and extended my hand. “Dan Pierce. Nice to meet you.”

The man sat upright and shook my hand. “Doctor Mark Langford. Pleased to meet you, too.”

I internally rolled my eyes at the correction. What was it with men and their egos? I had no intention of calling him Dr. Langford while I was sitting in what passed for my own backyard.

“Come sit next to me,” Elle said as she pulled a nearby chair close to her other side.

The stiff grin plastered across Dr. Mark’s face told me he would rather I piss off back into the house than sit next to his supermodel-hot fiancé. You can fuck right off, Dr. Mark. “Sure thing. Before I do, can I get either of you a drink?”

Dr. Mark waved me off. “None for me. I’ve got to be back at the hospital in a couple of hours.”

Elle held up her water. “I’m hydrating but thank you.”

I spread out my towel on the chaise lounge beside Elle and sat down, stealing a quick glance at Elle’s bronzed body.

Her legs were long and lean, shining under the bright sun. Her bikini bottoms were cut high on her waist, secured with a bowstring, then tapered down to a tight V-shape between her legs. A diamond stud pierced her navel, drawing the eye to her flat tummy and voluptuous hips.

“How long have you two been out here?” I asked.

“Not long. A couple of hours, I think?” She glanced at Dr. Mark, who looked like he wanted to be anywhere but sitting outside under the blazing sun.

“Babe, can you hand me the SPF 50? That sun is intense.” Dr. Mark glanced down at his wiry legs that had turned the slightest shade of pink.

Elle handed him the sun screen without comment while she kept her eyes locked on me. “Where’s Brooke?”

“She’s catching the blue light special with Peter,” I said.

Elle frowned, and Mark chuckled. “What’s the blue light special?” Elle asked.

“It’s eating early,” Mark said, explaining the joke to her, which, for some reason, annoyed the fuck out of me.

Maybe it was his condescending tone or the sideways smirk he gave Elle as if he she was some random dumb-as-fuck blonde. “Brooke wants to get in some pool time,” I said. “They compromised with an early dinner.”

“Got it,” Elle said, then her smile brightened. “I’m just happy to have the day off sitting in between my two favorite men.” She squeezed both Mark and me on the wrist before she turned to me. “How was work? Brooke’s so bossy at home, I can only imagine how she is at the office.”

“She’s not bossy,” I said. “She’s assertive. There’s a difference.”

Dr. Mark snorted. “You should run for office.”

I liked the thin little weasel less and less, and Elle seemed to pick up on it because she frowned at Mark. “Be nice.”

My anger flared to life, and I gritted my teeth. “So, tell me how you met my goddaughter,” I said. “Reggie never mentioned you.”

Elle, who hadn’t taken her hand away from my wrist, squeezed me gently, as if trying to calm me down.

“We met at the hospital,” Dr. Mark said. “Elle was in nursing school.”

“Oh? How long ago was that?” I asked.

Dr. Mark frowned and glanced over at Elle. “What is it? Nine months ago?”

“Ten,” Elle said, her tone slightly annoyed.

“Wow,” I said. “When you were still in college?”

“Technically,” Elle said. “But all I had left was my hospital rotation.”

“That must have stirred the pot with the other nurses,” I said.

Elle squeezed my wrist again, but I was too pissed to stop. Besides, Reggie would have wanted me to put this little fucker through the ringer.

“How so?” Dr. Mark asked, frowning at me.

“A thirty-year-old chasing a girl three years out of high school? I can only imagine the looks.” I chuckled. “But I can’t say that Elle’s not worth. I mean, look at her… she’s gorgeous.”

“Danny, it’s not like that,” Elle said.

Dr. Mark’s jaw flexed. “Babe, I’m hitting the bathroom.” Without a word, he pushed up out of his chair and sauntered his skinny ass around the pool.

My lips curled up into a shit-eating grin and I couldn’t help but smirk.

When he was out of sight, Elle sat up and turned to face me. “Danny, what was that for?”

“The guys treating you like you’re an idiot. Then he comes after me? Yeah. Fuck that. Are you sure you want to marry an asshole like that?”

Elle’s jaw dropped. “He’s not an asshole.”

“He has a funny way of showing it. He should get down on his knees and pray to whatever God he worships that he’s with a girl as smart, kind, funny, and as beautiful as you. You deserve a man who puts you on a pedestal. He’s a fucking cynic. That’s not the guy. Trust me, that attitude gets old, fast.”

Elle stared at me for a long few seconds, her expression unreadable. Then she leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Thank you, Danny.”

“For what?”

“For watching over me. For protecting me and making sure no one takes advantage of me.” She patted my arm. “Just keep doing what you’re doing. Mark can fuck off if he doesn’t like you.”

My jaw dropped, and I let out a short laugh. “Eloise Raven. You used a swear word?”

Her cheeks turned a bright shade of red. “I’m sorry. Sometimes they just slip out.” She giggled and let out a contented sigh. “I’m so happy you’re here.”

“Well… someone’s got to look out for you. I’ll give Dr. Mark there a second chance, but only because I love you.”

She smiled at me sweetly. “I love you too.” Her gaze lingered on me for a few seconds before she spoke again. “Danny, can I ask a favor?”

“Sure,” I said.

“In a couple of weeks, I have an appointment to go wedding dress shopping. Brooke and Lillie are going with me, but would you mind coming too? I really want your opinion.” She eyed me nervously, as if she wasn’t sure I would agree.

“That’s the favor? Elle, that’s just what family does. Of course, I’ll go.”

Elle squealed and leaned over before wrapping her arms around me in a hug. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

“Stop,” I said as I chuckled nervously. With her tits mashed into my chest, I didn’t really want her to stop, but I couldn’t easily hide the bulge forming in my swim trunks. I returned her hug and then dared to kiss her high on the cheek. “You’re my girl,” I said, whispering in her ear. “I’d do anything for you.”

Elle pulled back, and her chin quivered with emotion. “You haven’t called me your girl in years.”

“If it bothers you —”

“No,” Elle said, quickly cutting me off. “I love it.” She let out a nervous laugh. “I mean… I love it when you call me your girl. It makes me feel special.”

“You are special,” I said. “Which is why you can do significantly better than Doogie Howser in there.”

“Babe,” Dr. Mark called out from across the pool. “Let’s do dinner before my shift starts.” Then he turned away without sparing me so much as a glance.

“Asshole,” I muttered under my breath, causing Elle to giggle again.

Elle leaned over and gave me one last kiss on the cheek, pressing her big soft tit into my arm. “Bye, Danny. I’ll see you later tonight.” Then she crawled out of her sun chair, taking her towel and water with her.

My gaze drifted to her tight ass, swaying as she walked with her bikini bottoms riding her crack.

I took a giant swig of my beer and sighed as I adjusted my cock stiffening in my swim trunks. “I’m no better than Dr. Mark.”

Elle had no sooner disappeared than Lillie came across the pool, with a man mountain trailing a few paces behind her.

What the hell? I sat upright and gazed across the pool. The guy was every bit the size of the Jolly Green Giant, only without the green skin. My gaze locked on Lillie, who wore a pair of tight Daisy Dukes and a cutoff, sleeveless t-shirt. Her tits pushed the cotton shirt outward with just enough material to cover her big perky tits. Even from across the pool, her aura swallowed me whole and my stomach dipped with a slew of wild butterflies. She was petite, but her presence was mighty.

Her long, golden blonde locks flowed over her shoulders and her blue eyes sparkled with perky energy. She grinned at me as she saw the look on my face and then plopped down on the side of the lounge chair Elle had just vacated. “Hi Danny.”

“Hello.” My gaze drifted from Lillie to the silent side of beef lurking over her right shoulder. “Who’s your friend?”

The blond giant stared down at me without so much as a word before I returned my attention to Lillie.

She pulled off her sunglasses and rolled her eyes. “He doesn’t say much.” Then she turned slightly, gesturing to the college boy behind her. “That’s Chad.”

I chuckled. “Of course, it is.”

Lillie laughed and smacked my hand. “I didn’t say he was a Chad. But let’s be honest, he so is.” She giggled and her bright eyes blazed.

Chad stood stone still, seemingly unfazed by our conversation.

“Are you two… dating?” I asked, not sure if that was what college kids called it these days.

Lillie shrugged. “No. Yes. Who knows? That’s TBD.”

“Got it,” I said. “If you two want the pool to yourselves, then I can head in —”

“No, no, no. It’s nothing like that. Chad and I are meeting up with our friends, but I needed to ask you something first.”

I raised an eyebrow and set my beer down. “This sounds serious.” I pulled off my sunglasses and sat up, facing her on the side of the chair.

“It’s not that serious,” she said. “I’ve been planning a vacation with my friends for a while.”

“Right. You mentioned that last night at dinner,” I said.

A genuine smile touched her eyes. “You were listening.”

“Of course. So, what’s up?”

“So… there are four couples going. Chad’s parents have a place right on the beach in Cozumel, and they said it was okay for us to stay there.”

“A free house on the beach? That’s paradise.”

“Exactly,” Lillie laughed as she placed her hand on mine. “So… can I go?”

I stared into those big blue eyes and frowned, caught completely off guard. Was she asking my permission? It took me a half a second to realize exactly what it was she needed from me. Of course, she didn’t need my permission. We both knew that. What she wanted was not just my blessing, but her back. Just like Elle, Lillie wanted me to look out for her and make sure no one took advantage. Before I answered, I paused and frowned, in consideration, then I gazed up at Chad. “Your parents know you’ll be there?” I asked him.

“Yes, sir,” he said, his voice deep but respectful.

Then I turned back to Lillie. “I’ll need his parent’s phone number first. I’d like to chat with them before I agree.”

Lillie’s smile widened. “Thank you, Danny.”

“I need the dates you’re going, and I’d like your friends’ cell phone numbers as well. You know, just in case something comes up.”

“Of course. You’ll love my friends. I can’t wait for you to meet them.”

“If it all checks out, then you have my blessing. Does that work?”

She nodded. “That’s perfect.” Then she leaned forward, kissed me on the cheek, and threw her arms around my neck before drawing me into a tight hug. “Thank you.”

I hugged her back. “You’re welcome, angel.”

“I love you, Danny,” she said, whispering in my ear.

“I love you too, sweetheart.” I hugged her a little tighter before we broke the hug and Lille sat back.

“I’ll text you all the numbers. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said.

“Do you mind if I go hang out at my friend Stephanie’s house? I’ll be home kind of late, but before midnight.”

“Sounds good,” I said. “Call me if you need me. I’ll be there in a flash.”

“Thanks.” She stood, leaned over, and gave me a last lingering kiss on the cheek. “Brooke sure is a lucky girl,” she said, whispering again.

My stomach dropped, and I gawked at her. “Huh?”

Lillie giggled. “Nothing.” Then she skipped around the pool, with Chad following behind her. “I’ll see you later, Danny.”

What the hell was that about? Lillie knew about me and Brooke hooking up? Did Elle? Exactly how much information did the sister’s share? I knew they were close and, with both their parents gone, they had likely grown even closer. I would have to watch what I said and, more importantly, what I did. Going deeper with Brooke might be the ride of a lifetime, but it could end in disaster.

After Lillie left, I shucked off my tank top and hit the pool, turning long slow laps as I burned away the stress of the day. After twenty minutes of slow, methodical swimming, a figure jumped into the pool before me, causing me to jerk upright as I ate a wave of water.

I coughed out what felt like half the pool and stripped off my goggles before I glared at my attacker.

Brooke stood before me, grinning broadly, wearing a slip of a white bikini that had turned transparent under the soaking effect of the water.

“Brooke, what the hell? You almost gave me a heart attack.” I stood chest deep in the pool, trying hard to maintain my anger but failed miserably under the frontal assault of her incredible chest.

She floated forward and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, pulling me into a quick kiss as her tits mashed against my chest. “You’re so clueless. I stood there for ten minutes waiting for you to notice me. Does this bikini not do it for you?”

I grabbed hold of her hips and tried to push her back as I stole a glance at the house. “What if Lillie or Elle walk in on us like this?”

She shrugged. “Who cares? Besides, we’re all alone.” She kissed me again, letting her lips linger on mine before my resistance crumbled and I kissed her back as her body melted into me.

Our tongues flashed together, and Brooke’s warm body felt like heaven pressed tight against mine. She ran one hand down my chest and stomach before slipping it inside my swim trunks and squeezed my already stiff cock in her bare hand.

She broke off the kiss, grinning at me, breathless. “He’s fully recharged and ready for a good fuck.”

“We’re not having sex,” I said with absolutely no conviction in my voice.

“Oh?” She stuck out her lower lip and flashed me her best mix of pouty and innocent as she reached behind her back and untied her bikini top.

“What are you doing?” I asked as I locked my gaze on her jiggling wonders.

She pulled the top off and tossed it up onto the concrete deck, freeing her incredible rack. “You’ve seen everything already. Why are you acting so shy?” She bounced forward until her slippery tits slithered across my bare chest.

“Did you call things off with Peter?” I asked as I drew her in close and ran my hands down her lower back before slipping them inside her bikini bottoms.

“Let’s not talk about boring old Peter,” she said and pulled me into a quick kiss. “All I could think about all day long was having you inside me.”

“Jesus, Brooke. Why do you have to be so… graphic?”

She giggled and wrapped her arms around my neck before sliding her fingers through my short, wet hair. “God, I love it when you blush. You’re so cute and hot all at once.” Her nipples hardened against my chest, and her eyes grew hazy with lust.

“You have a fixation with older men?” I squeezed her bare ass, filling my fingers with her creamy flesh.

“If you had kids, you would be the perfect DILF.” She released my neck and ran her hands down my chest. “Instead, I’ll just call you my boyfriend and be done with it.”

“DILF is an acronym for Dad I’d —”

“Like to fuck,” she said, eyeing me hungrily. She slipped her thumbs inside the waistband of my swim trunks and pushed them over my hips. “Let’s bring him out to play.”

“Here? Are you crazy?” I let her push my swim trunks lower until they floated free, and she tossed them on the deck beside her bikini top.

“We have a lot of ground to make up,” Brooke said as she grabbed my cock and wrapped both hands around my stiff, meaty shaft. “When you moved to Nassau, I thought I would die.”

That caught me by surprise. “Really? You never told me.”

“I was still in college,” she said. “You seemed untouchable. My God, you were on the fucking cover of GQ. It was a little intimidating.”

I rolled my eyes. “Please. That was for a story about Sky,” I said. “I’m far from model material.”

“My sorority sisters drooled over that cover and the photos inside. Then you bailed on me.” She feigned another pouty look as she gently squeezed my cock. “I’m not letting you go again.”

We were treading in deep water, both literally and figuratively. My home was in Nassau. This was only a temporary thing. But I had gone and showered with her, thigh fucked her, and now this. She was just so unbelievable attractive that I couldn’t resist. My cock throbbed in her hand, pulsing as it stiffened. “Then you better plan on spending a lot more time in the Bahamas,” I said.

She laughed. “Like that’s some sort of sacrifice.” Then she floated backward, with my cock in hand, leading me toward the shallow end of the pool.

I kicked my feet to keep pace. “Uhh… that’s my cock you’re pulling.”

“I can’t very well suck it in the deep end.” She grinned wickedly. We floated to the shallow end of the pool, where a set of broad steps ascended from the pool to the deck. “Good boy. Now it’s your turn to make that pool periscope rise.”

I laughed and slid backward up the stairs until my cock broke the surface of the water, soaring like a stone pillar as Brooke’s greedy eyes locked on.

“It’s not your normal pool toy,” I said.

Brooke floated forward, straddling my legs as her soft, bouncy tits lined up with my cock. “It’s the last pool toy I’ll ever need,” she mumbled, as if to herself. Then she gazed at me lovingly as she wrapped her tits around my cock and pressed them together form a warm, soft oven of flesh that enveloped my throbbing manhood.

“Holy shit,” I said as a wash of adrenaline flooded my body. She was titty fucking me?

Brooke’s golden red hair glistened under the bright sunshine and water dripped from the tip of her pert little nose. Her green eyes locked on mine. “Do you like that, baby?” She moved her tits up and down my cock as she pressed them in tight.

Baby? She had never called me that before. It should have alarmed me, but deep down, I loved it as much as I knew I loved her. Waves of guilty pleasure rolled over my cock, igniting a low moan in my throat. “Yes.” My voice came out gravelly with desire.

“Do you want me to stop?” She flashed me a teasing smile. It was a reminder about our conversation that happened only yesterday but felt like a lifetime ago.

“No.” I croaked as I edged my hips upward, sliding my cock through her tight flesh until my purple tip emerged from incredible, snow-white cleavage.

She moved her tits faster, heating my cock inside her soft flesh while I groaned under her expert assault.

“Do you want to come in my mouth or on my tits?”

Brooke’s eyes told me what she wanted, but if I was enjoying the titty fuck, she wouldn’t stop. “In your mouth.” My cock thrummed on the edge of explosion just as Brooke dropped her tits and my cock bobbed free.

The absence of her warm flesh made me gasp, but she didn’t make me wait long. Brooke tucked a lock of her glistening hair behind her ear, grabbed hold of my cock with one hand, and lowered her mouth until my tip disappeared between her plump, pink lips.

Her tongue swirled over my pulsing knob, and she sealed her lips around my thick man meat, sliding lower as my tip slithered across the back of her tongue. “Fuck.” My breath caught in my throat and my legs turned to mush.

Brooke squeezed my cock at the base and stroked as she bobbed up and down on my rigid shaft. Her tongue danced, seeming to be everywhere at once while she formed a perfect, air-tight seal with her lips and sucked. The sweet sounds of sloshing and slurping rose over the harmonies of Ed Sheeran crooning from the pool speakers.

I put my hand on the top of her head and edged my hips up and down, meeting her steady rhythm. I let out long moans and brief grunts as I fucked her face. Her mouth felt electric as she did things to my cock I didn’t know were possible.

Brooke came off my cock with a loud pop, flashing me her pink tongue where a thick string of cum appeared, stretching out to meet her lower lip. She grinned at me as she ran the flat of her tongue down my shaft, licking it like an ice cream cone until she reached my balls and gently sucked one between her lips.

My breaths came hot and heavy, and my toes curled under the weight of pure ecstasy, lighting up my body like a pinball machine. Her warm breath curled over my knob and her soft tits settled on my upper thighs with her hard nipples raking my soft skin.

She kissed my swollen head and curled the tip of her tongue around my knob. “I love your cock.” She eyed it proudly as she stroked my base before diving back down and engulfing my cock in a single swallow.

My knob pushed down the back of her throat, and my head swam with fevered desire. Her entire mouth seemed to swallow my cock as her tongue swirled and slithered, reaching places I didn’t know existed. “I’m coming.” I half grunted before my orgasm ripped through me like a tornado.

My cock pulsed, spurting thick salvos of pearly spunk straight down the back of her throat. I came hard and fast, my head spinning as I emptied my balls into her pouty little mouth.

Brooke didn’t let up, bobbing up and down on my cock as she milked me with one hand, drinking every drop. She expertly licked and sucked, riding the wave of my orgasm until my cock went still inside her mouth.

I sucked in deep breaths, unable to tear my eyes away from the stunning beauty. “That was incredible.”

Brooke came off my cock, sucking me clean before she parted her lips and presented me with her prize — a pool of cum swimming in her mouth. With a grin, she closed her lips and swallowed before leaning forward and kissing my tip gingerly. “The first in a long line of blow jobs,” she said as her green eyes dazzled under the blazing sun.

“I’d offer to take you to dinner, but you already ate,” I said.

She released my cock and slid up my body, straddling me as she pulled her way toward me. Her tits mashed against my chest, and she met me face to face before giving me a soft kiss on the lips. “I didn’t eat with Peter.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You went to dinner?”

“Yes, but I told him I wasn’t hungry,” she said. “I wanted to be with you.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my hands on her firm, ripe ass, giving it a soft squeeze and a gentle pat. She didn’t want to talk about Peter, but at some point, it would all bubble to the surface. It was only a matter of time. “Then it’s my lucky day. Dinner is on me.”

Her face lit up, and she kissed me warmly before sighing contentedly. “Why is being with you so easy? I swear it’s like breathing. We feel right together.”

“Because we have years of history,” I said.

“Peter and I have years of history but being with him is like sitting through a root canal. With you, it’s like time flies by in an instant. I love spending time with you.”

I kissed her back. “I love spending time with you, too. Come on. I know a great burger and beer place.”

“I love burgers and beers,” she said.

I sat upright on the step and pulled her onto my lap, where she straddled me, facing me.

She draped her arms over my shoulders, and we fell into a long, kiss. It was only when the sun slipped beyond the house and a chill touched the air that we relented and climbed out of the pool.

“Let’s shower first,” Brooke said as she guided me into the house.

“Brooke?” I held her back, and she turned around, frowning at me slightly.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“To be clear… I want you. I want to make love to you, but there’s Peter and there’s us.”

“You won’t have sex with me until I break up with Peter?”

“I think we both know I will,” I said. “It’s just… it doesn’t make me feel good.”

“Okay,” she said. “What about us?”

“I don’t want sex to change what we have,” I said. “What if you tire of me or decide it’s all too much? How will we get back to what we have now?”

Brooke seemed to relax, and she smiled with calm confidence. “That’s simple. We won’t ever change because I love you with my whole heart, and I always have. Every other man has been a stand-in while I waited on you.” Her eyes glistened with tears.

“I love you too,” I said, admitting what I’d known all along. “But it’s strange to say it out loud. Wherever your dad is, I hope he isn’t cursing me.”

“I promise I won’t push you tonight, but I can’t wait much longer,” she said. “I want you so bad. And I know sex with you will be amazing.”

“Are you on the pill?” I asked.

She nodded. “But if you and I… well… I would go off the pill if you asked.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You want to get pregnant?”

“I want your babies,” she said before her cheeks flashed red. “It’s too much too fast. I’m sorry. I just have waited forever for this.”

“It’s okay.” I drew her into a hug. “Maybe there was a reason I never had kids. The universe was lining me up for you.”

She ran her hands down my back. “Come on, baby. I’ll wash your back.” Then Brooke led me by the hand upstairs and into our second shower of the day.
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The sound of chirping crickets rose above the cool night breeze that swept across the pool deck. Overhead, a billion stars gleamed under a night sky devoid of clouds or even the light pollution from Atlanta off in the distance.

I reclined on the chaise lounge and stared up into the sky, wondering just how pissed off Reggie would be with me right now. Then again, he never much cared for Peter, so maybe I was doing him a favor?

“Sorry, Reg. Forgive me?” I eyed the heavens, not expecting a reply when one came.

“Forgive you for what?” Brooke said from where she crossed the pool deck with a blanket wrapped around her shoulders. Her eyes were bleary with sleep and her hair was slightly disheveled from where she fell asleep on the couch.

“Nothing,” I said. “Well… it’s something, but not for you to worry about.”

Brooke frowned and when she reached me, she crawled onto the lounge chair with me and stretched out beside me, wrapping her arm and the blanket with it around both of us. “Tell me.” She leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Why did you leave me alone on the couch?”

I slid my arm around her shoulder and drew her in tight against me. “You looked so peaceful. I didn’t want to wake you. I came out here to cover the pool and then I saw the stars. One thing led to another, and here I am.”

She rubbed my chest with her palm and gazed at the starry sky. “Sometimes I lay out here so I can feel closer to daddy.”

I chuckled softly. “Guess who I was talking to?”

“You’re asking daddy to forgive you for being with me?”

“Something like that.” I ran my fingers through her silky hair and kissed her softly on the crown of her head. “He would hate me for being with you.”

“I think he would surprise you,” Brooke said. “Daddy knew how I felt about you.”

That surprised me and I gazed down at her face, where she had nestled her head in the crook of my shoulder. “You’re kidding?”

“At first, he thought it was just a crush, but as the years went on and my feelings didn’t change….” She shrugged. “He made peace with it.”

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

“Tell you what? That I was secretly in love with you?” She let out a muted laugh. “Baby, I tried so many times.” She sighed and rubbed my chest. “I chickened out every time.”

“Reggie, making peace with it isn’t the same as condoning it,” I said.

“The day before he died, he encouraged me to pursue you,” Brooke said.

“Come on.” I let out a belly laugh. “That’s not true.”

Brooke glared up at me. “Daniel Pierce, are you calling me a liar?” Her southern accent flared, and her green eyes flashed a warning.

I swallowed away a lump forming in my throat. “No, ma’am.”

Her expression softened, and she resumed her position, this time sliding her leg across mine. “I would never lie about daddy’s dying words.”

“I’m sorry. What did he say?” I ran my hand up and down her back.

“He told me he knew how we felt about you, and that he was okay with it so long as we were happy. He said that you would look out for us and that you had our best interests at heart.”

“Who’s we?” I asked.

“What?” She frowned up at me.

“You said he knew how we felt about you. What does that mean?”

“I mean me, Lillie, and Eloise,” she said.

My stomach lurched. “Elle and Lillie look at me like a father figure,” I said. “I’m not trying to be harsh. Maybe you misinterpreted Reggie’s words?”

“No, baby, I didn’t.” She drew my chin around until I faced her, then kissed me softly on the lips. “I know what he meant. I’ll leave the interpretation up to you.”

That thought was too much for me to take on at the moment. We were truly dipping our toes into shark-infested waters. I changed the subject. “Does Lillie know about us?”

“Of course, she does. So does Eloise,” Brooke said. “Baby, they’re my sisters. We have no secrets.”

“Shit.” I sighed. “That’s awkward.”

“Only if you let it be.” She kissed me again. “Don’t worry. They’re both on board, and more than a little jealous.”

“Jealous?” I laughed again. “Elle is engaged, and Lillie has a new flavor every week. They’re doing just fine.”

Brooke rested her head on my chest but didn’t hide the wry smile on her face. “Not everything is what it seems.”

I laughed, but she had thrown me off with her blatant insinuations. Did Elle and Lillie feel the same way as Brooke? There was no chance I would pursue either of them, so maybe I would never know?

Brooke pulled the blanket higher, then shifted her body, sliding on top of me before she kissed me again. This time, our lips lingered before parting and our tongues met, soft and sensual, while she ground her pussy against my thickening cock.

I cupped her ass, sliding my hands up and inside the bottom of her tight shorts before squeezing her bare flesh between my open fingers. Her mouth tasted sweet, like the summer wine she had during our movie, and her hair smelled like tropical flowers. My cock throbbed against her, and we deepened the kiss, our hands roaming while Brooke’s soft moans filled my mouth.

Time was running out. There was no use putting off sex any longer. I was powerless to stop the inevitable.

Brooke broke off the kiss, panting for her breath as she gazed down at me. “Let’s go to bed.”

I was about to say yes when her phone started ringing.

With Lillie still out with her friends, Brooke didn’t hesitate to pull it out of her pocket as she sat upright, straddling me in the lounge chair. Her expression soured, and she let out a low groan. “God… it’s Peter. I’ll let it ring to voice mail.”

“Wait,” I said. “Why is Peter calling you at close to midnight? Maybe something is wrong?”

“Please don’t make me talk to him.” Her eyes pleaded with me, but the look I gave her in return seemed to convince her to take the call.

She let out a resigned sigh and hit the answer button. “Hello? Peter? What’s wrong?”

I could hear Peter’s voice coming through the speaker. He sounded as boisterous and lively as if he were taking a 2 pm sales call.

“Nothing is wrong.” Peter laughed. “It’s midnight on a Friday night. It’s not exactly late.”

Brooke furrowed her brow and glared down at me as if this were all my fault.

I shrugged, and Brooke put the call on speaker. “I’m in bed trying to sleep. Is there a point to this call?”

“Someone’s grumpy,” he said, laughing again. “I just wanted to get on your calendar for tomorrow night.”

“Peter, Dan and I have plans,” she said, glaring so hard at me I shrank back slightly.

“The invite is for you, Dan, and your sisters,” he said. “In fact, that’s what this is all about — celebrating Dan’s return. I’ve made reservations for all of us at Sangiovese for tomorrow night at six. I won’t take no for an answer.”

Brooke put the phone on mute and gazed at me. “What should I tell him?”

“Tell him yes,” I said. “It’s just one dinner. Besides, it’ll be fun. You can play footsie with me again under the table and this time I won’t stop you.” I grinned.

Brooke rolled her eyes and unmuted the phone. “Okay. Tomorrow night at six. We’ll meet you there.”
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From the car to the entrance of Sangiovese, Brooke held my hand, but remained silent as she had during the car ride over. Elle spent the ride trying to reassure her while Lillie was all but certain that Peter was going to propose. Neither of them made her feel any better, and she spent most of the time staring out the car window. When we hit the lobby, she finally released the death grip on my hand, but pressed in close to me as we made our way through the restaurant.

Lillie had spent most of the day trying to convince Brooke to cancel, while Elle thought doing so would be rude. I silently agreed with Lillie and had a bad feeling about the dinner. Acting on Lillie’s advice, Brooke had tried to cancel the dinner reservations, but Peter practically begged her not to before she relented.

Now the four of us followed the restaurant’s hostess, who led us past the main dining room and down a long hallway to what looked like a private dining room tucked away near the back, near the kitchen.

“I’ve got a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach.” As if it were second nature, Brooke once again laced her fingers in mine and squeezed before glancing up at me as if I might vanish. “Don’t you dare leave my side. Not even for a minute.”

“You need to end it with him,” I said.

“He’s totally right,” Lille said, hanging on every word just in front of us while Elle nodded in agreement.

Brooke let out a worried groan. “I’ll break up with him tomorrow. I promise.”

“Good,” I said as we rounded a corner, entered a set of double doors, and appeared just outside a cozy dining room.

White linen, crystal wine glasses, and gleaming silver cutlery decorated a long table radiating warm light from a six candle centerpiece and an impressive crystal chandelier hovering above the table. But the biggest surprise came from the people sitting at the end of the table with Peter. Namely, his parents.

“Well, shit,” I mumbled under my breath as Brooke gasped and ducked behind, squeezing my hand so hard my knuckles popped.

“Fuck,” she whispered with a gut wrenching fervor I rarely heard from her.

Elle and Lillie gave cover by moving into the room first and greeting Peter and his parents.

Brooke and I tentatively approached from behind. I stole a glance down at Brooke’s impressive cleavage encased in a form-fitting black dress that had previously left me speechless. I leaned over and whispered in her ear. “Now might be a good time to not hold my hand like we’re a couple.”

She glared at me. “This is all your fault, and we are a couple.” But then she let go of my hand and sucked in a deep breath. “Danny, I can’t do this.”

“If it looks like he’s going to propose, I’ll pull him aside and cut it off in advance.”

She gazed up at me hopefully. “You will?”

I nodded. “But that doesn’t get you out of breaking up with him.”

She breathed out and seemed to relax a bit. “I promise I will. I can’t go through this again.”

Then I stepped forward, plastered on a smile, and extended my hand to Peter. “Pete. Thanks for the invite.”

He pulled me into a quick hug. “I wouldn’t have it any other way. Your family, and this is a family night.”

Lille and Elle had finished greeting Peter’s parents before the middle-aged couple turned their attention to me.

“Dan, you remember my parents —”

“Roy and Beverly,” I said, cutting him off. “Of course, I remember.”

Roy, a man in his late fifties, with salt and pepper hair and a warm smile, offered me his hand. “It’s the man who taught Petey everything he knows.”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” I said as I shook the man’s hand before turning to his wife. “Beverly, you look gorgeous.”

The slightly overweight, silver-haired woman rolled her eyes. “You’re such a charmer. I heard you came out of retirement.”

I shrugged. “Brooke’s teaching me the ropes. Honestly, she handles the business better than I ever did. She’s a real pro.”

Beverly’s gaze shifted to Brooke. “There she is. The belle of the ball.”

“Hello Mrs. Rankin,” Brooke said, her voice shaky under the heavy weight of anticipation.

“I’ve told you a million times, dear. Call me Bev. My mother-in-law is Mrs. Rankin.” She laughed and Brooke flashed a nervous smile.

“Please, sit,” Peter said. “Brooke, this is your seat.” He stood behind the chair next to the head of the table and smiled.

“Oh, that’s okay,” she said. “Danny can take that spot. I’ll sit down her with my sisters.”

Peter chuckled nervously. “Can you please sit next to me?” Then he eyed me and winked. “No offense, Dan.”

“None taken,” I said. “She’s your girlfriend.”

Brooke kicked my shin and gave me a smoldering look as I stifled an urge to grin. “Sure,” she said and shifted past me as Peter pulled out her chair for her.

“Danny, can you sit beside me?” Brooke asked, flashing me a clear don’t-fuck-with-me look.

“Absolutely.” I offered her a reassuring smile, then glanced at Lillie beside me, who concealed a smirk and then at Elle, who had knitted her brows together with worry.

“Wine and appetizers are on the way,” Peter said as he sashayed around the table to his seat. “Dinner is on me, so eat up.” He sat down as his mother took the seat across from Brooke and Roy sat across from me.

Lillie took the seat to my left and immediately inched her chair closer to me before leaning over to whisper. “Can I have some wine tonight?”

Again, she was asking permission? I paused a moment, as if considering, but found myself captured by her penetrating blue eyes. “A couple of glasses of wine won’t hurt. Just go easy. You weigh almost nothing.”

Her eyes lit up along with her smile. “Thanks, Danny. Can you pick out something for me? I know nothing about wine, and you know what I like.”

For a moment, I forgot about Brooke, Elle and everyone else at the table, losing myself in the captivating aura of the petite blonde princess. It was easy to see why people were so drawn to her. “Sure.”

I stole a quick glance across the table at Elle, who I caught staring at us with a look of joy on her face. It was as if she loved that her little sister had a real man back in her life.

“Brooke tells us you have a place in the Bahamas?” Beverly said.

It took a moment for me to realize that she was talking to me, and it took a pinch from Brooke before I wheeled around to face Peter’s mother. “That’s right. I have a place in Nassau.”

“Pete says it’s right on the beach,” Roy said.

“I figured if I’m moving to the Bahamas, I may as well go all in,” I said, inciting laughter from Bev, Roy, and Peter while Brooke stared at me glumly.

“Well, I’m sure it’s paradise, but I was glad to hear the girls have a strong man living in the house.” She turned to Brooke and smiled. “Not that I don’t know you’re perfectly capable of taking care of yourself. But you girls have to admit that it’s nice having a father figure you can count on.”

“Danny is our godfather,” Lilly said, smiling at me proudly. “I love having him home.”

“We all do,” Brooke said.

“That’s right,” Elle chimed in. “For the first time in a year, our house feels like home again.” She gave me a warm, almost knowing, smile that turned my insides to the consistency of churned butter.

“It’s the next best thing to having your father back in the house,” Roy said, chiming in.

Under the table, I felt Brooke’s hand slide down my inner thigh, and I almost jumped.

“For never having kids of his own, he’s a real daddy,” Brooke said, grinning at me.

Bev frowned and Roy turned up an eyebrow while Peter grinned as if Brooke calling me her daddy was as ordinary as chatting up tomorrow’s weather report.

I cleared my throat but left Brooke’s hand alone to wander higher up my leg before she cupped my cock in her hand. For the first time that night, she seemed to relax. “Daddy is a tad extreme,” I said. “But I admit, it feels good to let them dote on me.”

Roy let out an elderly cackle. “That’s the spirit.”

The wait staff served our wine and brought out our dinner salads while the conversation continued. After a glass of wine, Brooke seemed to settle in, fondling my cock, while Peter chatted with us about the company’s marketing strategy. Lillie and Elle kept Roy and Bev entertained with tales of their college exploits, and it wasn’t until after dinner that the mood shifted.

Peter stood at the head of the table and cleared his throat until we went silent.

We turned to face him, and Brooke put the death grip on my thigh under the table. Her complexion faded to the color of cold marble, and her eyes bugged out.

“Before dessert arrives, there’s an important question I’ve been dying to ask.” His smile was bright and confident as his white teeth gleamed under the crystal-infused illumination.

Brooke turned to me as she silently pleaded with me.

“Hey Pete,” I said, as I stood and cleared my throat. “Before that happens, may I have a word with you alone?”

Bev frowned and turned to me. “Is something wrong?”

Pete’s smile didn’t fade an iota. “Can it wait, boss? I’m kind of in the middle of something.”

Beside me, Lillie leaned in, sipped her wine and grinned over at Elle, whose frown deepened by the second.

Brooke sat beside me, as stiff as the starched linen tablecloth, seeming too afraid to move.

“That’s what I’d like to discuss,” I said. “It will only take a minute.”

Peter looked a little deflated but nodded. “Sure thing.”

I glanced down at Brooke, patted her shoulder reassuringly, then stepped away from the table while Peter followed me out into the hallway.

When we were safely out of earshot, Peter frowned. “What gives? I was about to propose to Brooke.”

“Right,” I said, nodding while I breathed a sigh of relief. “I thought as much.”

“Is this because I didn’t ask you for her hand in marriage? If it is, I’m sorry, I —”

I shook him off. “It’s not that.”

Peter’s frown deepened. “Then what? I can provide for her, if that’s the issue.”

If Brooke heard Peter say that, she would’ve brought out the claws. “It’s the timing,” I said. “Maybe now isn’t the best time. Brooke might not be as receptive as you imagine.”

“Not receptive? We’ve been dating for almost three years,” he said. “I’m ready to make memories and start a family. Does Brooke not want to marry me?”

I was climbing a slippery slope. This wasn’t any of my business, but Brooke had made it my business. She had put off breaking up with him, and I was cleaning up her mess. Part of me just wanted to let him propose and make her face the music. But I loved her and didn’t want to see her experience that kind of trauma. “If you ask her, I believe she’ll say no,” I said, giving him the hard truth.

“She said that?” He looked stupefied.

“Why don’t you sit down tomorrow and discuss with her where things stand?”

“My parents are expecting a proposal,” Peter said as he met my gaze. “What am I supposed to tell them?”

The boy had a lot to learn about women. “This isn’t a decision that involves your parents. You can tell them later that we chatted, and I talked you out of it.”

Peter leaned against the wall and gazed down at the floor, scratching his chin as he seemed to ponder my words. Finally, he stood up and shook his head. “Thanks for the advice,” Peter said before he squeezed my shoulder and let out a deep breath. “But I know Brooke better than anyone. She’s been waiting for me to pop the question for a year. She’s ready. I’m ready.” He inhaled sharply before his smile returned. “I appreciate the advice, but I’ve got this.” With that, he strode around me with unwavering confidence and re-entered the private dining room.

As I followed Peter back inside, the room turned toward us. Brooke’s eyes latched onto me, and I gave her a slight shake of my head.

Her face turned pale, and she slumped back in her chair as the rest of the room waited for Peter to speak.

“Where was I?” He was all charm and confidence as he strode past Brooke, squeezing her shoulder lovingly before he returned to his spot at the head of the table.

Bev looked on adoringly, her eyes sparkling, and Roy actually took out his smart phone and started shooting video.

If I hadn’t been so mortified, I would have found the entire situation amusing. Well… it was still amusing. Brooke had this coming. I tried to warn her a hundred times, but she had procrastinated to the point of public humiliation. I hung back near the doorway and leaned against the wall, not daring to take my seat again.

Peter turned his full attention on Brooke, took a sip from his water glass, and started in. “It’s not every day a man meets the love of his life. But Brooke, when your father took a chance on a hungry junior executive, who knew that our destinies would intertwine?”

Lillie rolled her eyes, and Elle looked away as if witnessing an honest to God train wreck. Brooke stared at Peter in abject horror before inching her chair away from the table, as if preparing to flee.

I folded my arms over my chest and cringed inwardly as Peter droned on about their great romance. Would Brooke kill me if I asked Roy for a copy of the video?

Brooke glanced at me like a drowning woman being tossed about on a storm swell, but all I could do was watch the carnage. This was on her.

When she turned back around, Peter had dropped to one knee and held open a box with a shiny engagement ring inside. “Will you do the honor of becoming my wife?”

Bev let out a gasp and Roy locked on to Brooke’s face with his camera as she looked at the ring as if were a two-headed cobra ready to strike.

She swallowed hard and stared first at the ring and then at Peter. “I….” The word hung in the air while we held our collective breath.

Peter blinked with his salesman smile firmly glued to his face. “Is that a yes?” He chuckled nervously and, for the first time, I caught the glint of pure fear in his eyes.

“Peter… I….” Brooke shook her head. “I can’t do this.” She pushed away from the table and strode away from the table, picking up steam as she flashed past me into the hallway.

Bev gasped while Roy got the action shot of Brooke rushing away from the proposal.

Peter slumped on one knee and hung his head in defeat.

Lillie snickered like a brat, and Elle frowned, turning her eyes on me. “Go after her,” Elle said, mouthing the words to me.

I nodded and rushed out of the room, following Brooke down the hallway until she disappeared into the ladies’ restroom.

“Well fuck,” I said, muttering under my breath. But the social taboo of entering the ladies’ room wouldn’t stop me from doing the right thing. With a quick glance to my right and left, I pushed the door open and slipped inside.

The ladies’ room was finished with high-end decor befitting the restaurant Peter picked for his train wreck. Three floor-to-ceiling stalls offered complete privacy and individual marble sinks were each accompanied by their own illuminated mirror. Warm light filtered through the cozy room and a fresh stack of white hand towels appeared beside each sink.

Thankfully, the bathroom was empty except for the sounds of sniffling coming from the stall furthest away from the door.

I considered locking the bathroom door behind me, but that would draw the manager’s attention and then I’d have to explain myself. As it was, I could just send away whoever came in.

Since I heard no movement coming from the other stalls, I made my way across the bathroom and stopped outside Brooke’s hiding place.

The sounds of sniffling continued before Brooke blew her nose.

I leaned against the wall and searched for the right words. After throwing out three open lines, I settled on one that might make her laugh. “This bathroom puts to shame any men’s room I’ve seen. Are all ladies’ rooms this nice?”

“Go away, Danny,” Brooke said through the stall door.

“Can you let me in? If someone comes in here, they might arrest me, which I would desperately like to avoid.”

“I should have listened to you,” she said. “Is that what you came here to say?”

“What kind of boyfriend would say that to the woman he loves?”

There was a long pause and then the door clicked before Brooke pushed it open long enough for me to come inside.

I entered the stall and found Brooke leaning against one wall, clutching a tissue in one hand. Her eyes were puffy and her complexion blotchy red from crying. “I feel awful,” she said, casting her gaze down at her feet while I latched the stall door closed behind us.

“At least you didn’t say yes,” I said. “And this is as much Peter’s fault as yours. I told him not to propose, and he flat out ignored me.”

She glanced up at me, her eyes filled with hope. “You did?”

I nodded. “Don’t beat yourself up. Peter is monumentally horrible at reading body language. You would think a man who’s built a brand would know better.”

Brooke shrugged. “He can’t read minds. I should have told him I didn’t love him.”

I stepped forward, placed a finger under Brooke’s chin, and guided her head upward until she met my gaze. “He knew.” Her green eyes locked on mine. “Deep down, Peter knew, and he ignored the signs that were right in front of him.”

Brooke picked up one of my hands and laced her fingers in mine. Her expression turned serene, and she tilted her head at an angle, as if assessing me. “What do you see right in front of you?” She licked her lips and seemed to hold her breath as she waited for me to speak.

“I see the woman I’ve fallen in love with,” I said before I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. A wave of feral desire swept through my body, and I pressed closer, sliding my hands around her trim waist.

Brooke broke off the kiss just long enough to level me with her smoldering green eyes. “I love you, Danny.” She drew in close and pressed her lips against mine. Our lips parted and our tongues flashed together.

Hot and hungry, we devoured each other. Our lips and tongue were a frenzied blur of unbridled lust. Brooke moaned in my mouth and slid her hands down my shirt before they settled on my stiffening cock. Then, with her trembling hands, she fumbled with my belt buckle.

My cock thickened, turning stiff in an instant as I let my hands roam lower, over her hips and underneath her black dress. My head thrummed with a drumbeat of unadulterated want. I needed her like I had never needed another person. The thought of entering her consumed my mind. Dizzy lust flashed in my vision, and I hooked my fingers inside her panties before drawing them down over her hips.

Brooke broke off the kiss, panting, her eyes heavy, swimming with lust. She freed my belt and fumbled with my zipper as she shimmied out of her panties and let them fall to the floor.

I cupped her tit, squeezing it in her dress as my cock pulsed, stiff and raging before Brooke’s hand found it, and her fingers circled my shaft. She squeezed it between her fingers and pushed away my pants, racing to free me of every restraint.

Our eyes locked and, wordlessly, Brooke leaned her shoulders back against the stall wall.

I cupped her bare ass in my hands as my pants dropped around my ankles. I hoisted her up off the ground, and she locked her legs around my back. “Your mine,” I said in a whisper and Brooke nodded as she licked her lips.

My knob found her wet slit, eager and ready. I pushed it through her slick pink before I slipped inside her and lowered her onto my throbbing rod. With a groan, I entered her, savoring her warm tightness as it enveloped my cock for the first time. My head swooned and my legs buckled as Brooke’s pussy pulsed around my fiery shaft, nearly bringing me to my knees.

She let out a shuddering moan and locked her ankles around my back, squeezing down on my cock with her pussy as her body trembled in my arms. “Baby, that feels so good.” Her words came out in a rush, and she rocked on my cock, fully impaling herself as she bit her lip as if to stifle a loud moan.

With a deep grunt, I pushed deeper, driving my cock into her velvety depths, savoring every inch of her pussy squirming over my steel-hard shaft. The feeling was pure bliss, and I leaned in, kissing her as she bounced off my cock, rapidly fucking me as the bathroom stall creaked in protest behind her.

My cock took over, pounding the nubile twenty-five-year-old over and over as our grunts echoed high off the bathroom walls. Brooke’s breaths came hard and fast, and she leaned back, locking her eyes on mine.

My cock sizzled under the heat radiating off her pussy, and my head swam with a strong need to come. I nuzzled in behind her ear and breathed in her intoxicating scent as I fucked her hard and deep.

From beyond our bathroom hideaway, the creak of the bathroom door interrupted our fevered bliss. Voices reverberated and the bathroom door shut behind them.

“He’s such an asshole,” the woman said. “Did you see him flirting with our server?”

I pinned Brooke against the wall with my cock buried deep inside her. Her ragged breaths threatened to give us away, and I cupped my hand over her mouth while her pussy pulsed around my cock.

“Yea. I’m sorry about that,” the second woman said before the sound of running water came from the sink. “John said he was a good guy. I never should have set you up.”

I took my hand away from Brooke’s mouth and she leaned forward, finding my mouth with hers. Our tongues met, and I rocked inside her, fucking her slow and deep, praying the women wouldn’t hear.

Brooke ran her fingers through my hair and broke off our kiss as she gazed into my eyes. She moved atop me in slow, deep circles, grinding my cock as her eyes glazed over.

My cock burned inside her, ready to explode, but I held off, fucking her deep and matching her slow, exquisite rhythm.

She curled her arms around my neck, riding me like a bull as her breaths once again quickened, and fresh fear blossomed in the back of my brain.

The women finally exited the bathroom and when the door shut, I rammed her hard and deep, fever fucking her with reckless abandon.

Brooke’s moans echoed off the walls. Her jaw hung slack and her body spasmed before she moaned so loud, I was worried she had alerted half the restaurant. “Baby, I’m coming,” she said, struggling for breath a moment before her eyes rolled back in her head and she fell back against the stall wall.

My head flashed and spun with a wave of dizzy exhilaration. My orgasm slammed into me, lighting up my cock before I grunted and erupted inside her. Ropes of molten jizz fired off, spilling deep inside her, finding her womb as I pumped my hips, spurting again and again.

As Brooke’s pussy locked down on my exploding cock, she tightened her legs around me and her muscles undulated in quivering waves over my cock. “That’s it, baby,” she whispered, rocking on my cock as she swiveled her hips, pumping me dry. Brooke leaned forward and kissed my neck up to my ear before she whispered, “You’re the only man I’ll ever want.”

As I drained the last of my seed inside her, her breath curled in my ear and rolled down my neck, setting goosebumps flashing across my body. I pressed my forehead against the stall wall and tried to collect myself, drawing in deep breaths as Brooke worked on my neck, sucking so hard I was sure she would leave a bruise.

“I’m sorry,” I said, whispering.

Brooke came off my neck and sat back until we came face to face. She half glared, half frowned at me. “Sorry for what? We both wanted that.”

“Not the sex,” I said before leaning in to kiss her softly. “I didn’t want our first time to go down inside a bathroom stall.”

Brooke giggled and kissed me again. “It was hot. Your cock feels amazing inside me.”

“Your father must be rolling over in his grave,” I said.

“Enough talk about daddy,” she said. “This is a whole new chapter for us.”

“I got it, and I’m all in,” I said. “Should we head back to the table and collect your sisters?”

She sighed. “If we have to. What should I tell Peter?”

“I doubt he stuck around. But if he did, tell him the truth.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Tell him I fucked my godfather in the ladies’ room?”

I winced and sighed. “You know what I mean.”

She giggled and kissed me again. “I feel a lot better. Can we fuck again when we get home?”

“You’re going to run me ragged, aren’t you?”

“Buckle in, baby.” She grinned. “You’re on the ride of your life.”
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When we returned to the table, Peter and his parents were gone, having made hasty goodbyes to Lillie and Elle. Lillie said Peter looked like a guy who had just eaten a shit sandwich in one bite while Elle displayed more tact, chastising Lillie, saying that she should have more sympathy for Peter since he had a broken heart.

Brooke stewed, wondering if she should call Peter to apologize, and I suggested she hold off and let the guy retreat to lick his wounds.

That said, the trip home was upbeat. All three sisters happily chatted. Lillie laid out her vacation plans for the hundredth time and Elle tried unsuccessfully to get hold of Mark. On the bright side, with the catastrophic dinner proposal cutting things short, the night had ended earlier than expected, so the four of us got comfortable and decided to watch a movie.

While the ladies queued up a rom com, I took the chance to make a call to Chad’s parents. The conversation was brief, but successful, and when I plopped down on the couch beside Lillie, she knew exactly what I had been up to.

“What did they say?” Lilly asked.

She sat beside me wearing black form-fitting shorts that barely covered her ass and a loose gray tank top showcasing her jiggling, and very clearly braless tits. Her hard nipples strained the thin cotton top and despite my best effort to resist, I stole recurring glances at her incredible rack.

Elle sat further down the couch from Lillie wearing a similar outfit with a tank top that showed even more flesh. Deep gaps on each side revealed a healthy serving of creamy, voluptuous side boob.

I tried to shake off the lust tickling the back of my mind and sank back onto the couch before letting out a sigh. I started to answer Lillie when I noticed Brooke’s absence. “Where’s your sister?”

Lillie stretched out her legs, placing her petite feet squarely atop my lap, giving me a front row view of her glistening, smooth legs. “She’s changing.” Lillie raised an eyebrow. “You were talking to Chad’s parents, right?” She curled her toes under my inner thigh and studied my face, as if assessing my reaction.

My cock shifted in my baggy shorts, stiffening as Lillie seemed to think putting her feet in my lap was no big deal. I wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of reacting. “I spoke with his mother,” I said. “She plans on playing chaperon for the trip, so you’re all set. I gave her my contact info, and I told her if you gave her any trouble, she should send you home.”

Elle snickered, and Lillie frowned. “Ha, ha. You’re hilarious.”

“I also made it painfully clear that you and Chad won’t be sharing a bedroom,” I said.

“Oooh,” Elle said. “Cock blocked.”

Lillie shrugged. “That actually helps me. I don’t want to have sex with Chad. Besides, I like my sleep and I don’t want him pawing at me all night.”

Discussing Lillie’s sex life wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I sat down, but here we were. “Really? I figured you and Chad would be all hormones and hands.”

“I think the steroids have impacted his sex drive,” Lillie said. “Which is great because I don’t put out for just anyone. It’s the main reason I’m with Chad. There’s no pressure in the bedroom, if you know what I mean.” She grinned at me and wriggling her toes against my leg.

“I’m happy to hear that,” I said as Lillie dug her toes deeper, placing them between my legs until her toes fit snuggly underneath. “Does Chad know how you feel?”

“Do any of the boys’ Lillie dates know how she feels?” Elle smiled at her sister. “She’s such a little cock tease.”

Lillie’s jaw dropped and her eyes widened, but the smile gave away her feigned shock. “Says the girl who invented the phrase. You’re an even bigger cock tease than Brooke, and she never gave it up.”

That made me wonder about Elle and Mark. Had they consummated their relationship, or was Elle saving herself for her wedding night? The thought of a sexually frustrated Dr. Mark filled my heart with joy.

Elle’s cheeks reddened. “I’m not,” she said. “Sex is a big step.”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “You’re such a goody two shoes.”

“That’s enough,” I said. “Leave Elle alone. It’s not enough a young woman takes a hard stand on sex, and I appreciate her choice. As for you….” I locked my gaze on Lillie. “I’m half tempted to go to Cozumel myself just to make sure the bedroom rules aren’t violated. Something tells me you’re not giving me the entire truth.”

Lillie’s eyes lit up. “Oh, Danny. You should totally come. You can stay with me and make sure that Chad keeps his hands to himself.”

“I’m not sure what Chad’s mother would make of that,” I said. “And it’s beyond inappropriate.”

“You’re so old-fashioned,” Lillie said before she ran her toes high up my inner thigh until they nearly touched my rail hard cock. “Would you really go if I asked you?”

What was this about? I glanced at Elle, and she shrugged before turning my attention to Lillie. “If you really, really wanted me there, I would go, but in this case, it might be a little awkward. How about I take you girls down to Nassau in a few weeks? We can stay at my beach house, and I’ll show you the Bahamas.”

“Yay.” Lillie clapped her hands and cheered, causing her braless tits to jiggle wildly under her top. “Can I invite a few of my friends?”

“Sure,” I said.

Elle grinned. “I would love a trip like that,” she said. “It might be the closest I get to the beach for a long time.”

“What? Why?” Lillie furrowed her brows. “I thought you and Mark were planning a trip to Hawaii for your honeymoon.”

Elle’s smile faded. “Mark wants to go to Transylvania and visit the real Count Dracula’s castle.”

Lillie’s jaw dropped. “What the actual fuck?”

I cleared my throat and gave Lille a stern look before returning my attention to Elle. “I heard Romania is a beautiful country.”

Elle shrugged. “No offense to Bram Stoker, but I’d rather get my tan on that tour some stuffy old castle.”

“Amen to that sister,” Lillie said. “Give me a margarita and a spot in the sun.” The girls traded a high five, and I smiled at them.

“What’s with the high fives?” Brooke asked as she appeared over my shoulder behind the couch.

“We’re celebrating that Dr. Mark is a total geek,” Lillie said.

“Hey,” Elle said with no heat or conviction in her voice.

Brooke sat on the arm of the sofa beside me, then leaned over, sliding her arm around my shoulder. Just like her sisters, she wore very little when it came to comfort clothes. It seemed all three of them shopped at the same store, because Brooke’s gray shorts were every bit as snug as Lillie’s and her tits nearly popped free of the loose white tank top she wore.

If Lillie having her feet curled inside my legs less than an inch from my cock bothered her, Brooke didn’t let on. Instead, she ran her fingers through my hair and smiled over at her sisters. “Dr. Mark could use a few loosening-up lessons from Danny.”

Elle frowned. “We aren’t all as lucky as you.”

Lillie’s blue eyes twinkled as she inched her feet higher until her toes rubbed the side of my rock hard cock. “Maybe we can all take turns going to the bathroom with Danny?”

My jaw dropped, followed in quick succession by my stomach as I gaped first at Lillie and then at Elle.

All three girls broke out laughing before Brooke slid off the arm of the sofa and directly onto my lap. “You’re awfully cute when you’re embarrassed.” She studied my face with her big green eyes, then leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips.

My body turned as rigid as my cock and turned statue still, keeping my hands safely tucked away from Brooke as her braless tits swam across my chest.

“Get a room,” Lillie said.

“Maybe we could all get a room,” Elle said, causing Lillie to snicker.

My cheeks turned hot, and I remained motionless as Brooke shifted her weight on my lap and glared at Lillie. “Move your feet, blondie. I know what you’re doing. You’re not fooling anyone.”

Lillie rolled her eyes and retracted her feet while she mumbled something indiscernible under her breath.

Brooke took over all the room on my lap, squirming her ass against my raging hard cock while she leaned against me. “You got him nice and warmed up for me.” Brooke turned slightly to face me and sighed contentedly. “Maybe we should get a room?”

“At least someone’s getting laid tonight,” Lillie said.

“Must be nice,” Elle said.

“I would tell you to call Dr. Mark,” Lillie said. “But then he might actually come over.”

Brooke laughed, and Elle glared at her sisters. “We can’t all have a boyfriend like Danny.” Elle furrowed her brows. “Brooke’s the lucky one.”

“Baby, you can let your hands wander,” Brooke said. She flashed me a smoldering look before she came in hot for another kiss. “It’s just us and my sisters know everything.”

“In graphic, gory detail,” Lillie said, which made me cringe.

Elle sighed. “I wish Mark would let me touch him that way?”

“Ew… gross,” Lillie said.

I stared at Elle, dumbstruck. “Mark doesn’t like you coming on to him?” I chuckled and shook my head. “He’s the one who needs to see a doctor.”

“I think he’s asexual,” Lillie said. “Doesn’t he collect Star Wars figurines?”

“So what?” Elle glared at Lillie. “It’s a hobby, just like your hobbies are getting your nails done and ordering boys around.”

“Enough,” I said, focusing my attention on Lillie. “Leave your sister alone.”

Lillie let out a huff, folded her arms over her chest, forcing her tits to mash together before her expression softened. “I’m sorry, Elle. It’s just you can do so much better than Dr. Nimrod.”

“Back off, barracuda,” Brooke said to Lillie. “Elle, we’ve got your back, no matter who you decide to be with.” She glared at Lillie. “Don’t we?”

“I guess.” Lillie sighed. “Fine. Yes.” She turned to Elle. “You know this is all because I love you, right?”

“I know,” Elle said and leaned over to give her little sister a hug. “I appreciate you having my back, even if we don’t always see eye to eye.”

Brooke grinned and leaned into me. “Another happy ending.”

Elle and Lillie broke off their hug before Lillie turned to Brooke and I. “Speaking of happy endings —”

“No,” I said, cutting her off with a firm shake of my head. “Get your dirty mind out of the gutter.”

The girls laughed, and Lillie picked up the remote. “Settle in kids. It’s movie time.”
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I spent the entire movie with a perpetual hard-on and Brooke parked on my lap. Halfway through the movie, she had her hand down my shorts and her fingers wrapped around my cock, slowly stroking me, while I had both my hands inside her top, mauling her perfect tits. All the while, Lillie and Elle dozed off a few feet away. With our hormones bordering on out of control, we let Lillie and Elle sleep while Brooke led me upstairs into her inner sanctum.

She closed her bedroom door and turned the lock behind us. “Just in case Lillie gets any ideas about interrupting us,” she said.

I raised a curious eyebrow. “You really think she would?”

Brooke shrugged. “She has the hots for you, so I wouldn’t put it past her.”

My stomach flipped and my twisted thoughts swirled around fantasy threesomes with Brooke and Lillie. I forced out a dry laugh. “I think you’re imagining things.”

Brooke perched on her tiptoes and gave me a warm, wet kiss on the lips. “Baby, you have no idea what’s going on in this house, do you?”

“I’m starting to figure it out. But Lillie’s just a kid.”

Brooke rolled her eyes. “I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

I started to protest, and Brooke cut me off with a wave. “It’s okay. She’s gorgeous. I don’t blame you. So is Eloise. It’s hard not to stare with all three of us walking around half-dressed.” She drew closer and slid her hands down my pants. “Now where were we?” She gave me a mischievous grin and squeezed my already rigid cock.

I swallowed away the lump in my throat and eyed her bed. “Are you sure about this?”

Brooke laughed. “Baby, we already fucked. Do you want me to stop?”

“God, no.” I gazed down at her tits jiggling inside her loose tank top. My cock throbbed in her warm fingers, and I mentally put my fading guilt in a box.

“You’ve spent two hours with your cock hard enough to pound nails, and I’ve spent five years dreaming about riding that big yeti of yours.” She slipped her hand from my shorts and peeled off her tank top, freeing her jiggling tits. “Now come fuck me like you own me.” She giggled, tossed her tank top in my face, then wriggled out of her shorts before she turned and strutted toward her king sized bed completely naked.

I gazed at her, my jaw dragging the floor, as I clutched her tank top and watched her creamy ass sway from side to side.

Brooke climbed onto her bed and crawled across her puffy white comforter before sprawling out. She grinned at me teasingly as she stretched out her arms behind her head, showcasing every inch of her stunning curves.

I gazed at her, slack jawed, soaking in her incredible body. My cock twitched in my shorts, alerting me that there was a beautiful naked woman in the room, and I should go ahead and get undressed.

Brooke turned on her side to face me. She patted the bed and gazed down at my manhood tenting my shorts. “Don’t keep a girl waiting.” Her pebble hard nipples stood proudly atop her soft pale tits, and her strawberry blonde hair hung loosely over her shoulders, glistening under the warm light coming from the bedside lamp.

My cock throbbed in my shorts, thick and hungry. I stepped up to the edge of the bed and peeled off my tank top, towering over Brooke with my manhood twitching for escape.

Brooke gazed up at me, turning over on her back as her gaze traveled lower before locking in on my cock. “Do you remember the day you helped me move into my college dorm?”

My mind drifted back in time. The day was smolderingly hot, and Reggie had asked me to help Brooke move into her college dorm room. We were supposed to help her together, but a last-minute work emergency kept Reggie sidelined, leaving Brooke and me alone.

With the heat in her old dorm pushing eighty degrees, she had stripped down to only the thinnest t-shirt and shorts. By mid-afternoon, she ditched the bra, telling me it was too hot to wear one and my body reacted accordingly. As the temperatures rose, so did my cock, and Brooke had spent a lot of time with her eyes fixated on the bulge in my jeans.

By the time I left, the sexual tension was so thick it was palpable. I took two cold showers and even then, I couldn’t get her out of my head. It was on that day I knew how badly I wanted her but could never have her.

“Oh, I remember.” I slipped off my shorts and my rigid cock jutted outward, swaying above Brooke as she propped herself up on her elbows, staring me down.

“The bra move was on purpose, wasn’t it?” I asked. “You were such a tease.”

Brooked chuckled. “Totally. I loved how hard I made you. You should have made a move. I would have gladly christened my dorm room with my super-hot godfather.” She gave me a knowing smile while she spread her legs, offering a clear shot of her tight, wet slit.

I licked my lips and rounded the bed before I gazed down at Brooke’s lush, naked body. I rubbed my chin and drank her in. “There was one particular fantasy from that day that I always wanted to live out. Maybe it was the heat or your non-stop teasing that made me delirious, but it’s an itch I still need to scratch.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow and her mouth quirked up in a smile. “Go on.”

I reached down, grabbed her ankles and effortlessly pulled her toward me, eliciting a giggle fit from Brooke.

“What are you doing?” she asked, as her eyes twinkled with mirth.

Without answering, I crawled up onto the bed and sat on my knees, towering above her. My cock swayed before me, pulsing and twitching with virile hardness. I ran my palms down her inner thighs and shuffled closer as she spread her legs as if willing me forward.

Brooke’s chest rose and fell in rapid succession as she eyed my cock wantonly. She gyrated her hips in slow circles and let out a little moan.

“Let me see that ass,” I said, my voice resonating with a commanding tone.

Brooke’s eyes widened slightly as she quickly compiled, rolling over onto her stomach before she glanced back at me over her shoulder. “How’s this?”

I gave her ass a playful smack and her creamy flesh barely jiggled before snapping back into place. “Oh, how I love that tight little ass of yours.”

She giggled and wriggled her ass from side to side. “It’s all yours from now on.”

I leaned forward and took her hips, drawing her up to her knees as I slid my pulsing hog inside the crevice of her ass cheeks. I grabbed her hips and squeezed her cheeks together, wrapping my cock in her tender flesh.

My pulse quickened, and my hands trembled. This was really happening. I slid my shaft up and down her crack as heat radiated from her pussy.

Brooke pushed up to her elbows and gazed back at me. Her tits hung freely beneath her, swaying slightly as she rocked backward. “Fuck me, baby.”

I squeezed her hips before giving her ass another slap, this one slightly harder, drawing a breathy moan from Brooke. This time, a light pink hand print appeared on her tender flesh and my cock throbbed with eager anticipation.

“Say it again,” I said, my voice deep and throaty.

“Fuck me, baby. Fuck me so hard.” Her tone was pleading, and she pressed her hips backward as if seeking my throbbing cock.

“Good girl.” I palmed her ass cheeks, filling my fingers with her bare flesh as I opened her cheeks and eyed her quivering pussy. My tip glided over her ass and lower before the heat from her tender pussy met the steel hard resistance of my thick man meat.

To say she was wet was an understatement. Her pussy glistened as I teased her lips, sliding my tip past her entrance and lower, coating my cock in a shiny layer of Brooke’s juices.

Her hips shuddered slightly as she sucked in a quick gasp, moaning as her voice quivered. Brooke grabbed twin fistfuls of her bedspread and widened her legs, showcasing her pretty pink pussy.

I grabbed hold of her hips, lined up my cock with her honey hole and pushed forward, sinking my cock deep inside her. Her tightness caught me by surprise, and I gasped as a wash of adrenaline surged through my veins.

Brooke let out a sharp hiss and clamped down on my cock, pressing back to meet my forward thrust. “So big.” She barely got the words, her voice echoing equal parts pleasure and pain before she sucked in a sharp breath.

I held still inside her as my heart galloped, pounding in my chest. Her velvety soft, achingly tight pussy fully enveloped my cock, leaving my head spinning. Waves of pleasure buzzed my brain and my legs buckled as I watched my cock slide in and out, glistening with a slick sheen of her juices. I was doing it. I was actually fucking my god daughter. If there was an almighty, he was surely scribing my name on the send-him-straight-to-hell list. But I was long past caring about my guilty feelings. She was simply too exquisite to put on a shelf.

“Baby, baby, baby… I love you so much.” Brooke said in a rush as she rocked forward and backward, groaning and grunting as I fucked her slow and deep.

My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing as it strained against her tight inner walls. With a hard grunt, I powered forward, slamming inside her, fully impaling her, causing Brooke to squeal with pleasure. Then I picked up the pace, fucking her faster with stabbing grunts.

The bed springs wailed in protest, squeaking sharply as my midsection clapped against her bare ass.

Brooke pushed up on her hands and powered her hips backward, meeting my forward thrusts as she swiveled her hips, while shock waves reverberated over her tight ass cheeks.

Her tits swayed invitingly beneath her chest, and I leaned forward, filling my hands with her fleshy mounds. My breath caught in my throat as I fucked her hard and fast, living out my fantasy. Her nipples hardened between my fingers, and I squeezed, filling my hands with her tits.

Brooke’s moans turned an octave higher, and her body rocked forward and backward. Her silky red hair flowed over her shoulders, as her body moved in sinuous waves. Her breaths came hard and fast, broken occasionally by my urgent, pounding thrusts.

My head swam with fevered lust and the heat from her pussy, boiled my cock threatening to send me over the edge. But I pushed down the need to fill her with my seed and powered into her, fucking her harder until Brooke’s body shuddered, and she let out a warbling moan so loud her sisters likely heard from across the house.

“Fuck. Coming… baby… don’t stop.” Brooke’s words came out in a rush, and she pressed her hips back against my cock, freezing in place before her body shuddered, wracked by a massive orgasm.

I slowed my thrusts as her pussy undulated over my cock in waves. My cock glistened with a fresh release of her wetness, and I steadied her, holding her by the hips as I rocked forward and backward, slowing down until Brooke’s body went limp and she fell forward on her elbows.

I rubbed her ass, sliding my palms over each cheek as Brooke gasped for breath beneath me. “That’s my girl.” I chuckled softly.

Brooked turned her head and glanced back at me. “I still want to ride you.”

“Don’t let me stop you,” I said as I slow-fucked her. “I want to watch your tits bounce while you fuck me.” I slid my cock from her pussy and shuddered. My cock throbbed, angry from the extrusion. “Get ready to grind. I might come from just watching you move.” I crawled forward onto the bed and stretched out on my back.

Brooke pushed herself to her knees, and a huge grin split her cheeks. “I’ve never been fucked that hard in my life.”

“From now on, you’re sailing on the S.S. Danny. Get used to it.”

Brooke giggled as she straddled my midsection and grabbed hold of my throbbing cock. “I can’t believe I had this monster stuffed inside me. You felt huge.”

“And you felt tight. I nearly came when I slid inside.”

Brooke’s tits jiggled high on her chest as she got into place and positioned my cock just inside her entrance. Then she lowered herself onto my throbbing spear and trembled as I slid deep inside her.

“Fuck,” she said before inhaling a sharp breath. “That’s going to take some getting used to.” She leaned forward and rubbed my chest with her palms before drawing in tight for a tongue-fueled kiss.

I grabbed her ass and squeezed as I pushed my hips off the bed, driving deep inside her while Brooke swiveled her hips in tight, clockwise circles.

She broke the kiss and pushed herself into an upright position until she sat atop me proudly with my cock fully impaling her. She grinned again. “I’ve got you just where I want you.”

“Now, what are you going to do?” I reached up and grabbed her swaying tits, filling my palms as she ground my cock in slow, deep circles.

“Make you come.” She grinned at me as she scooped her red hair back over her shoulders. Then she leaned forward and pressed her palms against my chest and rocked, fucking me slow and deep.

I swiveled my hips, timing my rhythm with hers as waves of pleasure rolled over me. “If you keep that up, I’ll blow for sure.” I released her tits so I could watch them bounce.

She pressed forward, forcing her tits together and twerked her hips, riding my cock like a pogo stick. Up and down she went as her ass clapped my thighs and her face contorted with pleasure. “Baby, it feels soooo good.”

I ran my hands down her sides and settled my palms on her hips as her tight little body moved atop me like a belly dancer. My cock pulsed inside her, growing hotter by the second, and she squeezed down on my shaft, letting out soft moans and broken grunts.

The bed creaked, producing a sing-song rhythm, while Brooke’s headboard gently knocked against the wall. Her eyes glazed over in a haze of lust, and she seemed to lose herself as she fucked me faster, taking me deeper with every pass.

I edged my hips, thrusting upward to meet her downward stroke and my heart beat in overdrive.

Her tits swayed in tight circles before bouncing together with a soft clap. My head fuzzed over as pleasure crisscrossed my body, and the first inkling of an orgasm tickled the back of my brain. Just as I was on the verge of explosion, Brooke slowed her pace and leaned down before softly kissing me on the lips. The respite walked me away from edge and her warm breath curled over my upper lip as her soft tits dragged across my chest.

Our tongues lashed together, and her moans filled my mouth as she continued rocking, fucked me slow and deep.

She broke off the kiss, panting, as she met my gaze, swiveling her hips and taking every inch of me inside her. “Am I still a cock tease?” She kissed me again, nibbling on bottom lip as she giggled before leaning forward and briefly deepening the kiss.

“When you want to be,” I said. “I like the tease when it ends like this.”

Brooke giggled and kissed me again. “Let’s come together, baby. Come inside me. I want to feel you spurt.”

Her minty breath washed over me, and her strawberry hair tickled my chest. Her green eyes glimmered clear and bright. She was unbelievably beautiful, and she was all mine. I grabbed hold of her hips and thrust upward, grunting as I lifted her off the bed, fully impaling her with my steel-hard cock.

Brooke’s eyes widened, and pleasure contorted her expression. She once again sat upright, riding me tall and proud as she moved her hips, forward and backward, grinding my cock into oblivion.

I used her hips as leverage and powered upward, eliciting rapid grunts from the stunning beauty. My cock thrummed inside her, pulsing so hard and fast, my orgasm was imminent.

Brooke bounced on my cock, moaning loudly as her tits jiggled and her pussy pulsed around my shaft. “That’s it, baby.” She tipped her head back and moaned, digging her fingers into my chest as her eyes lost focus and her body trembled.

My head flashed, and a massive orgasm rolled through me. With a deep grunt, I exploded inside her, unleashing jets of sticky cum inside my god daughter. My head spun as thick ropes of milky jizz came gushing out in a massive orgasm that left me reeling. I lost myself in pure ecstasy as my balls lurched, gushing cum again and again.

“Oh… baby. There’s so much.” Brooke ground her hips, milking my cock as she loosened the death grip on my chest and leaned forward, dragging her soft tits over my chest as my cock continued pumping inside her.

My orgasm crested, then my body relaxed back onto the bed. I grabbed Brooke’s ass as she slowed the ride atop me, milking me dry.

We kissed deep and slow, melting together as my cock went still and Brooke rested her body flat atop mine. My cock occasionally twitched inside her with an aftershock, but I lost myself in our kiss, savoring the comfortable weight of her body.

A few minutes later, Brooke curled up beside me with her hand draped over my chest and her head resting in the crook of my shoulder. She let out a contented sigh and kissed me on the cheek. “That was every bit as amazing as I imagined. No… I take that back. Even more amazing.”

I leaned over and kissed her. “I lived out a lot of suppressed fantasies. That orgasm nearly made me pass out.”

Brooke giggled and ran her fingers over my stomach. “Was fucking me doggy style what you wanted to do with me in my dorm room?”

“Then and every day since. I never thought I would get the chance.”

“I hope this doesn’t mean you’ll ditch me and go back to Nassau.”

I gave her a sideways look. “Really?”

Brooke giggled again, then kissed me on the lips. “Just checking. Sometimes when a guy gets what he wants, the allure is over.”

“Well… I can’t imagine ever feeling that way about you.” I gazed down into her eyes. “I love you, Brooke. That’s never going to change.”

Her eyes welled with tears, and she pushed herself up before we came face to face. “I love you too, Daniel Pierce, and I’ll keep loving you forever.”
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The next few days were a whirlwind of work, sex, and more work, with a weekend sprinkled in between. On Sunday, Brook and Elle went shopping, and I finally found a few minutes of free time to sit back and watch the day pass in between beers poolside.

I was three beers deep when Lillie appeared from the house, wearing a deep frown.

I sat up and pushed my sunglasses onto the crown of my head. “What’s wrong?”

She looked ready to cry, and she trudged toward me with her head down and her shoulders stooped. Even then, she looked like a million bucks, wearing a tight blue top and a pair of matching shorts that hugged every inch of her incredible ass.

I put down my beer and waited for her to come around. When she reached me, she surprised me by crawling onto my lap and drawing me into a hug. “My trip is ruined.” She said as she buried her head in my shoulder.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Chad’s mom can’t chaperon us. Her dumb old grandmother died, or maybe it was her aunt.” She sobbed quietly into my shoulder and wrapped her arms around my neck.

Despite her sour mood, my cock responded as she placed her tight ass directly on top of my crotch. I tried to move her, but Lillie only squirmed her hips, causing my cock to nestle even further into no-man’s-land.

“That’s awful,” I said.

“I know, right? No more trip.” She brought her head away from my shoulder to meet my gaze.

“Well… I meant her grandmother’s death, but that too,” I said.

“She was like a million years old,” Lillie said. “Why can’t they just put her on ice until after we get back?”

I chuckled and wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her softly. “There will be more trips.”

“But we had it all planned. Even Chad doesn’t want to go to the funeral.”

“Can’t you delay the trip by a couple of days?” I asked.

“We tried, but Chad’s mom has a bunch of boring paperwork to do and meet with lawyers. I guess grandma was super rich and a bunch of Chad’s relatives are already hounding his mother about the will.”

“That’s too bad,” I said. “What can I do to help?”

She stuck out her lower lip in a pure pout and her pert button nose and blue eyes reminded me of an angelic devil. Meanwhile, my cock had turned hard as nails, but Lillie didn’t seem to care in the slightest.

“Can you chaperon us?” Lillie asked.

“I have to work,” I said.

Lillie’s frown deepened. “I called Brooke, and she told me to ask you. Besides, she’s run that place for so long a few measly days won’t hurt anyone.”

“I wouldn’t feel right staying at Chad’s place without his parents there,” I said. “That’s awkward, don’t you think?”

She leaned forward, so close that only inches separated us, and her clean, sweet scent washed over me, sending me into a tailspin. “I thought we could go to your place in Nassau,” she said. “Besides, your place is much nicer than Chad’s family’s beach house. Please?” She gave me her best puppy dog stare.

I was planning a trip back home soon as I had to check on a few things and get the place ready for a longer absence than I expected. I sighed. “How many kids are we talking about?”

“Six,” Lillie said. “There are three couples. I promise we’ll be on our best behavior, and we’ll keep the house spotless. You won’t have to lift a finger. I’ll even cook.” She spilled out that last line without cracking a smile.

I, on the other hand, chuckled and shook my head. “Let’s just say you keep the noise to a minimum and don’t trash the place.”

Lillie raised an eyebrow and gazed at me expectantly. “Is that a yes?”

I sighed and stared into those big blue eyes. She was impossible to refuse. “Don’t make me regret this.”

“Yay!” She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me tight, bouncing on my achingly stiff cock. “You won’t, Danny. I promise. You’ll be like a regular part of the crew. You’ll see.”

“I’m not so sure about that.” My voice filled with doubt. “I need to talk to everyone’s parents. That means I need names and numbers.”

Lillie let go of her death grip and sat back on my lap, grinning happily. “I’ll get them, and we’ll change our plane tickets. Do you need me to book your ticket? You can sit next to me on the plane.”

“That would be lovely,” I said.

Lillie bounced up off my lap, leaving behind my hard cock tenting my swim trunks. She glanced down at the bulge and smiled slyly. “I’m sorry. Did I do that?”

I shot her a withering look. She knew exactly what she had done. “Numbers… names… go.” I pointed to the house and Lillie grinned.

She half skipped away and pulled out her cell phone, already dialing before she had rounded the pool. She raised the phone to her ear and shot me a grin. “Guess what?” She said into the phone with her eyes twinkling. “We’re going to the Bahamas!”
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The hiss of water echoed inside the cavernous shower stall. Droplets of water rolled down the white marble tile lining the walls, and the floor-to-ceiling glass doors had long since turned opaque with condensation. The warmth from the thick steam billowing around us was nothing compared to the heat generated from Brooke’s naked, soapy body pressed up against me from behind.

A steady stream of hot water blasted my chest while Brooke lovingly worked the muscles in my stiff shoulders. Her breasts, slick with soap, slipped and glided over my back. Her hard nipples pleasingly poked my water-beaded skin while my hard cock jutted out before me. Water rolled off my tip, forming a mini waterfall that splattered on the marble tile before it swirled down the drain.

“How’s that feel, baby?” Brooke ran one hand up my neck, expertly massaging me as she slipped her fingers through my waterlogged hair and massaged my scalp.

The feeling was pure bliss. I was equal parts relaxed and aroused, but arousal was quickly gaining momentum. “Amazing.” I let out a contented sigh as my entire body relaxed under her loving touch. “I don’t know how you do it. Two weeks in that damn office has felt like a year.”

Brooke laughed and kissed the nape of my neck. “Then your trip to Nassau with Lillie and her friends is coming at the perfect time.”

“I’m not sure that counts as vacation,” I said.

Brooke stepped closer, mashing her tits against my back. Her hard nipples dug into the soft flesh beneath my shoulder blades. She wrapped her arms around my torso and gently lathered my chest and stomach with her soapy fingers. “Poor, baby. What will you do when Lillie comes for this?” She snaked her hands lower and wrapped her fingers around my throbbing cock, gently squeezing with one hand while she scooped up and fondled my balls with the other.

“Ha, ha,” I said, without a hint of humor in my tone. But inside my body, a wash of adrenaline surged through my legs, turning them rubbery. My cock twitched in her hand and Brooked gently squeezed, sliding her thumb along the underside of my cock until she swirled over my sensitive tip.

Brooke slowly stroked my cock as she lathered my balls in her soapy fingers. “I’m serious, Danny. Little sister has a massive crush on her daddy’s best friend. Don’t be surprised if you notch the bedpost with your second Raven sister this week.”

“You need to let that fantasy go,” I said before spinning around to meet Brooke face to face.

The sudden motion caught her off-guard. She let out a quick gasp, and her eyes widened in surprise before a sly grin crept across her face. “Are you going to fuck me like you’ll fuck my little sister in that big beach house of yours?” Her smiled widened to a grin and her eyes twinkled mischievously. “If you’re nice, I bet she’ll let you fuck her in your shower.” She backed up a step as I wrapped my arms around her waist and palmed her tight ass.

My cock thickened as visions of sinking my cock into the perky blonde danced through my head. “Yes, to the fucking you part, and a big no to the fucking your little sister part. Shower be damned.” I leaned in and found her lips with mine, instantly deepening the lip lock. Our mouths flashed open, and our tongues washed together while Brooke’s body relaxed under my arms.

Brooke moaned softly in my mouth and reached down between my legs with both hands, once again latching onto my raging hard-on.

I squeezed her soapy ass, filling my fingers with her warm, wet flesh. My cock throbbed in her hand and my head flashed with a desperate need to slide my cock deep inside her. Brooke’s slippery tongue swirled in my mouth and in between our urgent kisses, her warm breath curled over my upper lip, setting my cock throbbing in her hand.

“Danny, fuck me,” she said. Her words came out breathy and urgent as her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. She gazed up into my eyes and leaned back against the shower wall, grinning at me seductively. “Don’t make me beg for it.”

The shower hissed, and a wall of steam floated around us. Brooke’s green eyes glimmered with a sexual intensity that triggered viral waves of desire reverberating through the back of my brain.

Her wet, strawberry-blonde hair clung to her shoulders and chest. Her pale pink nipples stiffened visibly under my leering gaze. She released my cock and spread out her arms, plastering them to the walls, taunting me to come and get her.

I stepped forward and scooped up her leg beneath her firm thigh, lifting her off the shower floor. As I moved between her leg, my knob glided along her watermelon pink pussy. A pussy I knew from experience was tight enough to rip my dick off.

Following my lead, Brooke pushed off the shower stall and wrapped her legs around my waist. She latched onto my shoulders for support, and leaned against the wall, locking her ankles behind my back. She squeezed my waist between her powerful thighs and grinned devilishly.

I shivered, thinking of the leverage she could bring to bear on my slippery man meat. I grabbed my cock and guided my tip through the depths of her buttery soft slit. As I cupped her ass with my free hand, pleasure waves buzzed along my cock and down my legs, setting them trembling with pent up lust.

Despite my budding relationship with Brooke, I still hadn’t got over the fact that I was having routine sex with Reggie’s oldest daughter. The turn of events both thrilled and mortified me. Visions of Reggie spinning in his grave haunted my nightmares, but Brooke was impossible to turn away. She was as beautiful as she was intelligent. I worried I might wake up at any moment and realize this had all been a fantastical dream.

Brooke leaned forward and drew me closer. She moaned softly as she nibbled my ear, and her breath sent a sharp tingle racing down my spine. She gyrated her hips, causing my tip to slide merrily along her slippery trench. “Oh, baby… stop teasing me,” she said, whispering in my ear, fueling a surge of lust that caused my head to flash with a fervent need to fuck her.

As I worked my knob lower through her soft pink slit, my cock throbbed, then twitched as my breathing turned ragged. With almost no effort, I hoisted Brooke a few inches higher, giving my cock the clearance it needed to line up with her honey pot.

“That’s it, Danny. Oh, God… fuck me and don’t pull out,” she said, her voice breathy and urgent. She worked her hips over my twitching rod, grinding my tip until it sank inside her sweet, wet pussy.

I groaned as adrenaline surged through my body. Brooke’s hard nipples raked my chest, and her soft velvety pussy clutched my cock. My legs went from trembling to outright quaking. I gripped Brooke’s ass with both of my soapy palms, and gently lowered her, sliding deep inside her warm depths as her breathy pants filled my ear.

As her body trembled, ravaged under the meaty weight of my thick cock, Brooke slid her fingers up my neck and higher, clutching a fistful of my hair. “Jesus, Danny. I fucking love you so much.”

Her tongue slipped inside my ear, and she nibbled on my lobe while she licked with an urgency that curled my toes. Her breath washed over my neck, and she ground her hips, plumbing her insides with my rock-hard cock. The action caused my cock to sink deep inside her until she impaled herself to the root.

“Unnnggghhh… fuck, that feels good,” she said, whispering in my ear.

Her pussy throbbed around my cock, pulsing with its own heartbeat as her buttery walls squeezed my manhood with quick, even bursts. I leaned down and latched onto her neck with my lips, gently sucking her sweet flesh as I thrust my hips upward, fucking her hard against the shower wall. With slow, deep strokes, I penetrated her, savoring every inch of her quivering pussy as Brooke’s moans reverberated off the marble tiles.

Brooke squeezed her powerful legs around my waist, drawing me tight as if willing my cock deeper. “That’s it, Danny. Baby, fuck me harder.” She used her leverage to bob up and down on my cock, increasing our tempo as she dug her heels into my ass.

Her tits bounced off my chest and slapped together as the water and the sloshing sound of our sex mingled with our low moans and stiff grunts. As I fucked her harder and faster, the friction from her tight pussy turned my cock hot, matching the temperature of the spitting water and the steam billowing around us.

Brooke released her death grip on my hair and locked her hands together around the back of my neck. She leaned back against the wall, and bounced on my cock, her eyelids half-closed as she panted out her open mouth. Beads of water slid down her cheeks and over her plump, pink lips. She fucked me faster, working her hips forward and backward, grinding my cock like she owned it. Her tummy moved like a belly dancer while her tits rolled in tight circles, gently slapping together with every impaling thrust.

I was closing in on the finish line and by the warped expression of pleasure on Brooke’s angelic face, she was right there with me. I knew just the way to push her over the edge.

“Come for me, baby,” I said, my voice gravelly with lust. With my eyes locked on hers, I reached down between her legs and found the stiff bud of her clit and buzzed it with my thumb.

Brooke gasped, and her entire body shuddered with ecstasy. “Fuck…fuck…fuck.” She held on tight as she arched her back and pulled herself up and off the wall. Her pussy spasmed in short bursts, clamping down on my cock.

The soft slapping of my midsection bouncing off her ass rose above her muted cries and breathless moans. I gazed at her exquisite face, lost in ecstasy. Her body quivered, trembling as her orgasm consumed her.

Brooke pulled herself upright and sat cradled in my arms. Her tits mashed against my chest, her hard nipples digging into my soft flesh.

With my cock twitching uncontrollably inside her, my balls contracted, and the heavy flash of an orgasm left my mind warped with pleasure. I grunted and came, pinning my cock to the hilt while spewing my sperm-laden seed into her awaiting cervix. My mind turned into a single-minded, primal human intent on nothing but breeding. I plowed her fertile fields, grinding my hips while ribbons of hot jizz painted her insides white.

Brooke came down the other side, relaxing into my arms while she ground her hips and slowly milked my cock. She kissed my eyes, nose and finally my mouth, draining my balls as she coiled around me and gazed into my eyes. “I love you so much.”

My cock went still inside her, and my legs trembled with the aftershocks of my spent body. “I love you too,” I said, before I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips.

Twenty minutes later, we crawled under the covers. I stretched out on my side of the big king-sized bed and relaxed against the mound of pillows propped up behind me. A wave of pleasant tiredness sank into my bones, and I sighed contentedly as I watched Brooke climb into bed beside me.

Per usual, she climbed in beside me wearing her birthday suit then slid over to my side of the king-sized bed. She slipped one of her long, creamy legs over my midsection, and drew closer, sizing me up with her big green eyes. She rested her chin on my chest and gazed up at me wearing an I-want-to-talk expression on her face.

I reached out and settled my palm on her bare ass, gently caressing her porcelain skin with the back of my thumb. “What’s on your mind?”

She pursed her lips and gazed at me inquisitively. “You’re all packed for tomorrow?”

I frowned. “You want to talk about packing?”

Her green eyes twinkled, and she smiled at me. “Not really.” She sighed and traced a heart on my bare chest. “I’ll miss you.”

“You can always fly down and join us,” I said. “Another chaperon wouldn’t hurt, and God knows you could use the vacation.”

“Maybe,” she said. “But I doubt it. There’s work. I’m busy with meetings, and….” She shrugged. “I don’t know… other things, too.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What other things? Don’t make me tickle it out of you.”

Brooke smiled and slapped me playfully. “Don’t tease me.”

“Then talk,” I said.

Her smile faded, and she met my gaze straight on. “You don’t understand how much I love my sisters.”

I frowned. “I think I do,” I said. “After Reggie died, the three of you bonded in a way most people never experience.”

“Right,” Brooke said. “But that bond has very deep roots.” She paused and searched my face as if letting the words sink in.

“Okay… what aren’t you saying? I’m not a mind reader,” I said.

“I’ve already told you once before,” she said. “But I don’t think you believed me. Lillie has her eye on you, and Elle does too, even though she hasn’t come right out and said it.”

“We’re back on this again?” I sighed. “I’m already pushing my luck with you and you’re twenty-five. Lillie is twenty-years-old. I’m old enough to be her dad. That’s just… creepy.”

“First of all, you don’t look forty-two.” She sighed. “And age really is just a number. Look, I’m not telling you to jump into a relationship with her. I mean, she’s Lillie. She’s lucky if her boyfriend’s last a week before she gets bored and moves on.”

“Then that’s even more of a reason for me to keep my distance,” I said.

“All I’m asking is for you to keep an open mind,” Brooke said. “Just because she wants sex doesn’t mean you’ll marry her.”

I swatted her ass playfully. “Is that how you feel about me, too?”

Brooke giggled. “Hardly. You’re stuck with me, old man.” She stretched up, sliding her warm tits over my chest, and kissed me on the lips. “Got it?”

I grinned. “You will hear no complaints from me.”

Brooke slithered the rest of the way on top of me, straddling me with her tits mashed against my chest and her warm, wet pussy brushing the tip of my suddenly hard cock. “Now, since you won’t be able to fuck me for an entire week….” She reached behind her and found my cock before guiding it inside her already wet pussy. “You can pound me one more time for the road.”
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At the gate check-in counter, the airline agent clattered away on his keyboard. “Okay, Mr. Pierce. You two are all set.” He handed over two first-class tickets, one for me and the other for Lillie. “I’ve got you both in row two, seats A and B.”

Beside me, Lillie beamed as she took the ticket and smiled up at me. “Thank you, Danny.” She bounced up and down excitedly, taking her perky blonde ponytail for a ride. Then, she suddenly turned serious. “Can I have the window seat?”

I chuckled and nodded. “What kind of jerk doesn’t let his best friend’s daughter have the window seat?” I grinned as we stepped away from the counter, then checked my watch. “Your friends are cutting it awfully close.”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “I told them they should have left earlier, but they wouldn’t listen.” She tucked her ticket in her carry-on bag and scanned the small crowd gathered around us at the gate. “But they should make it. Brinn texted me five minutes ago. They’re at the airport and on their way to the gate.”

I glanced at the clock, then at the gate showing the departure time for Nassau. Boarding started in five minutes. They were cutting it close. “Are they all with Brinn?”

“Jason, Stacey, and Dean are with her,” she said. “But Chad is coming separately.”

“And Chad’s your boyfriend?” I asked.

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Chad is a friend who is a boy,” she said. “Let’s not label it, shall we?”

Despite myself, I couldn’t stop myself from stealing the occasional glance at the bountiful cleavage sprouting from Lillie’s low-cut, white tank top.

The stark white cotton perfectly off-set her tanned complexion, and her twin mounds rose from the V-neck, forming a tight bundle of fleshy dynamite that was impossible to ignore. She wore her hair in a loose ponytail, with errant strands escaping down the back of her neck and the sides of her face. Her deep blue eyes, pert nose, and lush full lips combined to form a face so beautiful she belonged in a magazine.

“You’re going on vacation with the guy,” I said. “Does he know you don’t consider him your boyfriend?”

Lillie shrugged. “That’s not my problem. Can we stop talking about Chad? We’re going to the beach.” She clapped excitedly as her enthusiasm returned. “Can I make pina coladas at your beach house?”

“Hey, babe,” Chad, Lillie’s friend, who was a boy, appeared behind us, breathless, as he peeled his backpack off his muscled shoulders.

At over six-feet tall, he was a mountain of a man. Chad Roman drew eyeballs from nearly everyone he passed, including all ages and genders. It wasn’t often people saw a muscle-bound freak his size. His chiseled jaw, dimpled chin, and sharp blue eyes were striking features of what could have passed for a handsome face, if not for one major flaw. That flaw was his protruding forehead and oversized noggin. Both were telltale signs of a habitual steroid user shredding his heart for the sake of an obscenely oversized musculature. If the rumors about steroid abusers were true, the junk in Chad’s trunk was about the only part of him micro-sized.

Lillie and I turned to face Chad. She squealed excitedly and threw herself into Chad’s arms, drawing a smile and a wink from the juiced-out giant. “Hey, babe,” he said.

“Aren’t you so excited?” Lillie pulled back and stepped away from him just as Chad awkwardly leaned forward, trying to kiss her.

“Yeah,” Chad said, without a hint of excitement in his voice. He stepped back as if trying to play off the awkward moment. “It should be an epic week.”

His voice came out flat and monotone, with all the excitement of a turnip. I cleared my throat and stepped forward. “Good morning, Chad. It’s nice to see you again.”

Chad grunted something undecipherable and pawed my extended hand with his meaty fingers. His biceps bulged with the effort, veins popping along his beefy forearm.

His handshake was weak, and his palm was cold and clammy. As we broke off the handshake, I fought the urge to wipe my hand on my jeans.

Lillie cozied up beside me and slipped her arm inside mine, locking elbows. “We’re going to have so much fun. Danny’s house is near all the best bars. Wait until you see the place.”

“Does it have a gym?” Chad asked Lillie, paying me zero attention.

“Uhh… it has a treadmill,” I said. “Does that count?”

Chad chuckled, but his face barely moved. “I’ll make do.”

“There’s a gym close to my house,” I said.

“Cool,” Chad said, nodding approvingly. “Lillie, where is your seat on the plane?”

She glanced up at me and furrowed her brow. “Row two, I think. Right Danny?”

“Yep,” I said. “Row two. Seats A and B.”

Chad glanced down at the ticket in his hand and grinned. “I’m in row three, seat C. It’s an aisle seat,” he said before turning his attention to me. “Mr. Pierce, do you mind trading seats with me so I can sit by Lillie on the plane?”

I opened my mouth to tell him I wouldn’t mind at all, but before I could respond, Lillie jumped in to answer for me.

“Why does it matter where we sit? It’s not that long of a flight.” She tightened her grip around my arm. “Besides, I want to talk to Danny about a few things.”

My skin prickled. Talk to me about what? My conversation with Brooke replayed in my head. Surely Lillie wouldn’t just come straight out and ask me for sex, would she?

Chad’s expression soured just as a cacophony of squeals erupted around us.

Lillie’s sorority sisters charged at us, arms outstretched, their expression elated. There were two of them, one a brunette with big tits, porcelain skin, and a trim waistline. She looked like a girlie-girl wearing full makeup while her shoulder-length raven hair glistened and bounced as it cascaded over her shoulders. She filled out a white floral summer dress with thin spaghetti straps that hugged her shoulders and a hemline that ended mid-thigh.

The second of Lillie’s friend had long straight brown hair, pulled back in a loose ponytail. Her equally big tits bounced freely inside a loose, gray tank top, her nipples piercing the cotton top. It was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra, and I had absolutely no problem with that. She wore hole-ridden cutoff jean shorts and a pair of Birkenstock’s that rounded out her outfit. Her shapely hips and tight ass caught my eye before I quickly averted my gaze, doing my best not to ogle the twenty-year-old’s.

By any object standard, both women were total knockouts and drew leering stares from the handful of men clustered around the seats in the terminal.

Lillie squealed and charged into their waiting arms. The three of them bounced up and down, hugging and cheering, while a pair of twenty-something guys appeared behind them, both armed with multiple carry-on bags.

The first guy had short brown hair and wore a backwards baseball cap and a pair of dark Ray Bans. He sported a five-o’clock shadow even though it was only eight am. His form fitting tank top outlined an athletic frame while his dad-style jean shorts seemed like a strange choice for such an obvious player. He ignored the girls bouncing and celebrating while he checked out a young blonde mother bending over a stroller holding a whiny toddler.

The second guy wore a shit-eating grin and nodded at the girls as they celebrated. His dishwater blond hair protruded from a black stocking cap, and his eyes were nothing more than red slits. Despite the early hour, he appeared three joints into his first day of vacation, with more coming as soon as we arrived in the Bahamas. He wore a loose tank top and a pair of baggy skater shorts that dangled off his thin frame like a meth-addled scarecrow.

Chad and I looked on, standing there awkwardly until the girls finished their celebration and Lillie turned to face me, holding each of her friend’s hands. A wide smile lit her face, and her blue eyes twinkled with joy.

“Danny, these are my best friends. This is Brinn.” Lillie gestured to the smoldering brunette whose eyes widened a bit as she gazed at me.

As Brinn offered me her hand, her cheeks flushed red. “It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Pierce. Thank you for having us.” Her voice oozed with a sweet, southern accent, and her smoky blue eyes made my stomach turn cartwheels.

Why was she blushing? And why was she looking at me that way? I smiled and shook her hand. “You’re more than welcome. It’s nice to meet you, Brinn. Please, call me Dan.”

Brinn smiled demurely and the crimson shade on her cheeks deepened. “Thank you, Mr. Pier — I mean, Dan.”

Lillie turned and presented me with her second friend. “This is Stacey. She’s from Wisconsin.”

I wasn’t sure why that made a difference, but I rolled with it. “Hi,” Stacey said, as she gave me a little wave. “It’s so nice of you to open your house to us. I promise we won’t go too crazy.”

Her braless tits jiggled back into place, and I resisted the urge to stare at them straight on, instead focusing on her bright blue eyes. “You can go as crazy as you like,” I said. “My job is to make sure everyone is safe, but as far as I’m concerned, you’re all adults.”

The stocking-cap guy behind Stacey grinned and nodded. “Awesome.”

Lillie turned around and pointed at the guys. “That’s Dean,” she said, pointing to the stocking cap guy. “He’s Stacey’s friend.”

Dean waved. “What’s up?”

I nodded in his direction. “Nice to meet you, Dean.”

“And that’s Jason,” she said, pointing to Mr. Indoor Sunglasses guy. “He’s with Brinn.”

Jason tipped his head up in a typical bro greeting. “Thanks for the accommodations. We’ll try to stay out of your hair.”

The overhead speaker buzzed to life.

We will now board all first-class passengers leaving out of gate C42 for Nassau.

The rest of her pre-flight message droned on, and I tuned it out. “That’s us,” I said, grabbing my carry-on.

“Yay,” Lillie said as she scooped up her backpack and hurried to the gate, once again hooking her arm around mine and dragging me behind her.

Behind me, I heard Brinn murmur to Stacey.

“Do you know who he is?” Brinn’s voice was conspiratorially low, but not so low that I couldn’t hear.

“Yeah. He’s Lillie’s dad’s best friend,” Stacey said, in an equally loud non-whisper.

Brinn sighed. “Not that. I mean, he is, but he’s also hot GQ guy.”

Stacey gasped. “Are you sure?”

I winced and Lillie giggled, squeezing my arm tighter. She leaned over and whispered, “I’m sorry for what’s about to happen.”

I rolled my eyes. “I never should have done that stupid shoot.”

“Part of it’s my fault,” Lillie said. “When it came out, I bought ten copies of that issue and left them all over the sorority house.” She grinned sheepishly. “They may have seen it because of me.”

“May have? And why did you buy ten copies?”

Lillie shrugged. “Reasons.” She drew me in tighter, mashing her tit against my arm. “Do you think they’ll have pina coladas on the flight?”

I shook my head. “Real sly, blondie.” I chuckled as we reached the flight attendant at the gate and handed over our boarding passes.

Chad loomed behind us, lurking over our shoulder as he cast a stink eye on Lillie’s arm hooked around my elbow. “Lill, I found the lady in the seat next to mine. She’s willing to trade seats if you want to sit by me after you talk to Dan.”

Lillie glanced back at him. “We’ll see.” She seemed to force a smile, and Chad gave her a hopeful smile.

Chad had officially made me feel sorry for him. It was no fun getting played, especially by a woman who you thought was your girlfriend. But that was Lillie’s big character flaw. She was a tease and easily bored. Once you accepted that about her, she was easier to deal with. I elbowed Lillie and frowned down at her, but she only glanced up at me and glared as if she didn’t want to talk about it.

We made our way on board the plane and found our seats. Lillie wanted the window seat, and I gladly gave it to her while I took the aisle seat. I could almost feel Chad’s frosty glare festering on the back of my head.

Meanwhile, Brinn and Jason took the seats across the aisle from us. There was a moment of confusion between them when Brinn changed her seat from the window to the aisle, which put her within an arm’s reach of my right shoulder. Stacey and Dean sat in the row directly behind us, while a white-haired grandmother took the window seat beside Chad.

Lillie chatted happily, gazing out the window as she asked me a million questions about my beach house, the Bahamas, and as soon as we were airborne, she asked me questions about Brooke.

She turned her back on the window and squared up to face me. “So, tell me about you and Brooke.”

I was so afraid of this line of questioning, but I was also relieved to get it out in the open. “Is this what you wanted to talk to me about?”

Lillie frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Back at the airport, you told Chad you wanted to talk to me about a few things,” I said.

“Oh, that.” Lillie giggled and shrugged. “Sure… I guess.”

Poor Chad didn’t know what he had gotten himself into. “What do you want to know?”

“Will you marry her?” Lillie blinked at me, her straightlaced expression never faltering. She was all business.

“Well….” I rubbed my chin. “We haven’t discussed marriage, and we’ve only officially dated for a couple of weeks. Isn’t there some sort of statute of limitations on these kinds of questions?”

“But you’ve known her forever,” Lille said. “Either you know or don’t know. Do you love her?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “Head over heels.”

Lillie grinned. “Good answer.”

Just then, the flight attendant, a beautiful Asian woman, appeared before us and took our drink orders. A moment later, she disappeared, and Lillie wore a disgusted look on her face.

“Ugh,” she said, shaking her head in disgust.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “Did the flight attendant offend you somehow?”

She sighed. “It’s not her. Jason was checking out her ass. He’s such a fuck boy. I wish Brinn would dump his ass.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Really? So, you six aren’t like a wolf pack? Where you do everything together?”

Lillie chuckled dryly. “Please. Dean is sweet, but he’s a total stoner. Jason is a man whore and a complete narcissist. Chad is… well… let’s not talk about Chad.”

“What’s the deal with you and Chad? Why don’t you want to sit next to him? He is clearly into you.”

“I just told you, I don’t want to talk about Chad,” she said.

I put up my hands. “Fine. Suit yourself.” I turned away from her and reached for the in-flight magazine.

“He’s been way too clingy lately,” Lillie said. “And he thinks he can touch me whenever he wants. I’m not his property. He needs to understand that.”

“I see.” I rubbed my chin and studied her as I considered my response. “Will Chad be a problem for you? Maybe he shouldn’t have come.”

Lillie shrugged. “Who knows? If he gets his shit together, we can have some fun. All I know is that I won’t lose any sleep over it.”

The flight attendant reappeared carrying a tray with a pina colada for Lillie and a gin and tonic for me. She handed over the drinks and Lillie’s eyes lit up.

“Yummy,” she said as she picked up the frozen drink and took a sip. “Mmmmm….” She smacked her lips. “The first of many.”

“Go easy,” I said. “You weigh nothing. Do you want to pass out before we even arrive?”

Lillie peered past me and frowned. “B, if you want an autograph, I’m sure he’ll sign your copy.” She giggled and took another sip of her cocktail.

I whirled around to find a horrified Brinn staring directly at me.

Her cheeks were bright red, and her blue eyes bulged with shock. “I… ummm….” She seemed to wilt under my gaze.

Behind her, Jason had his headphones in, moving his head to a beat, unaware of Brinn’s focused attention.

I chuckled. “Lillie told me she bought out half of Atlanta when that stupid issue came out. Don’t let her tease you.” I flashed Lillie the stink eye.

Lillie giggled, edged closer to me, and ran her fingers along my bare forearm before resting her hand atop mine.

The sensation sent a wave of goosebumps spiraling down my arm and leg. I resisted the urge to yank my arm away as a wave of relaxation hit me. Maybe it was the first sip of gin that hit me? Or maybe it was Lillie’s tender touch, melting me like butter under a scorching July sun. Whatever it was, it felt way too good to stop.

“Sorry, B,” Lillie said then sighed as she used her index finger to trace the knuckles on the back of my hand. “It’s probably the alcohol making me say stupid things.”

Brinn seemed to relax, if only slightly, before giving me a shy, southern-girl smile. “I get flustered easily. Lillie didn’t tell us we were going to your beach house,” Brinn said.

“It’s not all that exciting,” I said. “It’s more of a sanctuary than a party pad. I hope you girls are okay with that.”

Brinn perked up and leaned forward, showing just a hint of her impressive cleavage. “More than okay. I prefer life on the quiet side. Give me a good romance novel, a comfy beach chair under the sun, and a freshly made sweet tea, and I’m good.”

“Until you get two shots down her,” Lillie said. “Then she’ll howl at the moon before she strips off her dress and goes skinny dipping.” She giggled and let her fingers roam up my forearm, gently swirling her fingertips over my goosebump-ridden flesh.

Brinn glanced down at Lillie’s hand before quickly averting her gaze. A sly smile curled her lips as if the raven-haired beauty was finally finding her stride. “Maybe Danny could test that theory?” The stunning brunette leveled me with her smoldering eyes, her words dripping with sexual innuendo.

My cheeks warmed and Lillie giggled, sliding her hand lower until she coiled her fingers inside mine and gave them a gentle squeeze. “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind. Would you, Danny?” She pushed in closer until her soft tit mashed into the back of my arm.

My mind spun with the fantasy of a threesome starring Brinn and Lillie. That’s when my cock decided now was the time for it to make its grand entrance. Without an invitation, the darn thing uncoiled inside my briefs and pulsed, steadily growing thicker and longer. I didn’t dare turn my gaze on the bubbly blonde for fear of leering straight down into the murky depths of her stellar cleavage.

We were barely ten minutes into this vacation and already dealing in sexual innuendos, double talk, and blatant hand holding. I was screwed, literally and figuratively. Brooke had called it first, but it was up to me to show the restraint and wisdom my forty-two years on earth granted me.

Just then, Jason peeled away his earbuds and leaned over, tapping on Brinn’s shoulder. “Hey, babe. When the waitress comes back, could you order me a Coors?”

Brinn swiveled around to face him, her expression awash with guilt. “Uhh… sure.” She forced a smile and Jason nodded, gazing over at us before his eyes locked on Lillie’s chest.

Jason gave us both a bro nod, then sank back into his chair as Brinn stared straight ahead, her bravado gone.

Lillie sighed contentedly but didn’t stop running her fingers up and down my forearm. “I wish she would grow a backbone,” she whispered as she nuzzled her head up against my shoulder and leaned into me.

“Hey guys.” A smiling Stacey appeared in the aisle beside me, as braless as ever, her tits swaying slightly under her top. If she found Lillie’s blatant cuddling with me strange, she didn’t act like it.

Lillie smiled up at Stacey and ran her hand back down my arm before cupping the top of my hand in hers. “Hey, girl. What’s up?”

Stacey frowned, her brows knitted together with worry. “Do you think I’m getting a rash right here?” She pointed to a spot on her neck that appeared every bit as unmarred as the rest of her glistening, copper-toned complexion.

Lillie frowned and shook her head. “I see nothing, babe.”

Stacey sighed as if in frustration. “No. Look closer.” She leaned straight over me as if to give Lillie a better look and her loose tank drooped, revealing her bare breasts swaying untethered mere inches from my face.

They were full and perky, every bit of a D-cup. Several shades of gold made up her skin tone, moving from a deep golden shade up top, down to a pale cream, separated by soft tan lines where multiple bikini tops made their mark. Her areolas were pale pink and puffy, capped by stiff nipples that pointed up on her firm, round tits.

My already high octane lust went into overdrive. My half-hard cock stiffened, turning rigid, bulging uncomfortably in my jeans. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the stunning sight before me. It wasn’t every day that a beautiful twenty-year-old showed me her tits.

Lillie wasn’t having it. “Really, Stace? Why don’t you just take your top off for him? That would give him an even better view.” She tucked her fingers under my hand and squeezed, as if warning me that looking into the sun for too long might leave me blind.

Stacey let out an innocent giggle. “Oops… sorry, Danny.” But she took her time standing up, making sure she gave me one more eyeful before I heeded Lillie’s non-verbal warning and reluctantly looked away.

“I’d say your neck looks every bit as smooth and perfect as those flawless tits of yours,” Lillie said. “But you already knew that. Didn’t you, babe?” There wasn’t any anger in her voice, but she seemed to mark me as her territory with her sorority sisters. Was that why she was so dead set on sitting beside me?

Stacey seemed to feign a look of relief. “Thanks. I wasn’t sure. Dean told me to come ask you guys, and besides, I need to use the ladies.” She gave Lillie a smile, flashing her white teeth as her blue eyes lit up and landed on me. Stacey winked at me. “I hope you don’t hold it against me. I have exhibitionist tendencies. If you’re not careful, you might get more than an eyeful this week. I apologize in advance.”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Bye, Stace. We’ll see you in Nassau.”

Stacey waved at us and continued her way up the aisle until she disappeared into the lavatory.

I gazed straight ahead, praying that Lillie didn’t notice my cock bulging in my jeans. If she did, she didn’t let on.

“Sorry about her,” Lillie said. “Normally, she doesn’t act like that. I hope the two of them don’t embarrass me this week.”

“It’s no trouble,” I said, clearing my throat as I tried to keep my voice steady and even. “No harm, no foul.”

“There might be some real fouls once we get there,” Lillie said. “But I’ll try my best to protect you.” She wriggled in closer, mashing her tit so hard into my arm, her top tightened, forcing her tank top lower. The angle gave me a clear view down the front of her shirt. It was like she was trying to compete with Stacey and Brinn. I was beginning to think that’s exactly what was going on.

Unlike Stacey, Lillie wore a lacy, white bra that pushed her golden tits together, forming a mound of succulent cleavage a guy could spend a lifetime ogling. Between her incredible rack and her exquisitely beautiful face, it was all I could do to restrain myself from leaning over and kissing her moist, pink lips.

My heart hammered in my chest, and my cock twitched with desire. I, once again, cleared my throat and forced myself to look away. The three of them were making this impossible. “Thanks,” I said. “If you watch my back, I’ll watch yours.” I regretted the words as soon as they crossed my lips.

Lillie beamed. “My thoughts exactly.” She rested her head against my shoulder and cupped my left biceps with her free hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “I feel so safe with you. Do you mind if I take a little nap?”

I exhaled, and my body instantly relaxed, grateful for the reprieve. “I think we could both use a little nap.”

Lillie yawned. “Good. Wake me up if my horny friends try to put moves on you.” She curled up against my arm and closed her eyes.

When the lavatory door opened, I closed my eyes, feigning sleep before Stacey could start round two. I kept them closed, finding sleep impossible as I felt a presence looming over me in the aisle.

Was Stacey back? I opened my eyes and turned to the aisle to find Chad looming over me, his dour expression somewhere between angry and hurt.

The blond giant locked his gaze on Lillie, who slept softly beside me with her hand still locked inside mine.

I could only imagine how damning the image must look. “Sorry,” I said. “She fell asleep and wandered this way. She either thinks I’m you or a pillow.” I forced a grin, and Chad nodded slightly.

“That must be it,” he said, the anger fading slightly from his face. “When she wakes up, tell her granny back there will swap anytime. I think the old lady has her eye on you. She’s closer to your age than these three.” He chuckled softly, which came out as a strange grunting sound.

The display of emotion left me somewhat disoriented. I wasn’t used to Chad showing any sort of humor. Was this his idea of a joke? Maybe he was serious? “Right.” I nodded and smiled, playing along. “When she wakes up, I’ll tell her.”

Chad nodded. “Thanks.” Then he turned around and lumbered back to his seat.

Five minutes later, sleep took me for real, and I didn’t wake again until we landed in Nassau.
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After landing in Nassau, Lillie and her friends collected their luggage, and I paid the valet to retrieve my Lexus SUV from long-term parking.

I helped Lillie and her friends stow her luggage in the trunk and hopped in the driver’s seat to find a wide-eyed Lillie beaming at me from the passenger seat. “I can’t believe we’re here.” She let out a whoop and her friends joined in, whistling and cheering as I buckled my seat belt and grinned.

“It’s a fifteen minute drive,” I said, loud enough for the kids in the back to hear. “We’ll drive straight down the main drag where you guys will get a good look at the local nightlife.”

Brinn clapped excitedly where she sat in the second row behind Lillie. “This is going to be so much fun. Thank you, Danny.”

It seemed Brinn and Stacey had slipped into the familiar use of the nickname only Lillie and her sisters used. But I didn’t mind. It was endearing so long as I didn’t have the guys call me Danny. I turned around and smiled at the raven-haired beauty. “You’re welcome. Sit back and enjoy the ride.”

Lillie peered out the windshield and gazed up at the sun, where it hung halfway between the horizon and its zenith. “Can we go to the beach when we get home?”

Home? It was a strange way to describe my beach house, but the slip was innocent enough. I pulled the SUV away from the curb and navigated through the airport’s thin traffic. “You can do whatever you want,” I said. “You’re on vacation. Unless you tell me differently, I planned to grill steak and seafood for dinner. How does that sound?”

“Amazing.” She clapped excitedly and looked ready to burst with happiness.

Behind us, the rest of the crew chatted happily as they peered out the window and took in the scenery, ignoring Lillie and me up front.

“Thank you, Danny,” Lillie said, eyeing me warmly. “For everything.” Her voice cracked and despite the smile on her face, her eyes welled with tears.

It was a thank you that extended well beyond steaks, vacations, and beach houses. I reached over and squeezed her hand. “From here on out, you and your sisters are my family.”

Lillie smiled and dabbed at her eyes with the back of her hand. She let out a contented sigh as if pulling herself together, and gathered up my hand, moving it to the center of her lap before deepening the hold. “I haven’t been here since my eighteenth birthday. Do you remember that trip?”

I slipped through traffic, following the shoreline as I recalled the memory. “I remember you taking advantage of the lower legal drinking age.”

Lillie giggled. “I wasn’t talking about that part.”

“Was it the part where Reggie refused to go anywhere near the ocean?” I smiled as the memory played out in my head. “He was never big on swimming, was he?”

“Which is why you volunteered to teach me how to snorkel,” she said. “Then we spent that amazing day together diving that reef off the back of your boat. Do you remember taking me to dinner afterward? We went to that seafood place right on the beach. It was so romantic.” She gazed at me, starry-eyed.

Romantic? I inwardly cringed. That wasn’t the vibe I was going for. “I don’t know about the romance part, but that place still has the best bang-bang shrimp in the Bahamas.”

“Then when we walked on the beach afterward, I so hoped you would have held my hand.” She opened my hand and laced her fingers in mine, twining them together like lovers.

Heat crept up the back of my collar, and I forced a smile. Our exchange was growing more awkward by the second. The only reason we took that moonlit stroll was because it was the fastest way back to my beach house. “I don’t think that would have been appropriate,” I said, trying to discourage her.

Lillie stole a glance back at her talkative friends then leaned over. “Can you take me diving again this week? Just you and me?” She lowered her voice as she spoke.

“I’m sure your friends want to hang out with you,” I said. “Maybe we could all go.”

She leaned back in her seat and gazed at me, her eyes soft with longing. “Sure. That would be fun so long as you come too.”

“It’s hard to believe that was only a couple of years ago,” I said. “So much has changed.”

“I’ve changed,” Lillie said. “I’m a grown woman now. This time, we’re both adults.”

I wasn’t sure that was entirely true, but I wasn’t about to ruin her mood. Instead, I chose not to answer, and stared out the windshield as the city came into view.

Lillie tightened her hold on my hand, jamming my knuckles against the soft outline of her pussy. “I love this place and everything about it.” She whispered the words, as if to herself.

Until that moment, I didn’t know how much this place meant to her. After Reggie’s death a year ago, none of the girls had visited. Nothing else mattered except the grief. “I was thinking about renting out the beach house.”

Lillie whirled, her eyes widening in shock. “What? Why?”

I gazed at her for a long second, taken aback. “Because I plan on spending all my time in Atlanta,” I said. “It’s part of the reason I’m down here. I’m meeting with a realtor to talk through the specifics.”

She shook her head. “No, Danny. Please don’t. I want to come down here more often… together.”

Her blue eyes shimmered with an intensity I’d rarely seen from the normally carefree blonde. I’d barely noticed the rest of the car turn silent until I spotted them watching us in the rear-view mirror. Now we had their undivided attention.

This was awkward. I cleared my throat and extricated my hand from between Lillie’s legs and let out a measured sigh.

Lillie spun on her friends, glaring. “What are you all staring at?”

“Nothing,” Brinn said. “We’re just being nosy.”

Although I couldn’t see Chad, I could feel his eyes boring into the back of my neck, where he fumed directly behind me in the SUV’s second row. I quietly followed a hairpin curve and slowed down as we entered the city limits.

Lillie let out a quiet harrumph and spun back around to face the front. She folded her arms over her ample chest and gazed out the window as if lost in thought.

A steady stream of tourists flowed in and out of the restaurants and bars lining both sides of the street. More tourists wandered into shops or watched street performers juggling, singing, and dancing. Music carried through the streets and street vendors hawked everything from custom art to fresh papaya.

With sun drenching the streets, the downtown market had a festive feeling that could cure even the sourest mood. I was hoping those good vibes would lift Lillie’s suddenly sullen mood.

I rolled down the window as I slowed the SUV to a crawl. “You guys should come over here after dinner. Some great bands play every night.” I gazed in the rear-view mirror and found Dean nodding along as he took in the sights.

“You coming with us Mr. P?” Dean asked me from the back row.

Lillie shifted slightly and glanced at me out of the corner of her eye.

“You guys will have more fun without me,” I said. “Besides, I haven’t been home in a few weeks and there are some chores around the house that need doing.”

“Look at that place,” Stacey said, pointing to a bar on the beach.

“There’s a band back there playing right on the beach,” Jason said, grinning and nodding his approval. “We’ve got to come back here tonight.”

“Every night,” Chad said. “We’ll tear this town up.”

Conversation returned, and the awkward moment passed. But Lillie remained silent, staring out the window.

“It was just an idea,” I said. “If it means that much to you, I won’t put it up for rent.”

She turned around and gave me a warm smile. “Promise?”

“I promise,” I said. I wanted to ask her why it mattered so much to her, but I didn’t want to draw any more attention.

The moment passed and Lillie joined her friends, pointing out attractions, shops, and restaurants as her mood lifted as rapidly as it had devolved.

Five minutes later, we pulled into my long circular driveway. We had finally arrived at the beach house.
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“I don’t feel comfortable sharing a bedroom with you,” Lillie said, her tone edged with stress.

The sentence stopped me short. I hovered near the top of the staircase, carrying an armful of fresh towels. From where I stood Lillie and Chad couldn’t see me.

The stairs ended in a short landing before a long hallway stretched out along the length of the second floor.

After giving Lillie’s friends the grand tour, Brinn, Stacey and their boyfriends each took one of the two bedrooms on the ground floor. That left two upstairs bedrooms. One was mine, and the other was another large bedroom overlooking the beach. Lillie and Chad stood in the hallway outside the bedroom caught up in a heated debate.

“We’re on vacation,” Chad said. “I flew all the way down to Nassau for you. Sharing a bed is the least you can do. It’s really fucking embarrassing to me if you don’t. How will it look?”

I frowned. That kind of pressure wouldn’t fly in my house, and I could almost guess Lillie’s response. If things got out of hand, I would intervene, but I gave Lillie a chance to handle the situation herself. but I gave it a second before I intervened. I wanted to see how Lillie handled the asshole.

“Excuse me?” Her voice predictably rose in anger. “You think just because you bought a plane ticket it gives you the right to fuck me? If you think —”

“I didn’t say anything about fucking you,” Chad said cutting her off. “There are no more bedrooms. I have a bad back and need the mattress so I can get a good night’s sleep.”

I rolled my eyes, wondering if Chad dabbled in New York City bridge sales when he wasn’t inhaling steroids.

“Fine,” Lillie said. “You take the bedroom, and I’ll sleep on the pullout couch in Danny’s bedroom. I’m sure he won’t mind.”

My stomach dropped, and I nearly dropped the towels teetering in my arms. That was a bad idea - a very bad idea. I was ready to climb the rest of the stairs and protest when Chad spoke.

“No fucking way,” Chad said. “I don’t like the way you look at him. And what was with the way you were holding his hand in the car. That was fucking creepy. Even Jason agreed with me.”

“I don’t have to explain myself,” Lillie said. “Before you go bad mouthing Danny, might I remind you that you are a guest in his home. He’s extending his hospitality to us, and I consider him a member of my family.”

“Only if your family is from West Virginia,” Chad said, chuckling at his own joke.

Lillie audibly sighed. “I had hoped this week would start off differently. Apparently, I was wrong. Get it through your head that I’m not sleeping with you until you prove I mean more to you than another notch on your bedpost.”

Chad huffed and literally growled his displeasure. “Fine. Take the fucking bedroom, but I’m not sleeping in Dan’s room.”

“Of course, you’re not,” Lillie said. “There’s a pull out sofa in Danny’s office downstairs. I’ll make sure you have sheets and pillows.”

“Where am I supposed to shower?” Chad asked.

“Seriously? Were you not paying attention when Danny gave us the tour?”

“Whatever,” he said. “I’ll figure it out.”

He let out an audible groan as he lifted his suitcase and headed for the stairs.

I whirled around and hightailed it downstairs before ducking into the laundry room.

A moment later, Chad appeared, steadily working his way through the family room on his way to the den.

“So much for using my office,” I said, murmuring to myself. Not that I minded. Keeping that pre-historic shitbag out of Lillie’s bed suited me just fine.

I slipped around the corner and went back upstairs. Lillie’s bedroom door was closed. I stowed half the towels in my bathroom and then returned to the upstairs bathroom where I put the rest in the linen closet. As I turned to leave, I came face to face with the golden blonde pixie.

She wore a bright blue bikini that fit her perfectly, and she let out a shocked gasp as we nearly collided.

“Sorry,” I said. “There’s fresh towels in the bathroom.” I pointed my thumb toward the linen closet over my shoulder.

“Thanks.” A smile replaced the look of shock. “The girls and I are going to explore the beach, and then we’ll come back to help with dinner.”

I waved her away. “Nope. I’ve got it covered. Most of it is already done anyway. I have a personal assistant who stocked the place with food and picked up the sides to go with tonight’s dinner. As for the steaks and seafood, I like grilling.”

“You’re spoiling me,” she said. “I feel bad if I don’t do something.”

“You can play bartender for me,” I said. “I have a feeling the frozen drinks will be flowing. You’ll find everything you need in the poolside bar.”

Lillie took a tentative step forward. “Thanks, Danny. You are….” She gazed at me for a long moment then flashed a nervous smile. “Thanks.” Then she stepped forward, closing the distance between us, perched on her toes and pulled me into a hug.

Her warm vanilla scent washed over me, and my stomach dropped into my shoes. As she drew me into the embrace, wisp of her golden hair tickled my cheeks, and I gazed down her backside at her flawless, rounded bottom. Unsure what to do with my hands, I gave up and placed my arms gingerly around her waist, careful not to let my hands touch her ass. “You’re family, Lill. You don’t need to keep thanking me.”

She kissed me high on the neck just below my ear. “I don’t know what I would do without you,” she said, whispering in my ear.

My head buzzed with her sweet scent, and my pulse quickened as she let the hug linger. Her warm body pressed up tight against mine and my cock rose, pulsing as I resisted the urge to run my hands lower and slide them inside her tight little bikini bottoms. This was absolute torture. I sighed heavily and stepped back, extricating myself from her arms.

Her gaze flickered to my bulging cock and the hint of a smile formed on her plump, pink lips. Then she turned her attention on my face and gazed into my eyes. “Chad is sleeping in your den,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind.” She picked up my hand and slid her fingers around mine while she softly caressed my palm with her thumb.

“I overheard,” I said. “If he steps out of line, let me know. Okay?”

Lillie smiled lovingly. “Are you my knight in shining armor.” Her tone was sarcastic, but I could tell she wanted me to answer.

“All day long,” I said. “And Sundays too.”

Lillie grinned and her eyes sparked with satisfaction. “When I get back, I’m helping you with everything.”

I resisted the urge to scoop her up, carry her off to my room where I would spend all night having my way with her. “Go have fun,” I said.

“Okay, Danny.” She perched on her toes and kissed me on the cheek, catching the corner of my mouth. “Bye.”

She whirled and disappeared from the bathroom, leaving me alone with my hard-on while I gawked at her perfect, petite ass retreating from view. I sighed again and turned my gaze to the ceiling. “Goddamnit, Reggie, I’m trying here.”
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As I slogged my way through the shallow surf, waves crashed onto the sand and water dripped from my body and waterlogged swim trunks. I stripped away my goggles and peered down at the Garmin strapped to my wrist.

“Damn,” I mumbled to myself and sighed. The trip to Atlanta had weakened my swimming form. It was ten a.m., and I was just now completing my morning swim.

But two miles were still two miles. It felt good to exercise muscles I’d spent the last few weeks letting atrophy. Maybe Lillie was right. I should forget about renting the place and convince the girls to spend more time down here with me. It wasn’t like Brooke couldn’t do most of her job remote. Everyone was zooming nowadays, and it would allow me to keep up my end of the bargain I made to the board while keeping my sanity. Lillie wouldn’t object, and with Elle marrying Dr. Dickhead, there was no harm floating it past the group.

For now, there was a protein shake in my kitchen with my name all over it. Then it was on to my cherished massage therapy appointment. After that, came the meeting with my realtor to discuss my rental options. No matter what Lillie thought, there was no harm in my having the meeting.

But with guests staying at my house, ignoring them for half the day wasn’t a possibility. Thankfully, last night’s dinner had gone off without a hitch. I would find out what Lillie’s plans were for the day. I could offer to take them all out on my boat later in the day. That was if they were even awake. When I went to bed at midnight, they were still going strong.

As my feet found dry land, I pocketed my goggles and ran my fingers through my dripping wet hair, sliding it back before I rubbed the water out of my eyes. That’s when I noticed I had an audience.

Amid the mostly empty beach chairs sitting on the white sand beach just outside the steps leading to my pool, four of them were occupied while Jason and Dean tossed a frisbee in the surf.

Three of the four figures - Lille, Brinn, and Stacey - gazed at me, propped up on their elbows, each of them wearing a pair of sunglasses. The fourth figure was Chad, who remained flat on his back, his body glistening with suntan oil under the sun-drenched sky.

“Morning, Mr. Pierce,” Dean said, flashing me a smile and a friendly wave.

I stopped with the waves lapping over my feet and turned a smile on the twenty-year-old stoner who, for once, didn’t look stoned out of his gourd. “Morning, Dean. I’m surprised to see you guys up so early.”

He laughed. “Right. You can blame it on Lillie. She forced us to wake up. You swam in the ocean?” He gazed at me and then back out to the open sea. “Aren’t you afraid of sharks and shit?”

“I follow the coastline,” I said, chuckling. “There’s no way I’d head straight out to sea. And I’m more afraid of the jellyfish than sharks.”

Dean nodded his approval. “Cool. At least Lillie will calm down now.”

“Calm down?” I frowned.

“She was ready to call the Coast Guard,” Jason said as he appeared over Dean’s shoulder. “I think she thought you drowned.” He chuckled nervously.

“Oh.” I grimaced. I wasn’t used to telling anyone where I was going. With Reggie’s passing, she was likely extra sensitive to my well-being. Fuck me. I sighed. “Thanks for the heads up. What’s the plan for the day?”

“Fuck if we know,” Dean said. “Hanging out. Smoke a little. Drink a little. We’ll see where the day takes us.” He nodded, grinning with satisfaction as Jason gave him a high five.

“That’s why they call it a vacation,” I said. “You guys enjoy. I’m going to go face the music.”

Dean laughed. “Good luck, Mr. P. Godspeed.”

Jason cackled and the two of them turned around and resumed their frisbee tossing.

I turned back to the lounge chairs and could almost feel Lillie’s icy glare despite the sun blazing overhead. Like a death row inmate walking to the gallows, I trudged through the hot sand, drawing closer to the executioner with every step. Their attention remained focused on me, and my stomach dipped with a volley of butterflies.

Brinn wore a blue and gold floral bikini holding a Yeti in one hand and her phone in the other. Sunlight drenched her sleek, porcelain skin, glistening with a fine sheen of perspiration. A pair of round mirrored sunglasses notched her pert nose while her plump, pink lips shone with a glossy finish. Her body lived up to the hype induced by yesterday’s stunning little sundress. I averted my gaze for fear of blatantly leering at the hint of camel toe indenting her bikini bottoms between her slightly parted thighs.

Stacey wore a neon yellow bikini and a pair of dark Ray Ban’s. She clung to what looked like a romance novel while she grinned up at me, flashing a Hollywood smile. Her golden skin glowed under the hot Caribbean sunshine and her big tits, barely constrained by her bikini top, jiggled slightly as she turned to Brinn and said something under her breath before the two of them giggled.

Lillie didn’t look as pleased as her friends. She gazed at me stoically through her dark sunglasses, her eyes unreadable. Her golden blonde hair glinted under the sunshine where she had gathered her long locks to form an impromptu bun, resting on the crown of her head and secured by a black ponytail holder. Her tiny pink bikini top pushed her bronzed tits together while thin bow strings connected her bottoms high on either side of her tight hips.

Even with her anger so clearly on display, I couldn’t take my eyes off her incredible figure. My stomach flip-flopped with nervous energy, and I found myself physically drawn to her in a very unhealthy way. She was the cream of the crop, a natural beauty who simply stole the show.

I stopped before them. “Good morning, ladies. I’m surprised to find you all awake.”

Stacey turned to Lillie. “I told you he was fine,” she said. “You’re such a Nervous Nelly sometimes.”

“Sorry. That’s my fault,” I said, facing Lillie, who appeared disinterested in me. “I should have told you about my morning swim. This Garmin lets you track me.” I tapped on my wristwatch. “There’s an app for it. I’ll show you how it works.”

Lillie ignored me, pretending to stare at the horizon while a pregnant pause stretched out awkwardly between us.

“Looks like you shit the bed on this one,” Stacey said, causing Brinn to giggle with laughter. “Our girl is pissed at you.”

“Mama bear protects her man,” Brinn said.

“Shut up, B,” Lillie said, scowling at her friend.

I sighed. “Yeah. I can see that you’re pissed. Again. I’m sorry, Lill. How about I make it up to you by taking you guys out on the boat later?”

Brinn and Stacey squealed and clapped excitedly.

“I’ll be your first mate,” Brinn said. “Maybe you can teach me how to steer the boat?”

“I’ve always wanted to try deep sea fishing,” Stacey said. “Can you teach me?”

“Sure. I —”

“We’re busy this afternoon,” Lillie said, cutting me off. “We’re going shopping and then we’re eating lunch in town. Maybe another time.”

Brinn and Stacey went quiet, averting their gaze while Lillie gave me the cold shoulder.

There wasn’t anything more I could do about her lingering anger. What else was there besides an apology and a promise to keep her informed? “Suit yourself,” I said. “But if you change your mind, call me.”

“Where are you going?” Brinn asked.

Maybe I would keep the appointment with the realtor. “I have a few errands to run in town, but I’ll be back later today.”

“Before you go, would you mind putting some sunscreen on my back?” Stacey asked, smiling up at me flirtatiously.

Lillie turned a hard glare on her friend as if she couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

I started to decline, then paused. If Lillie wanted to act like a child by giving me the cold shoulder, then turnabout was fair play. “Sure,” I said, returning Stacey’s flirtatious smile with one of my one.

Brinn gave Stacey a pouty look. “I was about to ask him the same thing.”

“You snooze, you lose,” Stacey said as she gazed at my muscled chest and licked her lips.

I sat down on the open lounge chair beside Brinn. “Whoever wants sunscreen applied, the line forms here.”

Lillie’s jaw dropped while Brinn clapped excitedly.

Brinn made a move, lurching forward on her sun chair, tipping over her Yeti as she scrambled sideways.

“I asked him first,” Stacey said, tossing aside her romance novel. She started to push herself out of her chair when Brinn gave her a little shove, causing Stacey to falter.

“Hey!” Stacey whirled on Brinn, glaring her down. “It was my idea to ask first.”

Lillie clinched her jaw muscles tight, tore off her sunglasses, and whirled on her friends like a rabid pit bull removed from her leash. “He’s doing my back first. You two thirsty hoes can back the fuck off.”

Amid their shoving match, Brinn and Stacey paused, turning wide-eyes on Lillie.

I suppressed a grin, averting my gaze while Brinn and Stacey released each other. In unison, they glared at the pint-sized blonde dictator as if insulted.

“I thought you were pissed at him,” Stacey said.

Brinn’s frown turned into a hopeful smile. “Does this mean we can go out on the boat instead of shop?”

Lille glared murder at the raven-haired beauty as she stomped through the sand and stopped before me with her hands on her shapely hips. The diminutive but buxom beauty handed me a bottle of sunscreen and let out a little harrumph. “You make me so angry sometimes.” Then she turned around and sat down on my lap, perching on the edge of my knees while she pulled wisps of her blonde hair away from her neck. “Make sure you don’t miss a spot.” She glanced back at me over her shoulder, as if considering. “Please.”

Her bouncy little ass bulged outward on either side of my thighs and my cock stirred in my wet swim trunks. Thankfully, shrinkage was an actual thing, and with any luck I could avoid an embarrassing show. Lillie’s firm tits appeared on either side of her chest, contained by her bikini top and a thin pink spaghetti strap tied in a loose bow at the center of her back.

I glanced down at the tube of sunscreen in my hand. “SPF two? Seriously? Does this even do anything?”

Brinn and Stacey giggled while Lillie glared at me over her shoulder. “It lets me get a tan without the cancer, thank you very much. Don’t judge me.”

I squired a glob in my palm and rubbed my hands together. “Fine. But don’t complain when you’re laid up inside with a sunburn. The UV down here doesn’t play.”

“I’m wearing fifty,” Brinn said. “I burn so easy.”

“I don’t want to say what I use,” Stacey grinned sheepishly.

“That’s because you use fucking oil,” Lillie said. “It’s an accelerant. You might as well spay your body with a can of cooking spray and pray to the shrine of the cancer goddess.”

Brinn giggled. “Are you telling Stace to spray and pray?”

Stacey and laughed even I chuckled along with her.

Lillie rolled her eyes. “If she keeps missing days on her pill, she’ll be praying really fast.”

“Someone’s a little feisty this morning,” I said.

“Because someone made me worry to death about him,” she said, glaring at me over her shoulder.

“That’s only because you love him,” Brinn said. “It’s a healthy sign.”

Lillie averted her gaze. “Whatever.”

“The whole pill thing is not an issue,” Stacey said. “It’s not like I’m having sex.”

Neither of the girls batted an eye, but I couldn’t help but wonder aloud. “You and Dean aren’t a couple?”

Stacey laughed, and Brinn joined her. Even Lillie grinned, which seemed to thaw her icy mood.

“God, no,” Stacey said. “Dean is my best friend from childhood. He’s like my brother.”

“But you’re sharing a bedroom,” I said.

Stacey shrugged. “Believe me. There’s nothing happening in between the sheets, but that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t take a bullet for him.”

That was interesting, and it also made sense. Dean seemed completely at peace with Stacey’s lecherous nature.

I turned back to Lillie. “Are you ready for this?”

Lille gave me her first genuine smile of the day. “Yes, please. And thank you, Danny. For apologizing, I mean. I want to know how that app works that tracks you. I was really worried.”

“I know, and I’m sorry. This will take some getting used to.” I rubbed the sunscreen on Lillie’s shoulders and neck, working the white lotion deep into her unblemished skin. I gently massaged her shoulder muscles and probed her lower neck. “How does that feel?”

She sighed with satisfaction. “That’s the least you can do after worrying me to death.”

I chuckled and worked the lotion over her upper back, skipping her bikini strap before applying more sunscreen along her spine, using my thumbs to loosen her tense muscles.

Lillie moaned softly with pleasure and relaxed into my hands. She shifted her ass back on my lap until her thighs settled comfortably over my knees. “Danny, will you untie my top, please? That way, you can spread it evenly.”

Brinn snickered, and Stacy stifled a laugh.

Lillie shot them both the stink eye. “Stop it right now.”

My stomach, once again, dipped with butterflies. I gave Brinn and Stacey a sideways glance and they gazed intently at my hands, massaging Lillie’s back as if completely entranced. Chad, who I had almost forgotten, remained flat on his back, eyes closed, with his earbuds in, completely unaware of my mauling his girlfriend a few feet away.

Lillie shifted in my lap and glanced back at me, giving me a sweet smile. “Go ahead. You can untie the strap.”

“Sure,” I said, my voice betraying my nerves. With my hands trembling slightly, I tugged on the pink spaghetti bow. The straps dropped and her bikini top slipped away, secured only by the remaining strap around her neck.

As the top gave way, the sides of Lillie’s previously contained breasts, sprang outward, revealing their creamy smooth sides untainted by the sun. She held onto her top, pinning it loosely against her chest. She lowered her head and let her body relax into my roaming hands. “Now you can really dig in.”

Despite the cold, my cock unfurled in my swim trunks, thickening and uncoiling as it pulsed with an influx of blood. The sides of her tits wobbled before me enticingly. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. With my pulse quickening, I focused on her back, running my hands up and down her smooth skin, gently massaging her muscles as the sun glistened off her moistened flesh.

As the girls looked on, Stacey’s jaw hung slack and Brinn’s chest rose and fell in rapid succession. Meanwhile, Lillie wriggled her hips, slipping further back onto my lap until her ass nudged the tip of my rigid cock.

“Danny, can you get my sides too?” Lillie asked me, her voice so soft it came out as a whisper.

“Here?” I rubbed lotion over her ribcage, just below her breasts and above her hips.

“Higher,” Lillie said. “Where my bikini strap was fastened.”

My cock twitched harder this time, pulsing against her ass as she wriggled backward, firmly entrenching my tip into her ass crack. Fuck. I was so turned on, that my hands visibly shook. “I don’t think I should,” I said, fighting against the urge to maul her spectacular rack.

“Please?” She glanced back at me over her shoulder, her eyes heavy with lust.

I relented, sliding my fingers higher up her sides until my fingertips pressed into the soft flesh of her big, firm tits. My breaths came hard and fast, and there was no doubt she felt my trembling hands.

“Right there,” she said. “But move your hands forward a little,” she said, giving me full permission to manhandle her at will.

The ask was so blatant it was flat out ridiculous, but I was too far gone to protest. Without voicing a complaint, I inched my hands forward, curling them over the sides of her breasts, nearly cupping the front before caressing her smooth flesh in slow, measured circles.

Lillie moaned and leaned back, forcing my cock deeper into her ass crack while I resisted the urge to cup her tits and tweak her hard nipples, only inches from my outstretched fingers.

“Mmmm… I think I forgive you,” Lillie said, sighing contentedly as her top did little more than cover her nipples.

Brinn and Stacey gazed at us, slack-jawed and completely mesmerized.

“What the fuck?” Chad’s deep voice interrupted the pseudo-sexual moment.

Lillie gasped and flashed upright, pressing her top tight against her chest. Brinn and Stacey lurched, pivoting toward the blond giant just as yanked his headphones free from his ears.

I twitched in surprise, and a surge of adrenaline raced through my veins. With deft hands, I grabbed Lillie’s bikini strings and tied them together in a nice, tight bowtie.

Chad lumbered up, throwing his legs over his chair and glaring down at Lillie. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“He’s putting sunscreen on my back,” Lillie said, her tone angry, but her voice clearly shaken. “What does it look like he’s doing?”

“It looks like he’s feeling you up,” Chad said, pushing himself off the lounge chair, towering over us like an enraged behemoth.

Dean and Jason showed up just as Lillie straightened her top and pushed off my lap.

The adrenaline surge and moment of shock turned my cock soft where it retreated into the safe recesses of my swim trunks.

Lillie spun on Chad. “You’re accusing Danny, a man twice my age and my dead father’s best friend, of feeling me up in front of you and all my friends? This is the same man who has extended his hospitality to you. He made you a fucking steak dinner last night, and now you’re accusing him of hitting on me?”

I sat there watching the drama unfold. It was scary how fast she turned the tables. Not that I was surprised. I had seen her do the same thing to Reggie a hundred times during her teenage years. The way Lillie framed our intimate union made Chad look like the bad guy. Yet he was a hundred percent right. I was feeling her up, and she was getting off to it.

“Damn,” Dean said. “We missed everything. What happened?”

“Chad is accusing Danny of feeling up Lillie,” Brinn said.

“We were sitting here the whole time chatting with them,” Stacey said. “Danny put sunscreen on Lillie’s back. Nothing more.”

These ladies were smooth. Almost too smooth. They one-hundred percent had their girl’s back. “Sorry for the confusion,” I said. “I’ll leave now and run my errands. You kids have a nice day.”

I turned to leave, and Lillie grabbed my wrist. “You’re not leaving. Chad owes you an apology.”

“Lill, it’s okay,” I said. “The way it looked… I can see where he’s coming from.”

Lillie whirled on Chad. “This fucking jealously is what’s killing us. And here you go again.”

“Damn, dude,” Jason said, turning on Chad. “Way to make it awkward.”

“No shit,” Dean said.

Brinn turned to face Chad. “Maybe you should apologize to Mr. Pierce.”

Stacey sighed and shook her head at Chad. “Not cool.”

Chad ground his teeth, visibly enraged. He balled his hands into fists. “Fuck this. Fuck all of you.” He kicked over a bottle of beer and stormed off, walking swiftly away from us down the beach.

We all watched him go, nobody making a move to intervene. Finally, Jason sighed and threw up his hands. “I’ll go talk to him.”

Lillie watched Jason go. She showed zero interest in chasing down Chad and trying to set things right.

Why exactly had she wanted him to come with her on this trip? I almost felt sorry for the guy until I remembered how he had pressured Lillie into having sex with him. It was time for Lillie to do some explaining.

I gazed down at Lillie and frowned. “You and I need to chat.”
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It was beyond time I set firm rules and expectations regarding both our behavior. I held the sliding glass door open as Lillie stepped into the kitchen, then closed it behind us. I pointed across the kitchen toward the family room. “Sit.”

Lille paused beside me and glared up at me, folding her arms over her chest as if in defiance. “Why? We can talk right here.”

We left Lillie’s friends down on the beach. Dean had joined Stacey and Brinn, offering to sunscreen whoever else needed it. Neither lady had taken him up on his offer.

“Humor me,” I said. “We’re both adults, right? Let’s talk like adults.”

Lillie rolled her eyes and huffed. “Fine.” She turned on her heel and stalked off toward the family room, ass jiggling as her pink bikini bottoms rode up her ass crack.

I followed her into the sunken family room where Lillie plopped down in the middle of my black leather sofa and folded her arms over her chest, produced a mound of eye-popping cleavage.

I perched on the arm of a stuffed leather armchair opposite the sofa and sighed. There was no easy way to slide into a conversation I had hoped to avoid. But after her little stunt on the beach, we needed to clear the air. “What’s going on?”

Lillie frowned, knitting her brows together. She had the body language of a hostile witness under cross-examination. “Can you be more specific?”

I should have just let it go. This was Pandora’s box, and I was cracking it open with a stick of dynamite. My best move was to walk away and pretend our sun-kissed tryst never happened. Or I could face the music head on. I wasn’t the type to leave things unsaid. “I mean, what’s going on between us? That little sunscreen fling we had down on the beach. That can’t happen again.”

“You didn’t seem to mind a few minutes ago,” Lillie said, eyeing me warily.

“That was wrong of me.” I sighed. “I should have had exercised more control and never offered to apply sunscreen to any of you. Things spun out of control, and it was my fault. That can never happen again. It won’t ever happen again.”

She barked out a short, cynical laugh. “Why not?”

I shifted uncomfortably on the arm of the chair and finally stood. “Are you saying you want this to happen? You and me? Together?”

Lillie shrugged. “Let’s say that I do. So what? We’re both adults. Why can’t we have a little fun?”

There it was, all laid out in the open, just like Brooke predicted. Of course, Brooke had already heard it straight from Lillie’s mouth. It was me who chose not to believe her. Lillie and her sisters harbored no secrets. They had their own little club and membership was exclusive.

I gazed at her with astonishment. “You need reasons?”

“Yeah. I need reasons.” She set her jaw and gazed at me confidently. “I know you want me. You were so fucking hard a minute ago, I could have used your cock as a jackhammer. Besides, I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

My face flashed with heat. “That was purely a physiological reaction.”

Lillie giggled. “Really? That’s your excuse?”

“You’re a stunning young woman,” I said. “It’s natural, but that doesn’t make it right. We can’t just jump into bed with each other.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Why not? I want you and you want me. At least I’m adult enough to come out and admit it.”

“I’m with your sister,” I said. “And I’m not a cheater.”

“It’s not cheating if Brooke condones it. And we both know where she stands on that front.”

My cheeks flushed hot. The conversation was spiraling out of my control. “I’m over twice your age. That’s perverted.”

“Brooke is five years older than me and you’re fucking her ten times a day,” Lillie said. “If I don’t care about our age gap, then why should you?” She unfolded her arms, giving me an unobstructed view of her bountiful cleavage, mashed tight inside her bikini top. “In fact, I think our age gap is hot. Fucking a man old enough to be my father makes me so wet.” She leaned forward and pierced with her soul crushing blue-eyed gaze. “Especially because it’s you. That turns it from hot to incendiary.”

I slumped back on the arm of the leather chair, putting some distance between us. My heart beat so hard and fast, I could barely breathe. If this went on much longer, my resistance would simply collapse. “Your dad would never condone my taking his youngest daughter to pound town. That dishonors his memory, and I could never forgive myself.”

Lillie giggled, stood, and crossed the room, cutting the distance between us. “Daddy’s not here anymore,” Lillie said. She stopped before me and reached out, picking up my hands in hers. “Besides, you used that tired argument on Brooke already. Now look at you. The last thing my daddy told me was that I should find a man who treats me with love and respect. Danny, even if you won’t admit it, I know you love me.” She caressed the back of my hands with her thumbs. “And no one will ever respect me the way you do. I feel safe with you and the thought of lying in your arms makes my stomach spin with butterflies.” Her eyes swam with unbuttoned desire. “You are so fucking hot. I get soaked thinking about you.”

Heart pounding, I licked the dryness from my lips. She was impossible to resist, and I was losing the battle. She outgunned me and we both knew it. “When I said you’re too young, I meant you had your whole life before you. You’ll have many boyfriends, lovers, and even a husband down the line. You need to experience all that for yourself. What happens to our relationship if we complicate it with sex? I don’t want to stop you from making a future for yourself, and I always want to be a part of your life.”

Lillie edged closer until the heat from her body washed over me, and my cock thickened inside my now dry swim trunks. “Do you trust me, Danny?”

“You know I do,” I said.

“Then we already have the foundation for a beautiful relationship. Trust me to know what’s in my heart.” She laced her fingers in mine and pressed our palms together. “Do you know why I’m such a tease with the boys?”

My heart pounded in my ears and my mouth turned bone dry. I didn’t trust myself to answer her. Instead, I gazed silently into her eyes, losing myself in two simmering pools of pure love.

Lillie edged close, slipping between my parted legs, then leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Do you want to know my secret?”

Her warm breath curled inside my ear and down my neck, raising goosebumps down the side of my body. My cock raged in my shorts, pulsing and twitching as my gaze wandered over the lush curves of her swollen cleavage. Fuck me. I wanted her more than I had ever wanted anyone. “Yes.” The word escaped my dry lips, husky and ragged, my tone barely above a whisper.

Across the kitchen, the sliding glass door opened, and bare feet pattered across the kitchen tile. It was Brinn’s voice that broke the spell. “Lill, Chad is heading this way. He wants to talk,” Brinn said. “Sorry to disturb you guys, but I thought you should know.”

Lillie didn’t jump away from me or seem even a little bothered by Brinn’s intrusion. Instead, she brought her face even with mine, leaned forward, and brushed her lips across mine with the faintest kiss.

Adrenaline surged through my legs, turning my insides into the consistency of melted wax. Speaking was no longer an option.

When she backed away, she met my gaze straight on. “But if this isn’t want you want, then I won’t chase you.” She let go of my hands and stepped back. “The balls in your court, Danny.”

Brinn watched us, silently observing, as if waiting patiently for her friend to finish up her business. Maybe the club wasn’t as exclusive as I thought. How much did Brinn and Stacey know?

Lillie turned away from me, leaving the shell of my ragged body alone to collapse into the slick, leather upholstery. I watched her go, unable or unwilling to make a move to stop her.

Lillie picked up Brinn’s hands. “Thanks, B. I’ll soothe Chad’s fragile ego. Then we can have some fun.”

A moment later, they were gone, leaving me alone and reeling.
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The next two days passed without incident. I kept my distance while Lillie and her friends enjoyed their vacation. I kept my word, taking them out on my boat, and Lillie kept hers. She treated me with kindness and respect, without a hint of sexual innuendo. Even Brinn and Stacy seemed more subdued, as if they had Lillie’s back while I stewed silently from afar.

After Lillie put Chad’s fears to rest, he found his rhythm and the six of them enjoyed the bars, restaurants, and several of Nassau’s many available excursions. They had met up with some other college students down the beach and made friends. Their new friends had even invited them to a bonfire party on the beach.

As for me, I hated every minute of Lillie’s newfound freedom.

Rather than finding comfort in her retreat, my head spun with jealousy, wondering if she had let Chad into her bedroom. As far as I knew, she hadn’t, but I wasn’t exactly keeping tabs on her every move. No matter how many times I told myself that it wasn’t my business, I couldn’t shake the heavy pang of loss simmering in the pit of my stomach.

I met with the realtor who assured me she could keep my house rented year round at a rate that would generate plenty of income. She even showed me the waist list of renters she had ready to call. Her attempts at getting me to sell failed, and I held off on signing any contract.

Two nights later, I stewed in the family room while Lillie and her friends joined the beach bonfire party three properties down. That’s where I found myself, on a lonely Wednesday night, chatting on a face time call with Brooke and Elle.

“Danny, you need to tell her how you feel,” Brooke said. “I can’t believe you just left things unsettled like that. Lillie must be out of her mind with worry.”

“She has a funny way of showing it,” I said. “It’s been nothing but sun, fun, and laughter since she put the ball in my court.”

“Lill is a master of disguise,” Elle said, standing behind Brooke, leaning over Brooke’s shoulder, sucking on a lollipop. “But she won’t hold out forever. If you want her, then you need to show her.”

“Why don’t you two come down here,” I said. “I’ll pay for the plane tickets and pick you both up at the airport. This would be so much easier with you guys here.”

Brooke laughed. “And have Lillie kill us? No thanks. You two need to work through this.”

Elle slurped on her cherry lollipop and brought it out of her mouth with a pop. “I agree with Brooke, but if you ask me again next week, I’ll say yes.” She grinned and pushed a lock of her golden hair away from her face. “It’s been way too long, Danny, and you know how I feel about the beach.”

“Don’t we have your wedding dress fitting next week?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah.” Elle grinned. “I almost forgot. Okay, after that. But I don’t want to bring Mark down to Nassau. He’s not big on the beach.”

Brooke rolled her eyes, glanced back at Elle, and shook her head before returning her attention to me. “Just go tell her you’re miserable. She would love to hear that.”

I sighed. “My misery would bring her pleasure?”

“God, Danny. You can be so clueless,” Elle said. “She wants to know you care about her.”

“Exactly,” Brooke said. “Right now, she probably thinks it’s over between you two.”

“Telling her means I go back on everything I already told her. We shouldn’t be together.”

“You can’t hide from your heart,” Elle said. “We don’t choose who we love, we just love. What’s your heart telling you?”

Brooke gazed back at her little sister, as if impressed. “Damn, girl. You should write fortune cookies.”

Elle giggled and shrugged. “You love her, and she loves you. It seems a simple conversation can solve the whole mess. What are you waiting for?”

“I never told her I loved her,” I said.

Brooke rolled her eyes. “Then you need to.”

Behind me, a female voice spoke from across the room, breaking into the conversation. “Danny?”

I jumped with surprise, and the phone tumbled sideways. I whirled around from my spot on the couch to find Stacey standing at the bottom of the stairwell. “Oh, hi. I didn’t know you were here.” I turned back to my phone. “Gotta go. Love you,” I said to Brooke.

She blew me a kiss. “I love you too. We will see you soon.”

Over Brooke’s shoulder, Elle waved. “Bye, Danny. Good luck.” She also blew me a kiss before I disconnected the call.

How much of that conversation had Stacey overheard? I tucked away my phone and stood, turning around to face Stacey. “I thought you were down on the beach at the bonfire?”

Stacey wore a pair of cut-off jean shorts, flip-flops and a black tank-top similar to the one she wore the day I met her at the airport. Her disdain for bras continued as her lack of one was clear. “I fell asleep earlier, and I told them I’d catch up with them.”

“Got it,” I said. “You know which direction to go?”

Stacey shrugged and gave me an uneasy look. “It’s really dark outside.”

“Do you want me to walk you down to the party?”

Stacey’s shoulders eased, and a comforting smile spread across her face. “You wouldn’t mind?”

My heart jumped, and a surge of joy welled in my chest. It was a chance for me to see Lillie. “Not at all,” I said. “Are you ready to go?”

Stacey nodded. “Thanks. I’m probably being a big baby, but I don’t want to walk in the dark alone.”

She followed me to the back door. “That’s just being smart,” I said. “It won’t take long. It’s only a few minutes away.”

“Thanks, Danny,” Stacey said. She followed me around the pool and down the stairs leading to the beach.

We stepped onto the sand. Far down the beach, a pinpoint of light pricked the pitch black sky, marking the location of the bonfire. “It’s up there, straight ahead.”

“At least it’s easy to find,” she said.

A slight breeze blew in off the ocean and Stacey shivered before folding her arms over her chest.

“I forgot to tell you to bring a sweatshirt,” I said. “Here. You can borrow mine.”

“You don’t have to do that,” Stacey said. “Once we get to the fire, I’ll warm up.”

“Nonsense.” I peeled off my old Northwestern sweatshirt. It was my favorite, and I’d had it for twenty years. Unlike most garments, time seemed to have made it softer and warmer, even if the letters on the front had faded. “Lillie has borrowed this sweatshirt from me about a dozen times.” I chuckled. “Sometimes I wonder if she forgets jackets on purpose just so I’ll loan it to her.”

Stacey chuckled and took the sweatshirt from me. “Thanks.” She pulled it over her head. The long sleeves hung well past her hands, and Stacey relaxed, drawing the baggy sweatshirt around her body and folding her arms over her chest. “That’s much better.”

We continued down the beach, staying silent. The waves crashed on the shore and the distant sound of music floated on the breeze.

“How’s the trip going so far?” I asked.

“It’s so much fun,” Stacey said. “Thanks for inviting us.”

“You’re welcome here anytime,” I said, using up my limited catalog of small talk.

We continued in silence for another thirty seconds before Stacey spoke. “You need to tell her.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, but I had a sinking feeling I knew where this was going.

“Sorry. I overheard part of your conversation with Brooke and Elle.” Stacey gazed down at the sand as we walked. “She’s crazy about you, and nothing is going on between her and Chad.”

A wave of relief washed over me, and my mood soared with the revelation. “Thanks, but that’s none of my business.”

“Lill has talked about you for so long,” Stacey said. “That’s why….”

I frowned. “That’s why what?”

“Nothing.” Stacey chuckled nervously. “I can see why she loves you so much.”

“Love is a strong word,” I said.

“You’re as smart and kind as you are handsome,” Stacey said, gazing up at me. “If things don’t work out between you two….” She laughed again. “God, I’m such an idiot, hitting on my best friend’s boyfriend.”

“I’m not Lillie’s boyfriend,” I said.

Stacey shrugged, then smiled at me. “Whatever you say.”

Ahead, the fire grew distinct and faces in the crowd appeared. A dozen twenty-something’s huddled around the fire, sitting on coolers no doubt packed with beer and hard seltzer. A few of them roasted marshmallows, while others danced near a Bluetooth speaker churning out top-forty tunes I recognized but couldn’t name.

Chad and Jason chatted with three young women I had never seen. On the other side of the fire, closer to the beach, Brinn, Lillie and Dean sat on a massive piece of driftwood, gazing into the embers, quietly chatting.

When my eyes landed on Lillie, my heart surged. A wellspring of joy flooded my insides, and I resisted the urge to scoop her up and hold her tight. That she and Chad weren’t together overjoyed me, and I picked up the pace, walking just a little faster as we emerged from the darkness.

We appeared in the circle of firelight. Lillie looked up, spotting me first. A huge smile spread across her face, and she leaped up off the log, heading toward us at a jog.

“Hey, guys,” Stacey said. “Thanks for waking me up.”

Lillie’s gaze turned to Stacey, and she froze with her eyes locked on my sweatshirt. Her smile faded and her expression turned angry. “Where did you get that?” Lillie turned to me. “What’s going on between you two?”

“Nothing,” I said. “I just walked Stacey down here because she asked me to.”

“Babe, nothing happened,” Stacey said. “I was cold, and Danny let me borrow his sweatshirt. Here. I’ll give it back.” Stacey started to take off the sweatshirt, but Lillie wasn’t having it.

“Don’t bother. You two have fun. Thanks for stabbing me in the back.” Lillie stormed off down the beach, fading into the darkness.

“Lillie, wait,” I said, calling out after her.

“Shit,” Stacey said. “I really fucked up.” She tossed me the sweatshirt. “Go after her. She’ll listen to you.”

Brinn and Dean appeared beside Stacey.

“What happened?” Dean asked.

“Lillie’s jealous streak,” Brinn said, taking me in. “You’re the only man I know who can do that to her.”

“I did nothing,” I said.

“We all know that, sugar,” Brinn said. “But her heart doesn’t. And you haven’t exactly made your move. Her feelings are hurt, and when she saw you and Stacey coming out of the dark together… well… her mind went to an even darker place.”

I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. “Fuck. I better go after her.”

“Don’t come back until you make things right,” Brinn said. “It’s not nice to string her along and play with her heart.”

I gave them all one last look before I turned and bolted, breaking into a jog as I followed her down the beach.

“Lillie,” I said, calling out for her. “Wait. Nothing happened.”

Ahead, a glimmer of her blonde hair reflected off the moonlight. She had slowed to a walk and gazed back at me over her shoulder. “Go away, Danny. Feel free to fuck Stacey again behind my back.”

“What? That didn’t happen. Slow down. Talk to me,” I said, coming up behind her.

Lillie whirled on me. Tears streaked her face, and her eyes glistened with wetness. “I never thought you would break my heart.” Her voice trembled as the wind whipped through her hair. She shivered slightly as the breeze caught up with her.

I stopped before her, my heart pounding while dread clawed my stomach. “Lill… nothing happened with Stacey. I swear to God. I was on the phone with Brooke and Elle when Stacey came downstairs and asked me to walk her to the party.”

Lillie wore a pair of cut-off jeans and a form-fitting top that revealed her pierced navel. Her chin trembled, and she gazed up at me. “Why don’t you love me?”

I stepped forward and wrapped my old sweatshirt around her shoulders, then stepped forward and drew her tight in my arms. “Who says I don’t?”

Lillie sniffled and gazed up at me. “When I saw you with Stacey….” Her voice quivered, and she paused as if to collect herself. “It made me sick to my stomach.”

“I would never hurt you like that.” I peeled an errant lock of her golden hair away from her eyes and tucked it behind her ear. “You’re my girl.” I brushed the tears off her cheeks with my thumbs and smiled down at her.

“How am I your girl when you won’t even kiss me?”

Without thinking, I leaned over and found her lips with mine. The kiss started slowly, but quickly escalated.

Lillie trembled against me, and she wrapped her arms around my waist, drawing herself tighter before opening her mouth wide and deepening the kiss.

Our tongues swirled together, lashing and exploring. Lillie moaned in my mouth and ran her hands lower, cupping my ass in her palms and squeezing.

She smelled of wildflowers and campfire smoke. A faint taste of cinnamon coated her lips and tongue. My cock surged in my pants, thickening and expanding as I wrapped her in my arms and let myself go into the kiss. Despite my reticence, everything about the moment felt as right and natural as breathing. She felt so good in my arms, and my head swam with uncoiled desire.

Lillie relaxed against me, gently sucking my tongue between her lips while she pressed her mouth tighter against mine, and her moans deepened.

If we weren’t careful, we might end up with our clothes off, trying to explain ourselves to whoever stumbled upon us. After five solid minutes of making out, we broke off the kiss and came up for air.

That’s when Lillie smacked me on the chest and glared up at me. “It took you long enough.”

I chuckled and pulled her in so tight that my hard cock pressed against her body. “Hey. Be nice. I may be slow, but I’m not stupid.”

She furrowed her brow and curled her arms back around my waist. “You promise nothing happened between you and Stace?”

I rolled my eyes. “How could anything happen between me and her when I can’t get you out of my head?”

“Good answer.” Lillie grinned, perched on her tiptoes and drew me into another kiss before nibbling my lower lip playfully.

I ran my fingers through her silky, gold hair and leaned in for another quick kiss. “Can I ask you a question without making you angry?”

“Probably not but ask anyway.” She smiled and slipped her hands into my back pockets.

“You were so upset by the thought of Stacey and me. Yet, I’m with your sister and it doesn’t bother you in the slightest. Why is that?”

Lillie sighed. “Oh, that.” She shrugged. “It’s different with my sisters. We made a pact a long time ago when it came to you.”

“I heard. So, it’s the pact?”

“That’s part of it. The other part is that I love and trust my sisters more than anyone. And maybe there’s a wee bit of me wanting to be in control of you around my friends.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Control? That is a scary word.”

Lillie giggled. “You’re my man. Brinn and Stacey know that. It’s girl code. They won’t make a move on you until I say so. If Stacey had, it would have ruined our friendship forever.”

That surprised me. “Until you say so? Explain it to me like I’m five.”

“What do you think, dummy?” She gazed up into my eyes as if hoping I might read between the lines.

Then it hit me. “You mean… a threesome?”

Lille grinned sheepishly and shook her head. “For someone so smart, your math skills are horrible.”

Heat lit up my cheeks. “You can’t mean….”

Lillie nodded. “There are three of us and one of you, but those horny toads aren’t’ allowed anywhere near you without my being there too. Got it?” She gave me a stern warning glare.

“Loud and clear, you little tyrant.” I chuckled and Lillie giggled again before we kissed again.

It was a kiss that involved plenty of wandering tongues and wet lips. Lillie broke off in a huff, her eyes heavy with lust. “Let’s go back to your beach house.”

My head spun with desire. The thought of exploring her tight little body while I fucked her silly left me reeling. My hard cock raged in my shorts, pulsing and twitching. A massive wet spot had grown to an embarrassing size in my briefs that I hoped hadn’t seeped through to my shorts.

But that wasn’t a great idea. We were sitting on a potential powder keg in the form of Chad. “As much as I want to… and God, do I want to. Do you mind holding off until we get home? If I’m Chad, I’m not taking this news well, and there’s no reason to throw this in his face. Besides, I’m afraid of what he might do to you, or even himself.”

She paused, as if considering. “I’m not heartless.” She sighed. “I suppose you’re right. So how do we play this?”

“I’ll go back to the house and —”

“No.” Lillie shook her head adamantly. “I finally have you and I don’t want you to go back without me. You can sit with me by the fire, and I’ll be a good girl. I promise to keep my hands to myself.”

“Okay, but no more sunscreen incidents,” I said.

“Only if you promise not to tease me or hold me emotionally hostage,” she said. “No going back on your word tomorrow. You’re with me, and I’m with you. Okay?”

I grinned. “I wouldn’t want it any other way.”
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That night, Lillie came to my room for a goodnight kiss. It was a move that nearly ended with me stripping her clothes off and ending the half week of torturous buildup I had progressively endured. But true to our word, we cut things off just in time. She slipped out of my room unseen, easily as sexually frustrated as me, if not more. I spent most of the night tossing and turning, unable to get the blonde pixie and her incredible body out of my head.

The next day, Lillie greeted me with a cup of coffee and a morning kiss. Despite her wanting to spend the day with me out on the boat, her friends decided they wanted to head into town and take in some bands while they had lunch. Throughout the day, she messaged me as lunch turned into a full-on day of partying, barhopping, karaoke, shots, ending in a very late that night. It was well past midnight when Lillie messaged me asking if I could pick them up and bring them home.

I hopped in my SUV and drove the short distance into town, where I found five of them waiting on the curb. The only one missing was Dean.

Lillie climbed into the front seat, clearly exhausted but not drunk. Hours of dancing, day drinking, and socializing took a toll.

Chad stumbled as he climbed into the second row seat. “Lill, come back here and sit with me.” His words came out slurred, and Lillie bristled in the seat beside me, choosing to ignore him.

Brinn climbed in next, heading for the third row seat. Her eyes were puffy and red, as if she had been crying. She scooted over to the far side of the back bench, sniffling as she gazed out the window.

Jason followed Brinn into the backseat, stumbling as Chad had, drawing laughter from Chad before he let out a long, loud fart. What looked like dried puke stains dotted the front of his gray t-shirt, and his eyes had a faded glassy look, typical of the truly shit-faced.

Stacey climbed in after Chad, taking up the spot behind Lillie in the middle row. She leaned forward and smiled at me, appearing as fresh as she was when they left hours ago. “Thanks for picking us up, Danny.”

I smiled back at her in the rear-view mirror. “No problem.” I kept one eye locked on Chad, who swayed in the seat behind me, hoping he wouldn’t deposit his insides on the leather upholstery.

Lillie yawned and slid over beside me, resting her head against my shoulder while she curled her arm around mine. “I’m exhausted.” She cupped my hand in hers, then laced our fingers together, apparently over whatever reaction it might have on Chad.

“Lillie, back off,” Chad said. “If you want to sleep, come back here and put your head on my lap. I’ll even supply a pacifier.”

Jason snickered from the back seat while Stacey rolled her eyes. Lillie ignored Chad’s crude humor, nuzzling in tighter against me as she adjusted the vent, directing the air conditioning onto her chest.

“It’s so hot,” she said, and yawned again. “God, I could sleep for a year.”

I glanced back at Stacey over my shoulder. “Where’s Dean?”

“He met some random drug dealer guy who said he could sell him some weed,” Stacey said. “That was two hours ago. I texted him and he messaged me back. He’s safe and said to go home without him. He’ll Uber home later.”

“You’re sure? That doesn’t sound very safe to me,” I said.

Stacey shrugged. “I told him the same thing, but he said he was fine.” She finally let out a long yawn. “He’s a big boy. It’s not his first time putting himself in a sketchy situation.”

“Baby, let’s go home,” Lillie said, drawing her fingers along the inside of my forearm.

Chad either hadn’t heard or didn’t react to Lillie’s cutesy moniker. Reluctantly, I pulled away from the curb and glimpsed in the rearview mirror at Jason.

He stared awkwardly at Brinn, who didn’t seem to want anything to do with him. “Babe, I’m sorry,” Jason said, his voice low but heavily slurred. “Can we at least talk about it?”

I frowned and glanced down at Lillie, who rolled her eyes and shook her head as if telling me to ignore them.

“You were fucking making out with that girl,” Brinn said, whirling on Jason. She didn’t lower her voice. “What is there to talk about? You don’t see me making out with random guys.”

Jason sighed and sank back in his seat, staring up at the roof while I guided the car out of town and onto the short stretch of road that led to my beach house.

The next few minutes passed in silence until Chad shook the back of Lillie’s seat.

“Get off of him,” Chad said. “You’re my girlfriend. Not his.”

Lillie raised her head off my shoulder long enough to glare daggers back at Chad. “You don’t have a say in it.”

“Fine,” he said, raising his voice. “Then we’re over. Have fun with the old man.”

“Chad, shut the fuck up,” Stacey said. “You’re being a drunk asshole.”

“Fuck you, Stacey,” Chad said.

I turned around and started to say something, when Lillie squeezed my arm and gazed up at me, her eyes pleading with me to hold my tongue.

“Don’t,” she said, silently mouthing the word.

Drunk or not, the asshole was disrespectful. One more tirade and he would hoof it back to my beach house, where he would find his luggage kicked to the curb. I’d had all I could take of Chad Roman and his dick head, spoiled brat attitude.

I gritted my teeth and squeezed the wheel, drawing a sweet smile from Lillie, who kissed my arm and snuggled in tight.

Thankfully, the rest of the short drive home passed without incident, and the crew filtered into the house, one by one.

Brinn and Stacey walked down the hallway leading to the first-floor bedroom, before disappearing into Stacey’s bedroom. Jason headed directly out the back porch and toward the beach. I wasn’t sure what he had planned, and I didn’t care. I was just glad to have his drunk ass out of my house. Besides, he was a grown man, capable of living or dying on his own terms.

Chad followed Lillie inside while I lingered behind, pretending to take care of something in the garage.

“Can we at least talk?” Chad asked her from where he stood in the kitchen.

Lillie sighed. “I’m exhausted. We can talk tomorrow.”

I stepped inside, shutting the garage door behind me.

Lillie grabbed a water bottle out of the fridge while Chad hovered behind her, towering over her like a steroid-addled Neanderthal.

The guy was dangerous, unpredictable, and needed to go. Clearly, Lillie had reached her limit. It was my time to step in and make things right. I would put the guy up in a hotel if that’s what it took, but he wasn’t staying here for another night.

“You’ve blown me off all week,” he said. “You owe me a conversation.”

Lillie turned around, opened her water bottle and took a sip while she shut the refrigerator door behind her. “Chad, there’s no love connection between us. Let’s part friends. You can chase all the tail you want while you’re here, and I won’t say a word. You have my permission. Go crazy.”

“That’s it? You’re fucking dumping me on our vacation?”

“We were never officially dating,” she said. “You are way too possessive for me, and I never should have led you on. That was wrong of me, and I’m sorry. But you and me….” She shook her head. “It ain’t never happening.”

I hunkered in the shadows of the utility room and smiled. She owned up to her own part in the Chad fiasco. It was a healthy sign that she was trying to let him down with a modicum of kindness.

Chad seethed, balling his hands into fists. “You love him, don’t you?”

Lillie frowned. “Who? Danny?”

“You know that’s who I mean,” he said.

“That’s none of your business,” she said. “I’m going to bed.” Lillie turned her back on him and headed for the stairs.

“That girl, Jenny, from down the beach was all over me last night,” he said after her.

Lillie paused and turned around. “If she’s that into you, maybe you should text her. Who knows? She may be up for a booty call.”

“You’re a complete fucking cock tease,” he said. “I turned away a dozen girls for you.”

“Good night, Chad.” Lillie turned away from him and climbed the stairs before she disappeared from sight.

I hung out in the shadows, waiting to see what Chad would do next. He gazed at the empty stairwell, seething. His breathing turned audibly louder, and he looked ready to pop. Red-faced and raging, the roided out monster stormed out the back door, slamming the sliding glass door shut behind him.

“Fucker… you’ll fix that door if you break it,” I said, mumbling under my breath. I waited up for a few minutes to see if he or Jason would return. With any luck, Chad went back down the beach to find the girl he claimed wanted him. Hopefully, a wave sucked him out to sea. I had stupidly given them all my key code. Not that I couldn’t change it, but I wasn’t a complete asshole. If they wanted to come crash peacefully on the couch, I wouldn’t stop them. But as of tomorrow morning, Chad was no longer welcome in my house.

When Chad, Jason, and Dean didn’t return, I killed the lights and went upstairs. The hallway was quiet, and Lillie’s door was shut. I didn’t hear her inside, and judging by her exhaustion in the car, she was probably fast asleep.

I retreated to my bedroom, where I changed into a fresh pair of baggy boxers, took care of my bathroom duties and climbed into bed.

As an afterthought, I climbed out of bed and headed to my closet. Chad’s behavior prickled the back of my brain. I had a feeling we hadn’t seen the last of him. I had no chance of fending the guy off in hand-to-hand combat, which left me with only one choice.

I opened the lock box buried deep in my walk-in closet and pulled out my loaded Mossberg 500 shotgun. If the asshole came back looking for trouble, I would be ready. I stowed the shotgun under my bed, climbed under the covers, and promptly fell asleep.

Sometime deep in the night, a shrill scream awoke me. I sat bolt upright in bed, listening. Was it a dream? Sounds of muffled shouting came through the walls.

I leaped from the bed, grabbed the shotgun, and pulled open my door.

Lillie’s bedroom door stood open, the door frame cracked and splintered. Her sobs cut me to the bone and rage boiled inside me.

“Leave me alone!” Lillie shouted between broken sobs. “I don’t want you. Don’t touch me.”

“You owe me a fuck, you little cunt,” Chad said, his voice deep and menacing.

A lamp crashed, and my heart hammered. Brinn and Stacey appeared at the top of the steps, looking terrified.

“Call 911,” I said, shouting down the hallway at them. “Right now. Go.” I cocked the shotgun, chambering a round and came around the corner, holding the loaded gun out in front of me.

Chad towered over Lillie, where she stood with her back pinned to the far corner of the room, facing the giant. Sweat covered his t-shirt and his breaths came in hard, ragged pulls.

“Get the fuck away from her,” I said, aiming the shotgun at Chad’s back.

He whirled on me, enraged, until he saw the shotgun in my hands. His eyes widened in surprise, and he stumbled backward, raising his hand in the air. “Fuck. I didn’t hurt her. Please don’t shoot me.”

“Lillie, get behind me,” I said.

Lillie nodded, terrified. Tears streamed down her face, but she appeared otherwise unscathed. She scrambled across the bed and sprinted across the room until she reached me. She cowered behind my back, trembling, with her arms wrapped around my waist.

I kept the gun leveled on Chad. “Did he hurt you?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “When he broke down the door, he scared the shit out of me.”

“Go downstairs and wait with Brinn and Stacey,” I said, never taking my eyes or the gun off Chad.

Chad stood there with his arms raised, trembling. “I didn’t hurt her. I swear to God, I only wanted to talk.”

“I’m not leaving you,” Lillie said. “I’m too scared.” She hooked her hands in my waistband and pinned her body against my back.

Brinn and Stacey appeared in the door behind me. “We called them, Danny. They’re on their way.”

“Fuck. You called the fucking cops?” Chad’s beady eyes narrowed, and he looked ready to lunge at me.

“Dude, I’m not afraid to put you down,” I said. “Trust me on that one. If you take one step toward me, you’ll end your night in the ER… if you’re lucky.”

We didn’t have to wait long. A few minutes later, the Nassau police arrived and took Chad into custody. We answered their questions and an hour later, they were gone.

Lillie wouldn’t leave my side, clinging to me the entire time. Brinn and Stacey spent an hour consoling her until she finally calmed down as the clock rounded four am.

I stowed my gun and changed the key codes in the house. Dean and Jason never came home, and I assumed they were out for the night. Either way, they weren’t getting back into the house without talking to me first.

I sat on the sofa in the family room with Lillie wrapped around me like a pretzel. Brinn and Stacey fought yawns, and they both looked ready to pass out.

“Do you two feel comfortable sleeping in your room?” I asked them.

“Yes,” Brinn said. “Chad’s not coming back, and Jason may be an asshole, but he’s not a psycho.”

“I’m more worried about Dean than our safety,” Stacey said. “B and I will be fine. But I doubt Lillie will sleep anywhere except with you.”

“You got that right,” Lillie said. She let out a contented sigh and rested her head on my chest, gazing over at her friends who were curled up together under a blanket on the love seat. “Thanks for everything. You two are the best.”

Ten minutes later, Lillie and I crawled into my bed for the first time together. It wasn’t the romantic moment I had imagined, yet I never felt closer to her.

She pulled the covers tight over us and slid in beside me. She curled her leg over my thighs and wrapped her arm around my chest, resting her head in the crook of my shoulder.

I kissed the crown of her head and wrapped my arm tightly around her, rubbing her back as she settled in.

She sighed contentedly. “This is what I’ve always wanted.” She raised her head and kissed me high on the cheek. “I love you, Danny.”

It was the first time she told me she loved me, despite dancing around the L word for the better part of a week. “What happens when we get home?”

“What do you mean?” She ran her hand over my chest, caressing me gently.

“I don’t want you to stop living your life. You need to go out with your friends and experience life.” She started to protest, and I cut her off. “Don’t worry. I’ll be there beside you the entire time. I want to make sure you don’t lose yourself trying to make me happy.”

She kissed me again, high on the cheek. “I won’t. I promise.”

“Good.” I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips, meeting her gaze. “Because I love you too, and I always will.”

Lillie smiled and her eyes lit up. She kissed me again and backed off, searching my face. “Danny?”

I ran my fingers through her hair, tucking a thick lock behind her earlobe. “What’s up?”

“Do you remember earlier this week when I started to tell you why I went from guy to guy? It’s why guys think I’m a tease.”

“Baby, I don’t think —”

Lillie pressed her fingertip to my lips. “I’ve never been with anyone.” She paused, letting the news sink in.

“Lill, you’re a virgin?”

She nodded. “Whenever a guy gets too close to me and they want sex, I always break it off with them. It was easier that way.”

“Lillie, we don’t have to make love until you’re ready.”

Lillie let out a soft laugh. “Danny, I saved myself for you. You’re the one.” She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “You’ll always be the one. I want you so badly it hurts.”

“Then we should save our first time for when we aren’t so tired,” I said.

She smiled and nodded. “I can hold out until tomorrow morning, but I’ve waited long enough.”

The thought of taking Lillie’s virginity made my head spin. In my wildest dreams, I never imagined such a possibility. “Then you better get some sleep. We’ll both need our energy for tomorrow.”
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I woke to the sound of running water coming from my bathroom. Brilliant sunshine filtered in through the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the beach. A slight breeze coming from the open veranda door rustled the mess of sheets I sprawled under. The bedside clock told me it was closer to lunchtime than breakfast.

Lillie wasn’t in bed, but a soft light came from my open bathroom door, and just then the water cutoff.

I pushed myself up to a sitting position as a creaking sound came from the shower stall door. “Lill? You there?” My voice came out groggy, and I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes.

“Don’t move,” Lillie said, her voice trailing in from the bathroom.

I chuckled. “Okay. I was going to join you in the shower.” She appeared from the bathroom, stopped a few feet away from me, and my heart stopped.

“Better yet, I’ll join you.” Hands on hips, she grinned at me unabashedly.

A white fluffy towel circled her head, and that was the extent of her wardrobe. Her body was every bit as ripe and juicy as those conjured by my fantasies, starting with her perfect breasts. They were big, firm, round, and lusciously symmetrical D-cups. Pink, puffy, upturned areolas adorned her breasts. Her nipples were mouthwateringly stiff and bite sized, sitting smack dab in the center of each round areola. As she crossed the room, her twins jiggled the way only natural breasts can.

Tan lines crisscrossed her fit body, clearly delineating her sun-kissed skin from the creamy, concealed interior. Her pussy was smooth and hair-free, with her tiny slit just visible. Although I couldn’t see her ass, I had seen it bikini-clad enough by now to fill in the blanks.

Adrenaline rippled through my veins and rocked me. My cock pulsed, then twitched, stiffening inside my boxers. I gawked at her openly while any semblance of drowsiness fled like Cinderella at midnight.

Lillie giggled and sashayed her hips from side-to-side as if showing off. “Judging by your expression, I’ll take it, you approve?”

I nodded dumbly and licked the dryness from my lips. My cock surged, expanding to full arousal as I drank her in from her twinkling blue eyes down to her petite, white-polished toes. “Just….” I shook my head, dumbstruck. “You’re gorgeous.”

“Thank you, baby. That’s how a man is supposed to look at his lady.” She pulled away the towel and her damp hair tumbled free, cascading over her shoulders. “I felt so yucky after spending all day in the heat, and I wanted to be fresh for my man.” She tossed aside the towel and crawled onto the bed, slinking toward me on all fours.

As she closed the distance between us, her nipples visibly stiffened and bounced together, forming a tight wall of cleavage. “You don’t know how long I’ve wanted this.”

“Lill, fair warning. I’m pretty worked up after a week of watching you bounce around the house in those skimpy bikinis. This may not be my finest performance.”

Lillie stopped before me, sat up on her knees, and pulled the covers away from my waist. “That just means you’ll have to fuck me all day long.” Her grin widened. “We need a proper baseline, right?”

“Are you….” I swallowed the lump thickening in my throat, and my head buzzed with uncorked lust. “Do I need to use protection?”

Lillie leaned forward, hooked her thumbs on either side of my waistband, and tugged. “I’m on the pill to regulate my period. But since our sex life is about to go nuclear, I’m getting the IUD. At least, that’s what Brooke and Elle recommended.”

I raised my bottom off the bed while Lillie guided my boxers over my hips. My steel hard cock sprang free, teetering from side-to-side as it proudly stood at attention. “You discussed our potential sex life with your sisters?”

As she took in my cock, Lillie’s eyes widened, and she let out a sharp gasp. “Baby, you are so much bigger than my toys.”

She leaned forward and curled her fingers around my cock, squeezing it softly. “I’ll orgasm in the first two minutes.”

Her touch electrified me, and goosebumps sprang up across my thighs and stomach. My cock swelled in her hand as she slowly stroked, licking her lips as she eyed it greedily.

“God, Lill. That feels so good,” I said, as I let out a contented sigh.

She gazed up at me and smiled seductively. “My first BJ and losing my v-card all in the same day.”

My jaw dropped. “You’ve never performed oral? And why am I the one who seems so nervous?”

“I may look as cool as an ice-tea on the beach,” she said. “But my heart’s racing a million miles a minute. Feel for yourself.” Lillie crawled forward and mounted me, straddling my thighs. She leaned in close until her beautiful tits tantalizingly swayed within an arm’s reach.

Doing my best to keep from groping her, I rested my palm flat on her chest over her heart. Not only was her heart racing, but her breaths came much quicker than I would have guessed. “Hmmm….” I frowned, feigning concern. “What can I do to steady your pulse? Your condition is quite alarming.” I played up the doctor angle, gazing down at her breasts as if studying her for mole growth.

Lillie giggled. “Doctor, I think this requires manual intervention.” She cupped her hands under her tits, lifted them and pushed them together, forming a mound of fleshy cleavage.

I slid my hands lower, palming her heavy breasts in my hands before gently squeezing.

Lillie’s nipples stiffened inside my palms, and she smiled teasingly. “A hand-to-hand examination may not be enough. This condition calls for oral stimulation.”

I sighed heavily, rubbed my chin, and frowned. “You better come sit on the doctor’s lap, so I can get a closer look.” I sat up straight in bed, releasing her tits long enough to cradle her ass and guide her comfortably onto my lap. My hard cock twitched between us, lying flat against her stomach, nearly touching the underside of her jiggling tits.

Lillie draped her arms over my shoulders and glided her fingers through the short hair on the back of my neck. Her nipples raked my chest a moment before she leaned forward and mashed them tight against me. “Your treatment is already making me feel better.”

I ran my hands up her sides and over the sides of her bulging breasts, which reminded me of the sunscreen incident. It was enough of a distraction that I broke character. “That day on the beach….” I sighed. “You had me so twisted up inside.”

Lillie smiled seductively, and ground her hips, sliding her slick pussy up and down my steel-hard cock. She gazed directly into my eyes, running her fingers through my thick hair. “Good. That’s how I wanted you to feel. And look where it got us? You were too chicken to make a move, so it was up to me to break the ice. Now, here we are with me sitting buck naked on your lap, grinding your fat cock with my little wet pussy.”

Her emphasis on the word cock, sent an electric wave of nuclear-powered lust roaring through my veins. “Then it looks like I owe you one,” I said, my voice ragged with desire. “Let’s say I make good on my debt right here and now?”

“Mmmm… I like that proposition.” She leaned in close to kiss me. As our lips touched, her warm, minty breath curled up my nose. Our tongues flickered together, and she backed off teasingly, nibbling my lip as she grinned. Her grinding intensified as she searched my face with her clear, blue eyes. “Now, tell me… do you want to come inside me? Or on my big tits?” She held up her tits, mashing them against my chest.

I ran my hands down her back and cupped her ass, kneading her bare flesh between my open fingers. My heart raced and my cock throbbed, harder than it ever had. “Inside you,” I said, the words coming out as barely more than a whisper.

“Is it time to take your girlfriend to pound town?” She grinned mischievously, recalling the phrase I used days earlier after our escapade on the beach.

I leaned forward and gingerly caught her lip between my teeth, pulling her forward until our lips met and our mouths opened, hungry with lust. Our tongues flashed together, then we devoured each other, lips and tongue sliding and swimming while our hands roamed.

I cupped Lillie’s jiggling tit in one hand and squeezed, kneading her flesh in my palm as I slid my other hand beneath her ass until my fingers tripped over her thin, wet slit.

As my middle finger brushed across her outer lips, Lillie moaned in my mouth. She edged her hips forward and back, working my finger deeper into her soaking wet pussy until it slipped inside her tight honey hole and back out again.

I needed to taste her secret spots and explore every inch of her sensational body. I broke the kiss and Lillie groaned, staring at me in frustration as if I’d stolen her ice cream cone. She leaned forward as if to kiss me again and I stopped her, sliding my hand out of her pussy before palming her ass.

She gazed at me, bewildered, her frustration growing. “Why are you stopping?”

“Have you heard of the sixty-nine position?” I asked her, releasing her tit and cradling her ass in both hands.

Lillie’s frown turned upside down, and she sprouted a mischievous grin. “Oh, doctor. That’s a prescription I have to fill.”

I chuckled, then reclined back on the bed, stretching out flat while Lillie swiveled around atop me, inching backwards until her ass and pussy lined up with my mouth.

I had experienced dozens of high-quality rear-ends in my day, but none touched my Lillie’s. Her ass was round, tight, and centerfold firm without a blemish anywhere in sight. Between her parted legs, her pale pink pussy glistened with wetness while her inner lips barely peeked out from her high, tight slit.

Her slender frame rested comfortably atop me, with her tits mashed out on either side of my ribcage. Lillie’s nimble fingers enveloped my cock and her warm breath curled over my knob, sending a current of pleasure buzzing along my spine. She parted her legs and pinned her knees on either side of my shoulders, giving me an all-you-can-eat pass to the dessert buffet.

I kissed my way up each of her inner thighs, tasting her sweet flesh with the tip of my tongue. I cupped her ass cheeks firmly in each hand, prying her flower apart until her labia blossomed before my eyes. Her sweet pink insides sparkled like the crown jewels, and I leaned forward, sliding my tongue along her slit, tasting her peak-quality essence.

As pure as a mountain spring, her juices spread across my tongue and tasted like… nothing. Her essence was clean, without a hint of musk. Her pussy tasted like water, and my head swam with an overpowering desire to taste every inch of her sweet, pink insides.

As she curled her lips around my shaft, Lillie moaned softly, then swirled her tongue over my knob. Warm and wet, her mouth felt magical around my sex-deprived cock.

After days of relentless teasing watching Lillie and her friends prance around half naked in bikinis, her mouth drummed up toe-curling waves of pleasure that reverberated across my entire body.

Lillie went to work, sucking and licking, bobbing up and down on my cock like she owned it. Her tongue seemed to be everywhere at once. She licked the underside of my shaft, then swirled her tongue around my tip, all the while sucking and maintaining a constant vacuum seal. The visual would have been incredible, but I had my eyes, mouth, and tongue occupied with her sweet undercarriage.

I licked her inner lips and probed inside her honey hole, lapping her up as I freely explored her exotic crevices. Her throaty moans grew longer, sounding like music as I lost myself in her body.

As she gyrated her hips, I cupped her ass cheeks and filled my open fingers with her jiggling flesh. I moved her hips ever so slightly and raised her caboose just enough for access to her true masterpiece — the tiny, tender bud that was her clit.

Lillie never missed a beat, sucking my cock with the efficiency of a woman who knew her way around the male anatomy. How real were her toys? She suctioned my cock, sliding up and down faster and deeper until my tip entered the back of her throat.

As a wave of orgasmic ecstasy crested deep inside my lizard brain, I let out a primal groan. There was no way I would hold out for much longer. With my mind flashing red, I slid my lips over Lillie’s tiny bud and sucked.

She cried out in ecstasy, shuddering atop me as her juices flowed, filling my mouth and coating my lips. I flicked her bean with the tip of my tongue, swirling in tight circles as her entire body shuddered.

Not to be outdone, Lillie slid my cock halfway down her throat and sucked, letting out a muted gagging sound.

My pleasure spiked, hitting the wall of a massive orgasm. My balls contracted, and I grunted, spurting a massive load of hot cum directly down Lillie’s throat. Waves of ecstasy flooded through me as my cock spurted uncontrollably, firing round after round of sticky jizz.

Lillie backed off just enough to direct the hot ribbons of cum onto her tongue and inside her mouth, swallowing every drop and she continued to lick and suck, milking me dry.

I dropped my head, letting it crash onto the soft pillows behind me. As I gently caressed Lillie’s ass, I panted for breath, my cock twitching in her mouth. While the orgasm was a massive relief, my need for her raged hotter than ever. “Baby, it’s lady’s choice for round two. How do you want to lose your virginity?”

Lillie came off my cock with a pop and giggled as she slid off me and turned around, sitting up on her knees. She leaned forward, bracing herself on her outstretched arms, forcing her big tits together. Her eyes twinkled, and she grinned, showcasing her massive cleavage. “What are my options?”

I relaxed and stretched out, placing my hands behind my head while I gazed at her exquisite face. Her hair had dried and hung well past her shoulders, sparkling like spun gold under the bright morning sunshine.

“You can ride me,” I said. “Or we can do it doggy style, and you can never go wrong with a straight missionary position. Then there are the more exotic positions, but I would recommend we hold off on those until after we break the seal.”

Lillie rubbed her chin as if considering. “I want to look into your eyes the whole time.”

“That rules out doggy style. It comes down to you riding me or me taking you to pound town.”

Lillie giggled. “I vote for pound town. I want to wrap my legs around you while you fuck me hard.”

Her dirty talk lit a fuse inside me, and my cock twitched, hardening before our eyes. Lillie reached out and grabbed my cock, gently fondling it between her nimble fingers. “As far as the seal being broken, that ship sailed a while ago. I’m a huge horn-dog and my toys have been my go-to for years. I popped my hymen when I was sixteen.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Then we can skip the pain and go straight to the pleasure, although you are extremely tight.”

Lillie eyed my, her eyes registering concern. “He’s bigger than any of my toys.” She leaned over and kissed the tip of my cock. “But I love him the most, and I know he would never hurt me.”

“He’ll take it as slow and steady as you need,” I said. “You’re all warmed up and relaxed?”

“Totally,” she said. “I’m ready. God, I’ve been ready for so long.”

Her fondling and slow stroking resurrected my cock to full hardness, and I had an overwhelming need to be inside her. I sat up and patted the bed behind me. “Okay, baby. Lay down and get comfy.”

Lille smiled playfully and scrambled to fill my empty spot. She lay down on her back, stretched out, and her tits wobbled, but not by much. “It’s so warm and cozy.” She giggled and reached for me, forcing her tits together while she parted her legs. “I’m ready for you to take me to pound town.”

I gazed down at her naked body, still stunned by her incredible beauty. It would take a long time to get used to having her in my bed, if ever. Her golden hair splayed outward around her head like a shimmering halo, and her diamond belly piercing glimmered in the bright morning sunshine. Her chest rose and fell in a steady, even rhythm while the sun bathed her in radiant light. She had the face of an angel, even if that angel had a short fuse and a hot temper.

She frowned. “What’s wrong?”

“If this is a dream, I hope I don’t wake up,” I said.

A sweet smile spread across her face. “Come here and make love to me.” She reached out for me, and I crept forward, sliding between her parted legs as I leaned in close and kissed her lips.

Our tongues twined together as my cock slid over her mons and lower, dragging along her warm, wet slit. Hot pleasure rippled up my spine and Lillie moaned, sliding her silky legs around my waist and caressing my upper thighs with her heels.

Lillie wrapped her arms around my shoulders and drew me in tight, deepening our kiss as she edged, grinding my knob deep into her slippery trench.

I guided my knob along her treasure trail until I the resistance fell away, and I slipped inside her with a heady rush and a massive adrenaline release. With my knob throbbing just inside her tight little hole, I paused, heart pounding, giving us both a respite before the main event began.

Lillie moaned in my mouth, then broke off our kiss, backing off until our eyes met. “I want to look into your eyes when you take my virginity.” Her blue eyes were hazy with lust and her breaths came in quick, shallow bursts. Her tits heaved under me, and her nipples were rock hard. She coiled her legs around my waist, loosely connecting her ankles. “Go slow. Okay?” A look of trepidation filled her eyes, and she bit her lower lip as if bracing for impact.

If she wasn’t ready, she deserved the opportunity to back out. I paused for a moment, searching her face. “We don’t have to —”

“I want to,” she said, cutting me off. “More than anything. I’ve never been more certain in my life.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll take it slow and steady.” I pinned my hands on either side of her chest and held myself up. I gazed down the length of her body where the tip of my cock disappeared just inside her pussy. “Ready?”

She gripped my triceps in both hands and nodded. “I love you, Danny.”

“I love you too, Lill.” I leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips, then inched my cock forward.

Lillie moaned, half in pleasure and half in pain. She panted, sucking in short intense breaths and squeezed my arms, digging her fingertips deep into my flesh.

She was tighter than anyone I had ever been with. With my cock buried halfway deep, her walls gripped my manhood and squeezed with an intensity I had never experienced. The pleasure was exquisite. Without the blow job, I wouldn’t have lasted long inside her. Even with the oral satisfaction, my brain put me on notice — orgasm number two would come quick.

But my biggest concern was not hurting her. Could I fit my cock inside her without tearing her apart? She was soaking wet already, but a bottle of lube might help. I held still with my cock buried halfway deep and met her gaze. I studied her face, measuring her reaction. “Baby, why don’t we stop? I’ll buy some lube and we can try again later?”

She shook her head. “It’s fine. I’m just small. Give me a minute to adjust.”

“Okay.” I held motionless while her pussy quivered around my cock, pulsing and flexing until her body relaxed and a slight smile crossed her face. She let out a held breath. “Okay, I’m ready. You can push the rest of the way in.”

I frowned. “You’re sure?”

“I’m sure. It’s like ripping off a band-aid.” She relaxed into the pillows behind her head.

“Okay. Here goes.” With a gentle push and a shallow grunt, I slid forward, pushing through the resistance, burying my cock to the root. The pleasure was so sudden and intense I groaned, and my head swam, taken aback by her exquisite tightness. “Fuck.” My cock throbbed deep inside her and now it was my turn to breathe deep and hang on through the intense pleasure.

“Baby, that doesn’t hurt… not even a little.” Pleasure warped her voice. She ran her hands up and down my arms and over my chest, caressing me as she searched my face and her pussy throbbed.

I edged my hips forward, grinding her insides while Lillie moaned her satisfaction.

With my cock impaling her, Lillie arched her back, and her tits wobbled atop her chest. She bit her lower lip and furrowed her brow as a look of intense pleasure warped her face. “Oh, baby. God… that feels incredible.”

My cock throbbed deep inside her warm, tight oven. Her walls pulsed around my shaft and squeezed like a velvety fist. I rested my forehead against hers and our eyes locked. I dipped my head lower and kissed her lips, taking it slow as our tongues swirled together, and she caressed my arms.

Lillie lifted her hips, nudging me higher before dropping back down, causing my cock to slide in and out before I pushed deeper, priming her for the pounding to come.

We broke off the kiss, and I edged back, hovering above her. “You’re good at picking up the pace?”

She grinned and wrapped her arms around the back of my neck. “Better than good.” She moved her hips faster, forcing my cock deeper, as hazy pleasure filled her eyes.

I took that as permission. Moving my hips in time with hers, I increased the tempo, drumming her pussy with my cock, swiftly building heat from her insanely tight pussy.

The mattress rocked beneath us, and Lillie’s soft moans rose above the distant sound of the pounding waves. Lillie found her rhythm, moving her body in sinuous waves, deepening my penetration with each driving thrust. Her tits swayed, smacking together with a sweet clapping sound as I fucked her harder and faster.

Minutes ticked by and the pleasure amped, growing exponentially. Lillie’s jaw hung slack, and her eyelids half closed. Her breaths came in shorter, rapid-fire bursts, and she locked her ankles tight behind my back, pulling me in so deep my cock pounded on the door to her cervix.

She let herself go, moaning louder while my pounding thrusts elicited sharp grunts. A light sheen of perspiration coated our bodies and my cock moved in a blur of motion.

With Lillie on the doorstep of her second orgasm, I paused, backing off, edging her as she eyed me with confusion.

“Baby, I was so close. Don’t stop,” she said, her words came out fast and breathless.

“Are you ready for a real pounding?” I asked her through my shallow panting.

“Fuck me hard, Danny. Teach me everything,” she said.

“Loosen your legs,” I said.

Lillie complied, releasing her death grip around my waist, giving me a chance to sit up on my knees. I took her parted legs in each hand, cupping her inner thighs before pinning her legs back, trusting the flexibility of the twenty-year-old.

Her eyes widened as I pinned her legs back, opening her pussy wide and giving me room to rock her hard and fast. Lillie reached behind her head and latched onto my headboard, hanging on as I carefully positioned her in place.

With her legs pinned back, I started again, fucking her hard and deep, pounding her with deep, driving thrusts. My midsection clapped off her ass and my cock sizzled with heat.

“Oh, my God… oh, my God…,” she said on repeat. Her tits bounced, slapping together as the entire bed rocked beneath us, and Lillie’s eyes rolled back in her head.

I drove deep, bucking my hips, plowing her as hard as fast as I could. My head spun with a looming orgasm as I gazed down at the perfect angel beneath me, experiencing her first hard fuck.

Lillie’s words turned into a steady moan broken by sharp grunts. She cried out and her body went rigid a moment before she released a flood onto my cock. She arched her back and moaned as goosebumps flashed across her chest, hardening her nipples while her pussy spasmed around my cock.

Her wall muscles rolled over my cock in waves, and my orgasm crested with the force of TNT. Driving deep, I held my cock in place and came hard, grunting as I spurted jet after jet of fiery cum straight into her cervix. The edges of my vision faded, and I nearly passed out from the overwhelming pleasure. As I gushed deep inside her, the rapid-fire spurts came hard and fast, and I moaned, losing myself in my climax.

Still in the throes of her own climax, Lille’s body stiffened, and her mouth opened wide. She locked her eyes on me and hung on until the moment passed, and she, once again, started breathing.

My orgasm crested, and I came down the other side. I pumped my hips as the spurting waned and I sucked in deep, cleansing breaths. I released Lillie’s legs then caressed her thighs. I sat back on my knees, letting my cock slide from her pussy.

As Lillie propped herself up on her elbows, a pearly button of jizz filled her tiny hole and lazily drizzled down her ass. She grinned up at me, her face glowing with perspiration. “You should have fucked me a long time ago.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m already the creepy old guy with the hot young trophy girlfriend. Any younger and they might have hauled me off to jail.”

Lillie pushed herself up and gazed down at the cum seeping from her ravaged pussy. “I could feel you coming inside me. It was so cool.” She peered down at the jizz as if fascinated. “It’s hard to believe that will make our baby.”

A jolt of shock rolled through me. “I thought you were on the pill.”

She laughed. “I meant someday… but if it happened now… by accident,” she said, gazing into my eyes, studying my reaction. “I wouldn’t be upset.”

Even though she was way too young to churn out our offspring, I wasn’t about to argue the point with her. Especially not on the heels of losing her virginity. When the time came, if she wanted a baby, I would give it to her. For now, we needed to make sure we lasted more than a week as a couple.

I leaned forward and kissed her tenderly on the lips. “Let’s leave the family planning discussion for another day. We’re on vacation. Let’s enjoy the rest of our holiday.”

Lillie grinned and crept forward before climbing into my lap. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me again. “If enjoying the rest of the week means having as much sex as we can, then I’m good with that plan.”

I cradled her ass in my hands and squeezed, drawing her in tight against me. “First, let’s eat. I’m starving.”

“Can we have Bloody Mary’s by the pool?”

I chuckled and kissed her again. “We can have all the Bloody Mary’s you want.”
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Despite our agreement to have Bloody Mary’s by the pool, I insisted on a quick shower and Lillie insisted she join me. That naturally devolved into a sexual romp, with Lillie plastered against the shower wall moaning until I climaxed inside her — again.

Afterward, I stayed true to my word and mixed Bloody Mary’s while Lillie, Brinn, and Stacey lounged by the pool. We ordered delivery for lunch, and I soaked up the sun in the chair beside Lillie. She spent most of the afternoon holding my hand, engaging in PDA on a nuclear level, and she even recreated the sun screen incident for a laughing Brinn and Stacey, but this time she went topless. After the top came off, she spun around on my lap, facing me, and insisted that I spend as much time protecting her front side as I did on her back.

Brinn and Stacey were neither surprised nor concerned with our newly forged relationship. In fact, they had encouraged us, egging Lillie on, growing bolder as the afternoon passed.

By late afternoon, I got a call from the police letting me know that Chad made bail and they were posting an officer outside our home, on watch in case he returned. Earlier, I packed his belongings and left them out at the end of the driveway where the police would monitor him when he picked it up.

The entire day passed with no sign of Jason, and Brinn had received no texts or calls since the two he sent late last night while he was drunk. Dean and Stacey had kept in touch. Dean told her that someone named Gerard would give him a ride back to the beach house in the late afternoon.

When five pm rolled around, I was planning a dinner strategy when the girls returned from their rooms freshly showered, but they weren’t dressed to go out.

They each wore baggy t-shirts and casual shorts before they descended on the kitchen, insisting that they help me with dinner.

“Are you three headed out this evening?” I asked Lillie as she stood beside me, building an enormous salad.

Lillie wore a baggy white t-shirt, no bra, and a pair of cut-off jean shorts. “After last night, we voted to stay in. Do you mind?”

“Not only do I not mind, I’m thrilled,” I said before leaning over and kissing her full on the lips.

Lillie smiled at me with satisfaction. Brinn and Stacey crowded together across from Lillie, tag-teaming Stacey’s guacamole recipe.

“B and I thought we’d make some margaritas after we finish the guac,” Stacey said. “Who’s in?”

“Me,” Lillie said, raising her hand. “And make one for Danny, too.”

I was putting the finishing touches on my steak marinade and hauled three filets out of the refrigerator. “Should I make extra for Dean and Jason in case they show up?”

“I wouldn’t count on Dean,” Stacey said. “He’s notorious for not keeping his word. When he says he’ll be here by late afternoon, he means midnight.”

“Jason can starve for all I care,” Brinn said.

“Did you ever return his texts?” Lillie asked.

Brinn shook her head. “I’m done with him,” she said, acting like she meant it. “It’s not the first time I’ve caught him cheating. I’m sick of his wandering eye and misogynist attitude. He can fuck off.” Brinn turned to face me. “Sorry for the language, Danny. He just makes me so mad.”

I chuckled. “No need for apologies.”

Just then, the doorbell rang, and the girls froze.

I set the steaks aside and wiped off my hands. “I’ll answer it,” I said.

Lillie latched onto my hand. “Danny, wait… do you think it could be Chad? Maybe you should take your gun with you.”

“The police are right outside,” I said. “Chad’s not allowed on the property. It’s probably Jason or Dean.”

I left the kitchen and crossed the family room on my way to the front door. The ladies huddled together in the kitchen, peering around the corner while Lillie brandished my metal grill spatula. “Be careful, baby,” Lillie said. “I’ve got your back.”

I internally rolled my eyes and opened the door.

Jason stood on the front perch, wearing the same clothes he had on yesterday. “Afternoon, Mr. Pierce. Mind if I come in?”

I stood aside and opened the door, letting Jason come inside. I peered outside and down the driveway, where I confirmed the police car was standing by.

Brinn folded her arms over her chest and glared at Jason as he sauntered in. Lillie and Brinn flanked her left and right.

Jason crossed into the middle of the family room while I shut the door behind him.

“Brinn, can we talk?” Jason asked, his voice calm, direct, and sober.

“What’s left to talk about it? You cheated on me… again. We’re through,” she said.

Jason sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. He nodded as if confirming something with himself, then looked back up at Brinn. “Yeah. I did. You deserve a lot better than me.” Then he turned around to face me. “I’m sorry it came to this, Mr. Pierce. You opened your home, and my best friend nearly attacked your girl.” He nodded toward Lillie as if our relationship was a foregone conclusion. “And he busted up your door.”

He acted like Chad had puked on my deck rather than nearly sexually assaulting Lillie. But I admired the effort. “Thanks, Jason. I appreciate that.”

“Danny, don’t thank him.” Lillie glared at me with her arms folded over her chest, standing beside Brinn and Stacey in solidarity.

Jason ignored her and kept his attention focused on me. “I’ve got a ride coming,” he said. “I’m here to pick up my things and Chad’s. We’re heading to the airport.”

I frowned. “They’re letting Chad go?”

“His uncle is some big shot attorney in Miami.” He shrugged. “He made a few calls and now Chad’s walking.”

I grimaced, appalled yet not surprised at the corruption. But there was no sense in taking it out on Jason. “Can you make sure Chad doesn’t stop by my place on your way back to the airport?”

“Sure thing,” he said, before turning back to Brinn. “I know that an ‘I’m sorry’ won’t cut it, but for what it’s worth, I truly am.” His words carried the heavy weight of finality. I didn’t know Brinn and Jason’s history, but judging by the tone in his voice, it was well and truly over.

Brinn’s hard glare softened, as if she picked up on the same energy. “It’s best that you get your things and go.”

Jason nodded. “If you want to talk when you get state side, I —”

“She won’t,” Lillie said. “Stop fucking with her head.”

Jason sighed and nodded in defeat, then slinked off toward the bedroom to collect his things. Lillie and Stacey dragged a weeping Brinn back to the kitchen while I stood in the middle of the family room like a dope.

A few minutes later, Jason left. I stood in the doorway and watched him collect Chad’s luggage and climb into an SUV with an attractive blonde I recognized from the bonfire earlier in the week.

When I arrived back in the kitchen, the girls were laughing, tipping back margaritas, seemingly unfazed by Brinn’s breakup. A fresh margarita sat on the counter, with thick ice cubes floating in the center of the golden liquid.

“That one’s just for you, baby,” Lillie said as she perched on her tiptoes and kissed me square on the lips. “I made it myself.”

“You are an absolute angel,” I said, taking the margarita in hand.

“I know I am,” she said. “But I’ve got a lot of devil in me too.”

I had no sooner picked up the frozen concoction and taken the first delicious sip when the doorbell rang again.

“That’s got to be Dean,” Stacey said. “But he’s way early.”

“Let’s go see,” Lillie said. She picked up Stacey’s hand, with Brinn trailing close behind, and they skipped out of the kitchen ahead of me.

I stood back, watching from the kitchen while Lillie opened the door.

A profoundly stoned Dean appeared in the doorway, wearing a shit-eating grin with baked eyes that were little more than red slits embedded in his skull. His stocking cap was back on, and he wore a pair of baggy black jeans and a long-sleeved black t-shirt riddled with holes.

“What’s up?” Dean cackled with laughter as he sashayed through the open door while the ladies stood aside.

The guy looked beyond baked. Would he even know what day it was? I sipped my marg and leaned back against the big kitchen island while the drama unfolded before me.

“Jesus, Dean. You’re fucking cranked,” Stacey said. “Have you been on a bender or what?”

“Something like that,” Dean said. Then he seemed to notice me for the first time. His smiled widened as he turned to face me. He gave me a friendly wave and a stoned-out laugh. “Wassup Mr. P?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Dean, I hope you’re not driving.”

“No, sir.” He shook his head. “My buddy Gerard is waiting for me in the driveway. We’re taking his boat to the fucking Bahamas. Can you believe that?”

Stacey’s jaw dropped. “You’re what?” She grabbed Dean’s shoulder and spun him around, nearly toppling him.

I took another sip of my sparkling margarita and reveled at the shit show playing out before me. With two boyfriends already gone, Dean looked to make it a hat trick.

“Yeah,” he said. “You remember Gerard? He’s the dude I met at that karaoke place last night?”

Stacey rolled her eyes. “He’s a complete stranger. And no offense to Gerard, but isn’t he a drug dealer?”

“Technically,” Dean said. “But that’s not his only revenue stream.”

I chuckled again, this time loud enough to draw a stern warning glare from Lillie.

“Dean, I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Brinn said. “Why don’t you go to your room and sleep it off?”

Lillie looked at me as if pleading for me to intervene.

I cleared my throat and reluctantly stepped forward. While I enjoyed the show Dean was putting on, I had zero inclination to draw Lillie’s ire. “She’s right, Dean. What do you really know about this guy? And outside of the resorts, the Bahamas can be a dangerous place. Why don’t you stay here, and I’ll make you a steak. We can hang out by the pool and listen to whatever music floats your boat.”

Dean pressed his hands together and bowed before me. “You are a living legend, Mr. P. I sincerely appreciate the offer. But I’m a young man, and we only go around this globe once. This is an adventure I can’t pass up.”

I hesitated to tell him we actually went around the globe once a day, but that was really nitpicking.

“Are you coming back to school?” Stacey asked, the concern on her face deepening.

“Yeah,” Dean said, turning back around to face Stacey. “I’ll be back. I’m only signed up for six credit hours this semester.” He shrugged. “All the classes are online, so it’s no big deal. I’ll be home in a couple of weeks.”

“Please send us Gerard’s number,” Lillie said. “Stace is your best friend. If she can’t get a hold of you, we need to find someone who can.”

“Right on,” Dean said, nodding but making no move for his phone.

“I mean right now,” Lillie said. “We’ll wait.”

Dean let out a hollow stoner laugh, retrieved his phone from his back pocket and squinted at it. He scratched his head as he tapped in his security code. Five minutes later, Stacey had the contact info and Dean had the entirety of his luggage, a half-empty backpack, hanging from his shoulder on his way to the front door.

He stopped at the entryway, turned around, and gave me a parting wave. “Take care, Mr. P. You be good to Lillie. She’s been crazy about you forever.”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Okay. That’s enough,” she said, her cheeks turning bright pink.

Stacey pulled Dean into a warm hug. “I’ll be calling you every day. Answer your fucking phone. Okay?”

“Got it,” Dean said, then looked Stacey in the eye. “I’ll be fine. Don’t worry.” He leaned in and kissed her on the forehead. “You have fun with Mr. P.” He grinned back at me over his shoulder. “If anyone can handle three hot chicks by himself, it’s Mr. GQ over there.” He cackled again and pointed at me. “Am I right? Or am I right?”

I chuckled and waved goodbye. “Take care of yourself, Dean. When you get back to Atlanta, don’t make yourself a stranger.”

“Right on.” He pumped his fist in my direction, then headed out.

When the door shut, the girls turned around to face me. Lillie grinned, bounded forward, and jumped into my arms. “We’re going to have so much fun tonight.” She gave me a big kiss, then hopped down before the three of them disappeared into the kitchen.

My stomach churned as I recalled Lillie’s words from earlier. Was she serious about a foursome?








  
  Twenty Two

  
  
  Pool Party

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




For the first time all week, peace reigned in the house. Dinner went flawlessly, and all three women seemed happy. After last night’s fireworks, we all needed a calm night at home… or so I thought.

After dinner, the ladies changed into their swimsuits and spent the twilight hour swimming, splashing and otherwise horsing around. They pulled a pool volleyball net out of storage and set it up. I hadn’t used in a couple of years, and by the time night fell, I changed into my swim trunks and joined them.

The pool lights illuminated the entire pool with a radiant golden light. The stars shone in the sparkling night sky, and the deck lights dotted my landscape, casting the sparse shrubbery and giant palms in a slick, silvery sheen. Top forty tunes played from Lillie’s Bluetooth speakers while the ladies spent most of the evening nursing fruity cocktails I made especially weak.

The volleyball net was a colossal hit, and the four of us spent an hour going back-and-forth trading as many taunts as we did points. With three bikini tops holding on for dear life, I had to admit — the view was breathtaking. After Lillie and I took Brinn and Stacey to a final winner-take-all point, I hopped out of the pool and offered to make a tray of cocktails — three pina coladas and one beer.

As I stood behind the outdoor bar mixing the drinks, the ladies came together under the volleyball net, whispering conspiratorially. They stole occasional glances in my direction, mingled with loud giggles and hushed conversation. Brinn and Stacey appeared to be negotiating with Lillie, over a scheme that clearly involved me. Whatever they had planned, I was one hundred percent bought in. If what Lillie had told me about a potential foursome was true, I was in for a night to remember.

I carried the tray laden with frozen concoctions back to the pool. I placed their cocktails and my beer on the edge pool before setting the tray aside.

Lillie picked up her drink and smiled up at me, coyly. “Baby, the ladies and I chatted. What would you think about upping the stakes for our next match?”

I jumped back into the shallow end and picked up my beer. “What did you have in mind?”

All three girls surrounded me, eyeing each other conspiratorially. They gave each one other one final glance before Lillie nodded her consent, then eyed me with a seductive grin.

“Strip volleyball,” Brinn said, shouting enthusiastically. She threw her hands up in the air and swiveled her hips, dancing and taking her big, soft tits for a ride. Brinn wore a black bikini that barely held her bountiful porcelain-colored globes. Even her under-boob peeked out from beneath a top that appeared two sizes too small.

Stacey jumped up and down, clapping excitedly, seriously testing the viability of the wire-thin spaghetti straps holstering her world-class tits. Her areolas were clearly visible beneath the nearly transparent white top and her hard nipples strained the thin fabric so clearly, I wondered why she bothered wearing her top at all.

During her week under the sun, Stacey’s tan had deepened to a sizzling shade of gold, drawing a sharp contrast between her bright white teeth and vivid blue eyes. Even her normally brown hair had turned half-blonde under a constant spritzing of lemon juice.

As I gazed at the bouncing breasts surrounding me, my jaw dropped, and my cock bulged in my swim trunks. After a heavy morning of sex and an impromptu pool house shagging with Lillie, my manhood arrived on the scene, recharged and roaring. The trio of goddesses standing before me were a veritable smorgasbord of sexual delight. I only hoped I had the good fortune to taste the entire platter.

I turned to Lillie, checking her expression to see if she was truly on board with this plan, and her sheepish grin gave me all the green light I needed.

As if reading my mind, Stacey chimed in first. “It was Lillie’s idea.”

Lillie shrugged, perched on her toes, and drew me into a fiery kiss. Our lip lock ended quickly when Lillie broke it off and turned to face her friends. “No matter what happens tonight, you two remember Danny is my man. Sharing is hot, going behind my back isn’t”

“Technically, he’s Brooke’s man too,” Brinn said, drawing a stink eye from Lillie.

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “What do you mean… no matter what happens?”

The three of them broke into laughter. They exchanged high fives while the three of them took turns leering in my direction.

My stomach fluttered with butterflies. Could I pull it off? Was I up to the task, or would I disappoint them? It was one thing to keep Lillie satisfied but taking on all three was next-level stuff. Sure, I dated, but I was normally a one woman at a time kind of guy. This was nuts.

Lillie turned back to face me. Much like Stacey, Lillie’s baby-blue bikini top had long since turned translucent, leaving her magnificent puffies on full display. Their bikini tops were as daring as the game of strip volleyball. They had waited all week to wear these attention-grabbing tops, and they were working.

“Who’s going over the rules?” Lillie spoke above Brinn and Stacey’s chatter.

Brinn raised her hand. “Me.” She cleared her throat, sipped on her frozen cocktail, then set it aside. “The rules are simple. Whichever team loses the point, loses a piece of clothing.”

“A point?” I laughed. “I’m only wearing my swim trunks.”

Brinn’s eyes smoldered as her gaze flickered to my cock and back up to meet my eyes. “Exactly.”

Stacey and Lillie giggled their approval.

“We’re only wearing two pieces,” Lillie said. “If you want to make it fair, we can go topless right now.”

They started to take off their tops when I held up my hand. “No need for that,” I said, halting them in place. “The slow burn makes the reveal that much better, right?”

Stacey frowned. “I guess, but I’m kinda over wearing swimsuits.”

Brinn eye fucked me as she nodded her approval. “I love it when a man edges me.”

“Okay, you two bitches take your spots,” Lillie said. “I’ll serve.”

We all took our positions. I stood at the net facing Stacey who leered at me teasingly while Brinn stood a few feet behind Stacey awaiting Lillie’s serve.

Lillie served, and the ball sailed over the net. Brinn bumped the shot to Stacey, who leaped up and swatted the ball over the net.

Unfortunately for her, I was there, ready and waiting. I blocked Stacey’s shot, and the ball splashed down in the sloshing waves between Brinn and Stacey.

“Point!” Lillie pumped her fist and leaped into my arms, planting a big kiss on my lips. She whirled around on Stacey and Brinn. “Ladies, let’s lose those tops.”

As she reached behind her back, Stacey grinned, never taking her eyes off me. She pulled on the loose bow, securing her nearly see-through top, before the sheer material dropped away, revealing her spectacular rack. Like Lille, deep tan lines crisscrossed her chest, marking a clear delineation between her golden sun-kissed skin blessed by the Bahamian sun goddess and the milky white interior shrouded under a canopy of ever-changing bikini tops.

Stacey’s perfect D-cups jiggled as she sloshed toward me, as if making sure I got a good, long look. Thick nipples capped her pink-quarter-sized areolas, and she eyed me seductively as she hoisted her tits under her palms, mashing them together, forming a mouthwatering mound of eye-popping cleavage.

“It’s not like Danny hasn’t seen the girls in all their glory,” Stacey said before turning and grinning at Lillie. “Maybe we should sunbathe topless for the rest of the week?”

Lille eyed me conspicuously. “Babe, what do you think?”

Heat blossomed in my cheeks. Was she asking me about Stacey’s tits or the topless sunbathing? “I… uhh….” I scratched my head, and the girls giggled in unison, waiting for me to answer. “You ladies should do whatever makes you comfortable.” The answer was a lame cop-out, but a diplomatic one.

“Then you better get used to seeing me in my birthday suit,” Stacey said. “Unless Lillie objects.” She glanced at Lillie, but Lillie just shook her head.

“Don’t allow me to stand between a woman and her nude sunbathing,” Lillie said.

Brinn stood back near the rear edge of the volleyball playing area, where the shallow end gave way to the deep end. Unlike Stacey, she hadn’t immediately ditched her top as if lying low. Or maybe she wanted to make sure she had all eyes on her before her big reveal.

Lillie and Stacey turned on Brinn together. “B, we lost the point. Ditch the top,” Stacey said.

A sly smile crept across Brinn’s angelic face. Her raven-hair hung slick and damp over her pale shoulders, and her smoky blue eyes sparkled with mirth. “Whoever said I had to ditch my top?” Brinn thumbed her bikini bottoms and wriggled them over her sultry, hour-glass hips, guiding them lower before they appeared over her feet. She pulled the sopping wet suit away and tossed them onto the deck. “Bottoms up.” She grinned without a hint of inhibition.

The water shielded Brinn’s pussy from view, but the distinct lack of a dark patch made it clear — she shaved her kitty clean. While I eagerly awaited the unveiling of her sumptuous tits, the sight of her bottomless hips and tight V-shaped pussy sparked an ember of longing deep inside my lizard brain. My cock swelled in my swim trunks, stiffening under the onslaught of glistening breasts, bare bottoms, and come-fuck-me leers.

Lillie picked up the volleyball and headed back to the serving line. “We all know Danny wants to see Brinn’s tits, so be prepared to drop that top, girlfriend.”

I started to protest. “I never said —”

But the thump of Lillie’s serve cut me off. Stacey fielded the serve, exposed tits bouncing, then passed it over to Brinn. Brinn bumped the serve over the net toward an empty spot in front of Lillie.

Lillie jumped, stretched out her hand and got her clenched fist under the ball. But she was off her feet and wasn’t able to direct the shot. The ball shot off her fist and spiked against the edge of the pool, giving Brinn and Stacey the point.

Stacey and Brinn cheered, trading high-fives while Lillie cursed, her competitive nature showing up in full force.

“Nice shot,” I said.

“Shit.” Lillie spiked the water with her fist. She wasted no time and pulled the bowstring on her bikini top before casually tossing the baby-blue material aside. Her big, round tits came into view, swelling atop the surface. Fat nipples capped her pink, puffy, upturned areolas, glistening under the pool’s golden illumination.

All three of them turned to face me. Brinn and Stacey crowded together, facing me on the opposite side of the net. Lillie closed the distance between us, grabbed my shoulders and came over my back, wrapping me tight. As her slippery tits slid over my shoulders, she kissed me high on the side of the cheek, then peered over my shoulder at her gawking friends. “You two be good.”

Stacey gazed up at Lillie, her eyebrow raised. “How bad can we be?”

Lillie grinned. “That depends on Danny.”

I shrugged, playing off my desire to take them each all the way. “It’s time to keep up my end of the bargain, but after this, I’m tapped out of clothing.”

The girls remained silent, watching my hands move under the water as I loosened the tie on my swim trunks and guided them over my hips. My half hard cock sprang free, appearing in the water like a sea serpent probing its surroundings.

Stacey’s eyes widened, and she let out a soft gasp.

As her eyes locked on my manhood, Brinn’s jaw dropped. “Lillie, you fit that monster inside you?”

“It wasn’t easy,” she said. “Well, at least not the first time. But the three times since have been easier.”

Stacey’s nostrils flared. “Four times? As in today?”

“The water makes it look a lot bigger than it really is,” I said, not trying to shield my swollen manhood from their probing gazes.

“That’s bullshit,” Lillie said, peering through the clear water at the leviathan lurking between my legs. “It’s not even completely hard. Wait until he puts it inside you. You’ll see what I’m talking about.”

I wasn’t sure if she meant that literally or she was speaking solely based on her personal experience. Something told me the three of them had already worked out those details during their clandestine meeting while I made drinks. “Maybe we should get back to the game?” I hoped we might move off the subject of my anatomy and onto the game’s last point.

Stacey collected the volleyball and tossed it back to Brinn to serve.

“Next point wins,” Lillie said.

Stacey and Brinn traded a knowing smile, before Brinn lined up her serve and it popped over the net. The slow, lazy shot floated through the air before Lillie easily set it for me.

The ball tipped off her hand and I jumped, before sending the ball over the net, directly between Brinn and Stacey, who made no move to play on the shot.

“B, I thought you had it,” Stacey said, with zero conviction in her voice.

Brinn shrugged. “I thought you were going to jump and for it.”

“Oh well,” Stacey said, her tone more excited than disappointed. She slipped out of her bikini bottoms and tossed the soaking wet bottoms onto the deck. Stacey stood in the shallow end, completely naked, with the pool’s radiant light illuminating her spectacular body like a casino on the Vegas strip. A quick glance below the surface confirmed that the twenty-year-old shared her friend’s enthusiasm for shaving. Pronounced tan lines marked the starting line where her goodies lurked beneath the waves in all their delectable glory.

Brinn followed Stacey’s lead, unclasping her bikini top behind her back and freeing the smooth creamy beauties she had teased me with for the better part of a week. With virtually no tan lines marring her perfect skin, Brinn’s natural wonders jiggled into view. Her pastel-pink, dime-shaped areolas capped her massive D-cups, each topped with adorable, bite-sized nipples.

I imagined burying my face between those big beauties and letting them melt over each side of my face. I unabashedly gawked at her perfect rack before the trio of giggles brought me back to reality.

“They’re nice, aren’t they?” Lillie swam up beside me and gazed at my cock, which had nearly doubled in size since the last point. “B, I would say our man approves. With any luck, you’ll make the cut and enter our harem with full-fledged tier-two privileges.”

“Hey, what about me?” Stacey glared at Lillie with her hands on her hips. “I want to be in the harem too.”

“As the harem master, that’s Danny’s decision,” Lillie said as she reached under water and circled her fingers around my swollen rod. She gave it a gentle squeeze and slowly stroked. “Let’s say we up the ante?”

Lillie’s roaming hand occupied Brinn and Stacey’s full attention.

I struggled to keep my composure, turning to Lillie only to find she still wore her bikini bottoms. “Let’s say we even the playing field first.” I hooked my thumbs inside the waistband to Lillie’s bottoms and drew them over her hips.

“Good call, baby.” She kissed me on the lips, placed her hands on my shoulders for leverage, then wriggled her hips as I freed her bottoms and tossed them onto the deck.

Lillie released her grip and dropped, floating among us, naked and free as she detailed the new rules. “Whoever wins the point gets to make out with Danny. If Danny wins the point, it doesn’t count, because we all know he would pick me.”

All three girls surveyed me for a reaction. It was true, but I got the feeling Lillie wasn’t done, so I held my tongue.

“Because if he didn’t pick me, I would chop off his balls and feed them to the sharks.” She glared at me, brows furrowed.

There it was. I chuckled nervously. “Baby, you are always my top pick.”

Her glare turned into a smile. “He’s as smart as he is gorgeous.” She turned back to Brinn and Stacey, who openly ogled my stiff cock bobbing near the water’s surface.

“If I win the point, I pick who does what with who,” Lillie said, grinning mischievously. “Sound fair?”

It was hardly fair, but since I stood to gain no matter who won, I wasn’t about to complain. It seemed Lillie had come to some sort of agreement with her friends. That our vacation had arrived at this point thrilled me as much as it surprised me. With the way Lillie had jealously guarded me earlier in the week, I didn’t see this coming so soon. It was a sign of how much she trusted me with her emotions. I would follow her lead, and we would play whatever game she had cooked up. But at the end of the night, I wanted her in my bed with me.

“As long as it’s okay with Danny,” Brinn said, gazing at me hopefully.

Stacey chewed her lower lips, watching me. She acted like she wanted to say something but held her tongue.

“Far it be for me to stand in the way of vacation fun,” I said. “I will defer to my lovely blonde girlfriend when it involves anything having to do with her best friends.”

Lillie’s eyes warmed, and she floated across the pool, stopping before me. Her tits glistened under the golden light. “This is why I love you so much.” She curled her arms around my neck, pulled herself up, and drew me into a passionate, tongue-fueled kiss that Brinn and Stacey watched with wide eyes and slackened jaws.

I cupped Lillie’s bare ass in both hands, cradling her in my arms. As she wrapped her legs around my waist, my cock thickened, stiffening as it snaked its way higher, sliding over her exposed pussy before sending a jolt of longing rifling up my spine. My tip appeared above the surface and Lillie pressed into me, flattening my cock against her tummy until it settled into place, my knob resting just below her naval piercing.

Our tongues meshed together, swirling in each other’s mouths while Lillie moaned softly, briefly deepening the kiss before abruptly cutting it off. She released her hold on my shoulders and dropped back into the pool. She turned around to face her gawking friends. “And that’s how you’ll do it… if you win a point.”

“I want to win the first point,” Stacey said, clutching onto the volleyball.

Brinn glared at her. “You’ll have to climb over me to do it.”

Stacey stomped back to the serving line as Brinn got into position. I hadn’t seen either of them so dialed in since we started playing.

Lillie took the left side, and I took the right before Stacey served. The ball came off her serving hand hot and fast. It barely skirted the net on a beeline course for Lillie. But the serve was too hard for Lillie to handle, and it careened off her clenched fist before flying high into air and landing near the stairs with a splash.

“Yay!” Stacey threw up her hands, taking her spectacular tits with her. They bounced and jiggled as she came racing toward me.

Brinn folded her arms over her tits and frowned. “Next time I serve.”

Stacey rolled her eyes. “Fine. Whatever.”

Lillie smiled as her friend dipped below the net and came straight for me. “God Stace, you can at least pretend to play hard to get.”

“Whatever,” Stacey said. “I’ve wanted him since the first day at the airport.”

“I was the one who recognized him from GQ,” Brinn said. “And I flirted with him first.”

Any angst Brinn had felt about Jason’s abrupt departure evaporated under the cool Bahamian night. She was all in on Team Danny, and that was fine by me.

Lillie grinned. “Baby, how do you like having two beautiful women fighting over you?”

“This is a whole new experience for me,” I said. “And I’m not fighting it.”

Lillie giggled and Brinn stewed, collecting the volleyball as Stacey closed in.

Stacey appeared before me, her nipples visibly hardening as she slipped her arms around my shoulders and drew herself close. Her brown hair, glossy with water, hung straight down her back. Her vivid blue eyes drank me in as she licked her plump pink lips.

As beautiful as any Sports Illustrated cover model, my stomach swam with butterflies and my cock lurched in anticipation. My manhood thickened and swayed between us, sloshing in the water as Stacey closed the gap.

Stacey eyed my cock and reached for it, but Lillie cut her off before she could make her move.

“It’s a make-out session, not a hand job,” Lillie said. “Don’t forget that you’re auditioning for a harem spot while B’s already got her spot reserved.”

Brinn beamed, and her eyes twinkled. “Thanks, Lill. Does that mean I can have sex with him when you’re not around?”

“No,” Lillie said, bluntly. “My man. My rules.”

Stacey didn’t seem the least bit put off by Lillie’s admonishment. She stepped forward, pressing her body against mine until my hard cock met her smooth, warm tummy and throbbed. She pressed her heavy tits against my chest, where they bulged outward on either side of her slender frame. Her rubbery nipples dug comfortably into my skin, causing my cock to twitch and pulse against her body.

As I leaned in to kiss her, Stacey’s eyes softened. Our lips met, and I went dizzy with desire. Her tongue flickered across my lips, setting my heart galloping. I opened my mouth, and our tongues danced. She tasted like sweet coconut rum with a splash of ripe pineapple. Her lips were velvety soft and formed a perfectly seal with mine, sliding as we deepened our embrace. Stacey knew how to kiss. As I lost myself in her naked embrace, my arousal blasted into outer space.

Tongue swirling, Stacey moaned in my mouth. The warm breath escaping her nostrils curled over my upper lip like a dream. While she ran her fingers up the nape of my neck, she stepped closer, packing her slippery tits tightly against my chest. Her nipples stiffened, digging into my flesh, and she opened her mouth wider, deepening kiss, expertly probing my mouth while her hands roamed down my back. Her palms settled on my ass, and she squeezed me like she owned me.

A yearning need to pin her against the pool wall, part her legs wide and fuck her blind nearly overwhelmed me. Yet, I resisted the urge. My hands raced down her bare back and over her hips. I stuffed my palms with her glorious ass cheeks and squeezed, filling my spread open fingers with her springy flesh.

“Okay, break,” Lillie said. “Brinn’s going into a full nuclear meltdown over here.”

“It’s not that,” Brinn said, her tone exasperated. “But Stacey’s halfway to fucking him, and I haven’t had a chance yet. That’s not a normal kiss.”

I tried to pull away, but Stacey resisted, sucking my tongue between her lips and milking it as she slid her tummy over my raging cock. Before Lillie could pull her away, Stacey reluctantly broke off the kiss and stepped back. Her blue eyes swam with hazy lust, and she looked ready to pop a cork. Tits heaving, her chest rose and fell in rapid succession, and her nipples looked hard enough to cut steel.

Lillie giggled. “Damn Stace, when was the last time you got laid?”

Stacey never took her eyes off me. “It’s been weeks,” she said. “And I’ve never had a real man before. Not like Danny.”

“Okay, babe. I get it,” Lillie said. “Take a chill pill while B serves.”

“If I win another point, I get to make out with him again, right?” Stacey asked, finally turning to Lillie.

“Hey! No fair!” Brinn said, anger rising in her voice.

“Those are the rules,” Lillie said. “May the best woman win. And let’s add a new wrinkle into the mix. If you win your second point, you can do whatever you want with him.”

They were speaking as if I weren’t even present. Is this how women felt when they were objectified by horny men? I really didn’t care. I loved the direction this… competition was heading.

Stacey’s eyes widened as she whipped her head around, landing her gaze first on me then down at my raging cock. She licked her lips and nodded as if to herself. Then she glanced back at Brinn. “Game on, sister.”

Brinn glared at Stacey, jaw dropped and eyes wide. “No cheating!”

As hot as Stacey was, I wanted a strong taste of Brinn Benjamin. Even if I had to throw a point, I would make sure Brinn got her chance. Although, throwing a point might not endear me to any of them. Maybe it was better that I stayed out of the mix and let the chips fall where they may. Or at least where Lillie wanted them to fall.

Brinn served. Unlike Stacey’s serve, Brinn’s was grade-school soft and floated above the net like a wounded duck. The ball formed a lazy arc that crested then headed directly for me.

Shit. There was no use in my winning the point. I avoided the easy spike and set the incoming serve to Lillie, hoping Stacey wouldn’t get pissed.

The set and Lillie’s follow-up timing were perfect. Lillie leaped off her feet and met the ball at its apex, spiking it directly at a lunging Stacey.

Stacey held up her arms, her eyes focused with steely determination. Lillie’s spike hit Stacey’s forearms and careened sideways. Stacey’s eyes widened with delight until a sudden, sickening realization seemed to sink into her horrified eyes. The ball fell on her side of the net and hit the water with a silent splash.

Lillie cheered, arms up, high-fiving me. It was impossible for me to look anywhere other than at her bouncing, bobbling breasts, but she seemed to enjoy the attention.

Stacey frowned and gazed sullenly at Lillie. She sighed, seemingly resigned that Lillie wouldn’t pick her.

“Brinn, make out with Danny,” Lillie said. “That counts as a point for you, so the winner of the next point gets to do whatever they want with Danny.”

“Is there a time limit?” Stacey asked.

Lillie grinned at me sheepishly. “It depends on how fast Danny makes you come.”

Stacey’s widened, and she clapped excitedly. “Hurry, B. I want to get the next point going.”

“Go hose down or something,” Brinn said as she sloshed through the shallow end toward me. “I mean to enjoy my kiss every bit as much as you did.”

Brinn dipped her head under the net and stepped toward me. A splash of gray touched her smoky blue eyes, and her slick raven hair, hung limp over her front shoulders, cresting over the swell of her firm breasts. As she sloshed forward, her tits swayed from side to side, gently tapping together as her bite-sized nipples stiffened under a rash of goosebumps.

A sharp pang of lust washed through me, and my cock twitched. Brinn was the icing on a cream-filled cupcake already laden with cream cheese frosting. On the surface, she was a sweet, innocent southern belle, but around her best friends, her naughty side ruled. I had a feeling Brinn and I would spend many nights over the coming years curled in each other’s arms.

She was a breathtaking beauty with a flawless complexion, and a body built for breeding. How Jason was dumb enough to step out on her baffled me. But his loss was my gain. As she drew near, I opened my arms and smiled warmly. “Come here, gorgeous.”

Brinn’s face lit up. Without missing a beat, she leaped up and into my awaiting arms, wrapping her legs around my waist as she curled her arms around my shoulders. It was the same move Lillie made, and Brinn seemed eager and willing to dive into the kiss.

Her mouth found my mine, hot and hungry. She swirled her fingers through my hair while she ground her hips, forcing my fat knob to slide along her tight little slit. Her fat tits mashed against my chest, and her nipples hardened digging into me as her tongue floated in my mouth like a dream.

She tasted minty clean and girl-next-door sweet. Her tongue drifted through my mouth with easy expertise. The kiss was neither rushed nor tentative, and she seemed content to milk it for as long as Lillie allowed.

Brinn rocked her hips, forcing my tip deeper through the warmth of her outer pussy lips. A slippery sheen of her feminine wetness coated my knob, and my tip glided downward while I let out an involuntary moan.

“Hey!” Stacey cried out. “B’s, trying to fuck him. No fair.”

Brinn wriggled her hips, and my tip nestled just inside her honey baked oven. She let out a triumphant moan in my mouth before deepening the kiss and rocking my cock deeper inside her.

“Break,” Lillie said, half-laughing as she slapped the water. “God, B. Stacey is so fucking pissed. Well played.” She clapped as Stacey fumed.

With my cock buried halfway deep inside her warm, tight, and velvety soft pussy, it took an act of God to get me to cut bait. Brinn may have pushed the line, but she wasn’t an outright rule breaker. She broke our kiss and tightened her grip around my waist. She leveled me with her crazy-hot eyes, then leaned in and whispered in my ear. “I want you to fuck me doggy in a lounge chair, okay?”

My head spun, roaring with lust and I managed a weak nod before she backed away and reluctantly slipped from my arms. My cock slid free and spasmed, angry at the rude departure from Brinn’s heavenly warm pussy.

Brinn twirled around and flipped Stacey double birds. “That’s what you get for being so fucking selfish.”

Stacey stewed, her nostrils flaring as she grabbed hold of the volleyball and stormed back toward the serving line.

“Okay, ladies. Let’s all take a chill pill,” Lillie said. “Remember — this is supposed to be fun. Don’t ruin it for each other by fighting.”

A tense moment passed before Stacey’s eyes softened, and she smiled at Brinn. “Sorry, B. You know me. With guys I’m super into, I get a little competitive.”

Brinn crossed the pool to Stacey and pulled her into a warm embrace. She whispered something in Stacey’s ear, and Stacey giggled then nodded. What came next surprised me.

Brinn pulled back, coming face to face with Stacey, then Stacey locked lips with the petite brunette. Their hands roamed and their tongues flashed while I openly gawked.

Lillie seemed neither bothered nor surprised by the sudden, intense make-out session. How often did the three of them dip their toes in the lady pond? And how many times had I missed out this week? These girls were like mana from heaven.

“Good,” Lillie said. “Now that we’ve buried the hatchet, this is the last point for the top prize. The winner gets an all-expenses-paid trip to Danny’s cock. The loser gets round two. If I win, I get to pick who goes first.” She grinned triumphantly.

Brinn backed off Stacey and turned around to face Lillie. “What about you?”

Lillie grinned. “Don’t worry about me. This is my house, and he’s my man. Right now, I need to take care of my ladies. Besides, I get rounds three through infinity, and a lifetime of crazy nights with the man I love.” She turned a warm smile on me. “This night is for my two ride or dies. I love you bitches.” She gave me another warm smile and paused as if making sure I was okay with the plan.

I nodded at her, and she seemed to relax before turning around to face her squad.

“Thanks, Lill,” Stacey said. “I love you, babe.”

“I love you too,” Brinn said. “I love both of you.”

With their differences set aside, Stacey stepped up to the serving line. “Okay. Here goes.” She tossed the ball high and hit it over the net.

Unlike last time, Lillie made a play on the ball, setting it to me. Again, I wasn’t trying to score points lest they accuse me of playing favorites. Instead, I bumped the shot back to Lillie who spiked it over the net.

The ball bounced off Stacey’s block, but Brinn leaped forward, getting her hand under it and tipping it back up and toward the net.

Stacey got her hand under Brinn’s pass and tapped the ball high into the air, lofting it over Lillie’s head before it splashed down in the back corner.

“That ball was out,” Brinn said.

Stacey laughed. “It was totally in. Don’t get mad, B. You’ll get your turn.”

Brinn turned to Lillie. “I want a ruling from the line judge.”

Lillie laughed and shook her head. “Sorry B. Stacey is playing to win.”

Stacey jumped up and down, tits flying while she fist-pumped and let out a victory whoop.

Brinn shrugged. “She won’t last five minutes.” But her pouting lower lip gave away her true feelings.

I glanced over at Lillie, making sure she was truly good with what was about to go down. But the kinky little blonde was more than okay with it.

Lillie winked at me then blew a kiss. “Have fun, baby. But hold something in reserve for me. I want to taste that creamy, nuggety center.”

The entire situation was surreal. Were they playing me? Was this a setup? Maybe Lillie was testing me to see if I would really go through with it. Those questions swirled through my head as Stacey’s came up beside me and picked up my hand.

She gazed up into my eyes, her blue eyes heavy with lust. “Are you ready to rumble?” She laced her fingers in mine and dragged me across the shallow end toward the wall.

As the long awaited hookup with Stacey loomed, my stomach flip-flopped and my cock thickened with anticipation. Adrenaline surged through my veins and my heart raced. I followed behind her, watching her swaying hips and gazing on her tits as they jiggled from side to side.

The human instinct to procreate overrode everything, and right now, I wanted nothing more than to plant my seed deep inside Stacey Gordon. Unfortunately, Brinn was on deck, and performance anxiety was real. I didn’t have the luxury of filling the stunning young co-ed with my seed. The true challenge of this quest was having the staying power not to pop my cork too early. There was nothing worse than flat champagne.

When we reached the wall, Stacey turned around to face me. She picked up my other hand and drew me in tight between her parted legs.

Easy does it, Danny-boy. I tried to calm my galloping heart, but it was impossible. My pulse drummed in my temples and my hands shook with anticipation. This was really fucking happening.

Stacey coiled one arm around my neck and grabbed my cock with the other. She wrapped her long limber legs around waist and drew me closer. “God Danny, light me up with that piece of lumber.” Her tone held a certain desperation to it and her eyes pleaded with me. She reclined against the wall, her tits floating above the surface, glistening with water.

I leaned forward, cupping one of her fat tits in my hand and squeezing it tight in my grip. I dragged her fat nipple between my outstretched fingers and slid my other hand beneath her thigh before riding higher and cupping her ass in my hand.

Her piercing blue eyes gazed straight into my soul, and wild butterflies surged in my stomach. Then a warm hand touched my shoulder. I gazed sideways and found Lillie coming up on one side and Brinn on my other.

Lillie pulled me into a kiss, moaning in my mouth as she swirled her tongue with mine. She came away, gazing up at me her eyes heavy with lust. “I’m a very naughty girl.” She caressed my jawline with her outstretched finger and searched my face. “One of my kinks is watching my boyfriend’s fuck my best friends.”

I grinned. “One of them?”

She leveled me with a sultry smile. “I have to save some surprises for later.” Then she leaned over Stacey’s outstretched thigh, grabbed my cock and guided into Stacey’s slippery hole.

My tip glided inside her tight pussy and throbbed, forming a perfect seal against her inner walls. Stacey clamped down with her vaginal muscles and let out an airy moan. My legs turned rubbery, trembling beneath me, and I sucked in a sharp breath.

Stacey ground her hips, working my cock deeper until it slipped halfway deep. She locked her ankles behind my back and drew me in, forcing my cock deep into her buttery depths.

Brinn came up beside Stacey, leaned over Stacey’s chest and inhaled her friend’s areola, sucking it tenderly as her tongue swirled around Stacey’s nipple.

With a hard grunt, I pushed forward and bottomed out inside Stacey, gazing down at her pussy as my manhood throbbed inside her with only the root visible.

“Fuck,” Stacey said, the word catching in her throat. Her eyes were a mix of pleasure and pain. As her legs trembled around me, she chewed on her bottom lip and groaned.

“Relax, baby girl,” Lillie said, floating beside Stacey and brushing a stray lock of her hair away from her eye. “Take a deep breath, let it out, and enjoy the best fuck of your life.” Lillie’s tone was soothing and tender.

It was a side of her I hadn’t seen, but one I very much liked. It was as if she channeled her inner Elle, drawing on her older sister’s deep well of empathy. I worked my hips in tight circles, plumbing Stacey’s insides as she dug her heels into my ass cheeks and held on for dear life. Her pained expression satisfied me, and I smiled before I leaned over and tenderly kissed her lips.

Stacey’s kiss was tentative at first then she leaned into, opening her mouth wide as the ravenous sexual beast inside her shuddered to life. She circled her arms around my neck and drew me in, sucking my tongue into her mouth while I rocked back and forth, fucking her slow and deep.

She groaned in my mouth and moved her hips, timing her rhythm with mine. “Baby, you’re in me so fucking deep,” she said between broken kisses.

I edged away from her and picked up both of her thighs in my hands, giving them a firm squeeze. A moment later, I picked up the pace, fucking her hard and fast. Using her legs as leverage, I pounded her pussy with all my might.

Water sloshed over the sides of the pool, and as Stacey held on for dear life, her jiggling tits bounced, slapping together with loud satisfying claps. She stretched her arms outward on either side, gripping the sides with white knuckles while she pushed her hips forward and back, taking my cock deeper inside with every mighty thrust.

Stacey tried to speak but her words came out garbled and eyes took on a glassy, faraway sheen. Her breaths came quick and shallow, her chest rising and falling in rapid succession.

Brinn licked Stacey’s earlobe and slid her tip inside Stacey’s ear. The brunette soft moans were barely audible beneath Stacey’s groans of pleasure and stiff, broken grunts.

Lillie twirled the tip of her tongue around Stacey’s nipple while she freely played with the other, sucking and licking, biting and pulling.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck…,” Stacey said working her hips as I relentlessly assaulted her tight pussy.

I held firm, fighting back the urge to let myself go and truly experience the pleasure. Twenty-four hours ago, I would’ve blown my load, but Lillie had drained my balls enough to power me through. Stacey was close to cracking — very close. I curled my hands under her ass, and lifted her, inching her hips higher, subtly shifting her weight for her to experience a new angle of attack. It’s the details that count, and that slight change sent Stacey hurling over the edge. With her pussy level with my cock, I plowed deep inside her with a single, devastating thrust.

Stacey’s entire body shook, and she cried out in pleasure. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her voice warbled. Her breath caught in her throat, and her pussy spasmed around my cock, pulsing in rapid-fire bursts.

I moved my hips, savoring the view of my cock effortlessly sliding in and out of her pussy, conforming her body to my cock as her inner lips rode my rod, forming a perfect, air-tight seal. Her thighs trembled, and I squeezed her tight ass, filling my hands with her firm flesh. I slowed my stroking then stopped, watching her savor her climax.

Stacey reached her apex and came down the other side. Her body went limp, and she nearly slipped into the pool.

Lillie and Brinn grabbed her on both sides, lifting her up while I slipped my cock free of her ravaged hole.

The chill water left my cock reeling and throbbing, angry that I deprived it of what amounted to a five-star meal. But my work wasn’t done and Brinn was already eyeing me greedily.

Stacey stood, finding her feet beneath her, and leaned back against the wall, gasping for breath. She turned to face Lillie. “How does he not split you in two every time you fuck?”

Lillie giggled and winked at me. “He knows how to push my buttons.”

Not wasting any time, Brinn floated over to me and stood before me. Her blue eyes twinkled, and she smiled at me warmly. “How about we take a break from the water?” She grinned and picked up my hand.

Her porcelain skin appeared almost alabaster under the starry, moonlit sky, and her smoky blue eyes melted me under her warm gaze. Her tits jiggled high on her chest. When she turned sideways and led me toward the stairs, her arm pressed one tit against the other forming a fleeting, but mouthwatering, hint of deep cleavage that made my head swim.

She was incredible. I swallowed a lump in my throat and let her lead me up the stairs and around the edge of the pool.

“This one has my towel,” she said as she stole a glance down at my rigid cock, dripping water under the starry night sky.

We stopped at the side of the sun chair, and she turned around, biting her lower lip as she eyed me nervously. “Can I…?” She let out a held breath and smiled again. “Sorry. I’m just really nervous.”

“We don’t have to —”

She perched on her tiptoes and cut me off with a kiss. Our lips met and her tongue slid forward, swirling over mine while she reached down and wrapped her warm fingers around my fat cock.

As our kiss lingered, Brinn slowly stroked my cock while I felt Lillie and Stacey gazing up at us from the side of the pool.

“God B, you are so hot,” Lillie said. “Your body is perfect.”

“I would kill for her ass,” Stacey said.

“You have a great ass,” Lillie said. “But you’re right. B’s has that heart shape that’s perfect for doggy.”

Brinn broke off the kiss and turned on her friends. “Do you mind? This isn’t Monday Night Football.”

Lille and Stacey snorted, breaking out into a giggle fit.

I laughed, and Brinn’s shoulders relaxed although her deft hand never left my steel hard cock. As if taking her cue from Lille and Stacey’s running commentary, Brinn crawled sideways onto the sun chair and presented me with her sumptuous ass.

Her tits sprang outward, jiggling from side-to-side beneath her as she positioned herself on all fours. She parted her legs slightly revealing her puffy, pink slit. Tender, wet, and pleasingly plump, the prize between her legs beckoned me with its feminine guile.

My cock twitched, jumping up, and sideways as a flash of heat spread up the back of my neck. The perfect heart-shape of her tight cheeks and the soft curve of her feminine hips dove to an impossibly slender waist and tits that some might call fake if only they knew what I knew. There was nothing fake about Brinn Benjamin. She was as beautiful as she was sincere with the personality of an angel and the body of a porn star.

“Holy, mother of God,” I said, mumbling under my breath.

Even Brinn and Stacey went quiet, gazing on Brinn’s stellar body as the brunette glanced back at me over her shoulder and gave me a smile sent straight from heaven.

“A girl can get really self-conscious with a man just staring at her like that,” she said, her sweet, southern accent came out soft and lilting.

Even the way she spoke turned my cock diamond hard. I licked the dryness from my lips and shook my head. “You’re just so beautiful.” I stepped up behind her and ran my hands over her flawless alabaster hips.

My cock throbbed settling between the nook of her ass crack, pulsing as I yearned to sink deep inside her treasure palace. Jason was truly a moron.

Brinn would test every ounce of my inner resolve. I could spend days exploring her lush curves. If I had any shot at pleasing Brinn and Lillie both, I needed to keep my focus.

Brinn leaned forward, resting on her elbows. She widened her knees and her pert little pussy spread apart like a flower in bloom, revealing her inner lips, glistening wet and pulsing.

With a shaky hand, I guided my tip along her wet slit and slid inside her sinkhole with a pleasing push. I groaned as the warmth from her pussy enveloped my cock, spreading outward while sublime pleasure consumed me. Halfway inside her, my cock throbbed, stretching out her tight pussy as Brinn moaned with a mix of pleasure and pain.

“Fuck, B. You are so tight.” I groaned as I rocked slowly inside her, the sounds of our sex rising above the distant pounding surf, crashing against the beach.

“And you’re… as big… as advertised,” she said between broken grunts. She moved her hips, sliding her pussy up and down my cock until it glistened with her crystal-clear juices.

I held her hips tight and moved faster, pushing my cock deep until my knob met the soft resistance of her cervix.

“That’s it, baby. Fuck me, Danny.” Her breathy moans sounded like music as I watched my cock glide between her ass cheeks and split her golden pussy like a ripe grape.

A quick glance over my shoulder showed Lillie and Stacey making out on the edge of the pool. Lillie stood and took Stacey’s hand before leading Stacey to the sun chair beside us.

Stacey reclined in the sun chair, stretching her arms out over her head and parting her legs. Lillie climbed aboard, straddling Stacey as she kissed her way up Stacey’s long, voluptuous body. Lillie licked Stacey’s naval and kissed her way higher, licking between each side of her inner breasts. The in one fluid motion, Lillie’s lips enveloped one of Stacey’s fat, areolas.

Stacey moaned with pleasure, writhing under Lillie’s expert touch. She ran her hands down Lillie’s back and squeezed the little blonde’s tight, firm ass.

While they were off in their own little world, I continued pumping Brinn. My skin clapped off hers, sending ripples reverberating over her creamy flesh.

Brinn clamped down on my rod with her pussy muscles and squeezed while she moaned with pleasure. As I thrust in and out, her big tits rocked beneath her, swaying outward before meeting with a clap.

I leaned over, reached under Brinn’s chest, and cupped her heavy breasts, tweaking her nipples between my fingers, savoring their rubbery texture as they stiffened in my tender grip. Groans of pleasure escaped my lips, and I mercilessly plowed her pussy, thrusting deep inside her as waves of pleasure left my brain muddled and ravenous with a powerful urge to come. My breaths came harder and faster, my pulse racing. Her pussy was a treasure, and Brinn knew how to use it.

Her timing was perfect as she moved her body in sinuous waves. She met my down thrust with the perfect up angle of her hips, maximizing the depth of penetration. Brinn’s moans grew louder, and her legs trembled before her voice broke.

I hammered her hard and fast and my cock pulsed wildly, twitching inside her as my balls constricted. My orgasm was imminent, and I wasn’t sure I could stop the train from careening off the tracks. Coming inside her was nearly a foregone conclusion. “B, baby. I’m —”

Brinn sucked in a sharp intake of breath, cutting me off. She arched her back and groaned with pleasure while her pussy spasmed around my rod, squeezing and flexing as her orgasm swept over her.

My head thrummed with a need to come, and I pulled back, trying to stem the tide. My orgasm retreated, but I didn’t escape unscathed. Two monster spurts of hot jizz escaped my balls and found their mark deep inside the brunette beauty.

“Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word as I pulled my cock and stemmed the tide. My orgasm retreated from the brink, and I gasped for air as my cock throbbed, resting like a hot dog inside Brinn’s ass crack.

I wouldn’t last much longer. I took deep, cleansing breaths and gazed over my shoulder at Lillie and Stacey who had stopped to watch the last act.

Lillie had her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit while Stacey stretched out behind her, legs parted, and two fingers stuffed inside her pussy.

“Baby, that was so hot,” Lillie said.

“You and Stacey get over here,” I said. “Get on your hands and knees beside Brinn.”

Lillie grinned wickedly. “Yes, daddy.” Daddy came out as a tease and for whatever reason, it turned me on. My cock throbbed inside Brinn’s ass crack, and I turned back around, softly caressing her hips while she leaned forward, gasping for breath.

“Don’t move, B,” I said.

“Okay, baby,” she said, her words coming out between heavy panting breaths.

Stacey and Lillie wasted no time shuffling from their sun chair. They took up spots on either side of Brinn, both of them on all fours presenting me perfect views of their round asses and plump pussies.

I stepped up behind Lillie, grabbing hold of her tight little hips before I gave her ass a hard smack.

She yelped with pleasure and wriggled her ass up at me. Her pussy was so wet it nearly dripped, glistening and pulsing before my eyes. Lillie glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Pound my pussy, daddy. Please?” Her voice was pleading, and she furrowed her brow, doing her best imitation of pouty innocence even though she was far from it.

I dragged my wet knob over her ass crack and lower, settling it just outside her puckered little pussy hole. She was tight enough that I had to put some weight behind me hips as I pressed forward with my knob, lining my tip up just inside her. Then with a single, powerful thrust, I speared my blonde beauty, slamming my cock home.

Lillie moaned with pleasure as her warm tight pussy enveloped my pulsing cock. It was through sheer willpower that I didn’t let loose the moment I entered her. If not for fucking her four times that day, I would have sprang a leak and ended the session with a whimper.

“Yes, baby. Fuck me,” Lillie said, her voice quivering as she rocked her hips, sliding her pussy over my swollen cock.

I rocked forward, thrusting hard and deep, plowing through the resistance of her unbelievable tightness. I grabbed her hips and plowed my angelic blonde, piston fucking her pussy as our skin clapped together like sweet music.

“God, Danny… unnggghh… fuck… I’m coming, baby.” She arched her back and howled with pleasure apparently as close to edge as I was.

Her pussy twitched around my cock, as a flood of her sweet nectar rushed over my cock like a broken dam. Lillie’s tits jiggled beneath her chest, quivering as her body shook under the weight of her climax.

One sideways step and I lined my cock up with Brinn’s pussy and slid back home. I took one long stroke and nearly came. I paused deep inside her as I sucked in shallow breaths, trying to regain my composure. She had already climaxed, and this last thrust was all for me. Her pussy was like a drug, and I was an addict. I had a big-time Brinn Benjamin crush. One night wasn’t nearly enough.

For fear of blowing my load, I withdrew from her pussy, leaned over and tenderly kissed her back while I gave her ass a gentle pat.

Stacey was the last in line. I stepped sideways, lined up my cock with Stacey’s holed and thrust home. “Next time, I want you to ride me,” I said, half growling.

Stacey grabbed onto the edge of the chair and met my pounding thrusts. “Yes, daddy.” She stole a page from Lillie’s playbook and the lilt and submission in her voice pushed me past the breaking point. Three deep thrusts and I was done.

I pulled out of Stacey’s pussy and grabbed my cock. “Girls, get on your knees in front of me. Hurry.”

The three of them quickly scrambled from the chair and dropped to their knees, hoisting their heavy tits up and together, forming a smorgasbord of cleavage.

I lined up my cock with Lillie’s face and stroked. A massive spurt of heavy cum blasted from my balls and hit Lillie’s pouty lips, before stretching at an angle and splattering across her cheek and eye.

She grinned and licked her lips as I redirected my next shot and sent three massive loads over Brinn and Stacey’s tits, coating them in a pearly sheen of creamy spunk.

With a heavy groan I turned back to Lillie, and she opened mouth, extending her tongue. I leaned forward, placed my knob on her wet tongue and milked my cock, draining my balls into her sweet little mouth.

My legs trembled with the effort and my heart raced so fast it nearly burst. Heaving for breath, I fell backwards landing on the edge of the sun chair behind me.

With my cock swaying between my parted legs and dripping cum, the girls wasted no time. Brinn scrambled forward first, picking up my cock in her hand and sliding it between her lips, sucking a dripping load from my tip while she milked my cock with her tiny little hand.

Stacey slid in next, picking up where Brinn left out, extending her tongue as she milked pearls of cum from my swollen cock.

Beside her, Lillie and Brinn kissed, their tongues swirling, coated with my cum as they swapped it freely between them. It was the hottest scene I had ever witnessed, capping the single hottest experience of my entire life.

I leaned back, propping myself up on the sun chair while I watched them work. The three of them joined forces, licking my balls and shaft and circling my tip with their tongues until not a drop of jizz remained.

Then they turned on each other. Brinn licked Lillie’s face clean while Stacey cleaned Brinn’s chest. Afterward, Lillie and Brinn cleaned every drop off Stacey’s incredible rack while I watched it all.

The three of us finished the night showering together before we collapsed in my bed. Lillie’s squeezed in beside me with her arms and legs coiled around me. Brinn curled up on my other side with her inner thigh draped over my cock. She promised Stacey that she would let Stacey sleep beside me the next night.

For the last three nights of our trip were inseparable, and the girls were insatiable, testing the limits of my physical endurance. When it was time to leave, Lillie proclaimed Brinn and Stacey as members of the Raven sister harem club. We even made it official over a video call with Brooke and Elle.

But Lillie stayed the alpha of their little squad and guarded my time with her jealously. She slept the entire plane trip home, cuddling up beside me as I stroked her silky blonde hair. We arrived home late, and Lillie dragged me into her bed before I could protest. We made love before she fell asleep in my arms.
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The next day was a workday, but I tapped out from the sheer exhaustion of the preceding seventy-two hours. I slept until late morning when Lillie awakened me with a morning blow job and a quick round of sex before she left for her noon marketing class at the university.

After I rolled out of bed and showered, I spent the day around the house. I made a call to my realtor, officially canceling the entire rental agreement. Brinn, Stacey, and Lillie had already talked their way into another trip right after Elle’s wedding. With her wedding less than a month away, Lillie convinced Brooke to make that trip with us.

If I could talk Brooke into working at least half her time at the beach house, those trips would only grow more frequent. Then there was Elle to consider. We couldn’t just leave her back in Atlanta alone, married or not. I didn’t like her fiancé, and I suspected that her marriage to Dr. Mark would end up short and painful. She needed us, and I wouldn’t leave her stranded.

As the afternoon dipped into evening, I sat on the back patio, stretched out on a lounge chair, sipping a beer and watching the sun sink toward the horizon. Inside the house, a door slammed shut and the rapid clack of high-heels rattled across the tile.

A grinning Brooke threw open the sliding glass door, kicked off her shoes and practically leaped into my lap.

As she landed atop me, I guarded my groin and set aside my beer, chuckling as I pulled her into my arms. “There’s my beautiful girl.”

“Baby, I missed you so much,” Brooke said, wrapping her arms tightly around me before she dipped in for a long, wet kiss. When she came up for air, she eyed me, her green eyes simmering. “You’re never allowed to leave that long again without me.”

I curled my arms around her waist and settled my hands high on her tight hips. “I tried to get you to come. Next time, I’m not letting you talk your way out of it.”

Her green eyes smoldered as she searched my face. “Lillie can fuck off tonight. I get you all to myself.” She came in for another kiss, longer this time, adding in a splash of tongue.

“Is that any way to talk about your little sister?” Lillie asked from behind Brooke.

We both turned to find the blonde pixie grinning at us. She set aside her book bag and stepped up to the side of the sun chair. “Scoot your fat ass over and make room for me.”

Brooke glared as Lillie jostled her to one side of my lap and Lillie climbed onto my lap beside her, both of them facing me. She leaned in and kissed me on the lips, letting it slow-roast while Brooke glared at her.

“Enough,” Brooke said. “You’ve been with him all week. We have to set boundaries.” She curled her arms around my neck and pulled me out of Lillie’s lip lock.

Lillie giggled and wriggled her hips, grinding my cock to hardness. “Fine. But tomorrow night, I get him.”

“I’m not a pet,” I said. “I think I get a say in where I sleep. What if I’m too tired to sleep with either of you?”

They both frowned at each other, then broke out laughing.

“Good one,” Brooke said.

“As if,” Lillie said.

I rolled my eyes. “You two will crush me before any of us makes it to bed.”

“Why am I not surprised to see you two sitting there?” Elle asked, sliding in from the kitchen. She wore her hospital scrubs with her golden hair pulled back in a tight ponytail.

Brooke and Lillie turned toward Elle while I smiled up at her.

“I would get up to hug you,” I said. “But Frick and Frack here are determined to duke it out for King of the Hill privileges.”

Elle giggled and stepped up to the side of the chair. She leaned over and kissed me high on the cheek. The front of her scrubs fell open, revealing a mound of massive cleavage packed into a tight, white, lacy bra. “Welcome home, Danny.”

Lillie folded her arms over her chest. “What about me? I was gone too.”

Elle smirked and shook her head, standing once again, taking her cleavage with her. “Hello, Lillie. Are you elbow wrestling Brooke for breeding rights?”

Lillie rubbed her chin and frowned. “That’s a great idea.”

“We all have breeding rights,” Brooke said, shoving Lillie playfully. “Well, all of us except the engaged one over there.” She hooked her thumb over her shoulder at Elle, eliciting a round of giggles from Lillie.

“Not nice,” Elle said. “I can’t believe you two are actually my co-maids of honor. What was I thinking?”

“You were thinking epic bachelorette party,” Lillie said. “We could totally fly down to our beach house. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“Our beach house?” Brooke frowned. “You mean Danny’s beach house?”

Lillie shrugged. “Maybe you don’t love him as much as I do, but it’s totally ours, right, baby?” She turned to me, bottom lip out, flattening me with her bright blue eyes.

“It’s all of ours,” I said. “Elle included.”

Elle grinned. “Thank you, Danny.”

“Does that mean we can go to Nassau for Elle’s bachelorette party?” Brooke looked at me hopefully.

“If that’s what Elle wants to do,” I said. “But remember, we’re all going down after the wedding.”

“Define all,” Elle said.

Lillie turned around to face Elle. “Me, B, Stace, and Brooke… oh… and our harem king, Danny.”

“I am not a harem king,” I said.

Elle folded her arms over her chest. “That’s not fair. I want to come too.”

“Sweetie, you’ll be on your honeymoon,” Brooke said.

“Digging up vampires, right?” Lillie asked, drawing a smirk from Brooke.

Elle’s frown deepened.

“Play nice,” I said. “There’s plenty of time to go to the beach house. Besides, you’ll be on a romantic European honeymoon. That sounds incredible.”

Elle’s disappointed expression didn’t fade. “But I love the beach more than all of you guys combined.”

“She does have the classic Baywatch body,” Brooke said.

“That Dr. Mark would love to unwrap,” Lillie said. “Just imagine all the feral sex you’ll have in his vampire castle.”

I could’ve sworn Elle grimaced slightly before she let out a long sigh. “Maybe it’s not too late to talk him into the beach.”

“No offense, babe,” Brooke said. “But I’ve seen cadavers have deeper tans than Dr. Mark. I don’t think he’s a beach guy. Maybe he is a vampire?”

Lillie cackled and reared back so hard in my laugh she nearly fell off my lap.

“Shut the F up,” Elle said. “You guys are not funny.”

“Stop,” I said. “Before I spank both of you.”

Lillie leaned forward and nibbled on my lower lip. “Like you paddled me last night?”

“Ew…,” Elle said. “TMI.”

“I insist on a fresh spanking later,” Brooke said before she turned at glared at Lillie. “Little sisters are not allowed.”

“Whatever,” Lillie said. “He’s probably too worn out to spank you, anyway.”

“Will I have to separate you two?” I gazed at them. “Keep it up, and I’ll sleep in my room for the rest of the week.”

Lillie and Brooke went silent before Lillie turned to Brooke. “Sorry.” Then she turned back to Elle. “I’m sorry to you, too. But seriously, Elle, we can make it a quick trip to the Bahamas, and you can get your sun on for your party.”

“Maybe,” Elle said. “It depends on my schedule and Mark’s.”

“Fine,” Brooke said. “But you need to let us know soon. We need to plan.”

“And before you ask, Dr. Mark is not invited,” Lillie said. “Danny is the only male allowed.” She rested her palm on my chest.

“Duh,” Elle said. “But right now, I’m more worried about my fitting.” Elle gazed at me. “Danny, I really want your approval on the dress. We picked it out without you. If you don’t like it, I can’t walk down the aisle wearing it.”

“I’m sure you’ll look beautiful,” I said. “You would look gorgeous in a burlap sack.”

“True that,” Lillie said.

“Definitely,” Brooke said. “You look like a supermodel, Elle.”

Elle smiled. “Thanks. I appreciate it, guys.” She turned her attention back to me. “But Danny… I really need you to be honest with me. Don’t tell me you like the gown just to make me happy.”

I knew she wanted my approval, but this went beyond simple approval. Something didn’t add up. “I’ll be honest,” I said. “I promise.”

Elle’s shoulders sagged in relief. “Thank you so much.”

Lillie and Brooke remained strangely silent. There was more to the story than met the eye, but I wasn’t about to push the matter now. “The fitting is on Saturday?”

Elle nodded. “It’s the four of us. I don’t want anyone else there.”

I forced a smile, then gazed at Lillie and Brooke.

Lillie played with a button on my shirt while Brooke picked at an invisible piece of lint on my shorts. Neither of them met my eye.

“Now… who wants dinner? We’re going out,” I said.

“Me,” Lillie said, raising her hand.

“I’m starving,” Brooke said.

“Then hop up and let’s roll. Margaritas are calling.”

Lillie bounced out of my lap and clapped excitedly. “I love margs.”

Brooke climbed out after her and they both chatted happily as they disappeared into the house. I sat up and stood, coming face-to-face with Elle.

I gave her my best smile and pulled her into a warm embrace. “Are you okay? You seem extra stressed.”

“Just stressed about the wedding,” she said, her voice trembling. “And I really missed you.”

I held her tight. “I’m not going anywhere. We won’t go to the beach without you. I promise. We’ll all go after the honeymoon, you and Mark included. Okay?” I stepped back and gazed into her watery eyes. “You’re sure that’s all it is?”

“Thank you, Danny.” Elle nodded, wiped her eyes, and smiled at me. “Now, enough wedding talk. Let’s eat. I’m starving.”
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The bass thumped so loud my bones vibrated. A myriad of multi-colored lights strobed in rhythm with the techno-pop blaring from a pair of gargantuan speakers. A sea of hard bodies moved with the beat, bumping and grinding. Yet, nobody on the dance floor held a candle to Lillie.

A light sheen of perspiration decorated the pixie blonde’s forehead, and her golden hair hung loose over her shoulders, catching light beams as it swirled about her shoulders. Gyrating her hips, she turned her back on me and bent over at her waist, pushing her tight little ass against the bulge in my pants. Lillie glanced back at me over her shoulder, flashed me a wicked smile, and gave me her signature wink. All eyes were on her, and for good reason. She was somewhere between a bombshell and a smoke show, and the results were lethal.

Lillie’s black mini-skirt was so short and tight it barely covered her ass, and her white silk blouse showcased her jaw dropping cleavage courtesy of the top three, unfastened buttons. Her breasts barely fit inside a white silk bra, the cups clearly visible every time she bent over. Her glossy red lipstick, black high heel shoes, and matching fishnet stockings were the icing on a cake so sweet my teeth ached just watching her.

I was far from the only one watching Lillie’s dance floor spectacle and she knew it as well as I did. She milked every second in the limelight, but she only had eyes for me. By comparison, my dancing skills teetered between average to non-existent. Unlike Lillie, I wanted to blend into the college-aged crowd jamming the dance floor. My age already made me look like the old guy caught with his hand in the cookie jar. There was no need to give the dissenters more ammunition to lob in my direction.

But Lillie didn’t care about my dance skills — not even a little. She whirled back around to face me. She held her arms over her head and slinked toward me, moving her body in sinuous waves.

It was Lillie’s arresting blue eyes that made my stomach dip and soar. As a seductive smile spread across her face, she eye fucked me, making her intentions toward me clear to anyone with a pulse.

I drank her in, my stomach still spinning with butterflies. I still couldn’t believe she wanted me. Would it last? Or would she tire of me and move on like she had done with so many of her other boyfriends? It certainly felt real. Sometimes I caught her looking at me when she didn’t know I knew. In those private moments, I recognized the love behind her eyes. She loved me, and occasionally, I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

Lillie grinned, flashing her bright white teeth. Music pounding and lights flashing, she danced, throwing inhibition to the wind while the deep bass beat thumped. Her hair was a wild jumble, flying around her face and shoulders. She ground her hips and eyed me with animal intent.

A group of nearby college boys openly gawked at her, eyes wide and jaws hanging slack. A woman dancing with her boyfriend gave Lillie a dirty look, then nudged her boyfriend’s chin, redirecting his leering gaze away from Lillie’s grinding ass.

I felt like a lumbering elephant as I danced awkwardly before her, but thankfully, nobody paid me the slightest bit of attention.

When Lillie reached me, she pressed in tight, mashing her pussy against my raging cock. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and neck, grinding me with simulated, dance-floor sex. As she gazed at me, her eyes radiated feral lust. She grinned and directed me lower, before our lips met and she opened her mouth, hungrily swirling her tongue over mine.

I slid my hands over her hips and cupped her ass, holding her tight as she continued to move with the beat. As our tongues intertwined, my cock hardened, pressing against her tummy and throbbing with a dull ache. My mind craved the addictive little blonde, and I resisted the urge to slide my hands up her skirt and pull her panties aside.

Lillie loved every second of the show. At heart, she was a tried-and-true cock tease. Well, she was with everyone but me. She was the type of girl that knew how to make men drool, and she was currently pulling out all the stops.

The music cut off, and the DJ started talking. Lillie took that as our cue to leave the dance floor. She picked up my hand, lacing her fingers with mine, then led me off the dance floor and through the crowd, who parted for her as if she were some kind of royalty.

Booths and tall tables filled most of the bar’s common space. Mega sized televisions scattered the walls, each displaying a professional sport game. In one corner, clusters of beer-swilling college kids played electronic darts. In another, a cluster of mostly young men hovered over pool tables looking sullen and serious while they sipped on cans of domestic beer.

A massive U-shaped bar back-lit with blue lights dominated the interior. Behind the bar, bartenders scurried like ants filling orders while patrons lined up three deep, trying to get their attention. The Blue Lagoon was one of the most popular bars on campus where I felt like a parent, crashing his college kid’s party.

Lillie’s squeal of delight caught me off guard. She glanced back at me over her shoulder, smiling brightly. “They’re here.” She dragged me by the hand through the standing room only crowd toward a table where two familiar figures waited.

Brinn and Stacey sat at a table in the center of the room. On seeing Lillie, they both stood and when we reached them, the ladies embraced, chatting happily, while I waited patiently for my turn.

In the week since our trip to the Bahamas, I had spent as much time with Brinn and Stacey as I had with Lillie, Elle. If sleeping hours didn’t count, then I spent more time with Lillie’s gorgeous friends than I had with Brooke. They spent all but one night at the house. Between Brooke, Lillie and her friends, my sleeping calendar had become jammed with invites. But Lillie’s strict policy remained in place — I couldn’t date Brinn or Stacey without her. To make matters even more complicated, I was falling for both of them just as hard as I had already fallen for Lillie, Brooke, and even Elle.

Brinn broke the cycle of hugs first, scrambling around the table toward me. “There’s my handsome man.” She threw her arms around me and drew me into a long, tongue-laden kiss.

I wrapped my arms around her slender frame and cupped her ass, giving it a gentle pat and squeeze before the raven-haired stunner backed off slightly and gazed up at me.

“I missed you,” Brinn said.

Like Lillie, Brinn wore an outfit meant to collect the eye of any slack-jawed man with a pulse. With each passing day, her clothing options had grown far more daring. Tonight, she wore a sleek, form-fitting, one-piece black dress that hugged her ass and ended high on her thighs, revealing plenty of toned leg. Her porcelain cleavage popped from her swooping neckline and judging by the way her nipples strained the fabric, she wasn’t wearing a bra.

I chuckled and pushed away an errant lock of hair that covered her smoky blue eyes. “You just saw me yesterday,” I said. I leaned in for another long kiss, and her minty tongue and strawberry lips made my head spin with lust.

When we came up for air, Brinn’s eyes smoldered with lust as she laced her fingers in mine. “Baby, that’s way too long.”

“My turn,” Stacey said, stepping up before me and elbowing her best friend aside.

Brinn glared at Stacey but backed off, clearly annoyed. Stacey filled the void, perching on her toes while she rested her hands on my shoulders. She kissed me and slid open her lips before our tongues tripped together. She stretched it out, caressing my shoulder blades as she leaned into me.

My cock raged in my jeans, and dirty visions of foursomes danced through my head. Our house was turning into a twenty-four-by-seven orgy, and Brooke wasn’t shy about jumping into the mix.

I placed my hands on Stacey’s waist and ran my hands up her sides, resisting the urge to palm one of her big, braless tits.

She pressed in tight and deepened the kiss. Her tits mashed against my chest and bulged outward, her side boobs visible through the gaps in her top.

Like Lillie and Brinn, Stacey was dressed to kill. She wore a loose black top with a plunging neckline. The thin spaghetti straps over her shoulders strained to keep her tits from outright bouncing into view. I had never seen a woman so opposed to bras and tonight was no exception. Her thick nipples hardened against my chest and her bubblegum tongue swirled inside my mouth, freely exploring while her hands wandered over my shoulders and down my back.

The slip of stretchy black fabric that covered her midsection barely counted as a skirt. It was even shorter than Lillie and Brinn’s dresses, barely covering her ass. Was she wearing panties? I seriously doubted it, but I would find out soon enough.

A quick view down the front of Stacey’s top confirmed my suspicion. There wasn’t a bra anywhere in sight. Not that I minded. In fact, I loved every inch of her extraordinary body. I was all aboard the Stacey Gorden train for as long as she continued to punch my ticket.

The eyes of the entire bar weighed on our little quartet. Heat blossomed in my cheeks. The three of them certainly weren’t shy. Was this how it went with all of Lillie’s boyfriends? During our Bahama’s trip, Brinn and Stacey showed no interest in Chad, which led me to believe this wasn’t a common occurrence.

As much as I loved our mini-reunions, I couldn’t shake the worry I’d felt all week surrounding the mystery of Elle’s wedding gown. Elle had sent me daily reminders about her dress fitting and had grown increasingly worried as each day passed.

Brooke and Lillie spent the week stonewalling me for information. That wasn’t like them, which made me wonder why. With the fitting coming up tomorrow, I hoped Stacey and Brinn might help me put some leverage on Lillie to cough up the info.

Stacey finally backed off, smiling up at me as she did. “I can feel exactly how much you missed me.”

My cheeks turned hot with embarrassment, and I cleared my throat. “Hopefully, my excitement doesn’t leave me too exposed.”

Stacey reached down between my legs and grabbed my cock, giving it a gentle squeeze while she brushed her thumb over my pulsing tip. “If it becomes a huge problem, we can go out to my car, and I’ll take care of my man.”

“Stacey, do I need to hose you down?” Lillie giggled behind Stacey before the brown-haired beauty backed off and reluctantly released my cock.

Stacey turned around and faced the table, where Lillie sipped on a fruity cocktail while Brinn was busy at the bar. She folded her arms over her chest and glared. “You get to see him all the time. Meanwhile, B and I are held back by your stupid fucking rule.”

The rule was imposed by Lillie. Stacey and Brinn weren’t allowed to date me without Lillie’s presence. Even after a week, the stipulation was already showing wear and tear. I wasn’t sure how much longer Lillie could resist Brinn and Stacey’s constant hounding. As much as I wanted to intervene on the girl’s behalf, wisdom told me to stay out of their business. I was already pushing my luck by hooking up with Lillie’s best friends. Heaping on the extra pressure could end badly for me.

Lillie sighed. “Do we have to discuss this right now? I’m trying to enjoy the evening.”

Brinn appeared before me, holding out an icy mug of beer. “I ordered your favorite.” She handed me the beer, topped with a sweet smile.

“Hazy IPA.” I grinned and took a sip. “You are an angel.” Brinn beamed as I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. “Thank you, sweetie.”

“You’re most welcome,” Brinn said, drawing an irritated eye roll from Stacey.

“Kiss ass,” Stacey said, mumbling under her breath.

“After this, drinks are on me,” I said.

“K,” Brinn said as she whirled around and sat, leaving a chair open between her and Lillie.

“If you wouldn’t mind my changing the subject, there’s something I want to discuss with all of you,” I said. I pulled out the chair and sat down between Lillie and Brinn.

Stacey grabbed the chair beside Brinn, filling out our table for four.

Lillie glared. “If this is about dating Brinn and Stacey without me, then I —”

I held up my hand, cutting her off. “It’s not.”

Lillie breathed out a sigh of relief. “Good. These two are like hungry wolves fighting over a bone.” Lillie inched her chair closer to me and slipped her hand over my thigh, resting her fingers inches from my hard cock.

“It’s about Elle,” I said. “And this wedding gown she seems hell bent on me seeing.”

Lillie gazed down into her drink, fiddling with her straw. Brinn and Stacey frowned.

“Give us the details,” Stacey said.

I quickly explained the situation, including when Elle first approached me and how she made sure every day since that I wouldn’t miss the fitting.

Brinn and Stacey heard me out, nodding here and there, and asking me a few questions along the way.

Brinn sighed. “It makes sense. Every girl wants the approval of the man she loves. She wants your approval. Maybe that’s all there is to it.”

“Love as in the love of a father figure?” I asked.

Stacey chuckled, and Brinn grinned.

“Oh, my sweet summer child,” Stacey said, grinning at me adorably. “Elle loves you like Lillie loves you. Or are you that blind?”

Brinn nodded. “It’s obvious. We’ve all encouraged her to tell you how she feels.”

“Yet, she’s getting married to another man in a few weeks,” I said. “What you’re saying doesn’t hold water.”

“A man who doesn’t deserve her,” Lillie said, finally chiming in for the first time.

I glanced at Lillie and tried to read her face. “That’s a topic for another day. Back to the gown… you have information that you won’t give me, and I’m worried about your sister.”

“I’ve told you, I can’t say anything about that,” Lillie said.

“Why not?” Brinn asked. “Maybe Danny can help her.”

Lillie glared at Brinn. “B, it’s sister code. Would you want me blurting out all your secrets if you specifically told me not to tell Danny?”

Despite asking Lillie and Brooke a dozen times, this was the most I had ever gotten out of either of them. “Can you at least tell me if I should be worried?”

Lillie pursed her lips and sighed, her shoulders slumping. “Baby, if I could tell you, I would. Ask Elle.”

“I get it… sister code,” Brinn said. She inched her chair closer to me and hooked her arm inside mine. “Now, let’s chat about girl code.” She gazed over at Lillie. “You know Stace and I will never go behind your back, but can we talk about us dating Danny one-on-one?”

“No,” Lillie said, her tone clearly frustrated.

“I want to take Danny on a camping trip,” Stacey said. “Pretty please?” She clasped her hands together and gave Lillie her best puppy dog eyes, batting her eyelashes.

The glare on Lillie’s face morphed into a grin and she tossed her cocktail napkin across the table. “Stop.” She turned to Brinn. “Both of you.”

Brinn got up from her chair and slid onto my lap, sideways facing Lillie. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and neck while she gave Lillie her full attention. “I know you love him. We won’t sabotage you. We promise.” She shifted her weight on my lap, causing her pussy to grind against my bulging cock, where it throbbed against her ass.

I gazed straight down the front of Brinn’s top. Her massive cleavage blossomed only inches from my face. I slid my hand over her ass and squeezed while I leaned forward and kissed the side of her neck. As much as I loved Lillie, the idea of having alone time with Brinn and Stacey left me delirious with lust.

Brinn ran her fingers up the nape of my neck, playing with my hair before she turned and kissed me softly on the lips. She drank me in with her incredible blue eyes. There was a lot left unsaid behind her veiled expression.

Lillie watched Brinn, not even a little bothered by her best friend moving in on her man. In fact, her eyes glazed over with a look I recognized. She wanted to fuck. Lillie licked her lips and shook her head. “I’ll talk to Danny… alone,” she said. “Which means you two thirsty thots will have to play with each other tonight.”

“What?” Stacey’s jaw dropped, and she shot out of her chair. “I bought new lingerie.”

“Okay then, I won’t talk to Danny,” Lillie said.

Stacey glared at Lillie, folded her arms over her chest, and sat back down. “Fine.” She let out a little harrumph and pouted, turning away from Lillie while Brinn continued stroking my hair.

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Jesus, Stacey. You fucked him two days ago. Both of you did. If I had known you two would get so possessive, I never would’ve shared. How come you two weren’t lining up for Chad?”

“Seriously?” Brinn chuckled and shook her head. “He’s not my type.” She leaned against me, mashing the side of her tit against my chest, forcing her cleavage to sprout from the top of her tight dress.

“Chad wasn’t all that different from Jason,” Lillie said.

“Jason was a moron,” I said as I caressed Brinn’s ass with my outstretched fingers.

Brinn giggled, leaned in, and kissed me. “Exactly.” She sighed.

“Chad hit on me all the time,” Stacey said. “He was gross.”

The talk of Jason and Chad reminded me of Dean. I turned to face Stacey. “Any word from Dean?”

Stacey smiled and nodded. “He’s doing fine, but his mom got pissed when she found out he didn’t come home with us. No worries. He’ll be home in time for Elle’s wedding. I’m taking him as my date since Lillie hogs you all to herself.”

Lillie glared at Stacey but held her tongue.

Dean’s mother was probably my age, but I didn’t mention that. “So, he’s staying longer?”

Lillie shook her head as if in dismay. “I swear, that boy is down to his last brain cell.”

Brinn leaned in and gave me a quick kiss. “Save my seat.” She popped off my lap, leaving my raging erection visible for all to see.

“Are you going to the ladies?” Lillie asked. “I’ll go too.”

“I’ll tag along,” Stacey said.

As was their custom, the ladies traveled in a pack toward the rear of the bar, drawing leering stares from every swinging dick on the way.

I sat back and enjoyed my beer, letting my cock deflate as I gave it a quick adjustment. I had no sooner drained a long drink off the top when I felt a tap on my shoulder, followed by the appearance of a college kid no older than Lillie.

“Excuse me,” he said as he offered me his hand. “My name’s Ethan. Can I ask you a question?”

I frowned and shook his hand. He wasn’t someone I recognized. “I’m Dan.” I pointed to Brinn’s empty chair. “Have a seat.”

The kid sat. He was a nice-looking kid with scruffy brown hair and a decent build. His eyes were intelligent and his expression sincere.

“My friends and I were wondering how you do it,” he said. “You just put on a fucking master class. Excuse my language.”

I chuckled and shook my head, grinning at the ridiculous comment. “There’s no master class, and I did nothing.”

“Those are the three hottest chicks on campus,” he said as a look of envy settled on his face. “You’re humble. Is that one of tricks?”

I chuckled again and sat up straight. “There’s no trick,” I said. “Work hard on yourself and treat women with respect.” I frowned and rubbed my chin before I snapped my fingers. “Money helps, but only so you can live a life that makes you happy. It won’t buy you love unless you’re trying to attract gold-diggers.”

Ethan sat back, staring at me appraisingly. “I could live my whole life and not experience what you just did in ten minutes. You’re telling me that’s the secret?”

“A life well lived is the secret,” I said. “I’m not bullshitting you.”

Lillie appeared over my shoulder, grinning over at Ethan. “You know what else helps?”

Ethan gazed at Lillie, dumbstruck. Slack jawed, he shook his head. “What?”

Lillie giggled and leaned forward, palming my cock in her hands while she grinned at Ethan. “A huge dick.”
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The singsong rhythm of Lillie’s overworked box springs wrestled with the groan of her old creaky bed frame. As she rocked on my cock, grinding her hips in quick front-to-back motions, her soft moans rose above the noise.

A bedside lamp drenched her body in incandescent light, creating flickering shadows between the lush curves of her bouncing breasts. Her golden hair tumbled over her shoulders in silky waves, and she wore an expression of pure bliss.

Prima pleasure hummed in the back of my brain, leaving my head fuzzy with lust. With my hands riding her hips, I guided her down and forward as I thrust upward, driving my cock deep inside her tight pussy.

Lillie leaned forward, resting her palms flat on my chest, forcing her big tits together as she arched her back and closed her eyes, losing herself in a moment of sexual bliss. “Baby… God, you’re so deep.” Her words came out breathy and labored, broken by stilted grunts as my cock slammed into her on repeat.

She switched from a slow and deliberate front-to-back motion to an up-and-down bouncing rhythm where her ass clapping my thighs and her tits bounced, slapping together as they swirled in tight circles. With every high bounce, my cock appeared in the visible gap, flashing for a second before disappearing inside the stunning blonde.

The friction from her tight pussy left my cock sizzling hot and my head flashing with an urgent need to come. After twenty minutes of hard fucking, I had reached my end. Lillie had already come twice after I had gone down on her. But I was holding out for the hat trick.

Lillie switched her motion again, grinding front-to-back as she leaned over and pressed her chest flat against mine, meeting me face-to-face. As she gazed into my eyes, her warm breath washed over my upper lip and her tropical scent enveloped me, making my head swim. “Baby….” She bit her lower lip and furrowed her brow. “I’m coming again.” Her breath caught in her throat, and she went rigid as her pussy spasmed, undulating over my pulsing cock.

With a last thrust, I drove my hips upward, packing my steel-hard cock deep inside her pussy. My orgasm crashed into my consciousness, and I grunted. A monster load of hot jizz flashed out of my cock and splattered deep inside her. As my cock pulsed, rapid-fire spurts followed, gushing cum inside her awaiting womb. I clamped down on her ass and held her tight, edging my hips up and down as I filled her with load after load of white-hot spunk.

Lillie ground her hips, taking me deep and moaned, never taking her eyes off mine. She milked my cock, squeezing down with her tight pussy and draining every drop straight into her womb.

I kneaded her tight ass and pumped my hips, riding the wave of my climax until the spurting faded and my balls were mercifully empty. With my cock twitching inside her with aftershocks, I ran my hands up Lillie’s back and lifted my head high enough off the pillow to pull her into a kiss.

Our lips locked, and the tips of our tongues swirled together. The kiss was soft and tender, the urgency gone. Basking in the afterglow of our mutual orgasms, our kiss lingered. I ran my hands up and down her naked body, exploring her supple curves as my cock slowly deflated inside her.

Love swam behind her big blue eyes and the way she looked at me removed any doubt that I was just some fly-by-night boyfriend she would toss aside when she got bored. We were in it for the long haul, and that was more than fine by me.

She backed off our kiss and smiled at me warmly as she ran her fingers through my hair and kissed the tip of my nose. “It gets better ever time,” she said, whispering as she studied my face.

“I love you,” I said as I gazed into her eyes.

Her smile touched her eyes, and she leaned in, kissing me again, deeper this time. A few seconds later, she backed off and searched my face as if something was on her mind. “Are you sure?”

I frowned and wrapped my arms around her waist. “Am I sure? What? Where is this coming from?”

She gave me a little shrug and averted her gaze as if she was sorry she had broached the subject.

“Lill, talk to me,” I said. “What’s bothering you?”

She propped herself up on her elbows and met my gaze. “I’m worried you’ll get sick of me.”

I resisted the urge to laugh. It seemed Lillie and I were more on the same page than either of us knew. “That’s impossible,” I said. “I’m afraid, you’re stuck with me.”

She held my gaze for a long time without responding before she broke the silence. “Danny, I know I can be a lot to handle. But, please… I need you to be straight up with me. Really think about us before you answer. If we won’t last for whatever reason, I need to know now before I fall any deeper in love with you.”

Now I was worried. “Baby, where in the hell is this coming from?” I grabbed her ass, and sat upright, shifting her weight so she settled onto my lap, facing me.

“There is nobody in the world I love more than you.” I propped up her chin with my finger, making sure she held my gaze. “Nobody.”

Her eyes watered, and her chin quivered with emotion. It wasn’t an expression I was used to seeing on her normally confident face. “Not even Brinn or Stacey?”

Suddenly, everything clicked into place. I sighed and drew her closer, holding her tight while I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. I rested my forehead against hers and held her gaze. “Not Brinn or Stacy. Not Brooke or Elle. You are my shining light. You make every day I’m with you one better than the day before.”

A smile curled her lips, and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “Now you’re just being cheesy.”

I chuckled softly and embraced her in a hug. “Baby, if you aren’t comfortable with Brinn and Stacey, then —”

She pulled out of our hug and pressed her finger to my lip, cutting me off. “I love them like my sisters. It’s just….” She shrugged and bit her lower lip.

“You’re worried I’ll love them more than I love you?”

She nodded as her eyes filled with shame.

I frowned and considered the problem. Words alone wouldn’t cut it. “What can I do to prove it to you?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I mean, I know you love me. That’s not it. Maybe there’s nothing you can say or do. It’s just me getting over it.”

I cradled her ass in my hands and shifted her weight in my lap, pulling her even closer. “Would it help if I told you that one day, when the time is right, I will propose to you?”

Lillie’s head snapped up, and she gazed at me wide-eyed. “Seriously?”

“I don’t joke about such matters,” I said. “And I would never mess with your emotions like that.” I kissed her forehead and met her gaze. “Grab my phone off the table. I want to show you something.”

Lillie frowned at me but did as I asked. She leaned over, retrieved my phone from the table, and handed it to me.

I pushed my phone back to her. “I want you to look for yourself. Enter my code.”

“I don’t know your code,” she said.

“It’s 8734,” I said.

She frowned and entered my code, and my screen appeared before her. “Okay. Now what?”

“Open my text messages.”

Lillie clicked on the text icon and my message history filled the screen.

“Read me the recent names on that list,” I said.

“Me, Brooke, Elle….” She frowned. “And somebody named Larry Stevens?”

I grinned. “Larry is smoking hot… especially his bald head and beer belly.”

Lillie giggled. “Are you saying that your messages are an open book? Baby, I know you aren’t cheating on me.”

I shook my head. “That’s not it. Open the conversation with Larry and read the last two messages.”

She gazed at me quizzically. “Are you having a secret affair with Larry Stevens?”

“Big time.” I grinned and swatted her ass. “Just read it.”

Lillie opened the message and read. “Hi Larry. It’s Dan Pierce. I’d like to change my will and name Lillie, Eloise, and Brooke as my primary beneficiaries. When can you have that ready for me to sign?” Her chin quivered and her voice broke with emotion. “Hi Dan. Sounds great. I’ll have it to you by next week.”

“Honey… when I say that I love you, I really mean it. I would have to be out of my mind to trash what we have. And I’m in this thing with you until you bury me.”

She wiped her eyes and tossed my phone onto the bed. “I love you so much.” She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight. “Brinn and Stacey do too. I can tell.”

I kissed her temple and breathed in her intoxicating scent. “That will never change what we have.”

“I would love to have them in my actual family,” she said.

“That’s putting the cart ahead of the horse.”

“You can date them,” she said. “Without me I mean.” She pulled back and gazed into my eyes. “But if I catch you fooling around with anyone not on the approved list, your ass is grass.” She glared at me, wagging her finger.

I leaned in and kissed her. “Yes ma’am. But I think Elle’s out of the picture.”

Her expression softened. “Danny… you need to talk to her. And I mean really talk to her.”

“Lillie… please,” I said. “What am I walking into?”

Lillie shook her head. “There’s too much to unpack, and you need to hear it from Elle.” She hesitated, as if she wanted to say more before she spoke again. “Tomorrow is about more than a gown fitting. That’s all I’ll say.”

“Fine.” In one fluid motion, I flipped Lillie over onto her back, eliciting a bout of giggles from the bubbly blonde.

She wrapped her legs around my waist and raised an eyebrow as my cock stiffened and slithered up her wet slit. “You’re already hard?”

“Can you blame me?” I reach down, grabbed my cock, and slipped it inside her, drawing a soft moan of pleasure from my beautiful blonde angel.

Lillie curled her arms around my shoulders and locked her ankles behind my back. “Mmm… Maybe it’s a good thing for you to date Brinn and Stacey without me. I love having you all to myself.”

I slowly stroked my cock in and out of her tight little pussy while she moaned beneath me. “Then let’s make it a night to remember.”
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Despite our long night and marathon romp, I couldn’t sleep. While Lillie spooned me, easily snoozing, I lay wide awake in bed staring up at the ceiling, unable to get Elle out of my mind.

I never liked her fiancé, Dr. Mark, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that whatever was going on with Elle involved him. My first impression of the guy had been bad. He hadn’t come around the house since our confrontation by the pool and the guy was lit up with glaring red flags visible from space. Whether his absence was Elle’s doing or his own, I wasn’t sure, but he rubbed me the wrong way, and the way he ordered around Elle fueled a seething anger I couldn’t let go.

That Lillie and Brooke disliked him was only one of those giant red flags. That Elle’s sisters couldn’t talk her out of marrying the guy spoke volumes. When it came to manipulation and control, Dr. Mark Langford was a smooth operator. Guys like him preyed on kind-hearted, empathetic women like our Eloise.

But other than expressing their distaste for him, Brooke and Lillie remained tight-lipped around me. I assumed the two promised Elle a vow of silence, but their loyalty wasn’t doing her any favors.

I let out a heavy sigh, leaned over, and kissed Lillie on her forehead before prying myself out of her arms and pushing myself up to a sitting position.

Lillie rustled beside me and lifted her head off the pillow, squinting at me with sleepy eyes. “Baby, where are you going?” Her words came out groggy.

“I can’t sleep,” I said. “Maybe some late night tv will help. You can go back to sleep.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” Lillie asked, still half out of it.

“No, sweetheart.” I leaned back over and kissed her softly on the lips. “Go back to sleep. It’s fine.”

“Okay,” she said. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said, then stood and dressed, throwing on a loose t-shirt and a pair of baggy shorts.

The upstairs hallway was layered with muted shadows amid the lone table lamp illuminating the corridor. Brooke and Elle’s doors were shut, and no light appeared from the cracks under their doors. I quietly crept down the stairs and entered the cavernous family room, where I plopped down on the black leather couch and turned on the big flat screen TV. A few minutes later, I settled on a nature show about a parasite that eats away at a bird’s brain until it kills itself — a show that perfectly fit my mood.

A few minutes into the gruesome documentary, I turned down the sound and sighed. “Those parasites have nothing on Dr. Mark,” I said, mumbling to myself.

“You can say that again,” a familiar female voice said from behind me before her warm hands settled on my shoulders.

I glanced over my shoulder and smiled, reaching for Brooke’s hand. “I’m sorry, baby. Did I wake you?”

Brooke massaged my shoulders and worked her thumbs over the base of my neck, inducing a delicious relaxation that I felt all the way down to my toes. “You weren’t the only one who couldn’t sleep. Do you mind if I crash your up-all-night party?”

My head went slack as my body responded to her magic fingers, and I sighed comfortably. “I would mind if you didn’t.” I leaned back, sliding into her massage while I reached behind and caressed her forearms. “As much as I appreciate your massage technique, why don’t you come around the couch and keep me company?”

Brooke leaned forward, sliding her hands over my shoulders and down my chest. As her gaze landed on the bulge growing in my shorts, her soft breasts molded into the back of my head and neck. “I thought Lillie took all the fight out of you.” She kissed the crown of my head. “But I guess it’s the other way around.” She giggled and spread out her hands, rubbing my chest as her warm breath tickled the top of my head.

Her sweet, natural scent enveloped me. It was Brooke’s calming familiar scent that turned my stomach over with butterflies every time she came near me. My cock hardened, bulging in my shorts, rising by the second as it twitched with arousal. “Stop your nonsense and come around here so I can take a proper look at my girlfriend.”

Brooke reluctantly let go and sauntered around the couch, appearing before me. She wore a pair of crisp, white cotton panties cut high on the hip and a thin white cotton top, exposing equal amounts of tummy and cleavage. Thin spaghetti straps strained at the weight of her heavy breasts, and her hard nipples poked through the nearly sheer fabric.

Her emerald green eyes sparkled under the warm lamplight and wisps of her strawberry-blonde hair curled over her cheeks and neck where they escaped the confines of a hastily constructed pony tail. As she gazed at me, the thin smirk on her face seemed to show that she enjoyed the effect she was having on my body.

My jaw hung slack, and I had to stop myself from drooling. “Nobody ever made white cotton look so amazing.”

Brooke giggled and slipped onto my lap, straddling me as she placed her knees on either side of my hips. As she pushed an errant lock of my hair back into place, she searched my face for a few long seconds. “You’re still worried about Eloise?”

“Maybe I wouldn’t be if you or your sister would tell me what’s going on with her,” I said, shifting my weight and sliding her forward just enough to take the pressure off my expanding cock.

“Have you tried talking to her?” Brooke asked me as she leaned forward, giving me an unobstructed view down the front of her very loose top.

I ran my hands along her outer thighs and sighed. “The words won’t come. How do I ask Elle why she’s so dead set on my showing up for her gown fitting without coming off like a guy who doesn’t want to be there?”

“Why do you need to ask her about the gown?” She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips as she ran her hands along my shoulders. “You’re overthinking this. Just ask her how she’s doing and take it from there.”

“Between Lillie’s vacation, Elle’s work schedule, and planning for her bachelorette party, I haven’t had the chance.”

Brooke gazed at me appraisingly as she firmly squeezed my shoulders. “You aren’t the sort of man who makes excuses. Are you afraid to talk to her?”

“Ouch. Tell me like it is, why don’t you?”

Brooke’s eyes welled with sympathy. She slid her fingers through the shaggy hair on the nape of my neck and sighed. “Would you rather I sugar coat it? Baby, what are you afraid of?”

“I don’t want to ruin her wedding,” I said. “She’s been wanting to get married since forever. After what happened with you and Lill, I’m afraid to go anywhere near her.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow. “If she loves Mark that much, then there’s nothing for you to worry about.” She leaned in and kissed me again. “Stop walking on eggshells around Eloise. She won’t break, and she could really use a strong man in her life.”

I chuckled. “Dr. Mark isn’t a strong man?”

She rolled her eyes. “I don’t want to waste my breath on him.”

Maybe Brooke and Lillie’s reluctance to clue me in on what was happening in Elle’s head was their way of spurring me into action. Brooke was right. I needed to talk with Elle. Tomorrow, nothing would stop that from happening. “Here I am going on about your sister, and I didn’t even ask why you couldn’t sleep. Anything you want to talk about?”

She held my gaze for at least a dozen seconds, as if she were considering what to say. “Maybe it’s best that we save that conversation for another day.”

I laughed. “Oh, no. I’m not letting you off that easy. You just accused me of being afraid to talk to your sister. That means you’ve lost the right to button up.”

She grinned, flashing me a nervous smile. “We should focus on Eloise.”

“Lillie just asked me to date her best friends. I think you’re allowed to bring up whatever subject you want.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow. “Good. So, she took my advice?”

“I should have known.” I chuckled and shook my head. “It doesn’t bother you?”

“Not this again,” Brooke said. “If I wanted a conventional love life, I would have married Peter. Believe it or not, our sisterhood is just as important to me as the relationship you and I have. I love Brinn and Stacey.”

“Are there any other friends you want me to date? Or are we good?”

Brooke shrugged. “That depends on Eloise. I’m fine with the harem you’ve built.”

I groaned. “You’ve been talking with Lillie. It’s not a harem.”

She giggled. “Whatever.”

“And that’s exactly what I’m afraid of if I get close to Elle. What happens if I suck her into this orbit? I feel like it’s inevitable.” Brooke started to speak, and I held up my hand. “Never mind responding to that. Stop distracting me and tell me why you can’t sleep. We aren’t leaving here until you do.”

“It’s a pretty heavy topic to discuss in the middle of the night,” Brooke said.

“Now I’m worried. Spit it out before I have to get physical.”

She smiled at me and let out a long sigh. “Okay. I’ll just cut to the chase. I want to have a baby.”

The news didn’t surprise me. She had hinted for a while about her desire to start a family, and I had zero problems with it. In fact, I wanted to have kids before I got too old to enjoy them. I raised an eyebrow. “Okay? That’s a good thing, right?”

“It’s a great thing, but it’s also a massive thing,” she said, looking at me worriedly.

I leaned forward and kissed her full on the lips. “Nothing would bring me more joy than to raise a family with you. But don’t you want to wait until we get married?”

Brooke laughed, her eyes twinkling. “Married? Baby, we are married. You’ve got two wives and counting. Like I said, there’s nothing conventional about our life. Right now, it’s a perfect time for me to get pregnant.”

“What about work?”

She glared at me. “Are you saying I can’t run a company and be a mom?”

“No,” I said, quickly backtracking. “I officially rescind that comment.”

Her glared turned into a giggle. “That’s better.”

“Okay….” I rubbed my chin and frowned. “In that case, ditch your birth control and let’s knock you up.”

Her eyes lit up. “I already stopped. I took my last pill three days ago, before the last time we made love. According to my doctor, I’m officially fertile.”

“Wow.” I nodded. “I can see why you couldn’t sleep. You’re really serious about this.”

“Very serious,” she said. “And there’s more.”

“More? Do you want me to throw you down right here on the couch and put a baby in you?”

Brooke didn’t laugh. Instead, she held my gaze as she reached down and pulled my t-shirt up and over my head. “Something like that. I’m ovulating. Right now is the perfect time.”

My cock turned rigid, twitching rapidly in my shorts as it pressed into the tight crack of her panty-clad ass. The thought of impregnating Brooke left my head spinning with desire.

She tossed aside my t-shirt and a warm smile flickered across her face. “I take it that news excites you?” She reached behind her back and stroked the outline of my shaft, straining the front of my shorts. “You’re so hard.” She grinned mischievously.

An overpowering urge to slide my cock inside the nimble young redhead took over every other thought and worry swirling in my mind. In one quick motion, I picked Brooke up off my lap and rested her back flat on the couch. “I’ve never been this turned on,” I said, my voice growling with pleasure.

“Don’t let me stop you,” Brooke said, grinning up at me. She lifted her hips up off the couch and stretched her arms out over her head. “Ravage me, Mr. Pierce.”

My head flashed with waves of undulating desire. I hooked my thumbs inside the high waistband of her panties before sliding them down over her hips and pulling them off.

Brooke parted her legs, revealing the sweet pink of her glistening vagina. She pulled off her top and tossed it aside, freeing her big, beautiful tits. They wobbled atop her chest like twin bowls of warm jelly, barely moving, while her pink nipples visibly stiffened to sharp points. Her chest rose and fell in rapid succession, her excitement clearly visible.

I stripped off my shorts, freeing my rigid cock. Its appearance didn’t go unnoticed as Brooke’s lusty gaze settled on the swaying leviathan. A deep-seated primal urge to procreate trounced through my mind like a buzz saw, eviscerating every other stray thought or concern. I moved between her parted legs, shifting forward on my knees. My cock twitched repeatedly, jumping from side-to-side as Brooke’s eyes glazed over with lust.

She palmed the inside of her thighs, spreading her legs wide as her flower opened before me. Her breaths turned shallow and husky, and she licked her lips as she eyed my cock greedily. “Baby, fuck me.” Her words came out in an urgent whisper.

With my cock in hand, I leaned forward and nuzzled her soaking wet slit with my throbbing tip. Pleasure radiated from the point of contact, racing up my cock as a rush of arousal hit me like a wrecking ball. She was soaking wet and ready to take me. With a low moan, I slid deep inside her and gasped with a sharp shudder.

Her pussy quivered, flexing and squeezing my cock as her warm tightness gripped my shaft in a velvety embrace. as I peered into the depths of her emerald green eyes, I groaned with pleasure and leaned forward, pinning my arms on either side of her shoulders. “You’re sure? This is what you want?”

“Yes,” Brooke said as she released the hold on her thighs and looped her legs around my waist. As she gazed up at me, her eyes brimmed with tears before a stray drop rolled down her temple. “I love you so much.” Her chin quivered and heavy emotion rattled her voice.

With a gentle push, I edged forward, driving my cock deep inside her. Despite my earlier hookups with Lillie, I was so turned on by the prospect of impregnating Brooke, I was already on the verge of coming. Was it a previously unknown kink? Nothing had ever flipped my switch with such animal ferocity. But now wasn’t the time to stop and analyze.

Deep inside her, my cock throbbed, straining against her vaginal walls. Brooke’s sweet moans filled my ears, driving me crazy. As I gazed into her eyes, overwhelming love surged inside me. She was everything. Cock buried to the hilt, I remained motionless inside her and swept away a lock of red hair covering her eye. “You are my life,” I said in a whisper before I lowered my face to hers and our lips met.

Brooke twined her arms around my neck and drew me in tight, deepening the kiss. Our tongues swirled together, and she moved her hips in time with mine as we slowly fucked.

The stiff leather groaned beneath our bodies. The muted clap of flesh on flesh matched my slow, deep thrusts. Her tits mashed against my chest and her nipples stiffened, digging into my flesh as she moaned inside my mouth.

I moved my hips faster, increasing the tempo as my cock warmed from the friction of our fevered need. We broke the kiss and Brooke fell back, resting her head against a sofa pill. Her strawberry hair flowed over the couch’s arm like a red and gold waterfall, while her beautiful green eyes missed nothing. As she took me deeper with every thrust, her body rocked with the motion while her gaze never left my face.

Brooke’s eyes blazed with deep longing, and soft grunts broke her gentle moans. She locked her ankles behind my back and drew me in tight, taking me deep as our lovemaking intensified.

I struggled to hang on. My cock was on fire, throbbing and twitching inside her. She floated beneath me, her body jerking as my hammering thrusts set her flesh quivering. Her tits rolled atop her chests gently clapping together as her eyes glazed over and she bit her lower lip.

A seismic orgasm brewed in my depths, and my head flashed with an overwhelming urge to come. Despite the urgency, I didn’t let up, pounding her harder and faster as Brooke locked me down with her powerful legs and drew my cock deep inside her.

“Danny, I’m coming,” she said as she arched her back and moaned. Her lips parted and her brow furrowed as her expression warped with pleasure amid a sea of goosebumps rising across her chest.

I buried my cock to the hilt and grunted as my orgasm exploded. A jet of fiery cum raced from my balls and slammed into her cervix while I released a primal groan. Then the floodgates opened. One after another, I gushed ribbons of sticky jizz inside her as my head swam on the edge of consciousness. The orgasm was unlike anything I had ever experienced, with an onset so strong and swift I couldn’t think straight.

Brooke took in every drop, squeezing my cock, draining my potent seed into her ovulating womb. As her breaths came short and shallow, she buried her face in my shoulder and her tongue flickered over my ear. “It’s so warm inside me. It feels amazing.”

My cock twitched, still spurting what remained of the massive load. Completely spent, I relaxed atop her, dropping to my elbows so I wouldn’t crush her under my weight. I felt like I had just run a marathon, yet a sense of total satisfaction filled me. “That might do it,” I said, struggling to breathe as Brooke caressed my shoulders and back.

She kissed my neck and all the way up my chin, milking my cock. “We can have sex again after Elle’s fitting. I have a feeling you’ll be pretty amped up afterward.”

I pushed up just enough to meet her eyes and frowned. “Why would I be amped up?”

Her eyes widened as if she had said too much. She pursed her lips and averted her gaze. “I just mean….” She sighed. “Forget I said anything.”

It was the first hint I had of what was to come, and it surprised me. But now wasn’t the time to grill Brooke about Elle. I leaned in and kissed her softly. “Whatever you say… Mrs. Pierce. Now, let’s go to bed.”
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Despite being sandwiched between Lillie and Brooke in the bridal shop’s waiting room, Lillie was getting antsy, and Brooke wasn’t far behind her. There were only so many fashion magazines I could flip through before I started pacing the room.

We were surrounded by racks of wedding gowns, plush floral furniture, and hot pink carpet. Meanwhile, the complimentary champagne had long since run dry.

“What’s taking her so long?” Lillie asked, crossing one limber leg over the other as she impatiently folded her arms over her chest.

“Give her a break,” Brooke said. “She’s really nervous.”

Lillie rolled her eyes and sighed. “This whole thing is so aggravating.”

For the last forty-five minutes, we stared toward the hallway leading to the fitting room where Elle was in the back, changing into her fully tailored wedding gown.

“Did you talk to her?” Brooke asked me.

Lillie whipped her head around and stared at me, brow furrowed. “Please tell me you did. We can’t let this farce of a relationship go on much longer.”

I sighed. “She was already gone when we woke up.”

“Jesus, Danny,” Lillie said, glowering at me. “Do we have to hit you over the head with a two-by-four?”

Brooke gave Lillie a sheepish grin. “In Danny’s defense, I kept him up way past his bedtime.”

Lillie rolled his eyes. “Good. That means you can’t hog him during the bachelorette party this weekend.”

Brooked narrowed her eyes at her little sister and glared menacingly. “I missed the last trip to paradise. Don’t expect me to back off, little miss bossy.”

“Enough,” I said. “We can worry about the trip to the beach house after the fitting.” I gazed forlornly toward the empty hallway. “Do you think I should go talk to her?”

“Absolutely,” an unfamiliar voice said from behind us.

I twisted around to find a stunning young redhead in her mid-twenties standing behind the couch. She had vivid green eyes, plump red lips, and a toned body more fit than voluptuous. Her silky red hair hung to her shoulder blades, and her eyes twinkled as she soaked the three of us in.

My stomach flip-flopped with a rash of butterflies, and I froze, unsure of what to say. I wasn’t one to throw around the term love at first sight, but I felt an instant connection that left me reeling.

Lillie leaped up off the couch, squealing and bouncing toward the newcomer with her normal high energy exuberance. “Holly. You came.” She wrapped her arms around the beautiful young redhead and pulled her into a tight embrace. “Elle said you weren’t coming.”

“At the eleventh hour, I got my hospital shift covered,” Holly said. “It must be all the good karma I’ve racked up counseling your sister about her love life.”

As I got up and came around the couch, Brooke embraced Holly and squeezed her tight. “I haven’t seen you in forever.”

“Between the job and the divorce, it’s been a challenging year,” Holly said as she hugged Brooke. Her gaze drifted over Brooke’s shoulder and settled on me, her expression inquisitive.

Holly flattened me with her bright blue eyes, reducing me to smoldering ash. A slight smile curled her cherry red lips and touched her eyes. “You must be Danny.”

Brooke pulled away, and I stepped forward, extending my hand. “That’s me,” I said. “It’s nice to meet you… Holly?”

Holly took my hand and held it, searching my face as she cocked her head and seemed to measure me with her gaze. “Holly Chase at your service. I’ve heard all about you.”

Lillie giggled. “Oh, I bet.”

Brooke flashed Lillie a warning glare.

I wasn’t sure exactly what to say or do. I stood there awkwardly, holding her gaze, feeling as nervous as a teenager talking to his high school crush. Holly’s touch was soft and skin warm. The way her thumb casually brushed the back of my hand sent a jolt of electric desire racing up my arm. Despite the stiff moment, something about her put me at ease, and I felt comfortable holding her gaze while she explored my face with her intoxicating blue eyes.

“Sorry,” she said. “I read people. It’s kind of my jam. We only ever get one first time meeting. I’m making the most of this one.”

I grinned sheepishly. “How am I doing so far?”

Holly frowned at me, as if considering. “I see a man willing to do anything to protect the women he loves. You move mountains for these ladies. Don’t you, Danny?”

Her brash words caught me off guard. I laughed awkwardly. “That’s true, but they return it tenfold.”

“I also see a man holding a big something back,” Holly said. “Have you told Elle how you feel about her?”

My jaw dropped and Lillie giggled behind Holly. “No. He hasn’t,” Lillie said. “He’s stubborn as hell.”

Brooke folded her arms over her chest and gazed at me, giving me an I-told-you-so look.

“Elle is very much engaged,” I said. “And she’s getting married in a few short weeks.”

“Yeah. To a royal prick,” Holly said, eliciting a fresh round of giggles from Brooke and Lillie.

“You can tell all that just from looking at me?” I asked. “Or maybe Elle and her sisters told you a little about me?”

“That’s all true, but I stand by my readings,” Holly said. “Besides, I can tell a lot more about you than that. Can I see your hand?”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re a palm reader?”

She shrugged. “I don’t label it.”

“Holly read my hand,” Lillie said. “And that led me to you.”

“Same,” Brooke said. “She even predicted….”

“What?” Lillie asked her, turning to face Brooke.

“I don’t want to jinx it,” Brooke said, turning her gaze on me. “In case it doesn’t happen.”

I released the light grip I still had on Holly’s hand and held my palm out flat for her inspection. “Now I’m intrigued.”

Holly took my hand in hers and traced a long line crisscrossing my palm. She furrowed her brow and pursed her lips. “That’s unusual… very unusual.”

“What?” I gazed down at my palm. “Please don’t tell me I only have a month to live.”

Holly chuckled and shook her head. “No, sweetie. It’s nothing like that.”

Brooke and Lillie hovered around my hand, each scrutinizing it as if they were reading tea leaves.

“See this line?” She pointed to a spot on the far left of my palm. “This is where your love line starts.”

“The one that crosses his entire hand?” Lillie asked, frowning.

“That’s the one,” Holly said. “See how it’s a solid line until it reaches halfway across your palm, then splits?”

I nodded. “A broken love line?” I sighed. “That can’t be good.”

Holly chuckled. “It’s not broken, love. See this?” She caressed my palm with her fingertips, tracing lines as they fanned out in every direction. “It’s like your love line goes crazy.”

Her touch sent a pulse of pleasure zipping up my spine, and my stomach fluttered with nervous energy. A subtle hint of her cherry vanilla fragrance wafted over me, and my cock twitched, expanding in my briefs. “Six distinct lines?” I asked.

“Each line represents a great love,” Holly said, as her smoldering eyes met mine. “You’re about to become a very busy man.”

“Six great loves?” I laughed and shook my head. “I’m happy with the two I already have.”

“Good answer,” Lillie said, eliciting a high-five from Brooke.

Holly shrugged, released my hand, and sighed. “I’m rarely wrong.”

Her blue eyes held mine, and a pang of longing flashed through my head. Once again, the connection I felt to this woman was unlike anything I had ever experienced. It was palpable. The thought of her walking out of this shop later today without my ever seeing her again made me physically ill. By any objective measure, she was a stunning beauty with creamy-smooth skin the color of warm ivory who also had the voice of an angel. My pulse sped up, and I licked the cotton from my lips, never taking my eyes off her. “I’m going to need a bigger house.”

Holly’s warm smile broadened as Lillie and Brooke chuckled.

“Brooke and I account for two of those lines,” Lillie said. “And we can throw in Elle for good measure. Let’s be honest, does anyone see Elle actually marrying Dr. Mark? We all know the man who she’s dreamed of taking her virginity.”

All eyes settled on me.

My cheeks turned warm, and the weight of Holly’s gaze settled on me. “You must think I’m….” I shook my head.

“A deviant who preys on young women?” Holly asked me, raising an eyebrow. “Or a man who loves smart, kind, and extraordinarily beautiful women?” She grinned. “Don’t worry, hon. I know all about your budding harem, and I think it’s hot, hot, hot.”

“I know, right?” Lillie giggled. “You should see my friend’s Brinn and Stacey. They almost got into a fistfight over Danny during our trip to our beach house. They’re fighting each other for a spot in Danny’s harem.”

My jaw dropped, and I glared at Lillie. “It’s not a harem.”

Lillie laughed, stepped forward, and kissed me square on the lips. “Let’s stop dancing around the maypole and face facts. We are a harem, and I, for one, love every second.”

I turned to Brooke, and she raised her hands. “For once, I agree with my brash little sister.”

Holly grinned. “The lines never break or fade,” she said. “Which means they are six great loves to last you a lifetime rather than five divorces. You are a lucky man, Mr. Pierce.”

If I included Elle, Brinn, and Stacey, the number was five. Before I could stop myself, I blurted out, “Am I looking at number six?” As soon as the words left my mouth, I regretted them. Heat flashed across my cheeks and down the nape of my neck.

Holly didn’t bat an eye. Her eyes twinkled, and she gave me an appraising look. “That’s awfully bold of you, Mr. Pierce.”

“I’m sorry…I… just forget I said anything,” I said, stammering as Brooke and Lillie looked on with amusement.

“Excuse me,” a female voice said from behind me, and I turned, thankful for the interruption.

A frazzled-looking, middle-aged saleswoman appeared before us, her face etched with worry. “Mr. Pierce?”

“That’s me,” I said, stepping forward.

“Eloise won’t come out. She says she needs you.”
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“She’s in here,” the saleswoman said, stopping before a closed door halfway down the narrow hallway. She wrung her hands and furrowed her brow with worry. “I think she’s upset. If it’s the gown….” She pursed her lips, her frown deepening.

“I’ll find out what’s going on,” I said, before turning to the door and knocking softly. “Eloise? It’s Danny, can I come in?”

“Yes, please,” she said, her voice muffled but clearly distraught.

I shot the worried sales woman a last glance before I opened the door and stepped inside, shutting it firmly behind me. When I turned around, a feeling of total shock left me too stunned to speak.

Eloise stood before a full-length mirror wearing her tailored wedding gown. The gown fit her statuesque, hour-glass figure perfectly, conforming to every diving curve. Her golden hair hung in shiny, looping curls ending halfway down her back, and worry lines marred her exquisite face.

My shock came from the gown itself. On either side of the ankle-length gown, twin slits ended at her curvy hips, revealing the white lacy tops of sheer stockings and her smooth flesh beyond. The gown’s twin sequined cups barely constrained Elle’s massive breasts. The neckline plunged between her breasts, stretching down to her stomach, showcasing the racy contours of her inner breasts, including most of her under-boob.

The gown looked like it belonged on a stripper at a bachelor party rather than the sweet and strait-laced Eloise I knew and loved. There was no way the gown was her idea, and her red-rimmed, puffy eyes practically guaranteed my assumption.

Elle gazed at me in the mirror, her chin quivering as a fresh tears welled in her eyes. “I look like a whore.”

There was no arguing that fact, no matter how much she turned me on. I stepped up behind her and sighed, gazing over her shoulder as we looked at each other in the full-length mirror. Luckily, I came prepared, knowing that tears were likely and produced a white handkerchief from my pocket. “Sweetheart, there aren’t many women who could pull off this gown, and even fewer who would want to. You fit in both categories.” I handed her the handkerchief and Elle took it. “Is this why you wanted me to come so badly?”

Elle dabbed at her eyes with the handkerchief and nodded. “I’m so ashamed.”

I rested my hands on Elle’s shoulders and gently squeezed as she leaned back against my chest. “This isn’t the gown I wanted,” she said.

“Why would you —?” But as soon as the words came out of my mouth, I knew. “Mark.” The seed of anger that had been simmering in the back of my brain smoldered under a fresh influx of rage. “Was he here when you picked it out?”

Elle shook her head. “He sent me a link to this gown and said he wanted to see me wearing it when I came down the aisle.”

His complete lack of respect galled me. Eloise wasn’t a piece of meat. My temper skyrocketed. “That’s not his call to make,” I said, doing my best to keep my cool. “You shouldn’t wear any gown that you’re not completely happy and comfortable wearing.”

“But, Mark —”

“Has zero say in it,” I said, cutting her off. “And if he’s demanding that you wear a gown that makes you uncomfortable, then maybe he’s not the right man for you to marry.”

Elle reached up and grabbed my hands, pulling my arms around her chest as she sank deeper against me. “He didn’t exactly demand that I wear it,” she said. “He just told me he thought I would look beautiful wearing the dress and that it would make him happy to see me in it.”

It was exactly the phrasing a controlling prick would use to manipulate his sweet, kind-hearted girlfriend. I ground my teeth as I held her tight. It took every ounce of self-control I had not to go completely off on the arrogant bastard. “Did you pick out a gown that you liked? Maybe we should look at getting you that one instead?”

“Yes, but this one is already paid for and besides, it’s too late. They’ll never get the alterations done in time.”

I kissed the crown of her head and breathed in her sweet strawberry scent. “Don’t you worry about any of that,” I said. “Let’s get you into a dress that makes you happy. If Mark has a problem with it, he can take it up with me.”

Her lips curled up in a warm smile, and she nodded sweetly. “If you say so.” Her body relaxed against mine, and she let out a sigh of relief.

“As acting father of the bride, I insist,” I said. “Does the nice sales lady outside know which dress you really want?”

Her smile widened into a grin. “Yes. Her name is Margaret.”

“Okay. I’ll go talk to Margaret and you can try on the gown that you really want.” I started to unwrap my arms from around Elle, but she held me tight, locking me in place. “Can you stay in here while I try it on?”

I frowned in confusion. “Stay in here?”

Elle turned around and faced me, careful to keep my arms wrapped tightly around her. She gazed up at me, laying waste to me with her baby blue eyes. “Yes. I enjoy having you with me. It makes me feel safe and happy.”

My stomach dipped, swooned, and soared, all in five seconds. Meanwhile, my insides melted like hot candle wax while my pulse shot into the stratosphere. “Baby, I don’t know —”

Elle perched on her toes and kissed me lightly on the lips, cutting me off. She backed off nearly as fast, a wide smile blossoming on her face.

The move was so sudden and out of character that my face turned numb with shock. “What was that for?”

“Because I love you,” she said.

The kiss was innocent enough and love came in all shapes and sizes. I squeezed her tight. “I love you too, pumpkin. Now, let’s see about that dress.”

I stepped outside and consulted with Margaret, who seemed relieved when I recapped the short version of the story and asked her to bring me Elle’s backup dress. As if already prepared for such a scenario, Margaret returned moments later with the gown in hand.

“I thought she might want to try this on again,” Margaret said with a smile. “That other dress is so….” Her expression soured, and she shook her head.

I chuckled and took the gown from her. “Eloise will try this one on again. If she’s happy, we’ll take it.”

Margaret’s smile faded. “I’m afraid we don’t do exchanges.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said. “We’ll take the gown she’s wearing and the new one. Just make sure you give me the bill. And if there’s a fee for speeding up the alterations, I’ll pay it.”

Margaret’s smile brightened. “She’s lucky to have you in her corner. Should I help her with the gown?”

“She wants me to help her.” I winced inwardly, imagining how that must sound, but Margaret didn’t bat an eye.

“Take as much time as you need,” Margaret said with a smile.

“Can you let Elle’s sisters know we’ll be out in a few minutes?” I asked, breathing a sigh of relief.

“I’ll tell them,” she said. “And I’ll even open another bottle of champagne.”

I took the gown from Margaret, which looked more in line with what I imagined Elle might wear when she walked down the aisle.

As I stepped into the room, Elle’s face brightened. “That was fast.”

“I think Margaret knew this might happen,” I said, holding up the gown. “This one looks more like you.”

“I think so too,” Elle said. “Wait until you see me in it.”

“I’ll step out so you can get changed,” I said.

Elle frowned. “What? No.” She vehemently shook her head. “Danny, I need your help.”

“But… aren’t you….” I gestured around my chest, drawing a circle with my fingers.

Elle giggled. “Danny, you’ve seen breasts before. And mine aren’t that different from Lillie’s. Now, can you help me with the zipper?”

My already racing heart, pounded with a ferocity that nearly brought me to my knees. It beat so hard and fast the sound drummed in my ears. “Are you sure?”

Elle rolled her eyes. “Don’t make it awkward.”

I smiled weakly and hung the new gown on a nearby hook. “Fine. You need help with the zipper?”

“Yes, please,” she said as she turned her back to me and pointed to the zipper.

Hands trembling, I stepped up behind Elle and grabbed hold of her zipper, trying to focus entirely on the task at hand. Meanwhile, my cock turned sledgehammer hard and visibly bulged in my jeans. Carefully, I lowered Elle’s zipper, exposing her bare back until it ended near her waist where the edge of her white lace panties appeared above the steep curve of her hips.

“Thanks,” she said as she turned around to face me. Elle worked the gown over her shoulders and pulled it lower, exposing her big, firm breasts without fanfare. If she knew the effect she had on me, she hid it well.

Like a turbo-charged space heater, warmth radiated from my cheeks. Nothing could prepare me for the utter perfection of her round, up-turned tits. They were big, soft and completely natural, jiggling before my eyes without a hint of sag. She was easily a D-cup, if not bigger, and her puffy pink areolas turned up slightly, each capped with thick, suckable nipples. Even Lillie’s chest couldn’t compete with Elle’s spectacular rack, and I openly gawked despite knowing that Elle was looking directly at me.

Slack-jawed, I ogled the golden-haired beauty like the proverbial creepy uncle, but Elle just giggled as she seemed amused by my expression.

“They’re just breasts,” she said. “Every other person on the planet has a pair.” She steadied herself, reaching for my shoulders as she wriggled her hips, working the dress down her legs.

The action caused her tits to wobble and sway back and forth. I resisted the urge to reach out and fondle them, even though I didn’t think Elle would mind. “Sorry… you’re just so beautiful.”

“It’s okay,” Elle said as she leaned forward, raking her nipples against my chest as she stepped out of the dress, where it dropped into a heap around her ankles. “If I’m honest, the way you’re looking at me… well, it really excites me.” Her cheeks turned pink as she met my eyes. “I think you’re beautiful, too.”

I licked the dryness from my lips and reached out, placing my hands on her hips to steady her. “Dr. Mark is a lucky man.”

“You’ve seen more of me than him,” she said, which surprised me. “Do you want to feel them?”

My head flashed with waves of dizzy lust, and my cock throbbed, straining inside my cramped jeans. “I shouldn’t feel them, Elle. That’s not right.”

She stood before me and cradled her heavy breasts in her hands, molding them in her palms as she squeezed them together. “Maybe I need to see what all the fuss is about?”

“What fuss?” I asked, with my hands still placed around the lacy waistband of her high-cut panties. Her panties weren’t sheer, but the tight V-shape between her thick thighs nearly gave me a heart attack.

Instead of answering, Elle stepped out of her dress, closing the gap between us. Her sweet, strawberry scent enveloped me, leaving me reeling.

“I can’t get married without knowing what it’s like to kiss you,” Elle said. “Do you know how hard it is to hear Brooke and Lillie go on and on while I’m still a virgin?”

Her tits mashed against my chest and my breaths came in short, ragged pulls. “Elle, we shouldn’t —”

Before I could finish, she curled her arms around my neck, perched on her tiptoes, and drew me into a kiss. Her soft, glossy-pink lips met mine and a hint of her cherry lip gloss met the tip of my tongue.

Elle curled her hands around the base of my neck, gliding her fingers through my hair. With the whisper of a moan, she parted her soft lips and our tongues flickered together. Her body heat radiated over my chest, and my legs nearly buckled from the adrenaline pumping through my veins. As she gently swirled her tongue around mine, Elle’s soft moans turned louder and my need for her grew exponentially.

No longer able to resist temptation, I ran my hand up her side and over her flat tummy before nestling one of her firm breasts in my hand. As I cupped her flesh and gave it a gentle squeeze, her nipple swelled under my palm, turning rigid and digging into my palm.

Elle ran her hands down my back and lower, cupping my ass in her hands as she leaned into the kiss. She opened her mouth wide, deepening our lip lock while she probed with her tongue as if she couldn’t get enough.

I had never been so turned on. My cock twitched wildly against her tummy while I kneaded her breast, losing myself in her scent and touch. I let my free hand drift around her waist and lower, cupping her heart-shaped ass in my hand, giving it a firm squeeze.

Elle’s moans filled my mouth, and she gyrated her hips, grinding against me. Her nostrils flared, and her rapid breaths curled over my upper lip. Her lips and tongue flooded my mouth with the taste of cherries and bubble gum. Every inch of her body was a highly addictive drug, and I was hooked.

A sharp knock came on the dressing room door and Elle jumped as if snake-bitten. Her eyes widened with shock, and she ducked behind me as if to cover herself from prying eyes.

“Is everything okay in there?” Margaret’s muffled voice came through the door. “I don’t think I can hold off your sisters much longer.”

I inhaled a deep breath as Elle wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her body tightly against mine. “Yes,” I said, my voice cracking like a love-struck teenager. “We’re almost ready.”

“Excellent,” Margaret said. “You two have fun.”

Elle snorted with laughter, and I shot her a withering gaze over my shoulder. “And here I thought you were the sweet one.”

Elle’s blue eyes twinkled with mischief. “What? I’m not allowed to think you’re super hot?”

I turned around to face her. “Let’s get your new dress on.”

She didn’t hide her body from me. Now that we had broken the seal, she seemed at ease with me as she stepped forward and kissed me again. “No.”

I frowned. “What do you mean, no?”

“Danny, when I picked out this dress, I thought about you the whole time. I don’t want you to see me wearing it until my wedding day.”

I wrapped my arms around Elle, pulling her into me. She didn’t sound like a woman ready to walk down the aisle with another man. “After what happened between us, are you sure you want to go through with the wedding?”

“I want to be married,” she said.

That wasn’t an answer. “Don’t get married just to get married,” I said. “Do you love him?”

“Mark has good qualities,” she said. “Holly tells me he’s too controlling, but she only says that because she just got out of a shitty marriage with a jealous, controlling husband.”

Once again, she dodged the question, but there was still time to talk to her out of it. Right now, the clock was ticking on our changing room alone time. “Are you excited about the trip to the beach house? By the way, I met Holly. She’s coming with you, right?”

Elle’s face lit up. “I can’t wait to leave. Just think, two days from now we’ll be on the beach, sipping margaritas and soaking up the sun. And yes, Holly’s coming too, if you don’t mind.”

The thought of seeing Holly in a bikini left my stomach fluttering with nervous energy. Then there was Brinn and Stacey, who were also making the trip. Six women and little old me. It was Holly’s prophecy manifested. “Of course, I don’t mind. It’s your bachelorette party.”

“I think the number one rule of my bachelorette party is that I can kiss you as much as I want,” she said, perching on her toes and kissing me again. “After all, I’m still a single gal.”

“I’m sure Dr. Mark would be thrilled,” I said.

She shrugged. “You’re my hall pass,” she said. “Besides, it’s only kissing.”

Those were famous last words. It turned out, my innocent Eloise wasn’t so innocent after all. “You have a lot more in common with your sisters than I ever imagined.”

She kissed me again and slapped my ass. “Duh. Just because I come off innocent doesn’t mean I don’t have desires.” She kissed me again and then one more time, before backing off and gazing into my eyes. “When you go out, can you send in the ladies? I need them to help me get dressed.”

I raised an eyebrow. “This was your plan all along, wasn’t it?”

Her cheeks turned pink, and she shrugged, her expression guilty. “Maybe a little. Are you mad?”

I cupped her ass in both hands and give it a firm squeeze. “How can I possibly be upset with you? You have a terrible poker face, but you are adorable.”

Elle smiled at me sweetly. “Good. Because you aren’t allowed to be upset with me. Besides, with that horrible gown gone, I feel like a massive weight has been lifted off my shoulders. We can go to the beach house and just have fun.” She perched on her toes again and gave me one last kiss that lingered as she swirled the tip of her tongue with mine. “Now go send in the ladies before Margaret yells at me.”
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The next night, the ladies planned a slumber party in anticipation of our early morning flight out of Atlanta to Nassau. Rather than cook, we opted to go out, picking up Brinn, Stacey, and their luggage on the way. Afterward, I took the ladies shopping, where they stocked up on new bikinis, sunscreen, and beachwear. Unfortunately, Elle couldn’t join us. Her hospital shift ended while we were on our way home from shopping. The ladies took it on themselves to surprise her and bought Elle two new bikinis and a slinky dress for our planned night out on the town.

Back at home, I pulled the SUV into the garage, noting Elle’s car parked in the bay beside mine. Chatting happily, the girls piled into the house ahead of me, armed with shopping bags.

I barely shut the garage door behind me when Lillie rushed back down the hall toward me, shushing me even though I hadn’t said a word.

“Elle’s home and Mark’s here too,” Lillie said in a whisper. “I think they’re fighting.” Her eyes lit up excitedly as if this might spell the end of Elle’s engagement.

Brinn, Stacey, and Brooke were already halfway down the hall, tiptoeing across the white marble tile while angry voices carried in from the kitchen.

Lillie and I followed close behind and the five of us hovered around the broad entryway, eavesdropping on Elle’s heated conversation with Dr. Mark.

“Then I’ll tell him,” Dr. Mark said.

“This is silly,” Elle said. “Why do you want to go to a bachelorette party with a bunch of women?”

Lillie glared at me, balling her hands into fists, looking like an invader ready to storm the castle walls.

I grabbed her wrist and shook my head. “Let Eloise handle it,” I said, keeping my voice low.

Brinn huddled on my other side, pressing in so close at my side that her sweet lavender scent enveloped me. She took my hand in hers, lacing her fingers in mine, and gazed toward the kitchen, her expression worried. Meanwhile, Stacey and Brooke lurked in the shadows on the opposite side of the entryway, holding each other’s hands while they gazed toward the kitchen, their attention focused.

“I don’t trust him,” Mark said. “Look what he did to Brooke and Lillie. Who’s to say he won’t try to take advantage of you too?”

Lillie clenched her jaw tight as her eyes simmered with anger.

I wouldn’t be able to hold her off much longer. “Take it easy, Lill. Don’t let him get in your head.” I released her wrist and picked up her hand, drawing her backward until I her hip planted firmly against mine.

Brinn seemed content to let me take the lead. She pushed even tighter against me, her body heat warming my side. She curled her free hand around the inside of my arm, gently caressing my biceps as if in reassurance.

“I don’t need you to hold my hand. It’s my bachelorette party where I’ll be with the people I love and trust most in the world,” Elle said. “You don’t see me harassing you about your bachelor party. Go wild. Live it up at a strip club, dance the night away, and get piss drunk if that makes you happy.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Mark asked her as the anger rose in his voice.

Elle sighed. “I don’t even know what that’s supposed to mean.”

“The bottom line is that either I go with you, or you’re not going at all,” Mark said, his voice trembling with rage.

Lillie yanked against my hand and started toward the kitchen before I pulled her back and glared at her. “Let Eloise fight her own fight,” I said. At least for a little longer, I thought to myself.

Lillie’s eyes smoldered, and her nostrils flared with barely restrained rage. Meanwhile, on the other side of the entryway, Brooke’s angry expression told me she wouldn’t take much more before she intervened.

“You can’t tell me what to do,” Elle said. Her voice carried more vitriol than I had ever heard from her. “Is this how our marriage will go? You telling me who I can see and what I can do?”

“Or what she can wear,” Lillie mumbled, squeezing my hand so hard I thought my bones might break.

“The ball is in your court, Eloise,” Mark said. “But either way, I’ll make sure you’re safe.”

Eloise let out muffled sobs, and I was about to step in when her next emotionally charged words stopped me short.

“There’s a third option,” Elle said. “You can fuck off. I’m going and you are not invited. End of story.”

Lillie fist pumped and Brinn let go of my hand long enough to jump up and down, silently cheering. Across the way, Brooke and Stacey grinned, trading muted high fives. Back in the kitchen, silence stretched out before Mark answered.

“You want to think long and hard about that statement,” Mark said. “It’s not too late to call the whole thing off. Do you want to be a doctor’s wife or an underpaid nurse who works the graveyard shift?”

Fucking prick. Inwardly, I seethed. Guys like Mark Langford were a blight on men everywhere. Manipulation. Control. Deception. They used a woman’s capacity for kindness to bludgeon her emotionally, causing wounds that required years of therapy to heal.

Elle sobbed, and I’d had enough. I strode into the kitchen with all four ladies trailing me close behind.

Dr. Mark whirled around to face us, eyes wide and jaw open.

Brooke and Brinn gathered up Elle, pulling her into an embrace while she collapsed into their arms wracked with sobs.

With her fists clenched, Lillie lunged for Dr. Mark. “You don’t talk to my sister like that, you fucking piece of shit.”

Mark recoiled, and I grabbed Lillie around the waist, pulling her back as she released a roundhouse punch that found empty air.

“Easy does it,” I said, wrapping Lillie in my arms, mustering as much calm as I could.

With her barely restrained, I turned a hard glare on Dr. Mark. “Eloise has given you her answer. She’s going on the trip, and you are not invited. It’s time for you to shove off before I lose my temper.”

Dr. Mark’s face turned deathly white, and he stood frozen for a moment before he regained an inkling of composure. “It was a mistake coming here,” he said, mumbling under his breath. He turned to face a still sobbing Eloise. “Let’s go. We can talk about this at my place.”

Lillie let out a haughty laugh. “As if we would let her go anywhere with you.”

Elle turned her red-rimmed eyes to Mark long enough to glare in his direction. “Just leave,” she said before she turned away from him once again and buried her face in Brooke’s shoulder.

The five of us stared daggers at the beleaguered physician before he mustered enough courage to raise his chin high and saunter out of the room as if we were beneath him.

A few moments later, the front door slammed shut and Eloise jumped as if startled. Without a word, she turned in my direction, and raced across the kitchen toward me before throwing her arms around me and sobbing.

As I wrapped my arms around Elle, the ladies surrounded us, offering words of comfort while I stroked her long hair and she sniffled, resting her head against my chest.

“He can be so cruel,” Elle said, between heaving breaths and broken sobs.

“Dump his ass,” Lillie said. “You don’t need him.”

Elle didn’t respond. A phone on the kitchen island buzzed and Brooke picked it up. “It’s him,” Brooke said.

Two seconds later, the phone buzzed again with another incoming message.

“Give it to me,” Lillie said. “I’ll tell him what to do with his fucking messages.”

“No,” Elle said, pulling back slightly but leaving her arms wrapped around me. “That will just antagonize him. Ignore him.”

“Honey, you know that man needs you way more than you need him, don’t you?” Brinn asked, rubbing Elle’s back as she looked on, her expression concerned.

“I know,” Elle said, still sniffling but no longer sobbing. “He says stuff like that all the time just to hurt me.”

“Sweetie, maybe you should take a step back and rethink your engagement,” Stacey said, stepping forward and joining Brinn beside Elle. “But whatever you decide, we’re here to support you.”

“Thanks,” Elle said, turning around and finally letting go of me. “You ladies are so sweet.”

Brinn smiled at her warmly. “We’ll have fun this weekend. It’s time to let loose and relax.”

Elle backed into me and picked up my hands before wrapping my arms around her. She curled her fingers inside mine and squeezed me tight against her. “With Mark so angry, maybe I shouldn’t go. It will only make things worse.”

“And let him get away with this?” Lillie said, her voice rising with incredulity. “Elle, no. Trust me on this… guys like Mark are all talk. It’s just like B said, he needs you way more than you need him. He will never find a woman as sweet, kind, smart, and most of all as drop-dead gorgeous as you.”

Elle smiled at Lillie as her eyes watered. “Thanks Lillie Bug,” she said, before she and Lillie embraced.

“I love you,” Lillie said. “And I will never let anyone hurt you.”

Brooke’s eyes filled with tears, and she set Elle’s phone aside before stepping forward and embracing her sisters. “You two are the best sisters in the entire world.”

Lillie and Elle opened their arms and pulled Brooke into the mix. Stacey and Brinn joined the group hug from behind me, leaving me sandwiched among five insanely beautiful women. Not that I was complaining. I drew Eloise tight in my arms and kissed the crown of her head. “There will be no more talk about canceling the trip,” I said. “We have two days of fun in the sun ahead of us. With a few surprises thrown in.”

The group hug broke up and lively chatter chased away the gloomy silence.

Elle turned around to face me, smiling happily. “What surprises?”

“The kind that I don’t tell you about,” I said, laughing. “Is Holly coming over tonight?”

Elle shook her head. “She’ll meet us at the airport. Her shift doesn’t end until later.”

A feeling of disappointment swept through me, but almost as instantly, vanished. At least she was going on the trip. “I really enjoyed meeting her.”

Elle’s smile turned into a sheepish grin. “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”

My cheeks warmed. “Well… yes, but I meant I liked her personality.”

Lillie laughed. “Danny, we know what you like about her. Don’t worry. Own it. She’s smoking hot. I think I speak for all of us when I say that we would all like a taste of that strawberry smoothie.”

I rolled my eyes and Elle giggled at Lillie’s colorful choice of words.

“And she’s very divorced,” Brooke said. “Maybe she’s lucky number six?”

Elle turned around and gazed up at me, frowning. “Lucky number six? What does that mean?”

Stacey’s eyes glittered with wonder. “Can you imagine all six of us?”

“We can have a proper three-on-three pool volleyball match,” Brinn said.

“Winning team gets a foursome with Danny,” Lillie said, sending ripples of laughter through the group.

Heat blossomed in my cheeks, but Elle looked happy, so I ignored the comment.

Elle perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Thank you, Danny. I feel better already.”
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Later that night, the ladies retreated to their bedrooms while I made a final walkthrough of the house, making sure the alarm was armed and the doors were locked. The last thing we needed was another Chad situation on our hands.

Once satisfied, I made my way upstairs, only to find Lillie waiting for me on the landing.

She leaned against the wall with her arms folded over her chest. She wore one of my t-shirts as a nightshirt, and it practically swam on her, ending halfway down her thighs. It was clear she was waiting for me, and visions of another all-nighter with Lillie came to life in my head.

I frowned. “Everything alright?”

Lillie turned around to face me, smiling happily. “Everything is perfect.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips. “I just wanted to say goodnight and tell you I love you.”

I chuckled nervously. “Okay… I love you too. Why do I get the feeling you’re buttering me up for something?”

She shook her head, but her knowing smile betrayed her. “Don’t be so cynical, baby.” She smiled, then glanced back down the hall toward my bedroom door before leaning in close and whispering conspiratorially. “Do you remember what I told you that I’m more than fine with Brinn and Stacey joining your little flock?”

I frowned, letting her harem reference slide. “Yeah?”

Her face lit up. “Well… my sweet little Barbecue B may or may not be waiting in your room looking for her own little slumber party, Danny style. Or should I say doggy style?” She giggled at her own joke, and I rolled my eyes.

“I just wanted you to remind you it’s okay to bang B without me. In fact, I’ll love you even more if you do,” she said, kissing me once again. “She’s crazy about you.”

“That’s certainly a colorful way of putting it,” I said. “But I appreciate you telling me.”

“Have fun,” she said before turning on her heel and sauntering back down the hallway. Halfway down, she pulled up her nightshirt, flashing me a shot of her ass clad in tight, white cotton panties. She glanced back at me over her shoulder and blew me a kiss goodnight. “I told her to save some of your big dick energy for the rest of us. Night, baby. I’ll fuck you tomorrow.”

I gazed after her, chuckling before she disappeared around the corner, leaving me standing in front of my bedroom door. Was Brinn really waiting for me on the other side? There was only one way to find out.

As I closed the distance to my bedroom, butterflies raced across my stomach, and my pulse rate quickened. I paused for a moment with my hand on the doorknob, collecting myself. Letting out a deep breath, I pushed open my bedroom door and stepped inside.

Shadows blanketed the dim bedroom with only my bedside lamp staving off total darkness. Warm lamp light spilled across my king-sized bed where a nervous-looking Brinn sat upright, leaning against the headboard, with her knees tucked against her chest.

Brinn wore a black, silk negligee that beautifully offset her creamy porcelain complexion. She gave me a nervous smile, as if her presence might somehow anger me. “Hi, Danny,” she said awkwardly.

Her sweet, southern accent lit a fire in my loins and the plump white cleavage bursting from her low cut lingerie wasn’t hurting anything either. “Wow. You look stunning.” I stepped up to the side of the bed, leaned over, and kissed her glossy, pink lips, trying to put her at ease.

Brinn leaned into the kiss, parting her lips just enough for her tongue to sneak out and flutter against mine. Our tongues swirled together for only a moment before I stepped back and drank her in.

“I must be the luckiest guy in the world,” I said, smiling at her warmly.

Brinn’s shoulders eased, and an amiable smile melted away her mask of nervous energy. “I wasn’t sure if you’d mind.”

“Why would I mind having the world’s most beautiful woman waiting for me in my bedroom?” I sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled her legs onto my lap, caressing her calves. “That nightie is just… wow.”

Her cheeks turned a rosy hue of pink. “Now you’re just being silly.” But the radiant smile that lit her face told me I hit the mark.

I gently pulled on her legs, drawing her toward me and Brinn squealed, giggled as I guided her onto my lap.

“What are you doing?” She asked me as she curled her arm around my shoulder to support herself.

I ran my hand down her back and cupped her ass. “Making time with my girl,” I said. “Is that a problem?”

Her eyes twinkled, and she grinned, shaking her head.

I leaned in and kissed her neck, then licked my way higher, tasting her sweet flesh as she shifted her weight on my lap.

Brinn opened her neck to me and let out a delicate moan. “God, Danny, that feels so good.”

I worked my way higher, dotting her neck and jawline with kisses before I nuzzled in behind her ear and inhaled her incredible lavender scent. “You smell amazing.” I flickered my tongue over her earlobe and kissed the soft spot behind her ear.

Her fingers dug into my shoulder, and she gyrated her hips against my expanding cock. “Danny, as much as I don’t want you to stop, can we talk first?” The words came out in a breathy rush, and she seemed to struggle under the weight of the sexual energy buzzing around us.

I backed off, gazed into her bright blue eyes and frowned. “What’s wrong?”

She smiled up at me sweetly. “Nothing,” she said. “I just need to clear the air.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist, and my frown deepened. “Clear the air? I didn’t know there was any air to clear. Should I worry?”

Her eyes widened in shock. “What?” She shook her head. “God, Danny, no. It’s nothing bad… well… at least, I don’t think it’s bad.”

“Okay,” I said, exhaling with relief. “Can I get ready for bed and then we’ll talk?”

“You’re okay with me spending the night?” She shifted nervously in my lap. “I mean, in your bed… with you… and me… alone?”

I laughed and kissed her on the lips. “I hope you sleep with me all night. Just so there’s no doubt… Brinn, would you like to spend the night alone with me in our bed?” I emphasized the word our, trying to put her at ease.

Her smile touched her eyes, and she nodded. “I accept.” She giggled and leaned in, kissing me again before drinking me in with her big blue eyes. “I’ll wait for you under the covers.”

“Deal.” I slipped her off my lap, then disappeared into the bathroom where I took care of my nightly business. I stripped down to my briefs and tossed my dirty clothes into the hamper.

What was Brinn so eager to discuss? Her nervous energy was palpable, but I didn’t think the news was bad. In fact, I had a feeling this conversation would be about us. Ever since our trip to the beach house, Brinn and I had grown steadily closer and my feelings for her had deepened. Brinn wasn’t alone. Stacey and I had also forged a unique connection, and the thought of losing either woman after their college graduation, left me with a sinking feeling of loss.

But with their entire lives ahead of them, I didn’t feel comfortable pressuring them or even starting a conversation. If this was a fling, then I would enjoy the time I had with them, and let it be. However the conversation went with Brinn, I was prepared for a new beginning or a bittersweet farewell.

Standing before the bathroom mirror, I hesitated, deciding whether to leave my briefs on or go for broke. But the hesitation lasted only a moment. Brinn had shown up in my room wearing a silk nightie with her breasts practically spilling out the top. Her intentions were obvious. Besides, we had been intimate nearly a dozen times already, albeit in either a threesome or a foursome. I peeled off my briefs and tossed them into the laundry basket before heading into the bedroom.

In my absence, the room’s mood had shifted dramatically. Soft music lilted from the in-room speakers and warm candlelight flickered across the rumpled bedspread. A dozen lit candles dotted the room sitting on my bedside table, dresser, and decorative wall-mounted shelves.

Brinn smiled at me from under the covers she had draped loosely around her breasts. The nightie was gone. The soft swell of her cleavage and her pale shoulders appeared radiant under the flickering light.

“Miss Benjamin, are you trying to seduce me?” I grinned wickedly as I crossed the room toward her, my cock quickly rising in anticipation of her naked body awaiting me beneath the sheets.

Brinn’s gaze flickered from my swaying cock before settling on my face. “Sue me. I’m a romantic.”

I peeled back the sheets and climbed into the bed beside her. “You won’t hear a complaint from me.”

Brinn closed the gap between us, inching toward me. She slid her long, limber and very bare leg over my swollen cock. “Besides, with six ladies at the beach house, this is probably our only chance for some alone time.” She edged closer, sliding her hand across my bare chest while she mashed her soft breasts against my side.

My cock twitched, hardening beneath her outstretched thigh as she rubbed her leg up and down my swelling manhood. The warmth from her body heat fueled my desire, and her sweet scent left my head, spinning with lust. I ran my hand down Brinn’s back and cupped her tight ass, giving it a gentle squeeze as she met me face to face. “We’ve had no alone time,” I said. “I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

Brinn’s dark hair flowed over her shoulders, rippling in silky waves like liquid obsidian gleaming under the flickering candlelight. “That’s what I wanted to talk to you about,” she said as she searched my face with her innocent blue eyes.

“This sounds serious,” I said as I leaned forward and kissed her softly on her glossy pink lips.

She flashed me a nervous smile. “It is… well… it’s only serious in that I want to make my feelings perfectly clear.”

As Brinn’s silky soft inner thigh caressed the sensitive underside of swelling manhood, my cock throbbed under the weight of her leg. I draped my arm over her chest and cupped her bare breast, savoring the sensation of her nipple hardening under my fingertip. “Don’t I already understand your feelings?”

“Maybe you do,” Brinn said. “But I’ve never told you out loud, and I don’t want there to be any confusion between us.”

I leaned in and kissed her, drinking in the utter perfection of her flawless face. She was incredibly beautiful. As every day passed, I fell deeper in love with her. I struggled to contain the urge to grin as her cuteness left me unable to concentrate on anything besides kissing her. But out of respect, I kept up a serious facade. “I’m listening.”

She let out a held breath and eyed me nervously. “Here goes….” For five full seconds, she searched my face before she finally spoke. “I love you.” Her chin quivered and her eyes welled with tears. “You are my world. I’ve never felt this way about anyone” She paused a moment to breathe and regain her composure, wiping away a teardrop that rolled down her cheek. “I’m in this for good, and if you don’t feel the same way, please tell me now. Otherwise, the heartbreak will be too much to bear.”

I wiped away another errant tear forming in the corner of her eye and held her gaze, making sure she had regained her composure before I spoke. “First, there is the obvious… I’m absolutely head over heels in love with you.”

Her lips turned up in a spontaneous smile, and fresh tears welled in her eyes. She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips before drawing back. “You don’t know how relieved I am to hear you say that.”

“Brinn… are you sure you’re in for this unconventional life? I mean, sharing isn’t —”

“Yes,” she said, abruptly cutting me off. “Yes, to the sharing. Yes, to the giant family. And yes, to not always having you to myself. But most of all… yes to having your babies — lots of them.” She blushed as she eyed me sweetly. “I really want to be a young mom.”

I chuckled and kissed her again. “If we got pregnant now, you would be a mom at twenty-two. Are you sure?”

She furrowed her brow as if worried. “Does that scare you?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I’ve committed to this life, and I’m jumping in with both feet. I want to make a family with you just as much as I do with Brooke and Lillie.”

Brinn traced an invisible line on my chest and held my gaze. “I’m ready.” Her words came out sure and steady, and I believed her.

My urge to procreate had never been stronger. The thought of impregnating Brinn and Brooke set me awash with desire. My cock twitched and throbbed, thickening under her extended leg.

Brinn giggled and moved her leg aside before reaching down and caressing my cock with her nimble fingers. “I take it that excites you?” Her blue eyes bored into me, shimmering with sexual energy.

“Are you on birth control?” I asked her, my voice heavy with lust.

“Not anymore,” she said. “I stopped a few days ago.”

My stomach spun with wild excitement and my cock twitched, jumping off my stomach as it throbbed inside Brinn’s hand. “Good,” I said, as I drew her in tight, molding her body against mine. With her ass pressed against my cock and her back pressed firmly against my chest, we formed a perfect spoon. I slid my stiff cock between Brinn’s creamy thighs, savoring the sensation of my knob plowing through her warm, wet labia.

Brinn moaned softly and ground her hips, forcing my knob up and down her slit where I watched my tip disappear and reappear between her creamy thighs. She reached behind her head and curled her hand around my neck, drawing me down into a passionate kiss.

Our tongues swirled together, urgently probing each other’s mouths. I cupped one of Brinn’s heavy breasts in my hand, squeezing and kneading her soft flesh between my outstretched fingers. My tip dipped into the wet heat of Brinn’s tight labia, gliding along her slit until I tripped over her tight little hole, slipping in for a moment before I withdrew.

At the slippery intrusion, Brinn opened her mouth and inhaled sharply. Her body trembled as she momentarily stopped kissing me. She gyrated her hips, moaning into my mouth as she worked my cock over her increasingly wet pussy.

As my thrusts met her gyrating hips, my midsection clapped against Brinn’s ass, sending ripples over her creamy flesh. She returned to kissing me, freely exploring my mouth with her tongue as her nostrils flared and her warm breath curled over my upper lip.

I released Brinn’s breast, watching it jiggle into place before the rhythm of our motion set her breasts bouncing together, gently clapping as we moved our hips in synchronicity. She broke off our kiss and gazed at me, her eyes hungry. “Fuck me, baby.”

Wordlessly, I slid my hand under Brinn’s thigh and picked it up, lifting her leg higher, revealing her slick, pink pussy. My cock rested against her labia, throbbing and glistening with Brinn’s wetness.

She relaxed the leg I cradled in my palm and wriggled her hips, forcing my tip back along her slick sex until my cock lined up with her entrance, ready to skewer her. As Brinn gazed down the length of her body, her chest heaved, and her tits jiggled before me enticingly.

With a groan, I thrust my cock forward, sliding inside her tight pussy as waves of pleasure swept over me. “Fuck,” I said, hissing softly. Her pussy throbbed around my cock, flexing and squeezing as my cock throbbed against her vaginal walls, stretching her out as I expanded inside her.

With my cock buried halfway inside her, Brinn let out a hiss of pleasure and rocked her hips, plumbing her insides with the full weight of my rigid manhood. “Oh God,” she said. “You’re stretching me out so good.” Pleasure oozed from her sweet, southern voice, and she pressed back against me before drawing me into a tongue-fueled kiss.

I edged my hips forward, driving my cock deep until I bottomed out, fully impaling her. Deep inside the raven-haired co-ed, my cock throbbed, pulsing as her pussy clamped down, squeezing me tight. From where I held her, I held a bird’s-eye view of my cock splitting her in half. The visual stimulation was pure eye candy, and the way her pussy undulated up and down my shaft, sent waves of pleasure buzzing across my brain.

I still couldn’t fathom the progression of events that led me to this singular moment. That Lillie’s drop-dead gorgeous friend was all mine seemed impossible, but here we were. Slowly, I rocked in and out of Brinn’s tight pussy, gazing at my glistening cock as her inner lips gripped my rigid shaft, forming a perfect, air-tight seal.

“Baby, please come inside me,” Brinn said, panting heavily as she gazed back into my eyes.

An urgent need to come swept through me like a brush fire, and my cock twitched, pulsing inside her so hard and fast I thought I might come. I withdrew my cock, leaving only the tip inside her to walk my orgasm back from the brink. “God, B… I’m so close to coming,” I said, my words coming out breathy with lust. I drank in her big blue eyes, giving my cock a moment to calm and recover. “I love you so much.”

Brinn kissed me and smiled. “You’re the only man I ever want.”

Her sincere words and sweet, soft-spoken voice weren’t helping to pull me back from the brink of an early ejaculation. Then there was her incredible beauty. Describing her as a perfect ten didn’t do Brinn Benjamin justice. She had the body of a Greek goddess, the flawless beauty of an angel, and the endearing sweetness of the girl next door. Brinn was marriage material on steroids.

As I gazed into her eyes, I slid my hand up her inner thigh before cupping her leg firmly, just below her knee. With renewed vigor, I thrust forward, sliding my cock deep inside her in a single stroke.

Brinn’s eyes washed over with pleasure, and her jaw dropped. She moaned softly and gazed up at me, her eyes hazy and unfocused. “Baby, I’m so close.”

“Then let’s push you over the edge,” I said, and pulled back slightly, before thrusting forward with a hard grunt, bottoming out deep inside her.

We fucked, building a steady rhythm, the mattress shifting in time with my pounding thrusts. I grunted, repeatedly hammering Brinn as the steady claps of our skin on skin contact merged with our loud moans of pleasure.

Brinn’s tits wobbled and swayed, clapping together as her breaths came faster and her eyelids half-closed with building lust. Without warning, she went rigid in my arms and her pussy spasmed, writhing around my cock in a flurry of rapid micro-bursts. She arched her back and her eyes lost focus as she came, clenching the bedspread in her fist while her breath caught in her throat.

I pushed Brinn’s leg higher, opening her wide as I drove deep inside her. With unhinged ferocity, my orgasm swept over me, leaving my head spinning. I grunted, my swollen balls contracted, and my cock twitched, releasing a missile shot of hot cum directly into Brinn’s womb. A geyser of milky cum followed, gushing from my balls and filling Brinn’s womb with a river’s worth of my potent seed. “Baby… oh fuck….” I groaned and buried my head in Brinn’s neck, breathing in her sweet lavender scent as I pumped load after load deep inside her.

Brinn slid her fingers through my hair and worked her hips, squeezing her pussy as she milked me dry. “That’s it, baby. Give me every drop.”

My orgasm crested, and I came down the other side, panting for breath as my cock twitched inside her, leaking strands of potent cum. I breathed her in, kissing behind her ear and down her neck as I relaxed my hold on her leg, letting it come to a rest.

“I love you so much,” she said, still pressed snugly against me.

I cupped her breast, squeezing it softly as I continued pumping my hips, savoring the sensation of her tight pussy clamping down on my still-twitching cock. Despite my orgasm, my cock remained rock hard and hungry for more. “I want you again,” I said, whispering in her ear. “I’m crazy about you.”

“I want to ride you this time,” she said.

I slipped my cock out of her, pulling a thick string of sticky cum with me. “Damn… that was a massive load.” I pulled back, leaving Brinn room to roll over onto her back.

She spread her legs and pushed herself up on her elbows, gazing down the length of her body at the mess I left behind. A pearl of sticky cum bubbled inside her ravaged hole and she smiled at me. “Maybe I’m pregnant.”

“There’s more where that came from,” I said, leaning it to kiss her. “What do you think about moving in with us permanently?”

Brinn’s eyes widened. “I would love that but….”

“I get it. There’s Stacey and Lillie to ask, not to mention Brooke and Elle. How about this… let’s keep this conversation on ice until I have time to talk with Stacey and see how she fits into our little family.”

Brinn’s eyes watered. “I love that you think of me as family.”

I placed my hand on her washboard-flat womb. “After tonight, we might be a lot closer to building an actual family… our family.”

Brinn wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me into a white-hot kiss before backing off. “I’ll love every second of our life together.” She hesitated and bit her lip as she gazed into my eyes.

I frowned. “What’s wrong?”

“Don’t wait long to talk to Stacey,” she said. “She might be feeling a little left out. Especially after tonight.”

Between Elle and Stacey, I had my hands full. Then there was Holly, who I couldn’t get out of my head. I had a lot of ground to cover between now and Elle’s wedding. “Stacey’s an outdoor girl, right?”

Brinn frowned. “Yes. Why?”

“How does she feel about camping?”
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Our flight to Nassau was uneventful. Dr. Mark pestered Elle with texts, but to no one’s surprise, he had backed off on his threat to call off the wedding. We arrived at the beach house around lunchtime and the ladies wasted no time changing into their bikinis before heading to the beach.

Elle was in her element, soaking up the sun while the ladies happily chit-chatted. I kept my distance, using the time to work on a few odds and ends around the house and making a call to confirm the surprise I had planned for Elle.

Two hours before dinner rolled around, I let the cat out of the bag. The surprise was a private beach-side lobster and seafood dinner followed by a night of karaoke. The ladies were ecstatic, and Elle literally jumped up and down with delight.

My plan was to eat dinner with the ladies, drop them at the karaoke bar, then head home and wait for a call to come pick them up later. But they all insisted that I tag along, and our first night in Nassau found us singing cover songs before a raucous crowd.

An hour later, Elle and Brooke were on stage, taking their turn singing a song Lillie had picked out just for Elle — Lady Gaga’s Bad Romance.

I sat at our table nursing a single beer, keeping my sobriety for the drive home. Lillie sat to my right, pumping her fists and singing along with her sisters while Holly sat on my left, her chair noticeably closer to mine from when we started the night. Brinn and Stacey were at the bar, buying a fresh round of drinks for the table.

It didn’t escape my attention that both Brinn and Brooke towed the line, consuming non-alcoholic beverages. It seemed they were both taking their potential pregnancies seriously. Brinn and I had spent hours the previous night exploring a wide range of sexual positions, each one ending with another charged shot in what turned out to be her ovulation week.

Brinn and Brooke weren’t the only ones who remained sober. Unlike Lillie’s last trip to the karaoke bar, all the ladies stayed sober, spending more time dancing than they did drinking.

As Elle and Brooke’s song ended, another started… this one was A Thousand Years by Christina Perry. Lillie, apparently spent from her Bad Romance sing-along, plopped down on my lap and kissed me smack on the cheek. “Thank you, baby. This has been so much fun.”

Holly shifted around in her seat to face us, pressing her knees into my outer thigh. “It’s good to see Elle let her hair down.”

“I know another huge way she could let her hair down,” Lillie said, giving me a sideway grin.

Holly smiled at me knowingly. “Mmmm… that’s a fantastic idea.”

“You two are about as subtle as a jackhammer,” I said.

Lillie beamed shifting her tight little ass on my lap, intentionally grinding my cock until it sprang to life. She turned slightly, meeting me face to face, her blue eyes blazing. “Just wave around that magic dick of yours until Elle drops her panties.”

My cheeks turned hot, and I turned to Holly. “Sorry. Her potty mouth precedes her.”

Lillie giggled and turned my face around to hers before planting a huge kiss on me. “Then maybe you should spank me… daddy.”

“Or better yet, he should spank Elle,” Holly said. “She’s been a bad girl.”

Lillie giggled again, and I whirled around to face Holly. “She’s corrupted you too?”

Holly leaned forward and slid her palm over my bare thigh. “Sweetie, I’m already corrupted.”

At Holly’s touch, my cock pulsed, kicking against Lillie’s ass like a mule, causing her eyes to go wide.

“It looks like you’ve touched a nerve,” Lillie said to Holly. She inched back on my lap until my hard cock bulged between her parted thighs. She circled the growing mound with her finger and eyed Holly. “Maybe we can fluff him for Eloise. What do you think?”

Holly inched closer, caressing my inner thigh with her fingertips. “Mmmm….” She eyed my cock and licked her ruby-red lips. “Maybe our girl needs a hands-on instructor to help show her the way.”

Heat billowed up the back of my collar, and I felt every eye in the bar on me. The not so subtle sexual innuendo was music to my ears. “If you ladies don’t back off, I’m bound to make a mess right here, right now.”

Lillie leaned in and kissed me, prying open my lips before our tongues swirled. A moment later, she backed off and eyed me like a predator. “If you want us to stop, then you need to promise us you will convince Elle not to marry Dr. Dipshit.”

“I don’t want you to stop,” I said. “But I’m pretty sure public sex will earn us a one-way trip to the pokey.”

Lillie grabbed my cock and squeezed. “Then promise me you’ll talk to Elle.”

Holly’s eyes radiated mischief, and a sly grin curled her lips. “Don’t worry blondie, I have a plan.”

Elle and Brooke’s song ended, and the middle-aged master of ceremonies appeared on stage as the ladies shuffled off.

“Let’s hear it for Brooke and Elle,” he said, and the crowd cheered while high-pitched whistles and catcalls rained down.

Elle and Brooke smiled and waved to the crowd as the announcer gazed after them, grinning sheepishly. “Ladies… come back. Marry me.” He staggered after them playing up the audience to more whistles and cheers.

The announcer shook his head and sighed longingly as he gazed down at a notecard in his hand. “Next up, we have Holly Chase singing Endless Love.”

The crowd clapped, and Holly grinned. She stood and held out her hand toward me. “Now is your chance. This is Elle’s favorite love song and you’re dancing with her.”

“Yay,” Lillie said, clapping excitedly. She popped off my lap and pulled me up as Holly dragged me from the chair toward the stage.

“Fine,” I said. “As long as it’s a slow song, I don’t have to make a fool out of myself.”

Holly pulled me through the crowd, and we met Elle and Brooke near the bottom of the stage where all three ladies chatted, drawing the announcers attention.

“Do all hot girls travel in packs?” He eyed them, grinning. “Wow.” Then his eyes fell on me, still holding Holly’s hand. “Are they all with you? Please tell me no.”

The crowd laughed, and heat blossomed in my cheeks. I gave a nervous smile and shook my head, trying to play off the embarrassing taunt.

“You must be loaded,” the announcer said. “Either that or your packing heat.”

“It’s both,” Lillie said from across the room, earning a round of laughter from the audience.

Holly ignored the announcer’s good-natured barbs. She traded words with Brooke and Elle before hustling up onto the stage, providing a distraction from my utter humiliation.

Holly strutted across the stage, playing up to the crowd, earning a fresh round of whistled and catcalls.

Brooke led Elle by the hand until they reached me. “Elle wants to dance with you,” Brooke said before releasing Elle’s hand and making her way to the table.

The music started. Holly sang, and the crowd went silent. She had the voice of an angel. Even Lionel Richie never made Endless Love sound so good. Couples filed onto the dance floor, packing the space around us and providing cover.

Elle picked up my hand and affectionally squeezed it. “Care to dance?”

I turned to face her, and as I met her gaze, my stomach dipped with nervous energy. “I’d love to.”

We turned to face each other, and the house lights dimmed. Holly’s voice transcended all else, leaving the entire bar spellbound.

I wanted to ask Elle why Holly wasn’t a professional singer, but now wasn’t the time. The way Elle looked at me told me she had something on her mind… something important.

She peered up at me, her bright blue eyes hesitant. I placed my hands on Elle’s hips and drew her toward me. As if I had given her permission, she came in close, draping her arms over my shoulders before our bodies came together.

We moved to the music without speaking. Elle rested her head on my shoulder while we swayed in place, Holly’s hypnotic voice leaving us spellbound in a magical moment.

The thing with moments was that they came with opportunity, but they were fleeting. The moment felt right to say something about Mark. More importantly, I needed to tell Elle not to marry Mark because I loved her. I started to speak when Elle took me by surprise.

“Danny?” Her voice came out small and sweet as she lifted her head off my shoulder, and we met face to face.

The way she looked at me erased any doubt. She loved me as much as I loved her. Without wasting another second, I closed the space between us and kissed her glistening pink lips.

Elle leaned into the kiss, still swaying to the music as she slid her fingers up the back of my neck. She pressed her body tight against mine, her breasts mashing into my chest as we opened our mouths and our tongues met.

The music played on as we deepened the kiss and my hands roamed her back, sliding lower until I cupped her ass in my hands. Elle’s warm breath curled over my upper lip and the taste of sweet mint rolled off her tongue.

We broke the kiss and came face to face, dancing close, swaying to the sound of Holly’s magical voice. Elle gazed into my eyes and smiled. “I couldn’t stop thinking about our first kiss in the dress shop.”

As I held her gaze, my heart raced. “Was this one just as good?”

She perched on her toes and kissed me softly. “They get better every time.”

“I’m in full agreement,” I said as I leaned in to kiss her again.

“I wanted to ask you something,” Elle said, her expression suddenly nervous.

I held her gaze, staying silent as I waited for her to speak.

Elle let out a deep breath. “While we’re here at the beach house, can we…?” She clammed up, as if she had lost her nerve.

“Whatever it is, I’ll help you,” I said. “Just tell me.”

“Not here,” she said. “Can we talk tonight? After we get home?”

I wouldn’t get a more opportune time to convince her to call off her wedding. It was as if the stars had aligned. I met her gaze with a warm smile. “Of course, we can.”

Elle’s shoulders relaxed and she pressed in tight, squeezing me as she rested her head against my chest. “Is it okay if I come to your bedroom later? So nobody will bother us, I mean.”

She was quick to add the last sentence as if to clarify her intentions. “After everyone gets settled, come find me,” I said.
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A few hours later, I stretched out on my bed and tried to read a Tom Clancy novel I picked up at the airport. But my mind wandered to my looming conversation with Elle, and I read the same page over and over until I finally gave up and set the book aside.

I couldn’t let Elle marry a man who showed her such little respect. But how could I convince her when her sisters failed? With a heavy sigh, I reclined against the headboard and gazed across the room.

Broad, glass double doors stood open, and moonlight drenched the deck in silver light. Outside, a full moon shone brightly amid a starry, cloudless sky. An ocean breeze floated in from the beach, bathing the room with the briny scent of the sea while the pounding surf droned only a stone’s throw away. Muted light radiated from the twin bedside lamps, and a trio of flickering candles lent the space a sense of tranquility.

I laced my fingers behind my bed and gazed up at the fan blades slowly rotating overhead.

Elle had long dreamed about her wedding day. When she was a child, she would fill scrapbooks with magazine clippings of fluffy wedding gowns, intricate bouquets, and three-tiered cakes. Was I really going to take that away from her?

I sank deeper into the pillows behind me and massaged the headache pounding in my temples. Mark sucked. That was a fact. The man was taking advantage of Elle and a marriage to him would only end in misery. At some level Elle knew that, although she seemed to have a soft spot for the guy. Maybe he wasn’t all bad? No… that wasn’t right. My only two experiences with him proved as much. I had to step in and say something or I would never forgive myself.

A gentle knocking came from my bedroom door, but before I could respond, the door creaked open, revealing Elle’s smiling but nervous face.

“Are you still awake?” she asked me, her voice betraying her nerves.

I pulled myself upright and shifted over on the bed to make room for her. “Come in. Let’s talk.”

To my surprise, Elle wore a thin, white cotton tank top. Her clearly braless breasts swayed invitingly beneath. Her nipples stiffened via the cool breeze and the outline of her puffy areolas rose to imprint themselves on her top. She wore a pair of plain, white cotton panties. It was the style where the waistbands were cut high, showcasing her hour glass hips. The entrenched V-shape of the material met between her thick but firm thighs. She wore her hair piled up in a sloppy ponytail, leaving errant wisps of her blonde locks floating about her neck and face.

Unbidden, my penis reacted, shifting inside my loose boxers and rising as I tried my best to maintain eye contact. My pulse quickened, urged on by my rising lust, and an overpowering need to have her long legs wrapped around me came on so strongly I inhaled deeply, trying to calm myself.

Elle crawled onto my bed and took up a spot across from me. She sat upright, legs crossed, and seemingly at ease. She gave me a loving but nerve-wracked smile. “Now that I’m here, I’m not sure I can bring myself to talk about….” She swallowed and let out a breath, laughing slightly as she shook her head. “I’m so nervous.”

I picked up her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. She wanted to talk about Mark and the wedding. I was sure of it. There was no need to put her through hell. “Is this about —”

Before I could finish the sentence, Elle cut me off. “Sex,” she said, before her eyes bulged in horror.

That really caught me off-guard. “Sex?” I frowned and let go of her hand. “I’m sure Lillie and Brooke have plenty of advice to give you.”

“It’s not that easy,” she said. “I mean… I want to make sure I’m doing it right.”

“Baby, your virginity is precious, you shouldn’t —”

She giggled and shook her head. “It’s not about that. Well… it is, but I’m talking specifically about giving a guy a blow job.”

My mind went blank, and I blinked, staring at her numbly. Had Elle come to my room to give me a blow job? That she even broached the subject meant that she had never performed the act with Dr. Mark. A feeling of pure relief flooded through me. The guy must be out of his mind with blue balls. “What questions can I answer?” I asked her, desperately trying to control my burgeoning excitement.

“Can you teach me?” She asked. “I mean… can I practice on you and you? You can tell me what I’m doing right, and you can correct what I do wrong.”

“Are you sure?” I picked up both her hands in my mind. My penis stiffened, rising until it nudged the front of my shorts.

“It’s not really cheating,” she said, as if to convince herself. She laced her fingers in mine and subtly shifted closer until her knees pressed against my propped up shins. “It’s like going to class, and besides, it’s you.”

“What do you mean, it’s me?” I asked, frowning.

Elle shrugged. “I already told you… you’re my hall pass… even after I get married.” She leveled her gaze at me as if to make sure there was no ambiguity between us. “Especially after I get married.”

She had used that same phrase the day she had tried on her gown. I thought it was a joke, but apparently, she was serious. Elle meant to have sex with me even after she tied the knot? I would never have guessed that she had a quiet, kinky streak. “Does Mark have a hall pass?”

Elle shrugged. “It’s not anything I’ve talked with him about,” she said. “The idea of the hall pass was always between me, Brooke, and Lillie.”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “And I’m the hall pass?”

She nodded. “Only Lillie and Brooke don’t need it anymore. They’re with you… permanently.”

The revelation left me thunderstruck. All three of them had conspired to have long-lasting extramarital affairs with me? “So even if they married other men….”

“We would all be with you,” Elle said, letting the news sink in. “Of course, that only applies if you would want us. Or I should say… me.”

“There’s not a man alive who would turn you away,” I said.

Elle blushed and averted her gaze. “So, can I?” She raised her head and met my gaze. “Practice on you, I mean.” Before I could answer, Elle shifted her attention away from me and peered toward the open bedroom door. “Sweetie, you can come in.”

I turned to face the door and found Holly standing just outside, eavesdropping.

Holly’s gaze flickered from Elle to me, and she hesitated, as if waiting for me to invite her in.

Holly wore a green silk nightie that ended just below her hips. The top was cut in a low swoop, revealing a tantalizing swell of her modest cleavage.

“Welcome,” I said, hiding my nervous excitement behind a muted smile.

Holly tip-toed through the open door, closing it firmly behind her. Then, with a dancer’s grace, she turned and pranced across the room before sliding onto the bed beside Elle.

My mind raced with questions and possibilities. Had Elle and Holly planned this? Or had Holly appeared at my door unbidden with her own agenda? Holly didn’t seem like the type of person to beat around the bush. When she saw something, she went for. After the way we heavily flirted with each other at the bar, I wasn’t surprised to find her at my doorstep.

“I’m sorry to barge in,” Holly said. “I thought Danny might be up for a little fun.” Her blue eyes danced with mischief as she eyed the rising bulge in my shorts.

“Actually, I’m glad you came,” Elle said. “How much did you overhear?”

“Danny was about ready to give his consent on letting you practice the art of the blow job. But judging by that growing bulge in his shorts, I would say that consent is already implied.” She licked her lips and reached out to touch my outer thigh. She lovingly caressed her way up my leg, stopping just short of my steel-hard erection.

My flesh tingled at her electric touch and an influx of nervous energy left me heady with anticipation. My cock twitched, straining the front of my shorts.

“If Danny’s okay with it, I could give you a firsthand demonstration,” Holly said, as she smiled at her obvious pun. “I’ll show you a little and then you can try it out for yourself.”

Elle’s gaze flickered to my expanding bulge. “You’ll be a hard act to follow, but….” Her face scrunched up in concentration before she nodded. “Let’s do it.”

Holly licked her lips and let her fingers wander across my shorts. She traced the outline of my erection before eyeing Elle. “Don’t worry, sweetie. There’s plenty of Danny to go around.”

Holy shit. My legs turned rubbery under an influx of adrenaline. “Then class is officially in session,” I said, trying to contain my excitement.

Elle clapped excitedly. “Yay. Thank you, Danny.”

Holly wasted no time. “The first thing we need to do is take off these uncomfortable-looking shorts.” She grabbed the waistband of my shorts while I lifted my hips. She pulled off my shorts, setting my cock free.

My manhood swayed above my midsection like a high-rise tower caught in a windstorm.

Elle raised her eyebrows as if in surprise and Holly’s eyes simmered as they gazed at my hard-on like a Monet hanging in the Louvre.

“Very nice,” Holly said. She reached forward and circled her hand around my manhood. She gave it an appraising squeeze, as if she were testing a watermelon for its firmness.

Elle inched for as if to get a better view. She leaned forward on her knees, hovering over my midsection. “That whole thing fits inside of me?” She gave the side of my penis a timid poke as if it might strike back.

Holly chuckled. “Of course, it does, sweetie.” She stroked my cock with the assurance of a seasoned veteran. Holly fixed her gaze on the tip of my cock as it pulsed with what seemed like its own heartbeat. “He’s a bit jumpy. That happens when he gets really excited.” Holly’s nipples stiffened under her silk nightie, outlined in green silk.

I wasn’t the only one excited. I leaned back and took in the lesson playing out before me.

Elle frowned and gazed at my penis with a look of worry. “Jumpy?” She tore her eyes away from my penis long enough to meet my gaze. “Does it hurt?”

I chuckled. “It’s doesn’t hurt. It’s….”

“Twitching,” Holly said. “His penis is fully erect, but since he’s still gettering around, that’s what happens. Here… feel for yourself.” She handed over my cock to Elle and sat back.

Elle reached for my manhood, carefully circling her hand around my shaft. She gave it a tiny tug, and my penis twitched in her hand like a flip-flopping trout pulled straight from the lake.

As she gazed in wonder at my throbbing erection, Elle let out an excited squeak. “He’s wriggling in my hand.”

Holly giggled. “See what I mean? Baby girl, you are driving him crazy.”

Elle cocked her head in my direction, giving me a doubtful look. “That’s true?”

I licked the dryness from my lips and nodded. “My heart is racing.”

Elle beamed, her face alight with satisfaction. “Step aside Lillie. There’s a new sheriff in town.”

“You want to see an even bigger reaction?” Holly asked. “Take off your top.”

Elle’s eyebrows raised in surprise. She glanced down at her chest. “I’ve always thought they were too big.”

Holly laughed. “Sweetness, you hit the genetic lottery.”

Elle shot Holly a dubious expression. “We’ll see about that.” She gazed at my cock and pulled her tank top over her head, revealing her incredible rack.

My cock kicked hard, pulsing with a fresh influx of blood. It teetered from side to side, visibly throbbing under both women’s watchful gaze.

“Oh my,” Elle said as she giggled with delight. She scooped up her big breasts, mashed them together, and presented them to me. “You like them that much?”

Her breasts were picture perfect with puffy pastel-pink areolas angled slightly upward, each capped with a juicy nipple easily big enough to latch onto. They looked a lot like Lillie’s only bigger and fuller.

Holly shook her head and gazed at Elle’s breasts, her expression a mix of awe and envy. “Even I want to suck on them.”

But all Elle had eyes for was my cock, swaying before her like the proverbial brass ring.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Touch it.”

“Use a firm but gentle touch,” Holly said. “He won’t break.”

Tentatively, Elle reached out and coiled her fingers around my shaft. “It’s so soft, but still super hard.” Elle brushed her thumb over the sensitive skin on the backside of my penis.

My pleasure centers went wild. I stiffened slightly and shuddered. “That feels amazing,” I said, leaning back and relaxing into the mound of pillows behind me.

Elle slowly stroked my cock, keeping her grip firm but loose, as Holly advised. Using her thumb, she caressed the crown and squeezed my shaft, coaxing out a button of clear pre-cum. She leaned in close as if she were inspecting a car for dents. “What’s that?”

Holly chuckled. “That’s what we call pre-cum. Don’t worry. It’s a good thing.” She gazed at me, eyes smiling, and winked.

I sighed with satisfaction, looking on with adoration at Elle’s unobstructed breasts. They barely moved, jiggling only slightly as she played with my obnoxiously hard penis. As the seconds ticked by, Elle’s arousal gathered energy, signaled by the rise of her nipples.

“You could play with him all night like that,” I said. “You have an amazing touch.”

“Really?” Elle beamed. “So, if I woke up in the middle of the night and felt like playing with him…?”

“Don’t let me stop you,” I said. “Just as long as you’re prepared to finish the job.”

“And that’s a perfect segue for our next lesson,” Holly said, crawling forward until she hovered over my midsection.

Elle continued fondling my manhood, stroking, tugging, and playing while she turned to face Holly.

“The art of the blow job,” Holly said.

“Finally,” Elle said.

Holly tucked a lock of her red hair behind her ear and glanced at Elle beside her. “I’ll go first. The key is to keep your teeth away from his sensitive skin. Use your tongue and mouth to get him off.”

Elle released my cock and nodded, sitting back on her heels.

Holly’s nightie fell forward, revealing her perky breasts, nipples, and all. She gazed at me over the top of my cock. “Are you ready, lover?” She grabbed me around the base of my shaft, taking me inside her coiled hand.

My breaths came quick and shallow, and I tensed with rising anticipation. I twitched inside the warm comfort of her palm.

Holly gently squeezed, gliding her fingers up my shaft, delivering a watery bulb of pre-cum onto the crown of my head. She leaned forward and extended her tongue, using the flat of her tongue to lick me clean.

Her warm breath coiled along my shaft, and I groaned my approval. “Holy shit,” I said, grabbing fistfuls of the sheets as my toes curled with pleasure.

All the while, Holly maintained eye contact with me. She gave me a buckle-up-buttercup look and grinned mischievously.

“Wow,” Elle said. “You really know what you’re doing.”

Holly paused and glanced over at Elle. “Start slow and tease. Do you see how much Danny likes it? That way, he’ll blow a much bigger load.”

Elle turned her attention back to Holly’s lip action, concentrating on her best friend’s oral manipulation as if she were sitting in the front row of chemistry class.

Holly parted her lips and lowered her mouth to the crown of my cock. She swirled her tongue around my tip before diving lower, taking me inside the buttery depths of her pretty little mouth.

I groaned, swiveling my hips beneath her as Holly closed her lips around my shaft, forming a perfect, air-tight seal.

She gobbled my cock like a pro, bobbing up and down, slithering her tongue along my shaft. With an easy expertise, she took me deeper until I felt my tip slip inside the back of her throat.

My legs stiffened, and I moaned, fighting back the urge to come.

Holly gagged slightly and paused just long enough to inhale through her nostrils. Her throat loosened, and my cock slid lower until she had scarfed down every inch.

Elle gasped, and my head swooned on the precipice of blacking out. I grabbed Holly’s head and slid my fingers through her hair, hanging on by a thread.

Elle gawked, her jaw agape. “That’s just scary,” Elle said, her words heavy with trepidation.

Holly continued unfettered, slobbering on my cock as she bobbed up and down, sucking and slurping like a pro. A couple of minutes into the demonstration, she came off my cock. Tears streaked her face and a line of drool dangled from her lower lip. My cock glistened in her hand as she continued stroking, eyeing it like a perfectly cooked fillet.

“Danny, your cock is a masterpiece,” Holly said. “You are so much bigger than me ex.” She gazed back at Elle. “There’s one more thing to show you before you try.” Holly’s gazed dropped to Elle’s chest. “But I’m not worried. With those tits, you’ll be the one teaching me.”

“Oh?” Elle inched forward, resting her hands high on my inner thigh just below my balls, her curiosity piqued.

Holly reached down and pulled her silk nightie over her head. Her perfectly perky breasts sprang onto the scene. She had dime-sized, pale-pink areolas with tiny nipples every bit as hard as my cock.

She was fit, trim, and unbelievably beautiful. Not only did the woman have the voice of an angel, she had the body of a goddess, and the brains to match both. Candlelight shimmered off her silky red hair that tumbled over her shoulders in luxuriant waves. None of the ladies had filled me in on what had happened between Holly and her ex, and I wondered if I was her first since the breakup of her marriage.

Holly seemed to notice me watching her, and her smile brightened as she gave me a playful wink. She shifted forward between my legs and tossed her hair back over her shoulders. “Guys love it when they can slide their cock between your boobs,” Holly said as she glanced over at Elle.

“I watched a porn video once with Lillie where the woman did this to her man,” Elle said.

“With your big boobs, Danny will go crazy over this,” Holly said, as if forgetting that this entire sham of a sex lesson was to prepare Elle for her wedding night with Mark.

“I think so too,” Elle said. She gave me a sweet, adoring smile. “I can’t wait to feel Danny’s penis throbbing between my breasts.”

Elle’s awkward attempt at dirty talk somehow made it all that much hotter. Her sweet, innocent voice revved me up, and my cock twitched in anticipation. Even Elle was done pretending this sex education class was little more than a veiled excuse to get naked and play. “That makes two of us,” I said.

Holly leaned forward and wrapped her breasts around my swaying cock. She folded her cleavage around my cock and moved up and down. “You might have to spit a little to get some lubrication,” she said. “Otherwise, it might hurt him.” She leaned forward and spit on my tip where it bulged above the crest of her golden cleavage.

An urgent need to pin the redhead down and have my way with her swept over me. But there was time and place for everything. Heat from Holly’s breasts boiled around my cock, and it throbbed wildly, pulsing inside her perky tits. I moaned and locked eyes with Holly, as a steely resolve settled deep inside my bones. Before the night was over, I would have her.

“You try,” Holly said. She released my cock and shifted backward, making room for Elle.

“Okay,” Elle said. She crawled over my outstretched legs, her breasts jiggling as she inched toward me. She moved into position, sitting up on her knees before she leaned forward and enveloped my aching cock between her soft, warm tits. “Like this?” She moved her chest, sliding my cock through her dense cleavage as she eyed me, a smile locked on her face.

My cock rode atop a heavenly cloud of Elle’s succulent flesh. Pleasure rippled through my body and a sudden need to come swept through me. I groaned, edged my hips high off the bed, and fucked her tits with reckless abandon.

“Oh my,” Holly said. “He looks ready to blow. Back off a second.”

Elle gazed between Holly and me, her expression confused. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No,” I said, croaking out the word.

Holly giggled. “I think your man has a sweet tooth for blondes with big boobs.”

“Redheads score pretty high on the list,” I said, smiling at Holly.

“Of course, he does,” Elle said. “I can hear him and Lillie through my wall.”

Holly laughed, and I grimaced. “You can?”

Elle grinned. “It’s not like I’m completely naïve.”

“Sweetie, next time, call me and I’ll join the fun,” Holly said.

Elle leaned forward and studied my cock with renewed interest. She circled her hand around my shaft and gently stroked. “Can I put my mouth on it now?” She asked me, her face a picture of pure innocence. She leaned forward, and her breasts glided over my upper thighs.

My cock pulsed, hardening to concrete. There was no way I would last thirty seconds in her mouth. “Please… don’t let me stop you.”

Elle lowered her face to my cock, extending her tongue like Holly had until the tip of her tongue met my swollen knob. She continued stroking me at the root and licked her way around my shaft, slurping and licking like she was rescuing a melting ice cream cone.

“Fuck,” I said, groaning as I edged my hips higher. “Don’t stop, baby.”

Elle took my praise as encouragement and lowered her mouth, sliding my cock over her plump lips before flickering her tongue along the back of my shaft.

“Right there,” I said before letting out a long moan.

Holly sat back and peeled off her green silk panties before tossing them aside. As she watched Elle blow me, Holly sat back on her knees and parted her legs, gliding her finger over her wet slit.

Elle slurped and sucked, bobbing up and down on my cock as her big tits slapped my balls. Her tongue floated over my swollen knob and down my shaft, while her plump pink lips glided over my engorged manhood.

My cock pulsed in her mouth, twitching wildly as my orgasm waited in the wings. I grabbed her head and hung on, letting her expertly suck my cock. She kept her teeth back and her tongue out, running wild as she lost herself in the blowjob.

As she took my cock deeper, Elle made soft gagging noises, pushing my knob into the back of her throat before she came off and sucked in a deep breath. She gazed upward, meeting my eyes as my cock glistened with her saliva.

Holly moaned behind Elle, feverishly working her clit while she gazed at us, her mouth hanging open and her eyes hazy and unfocused.

“I think I’m getting the hang of it,” Elle said, grinning at me. “I love sucking your cock.”

“And I love letting you,” I said, promising myself that Dr. Mark would never defile Elle’s pretty mouth with his seedy dick.

“Sweetie?” Holly asked, her voice breathless. “Why don’t we skip to the advanced lesson? It’s the one where Danny fucks us both blind.”

Elle’s eyes widened. “I can’t have sex before my wedding day.”

I inwardly groaned, but I wasn’t about ready to push the issue.

“Then do you mind if I ride him solo?” Holly asked, her eyes pleading. “I haven’t had sex in almost a year.”

Elle turned to face her friend. “Of course, I don’t mind. Do you mind if I watch?” She backed away, leaving my cock swaying in the wind.

“Not even a little,” Holly said, eyeing me hungrily. She crawled forward and mounted me, straddling my midsection as she grabbed hold of my cock and forced the tip along her warm, wet slit.

Behind her, Elle peeled off her white cotton panties and parted her legs, working her fingers inside her pussy.

Holly had a world class ass and a flat, wash board tummy. She had the body of a professional dancer who dabbled in cross-fit during her time off. Her breasts barely jiggled as she worked my cock through her labia, sliding it deeper until my tip caught just inside her entrance.

Holly’s eyes warped with pleasure. “I’ve wanted you ever since I saw you in that hottest bachelor magazine spread,” Holly said. She lowered herself, pushing my cock inside her and moaned as my cock slid home. “Mmm… that’s the good stuff.”

Her vaginal muscles clamped down, squeezing me tight and igniting my pleasure centers. I groaned and grabbed Holly’s lush hips, pressing her down as I edged my hips upward, fully impaling her. “I’ve got more mileage from that photo shoot than one man could ever deserve.”

Holly leaned forward and pinned her hands against my chest as if to brace herself. The motion set her red locks tumbling forward until they spilled across my chest. Errant strands obscured her right eye, leaving her face partially shadowed. “It’s a hot topic among the ladies in your harem.” She ground her hips, moving them in tight circles, plumbing her depths with my cock as she moaned with pleasure.

I was too far gone to argue with her about calling us a harem. Besides, was she wrong? I worked my hips in concert with hers, meeting Holly’s rhythm as she moved atop me. “Are you including yourself in that company?”

Holly fell forward, resting her elbows on my chest as she twerked on my cock, picking up the tempo. “Is that an invitation?” Her words came out breathy and strained.

The subtle scent of sweet strawberries enveloped me, and I grabbed her ass in both hands before giving her right cheek a playful slap. With every thrust, my cock turned hotter and the need to come intensified. After all the buildup and edging, I wouldn’t hold out much longer. Before I could answer, Elle spoke for me.

“She’s invited,” Elle said, her voice heavy with lust.

I gazed past Holly and watched Elle work her fingers in and out of her pussy while she bucked her hips and writhed in pleasure.

Holly stretched out flat atop me, then leaned forward and kissed me. Our lips met and our mouths opened, hot and hungry. Our tongues swirled together, and she moaned in my mouth, grunting stiffly as I plowed her pussy with deep, powerful thrusts.

She wriggled atop me, churning her hips as she milked my cock. Her nipples dug into my chest, and her silky hair floated around my face and shoulders. I kept up the pace, matching her rhythm as the intensity of our lovemaking reached a fevered pitch.

Holly shuddered atop me and she opened her mouth wide, sucking in a sharp breath. Her pussy spasmed around my cock and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair, hanging on as her orgasm consumed her. She pressed her hips down, driving my cock deep inside her as she trembled, opening her eyes to meet mine.

The look of pure ecstasy in Holly’s eyes pushed me over the edge. My orgasm erupted, and I pulled out just in time to slide my cock up and between her ass cheeks. With a stiff grunt, I came, spurting a massive load of cum onto Holly’s ass and halfway up her back. In rapid-fire spurts, I emptied my balls, gushing load after load, painting Holly’s tight ass white.

Holly edged her hips up and down, sliding her pussy along my super-heated shaft. She buried her head in my shoulder, kissing and licking her way up my ear. “Baby, you could’ve come inside me,” she said, whispering in my ear.

“Next time,” I said as I wrapped her in my arms and nuzzled in tight behind her ear.

“I’m spent,” Elle said. She stretched out on the bed beside me, then turned on her side to face us. “Danny, can we spend the night?”

“Neither one of you better leave,” I said before I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. “Otherwise, I’ll have to hunt you down and drag you back to my bed.”

Elle’s blue eyes lit up. “Perfect.” She snuggled in tight and kissed me.

Holly pushed up off my chest and sat upright, straddling me. “Now that we’ve got that settled, who’s ready for a communal shower?”
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The rest of Elle’s bachelorette weekend went off without a hitch. The next morning, I took the ladies out for breakfast, and we hit a nearby art show where I picked up a few gifts. After an afternoon at the beach, we ordered in for dinner and flew home the next morning.

Back in Atlanta, Dr. Mark patched things up with Elle. He apologized for his abhorrent behavior and promised Elle it would never happen again. None of us bought it. Even Elle seemed dubious, but she went along with it and forgave him.

Elle spent the next week between her job at the hospital and nailing down last-minute wedding details. Lillie and Brooke pitched in. They set aside their hostility for Mark, and helped Elle by running errands, crafting table centerpieces, and finding a new DJ after the old one canceled.

I considered having a sit down with Elle, where I laid out my concerns. But with Mark back in her good graces, the timing seemed off. Even Holly recommended that I back off and wait. Mark would screw up eventually, and she still believed Elle would come to her senses before she went through with the wedding.

For a woman who already planned to amend her marital vows with a hall pass clause, I agreed with Holly. Elle didn’t love Mark, and she wouldn’t go through with it. She would reach that conclusion on her own. If she didn’t, there was still time to talk her out of it.

With the wedding just a few days away, now was the perfect chance to get my mind off Elle’s giant mistake. I still needed to make things right with a young woman I had fallen hard for.

During the trip to Nassau, I sprang the invitation on Stacey — two days of kayaking down the Ocoee River in Tennessee. We packed for an overnight camping trip with all the trimmings, including a tent, sleeping bags, a gourmet dinner, a surprise dessert, and even a bottle of Stacey’s favorite wine.

Stacey jumped at the offer, and I excitedly packed the car, imagining a romantic getaway where we could unwind together beneath the sun and stars. But I was about to be very disappointed.

The first hint that something was amiss came after I picked up Stacey at the apartment she shared with Brinn. She greeted me with a reserved kiss and a muted hug. Stacey played off her sullen mood, telling me she and Brinn had a disagreement, but it was no big deal. She didn’t want to let it spoil our date. After she crawled across the front seat to kiss me, I believed her. But her sour mood only devolved from there.

During the first leg of our trip down river, our conversation was stiff and all surface. Stacey’s mind seemed somewhere else, and a sinking feeling settled deep in my gut. Was she dumping me? If that was the case, why had she enthusiastically agreed to go on this camping trip with me? She could’ve told me when I picked her up. If that wasn’t it, then what was bothering her so much?

We made camp in a clearing near the river. Towering trees and dense shrubs offered our cozy camp plenty of privacy. But even the sunshine, birdsong, and fresh air couldn’t quell Stacey’s sour mood.

Despite everything, Stacey had never looked more beautiful. As the summer progressed, her golden tan had deepened, and she looked like she was in the best shape of her life. She wore a pair of cut-off jean shorts, a form-fitting, athletic cut white tank top that perfectly offset her beautiful complexion. Her blue eyes had never looked more vivid, and her all-natural beauty prevented the need for any makeup. She wore her long brown hair in a tight braid that fed through the back of an Atlanta Braves baseball cap.

My feelings for her had significantly deepened, and I was certain those feelings were reciprocated. That made the awkward silence between us even more confusing. As I built a campfire, Stacey set up the tent. I tried, in vain, to strike up a conversation with her, and twice I caught her brushing away tears welling in her eyes.

After she pitched our tent, she crawled inside and set up our sleeping bags. That’s when I heard her muted sobs and alarm bells rang in my mind.

I stepped away from the fire and knelt before the tent’s open flap. “Stace, what’s going on? And don’t tell me this is about Brinn.”

She shook her head and gazed up at me, forcing a smile. “It’s nothing. Just some family stuff. I don’t want to talk about it.”

Part of me was relieved that it wasn’t about me, but an even bigger part of me worried that she wasn’t okay. Could she not confide in me? Maybe my feelings for her weren’t as reciprocal as I thought. “You know you can tell me anything, right?”

She kept up her phony smile and nodded. “I know.”

“Are you hungry? Tonight, I’m cooking all your favorites.”

“Sounds good,” she said. Despite her phony smile. But her sad eyes betrayed her.

Dinner included fresh salmon, grilled to perfection, baked sweet potatoes, and a fresh salad topped with Stacey’s very own homemade raspberry vinaigrette recipe. I set up a blanket beside the fire, along with a makeshift table and a bottle of wine. We ate together in mostly silence. Stacey picked at her meal, but she didn’t seem like she had much of an appetite. She thanked me for taking the time and making the effort. Her words rang hollow and emotionless. She was aching on a primal level.

After dinner, I loaded more wood onto the fire while Stacey hunkered down in a bag chair with her knees pulled tight against her chest.

Crickets chirped, and the stars shone over the clearing. In the distance, the sound of the rushing river droned, competing with the occasional pop and spit from the campfire’s burning embers. Smoke curled through the rich canopy of tree limbs swaying high above us. The setting was perfect for a romantic evening, but Stacey’s glum mood left me with a hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach.

Stacey stared glassy-eyed at the fire, her expression flat and hollow. She had pulled her baseball cap so low that the brim left her face partially shadowed. Her somber mood carried the weight of a thunderstorm, and I couldn’t figure out why.

I knelt by the fire and poked a teetering log with a stick, forcing the unburned wood to settle and spark. The fire made a whooshing sound, and fresh flames kicked up, causing the flickering light to dance over Stacey’s tear-stained cheeks.

My stomach dropped and my face went numb. Something was horribly wrong. This wasn’t how I imagined our date going. Why now? Since Lillie had signed off on my dating Brinn and Stacey, I had spent half a dozen evenings alone with each of them. Every date was better than the last. Stacey loved me. I was sure of it.

I dropped my makeshift fire poker and crossed the clearing until I reached Stacey’s chair. I knelt before her and gazed up into her sad eyes. “Hey beautiful. What’s going on with your family? Talk to me.”

Stacey sniffled and used the back of her hand to wipe her wet cheeks. “I told you, I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Are your parents okay?”

“They’re fine,” she said, her voice quivering with emotion.

“Is it about your little brother?”

She shook her head.

“Your grandparents? Or maybe an aunt or uncle?”

“It’s not about that family,” she said, her voice filled with raw emotion.

At least we were finally getting somewhere. I took a chance and reached out, resting my hands on her knees. She didn’t back away. “It’s about our family?”

She shrugged. “Maybe your family,” she said, emphasizing the word your.

“Did something happen between you and Lillie?”

“Not Lillie,” she said. “It’s about….” Stacey paused and held my gaze, holding back what she was about to say.

“What happened between you and Brinn?” That was the only thing that made sense.

“It’s not about Brinn,” she said. “Well, maybe it is, but there’s nothing she did wrong.’

So, it was about Brinn. But what was it? Was she jealous of Brinn and me? No. That wasn’t it. Since the first night in the pool, Stacey had never shown an iota of jealousy at any point in our unorthodox relationship. Something had changed — some dynamic I didn’t understand.

“Stace, what about…?” But my words trailed off as realization swept over me. Brinn had told her about my offer to move in together. That was the only thing that made sense. The jab about the family made sense. I had called Brinn my family, and Stacey was worried about her place. All along, I had planned to ask her. Tonight was the night I meant to ask. I wanted her with me — with us, permanently. I wanted to be angry with Brinn, but it wasn’t her fault. She and Stacey were best friends. Of course, they couldn’t keep those secrets from each other.

Stacey looked at me, still sniffling. “What?”

She needed my reassurance, or at least that was the only conclusion that made sense. Women were an enigma, even on their best days. In Stacey’s mind, she likely wondered why I hadn’t already figured out what was bothering her. She probably thought I didn’t love her as much as the others. Of course, that wasn’t even a little true.

I took a chance and inched closer to her before reaching up and removing her baseball cap. “Can I see those beautiful blue eyes of yours?”

Her extraordinarily beautiful face came into view. Her blue eyes, intoxicating under normal conditions, nearly took my breath away as they reflected the dancing flames behind us. She didn’t resist but gazed at me expectantly.

“Do you want to know the moment I fell in love with you?” I asked her.

Her eyes widened and her lips parted as if in shock. She seemed to hold her breath as she held my gaze and waited for me to speak.

“It was on our very first proper date,” I said. “It was after we ate at Lulu’s downtown. You dragged me into that men’s clothing shop near the parking garage. Do you remember?”

A smile flickered at the corners of her mouth. “I remember.” Her words came out barely above a whisper.

“You picked out my tie for Elle’s wedding. One by one, you held them up to my neck, examining each until you found just the right one. It was the third tie. The blue and red paisley one. Do you remember?”

Stacey’s smile widened, and for the first time that day, it touched her eyes. “Yes.”

“It was in that singular moment, when you looked up at me….” My voice choked with emotion, and I shook my head. I breathed deep and took a moment to compose myself. “The way you looked at me… it him me. I loved you.” Her figure was blurry through the veil of tears welling in my eyes. “Stace, I love you more than you can possibly know.”

Stacey’s eyes welled with fresh tears, and she leaned forward, wrapping her arms around my neck. She pulled me close and buried her face in my shoulder. As she held me tight, she quietly sobbed into my shoulder. “You didn’t bring me here to dump me?”

How in the world…? Despite myself, I laughed. “Dump you? Yes. This entire weekend is a ruse.” My words dripped with sarcasm.

Stacey laughed, her voice music to my aching soul. She smacked me playfully on my back. Then she crawled from her chair and onto my lap. She straddled me and coiled her legs loosely around my waist. As she met my gaze, her chin quivered. “I love you so much it hurts,” she said, letting her tears flow.

“Good,” I said. “Because I want you to move in with me. You and Brinn both. Permanently.”

She gazed into my eyes, as if unsure. “Not just Brinn?”

“This is about you and me,” I said. “Nobody else. This trip was all about asking you if you would join our crazy, mixed up….”

“Harem?” Stacey asked, grinning from ear to ear.

I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Fine… harem.”

She giggled and inched closer before leaning in close and drawing me into a kiss. The kiss stretched out for minutes, our mouths a mix of lips and tongue.

When we came up for air, Stacey’s entire demeanor had completely changed. She grinned at me happily as she grabbed my t-shirt and pulled it up over my head.

“I’ll take this as a yes?” I asked her as I lost myself in her brilliant blue eyes.

“Oh, yes,” she said. “Yes, yes, yes.” In between every yes, she kissed me somewhere on my face, all the while she ground her crotch against my swelling erection.

The day’s tension evaporated, and Stacey’s hands were everywhere at once. She caressed my broad back with her fingertips, before sliding them through my hair and gripping me tight. Her other hand roamed my muscled chest, then moved south across my stomach and lower, where she deftly unbuttoned my pants using only one hand.

With Stacey parked in my lap, I palmed her rear end and stood, easily lifting her with me.

Stacey let out a mild shriek and a giggle before tightening her legs around my waist. But she quickly recovered, leaning into a fresh kiss while she continued grinding me, undaunted by my sudden move.

I took a few steps toward the blanket stretched out on the ground between our tent and the fire. I kicked aside the empty dinner table and gently lowered Stacey until she rested flat on her back.

She broke the kiss and met my gaze, her eyes hungry. “Baby, please fuck me.” She sat up long enough to pull off her top. Her breasts spilled free, jiggling happily as she tossed the top aside.

I quickly scooped one of her breasts in my hand and leaned forward, inhaling her taut nipple between my lips. Greedily, I sucked and licked, tasting her sweet flesh as Stacey frantically worked the button on her daisy duke’s.

I cupped her other breast in my free hand, kneading her soft flesh between my open fingers. As Stacey worked her shorts and panties over her hips, I moved back and forth between her beautiful breasts, kissing, sucking, and tweaking her hard nipples as my aching cock pulsed, straining inside the walls of its denim prison.

Stacey parted her legs with me positioned between them. As she leaned forward, her airy breaths fluttered across my ear. “Baby, please… fuck me.” Her words came out in a desperate rush, and she seemed hell bent on skipping the foreplay and moving straight to the main event. Her trembling hands lowered my zipper, providing my savagely erect cock with some much needed relief.

I wrapped Stacey in my arms and leaned in close, breathing her in as I kissed her behind her ear. “Lay back,” I said, whispering.

As I released her, Stacey did as I asked and reclined on the blanket, stretching out until her lithe body glowed gold, illuminated by the campfire’s flickering flames. She propped up on her elbows and her long braid slid over her front shoulder, coming to a rest between her heaving breasts. Her chest rose and fell in rapid succession and her hungry gaze traveled from my face down to my cock.

I pushed my jeans over my hips, taking my briefs with them. My hard cock sprang free and swayed between Stacey’s parted legs, occasionally twitching as if it had a life all its own.

Stacey parted her legs wide and edged her hips higher, raising her ass off the blanket. She slid her hand over her tummy, then lower until her middle finger reached her clit. With tight circular motions, she swirled her cherry nub and moaned with pleasure. Her pink pussy glistened under the firelight. She moaned and gyrated her hips, humping the air as her eyelids half-closed with pleasure.

Stark white tan lines crisscrossed Stacey’s chest and carved an alabaster path through the golden-toned skin of her stomach, forming a distinct bikini line. A diamond belly ring sparkled in her navel and her firm breasts quivered atop her chest. She wore the gold ankle bracelet I bought for her last weekend at the art fair. Somehow, even after a day of kayaking downriver, her glossy white toenail polish remained pristine.

I cupped Stacey’s inner thighs, palming each, then ran my hands lower, caressing her creamy skin as I went. “Suddenly, I’m hungry for dessert.” I inched forward on my knees and grabbed my hard cock before sliding my engorged tip up and down Stacey’s wet slit.

Stacey arched her back and cooed with pleasure. Her legs trembled and an undulating wave rolled over her tummy. She eyed my cock and licked her lips. “Good, because I would love a cream pie.”

I smiled and shook my head as I fed her my cock, working my slippery tip deeper into her warm, wet folds.

Stacey bucked her hips and gasped. Her breath caught in her throat, and her pussy quivered around my tip, hovering just outside her entrance. “God, Danny… you’re driving me crazy. Just stick it in.”

“If you insist.” I slipped my tip inside her, inching deeper as I savored her exquisite tightness and my mind buzzed with pleasure. That euphoric high was way better than any drug.

Stacy groaned, pushing her hips high off the blanket as if demanding I go deeper. “Baby… stop teasing me.”

I pinned my hands to the blanket on either side of her shoulders, bracing myself. I gazed down into her shining blue eyes and my stomach fluttered. Every time I was with one of the six women in my life, I swore that each of them was the most beautiful. Stacy was no exception. “There’s the girl I fell in love with,” I said. “Welcome to the trip, beautiful lady.”

Stacey smiled and rubbed my chest with her fingertips. “Say it again.”

“I love you,” I said, knowing what she meant.

Stacey’s vaginal walls clamped down on my cock, and she moaned, her body quivering. “Danny… I love you so much.”

I lowered my face to hers and kissed her, soft and slow, before drawing back just enough to meet her gaze. “I love you,” I said again as I sank deep inside her and moaned.

Her walls throbbed around my manhood, squeezing me so tight that my legs trembled with a surge of adrenaline. I let out a held breath and gazed down at my cock, impaling the stunning twenty-one-year-old beauty. I held still, throbbing inside her as Stacey gyrated her hips under me.

Stacy curled her arms around the back of my neck and drew me into a deep, tongue-fueled kiss. She rocked her hips, and I moved with her, fucking her slow and deep.

Between kisses, she came up for air, moaning into my mouth as she worked her fingers through my hair. As we picked up the tempo, my midsection clapped off her ass while the fire popped and hissed.

Her soft moans mingled with stiff grunts. She held on as I plowed into her, hammering her with deep, penetrating thrusts.

As the minutes ticked by, the intensity of our love making deepened. I pulled Stacey off the blanket and onto my lap, where I sat upright with Stacey straddling me. Face-to-face, she bounced up and down on my cock, her firm tits swaying in tight circles.

I cupped her ass and worked my hips, powering upward as Stacey ground her hips forward and backward, grinding my cock in her velvety depths.

“Baby, I’m close,” I said as I held her tight and stuffed my cock as deep inside her as I could.

Stacey’s jaw hung slack, and her eyes were full tilt. “Danny, I’m coming.” She grunted and pushed down, digging her fingers into my shoulders as her body trembled in my lap.

As my pleasure reached its zenith, my orgasm flashed in my head. I grunted and came, unloading hot ribbons of milky spunk deep inside her. I buried my face behind her ear and hung on, pumping her with load after load of sticky cum.

Her pussy spasmed, and she trembled against me, squeezing me tight until her climax faded. I continued pumping, sliding my cock in and out until I’d emptied the last of my seed and my cock went still.

We met face to face. I leaned into her and nibbled on Stacey’s lower lip while she found my tongue with hers. As we kissed, neither of us moved, allowing for the moment to strengthen our bond.

When the fire had dimmed to the point of demanding more wood, we came up for air.

“If you’ve got a sweet tooth, I brought some actual dessert,” I said, pausing just long enough to draw her attention. “It’s your favorite.”

Stacey’s eyes widened. “Chocolate cake?”

I frowned. “It’s not just any chocolate cake. It’s Eva’s chocolate cake.”

Her jaw dropped. “You did not. All the way from Wisconsin?” She looked around, scouring the camp, searching for the mystery cake. “How? When?”

I laughed. “I called Eva’s, and they shipped it,” I said. “It arrived yesterday afternoon, fresh and fluffy.”

Stacey’s eyes softened. “That’s so sweet.”

“Well… it is the world’s greatest chocolate cake.”

She laughed and batted me on the shoulder before pulling me into a warm embrace. “I’ve never been so happy to be so wrong.”

“Hold on to that feeling the next time I leave the toilet seat up,” I said.

Stacey giggled and drew back before kissing me. When she came away, she searched my face as if memorizing every crease and blemish. She picked up my hands in hers and laced her fingers in mine. “Danny?”

“Yes?”

She grinned, her gaze flickering between my eyes and the nearby food container. “I really want to make love again, but first… can we have a piece of that cake?”

“And some wine to go with it?”

She giggled again and kissed me. “Yes, please.”
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Three days passed, and Elle’s wedding day finally arrived. During the week leading up to the big day, she had grown increasingly quiet. With the shift in her mood, I was convinced she planned to call the whole thing off. Unfortunately, that hadn’t happened.

I spoke at length with Lillie, Brooke, and Holly about the situation. They agreed it was better to let Elle decide on her own rather than having any of us coerce her. So, we let it ride, and crossed our fingers.

When the morning of her wedding day arrived, Elle’s somber mood had slipped off the deep end. Brooke and Lillie came to me, worried that Elle would go through with the wedding simply to save face. They asked me to intervene and say something before it was too late.

In the end I agreed, but under one condition. If Elle convinced me she loved Mark and wanted to marry him, I would take her at her word and let it go, once and for all.

For the last twenty-four hours, the house had been a buzz of activity. The backyard was transformed into a wedding paradise. Tents were erected and tables were placed. Caterers took over the kitchen and flowers arrived in droves. Though the guest list included only Elle’s closest friends and Mark’s immediate family, that was still close to fifty people.

Elle was upstairs in her room putting on her gown with Lillie and Brooke there to help. I sat in Reggie’s old office, staring at a picture of him and his three daughters while I waited on a text from Lillie.

I sighed and set the framed photo down. “I’m doing my best, buddy,” I said to Reggie’s photo. “You probably want to kill me, but I love them. I promise to watch over them and give them all the life they deserve.”

My phone buzzed. It was a message from Lillie telling me to come upstairs. A minute later, I stood outside Elle’s bedroom door. I took a deep breath, collected myself, then knocked.

The door swung open, and Lillie appeared. She wore a sky-blue, ankle-length bridesmaid dress with a V-shaped neckline. Her golden hair was piled high on her head, done up in intricate layers of braids and weaves. She looked picture perfect, but the somber expression she wore looked more appropriate for a funeral than a wedding.

“Come in,” she said, whispering the words as she stole a glance over her shoulder at Elle.

I stepped inside and Brooke whisked away from Elle’s side, where she stood before a three-panel, full-length mirror wearing her wedding gown. As Brooke passed by me, she paused and kissed me high on the cheek. “Good luck, baby,” she said in a whisper before she hurried out of the room with Lillie.

Elle gazed at me in the mirror, and her eyes widened with shock. She gasped and spun, her mouth open wide. “Danny, you can’t see me before the wedding.” She crossed her arms over her chest as if trying to conceal her dress.

She was gorgeous — a vision in white satin and lace. Her wedding dress was the ball gown style, with layer upon layer of white swishy material. Golden spirals of hair tumbled over her cheeks while she wore the rest in an intricate up-doo just like her sisters. The dress was a far cry from the hot, stripper gown I’d last seen her in. This one had a neckline cut just low enough to reveal a hint of her sexy cleavage without making her look like she belonged in a brothel. Sometimes less was more, and this was one of those times.

“Wow,” I said, gawking at her. “You are crushing it.” I shook my head and drank her in from head to toe. “You definitely made the right call with that dress.”

Her chinks turned a rosy shade of pink, and she gave me a shy smile. “Thank you. But it’s bad luck to see the bride before the wedding.”

I frowned. “Doesn’t that only count for the groom?”

Elle rolled her eyes. “Don’t argue with me, Danny. This is hard enough.” Her voice cracked on the last few words, and her eyes welled with tears while her chin quivered. She was barely holding it together.

I whisked across the room and drew her into an embrace. “Hey. It’s okay.” I kissed the crown of her head and ran my hands along the back of her bare shoulders. “Let’s talk this through. Okay?”

She sniffled into my shoulder and stepped back. “Okay.”

I picked up her hand and led her to a pair of matching, over-sized armchairs near the big bay window overlooking the pool. She sat down across from me and dabbed at her eyes before finally meeting my gaze.

I had to tread carefully. If this was only a case of cold feet, I might ruin her life with the wrong words. “Why are you so upset?”

She shrugged and averted her gaze, picking at a handkerchief balled in her hand. “I’m just nervous. It’s a big step.”

“You’re right,” I said. “It’s an enormous commitment, but if you really love Mark, then everything will work out like it’s supposed to.”

Elle wouldn’t look at me, and she didn’t speak.

“Sweetie, do you love him?” I held my breath and waited.

Elle hesitated. It was only a moment, but that’s all it took for me to know she didn’t. Finally, she spoke. “I fell in love with him,” she said, finally meeting my gaze. “He was so sweet in the beginning.” She offered me a sweet smile that didn’t touch her eyes. “I’m hoping that once we’re married, that feeling comes back.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that wasn’t how marriage worked. For some, it was the opposite. She had also dodged my question. “Eloise….” I waited for a moment, hoping the gravity of the situation might sink in. “Do you love him?”

She blinked. Her eyes welled with tears and her chin quivered. When she spoke, I had to strain to hear her. “No.” Her shoulders sagged in defeat, or maybe it was relief.

I picked up her hands and held them tight. Eloise had a big heart, and I knew men like Mark Langford viewed that as a weakness for them to exploit. He knew the truth. He knew Elle didn’t love him, and he didn’t care. She was a trophy. A prize for him to flaunt and parade around to his friends. He heaped on guilt and pressure so that she wouldn’t come to her senses and call the whole thing off. “Just because you said yes a long time ago, doesn’t mean your feelings can’t change. You don’t owe him a marriage. We all have one life to live, and we have to make it count.”

She sniffled and dabbed at her nose. “All our friends and family are out there waiting for us to get married. I can’t just….” Her voice trailed off, and she broke down sobbing.

I inched my chair closer until our knees touched. “Sweetheart, it doesn’t matter,” I said as I drew her into a hug. “Everyone out there loves you. They only want to see you happy.”

“This wasn’t how things were supposed to turn out,” she said. “Weddings should be like a storybook where the bride and groom live happily ever after. That’s what I’ve always wanted.”

I held her tight and kissed her tear stained cheek. “The best stories always have an unforeseen twist at the end.”

She snickered and drew back, meeting me face to face. “Could I…?” She searched my face as if wanting to say more.

I caressed her hands with my thumbs and gazed into her eyes, waiting for her to say more.

She lowered her gaze, let out a breath, and looked up at me. “Could… could I join the team?”

I squeezed her hands. “Eloise, I love you. We all love you. You already know the answer to that question.”

Her face brightened. “If I want a family? Would you…?” She shrugged. “Be open for that?” Her voice rose, filled with expectation.

“Once you’re ready, and the time is right, then yes. We can have as big of a family as you want. But we need to stay focused on today. Do you want me to go find Mark?”

She sniffled and sat upright, looking more relaxed than I’d seen her in a long time. Elle let out a held breath and nodded. “Yes. I need to get this over with.”

Behind us, a voice boomed. “What in the fucking fuck is going on here?”

Elle and I swiveled to find an angry Dr. Mark Langford looming over us.
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Mark’s face trembled with rage. He balled his hands into fists and glared murder at Elle. “I should have fucking known.”

I popped up off the chair and swiveled, putting myself between Elle and Mark. Elle lingered behind me, peering around my shoulder at Mark.

“Easy,” I said, holding up my hands. “Whatever you’re about to do, don’t.”

Mark ignored me and focused on Elle. His face turned beat red, and a vein pulsed in his forehead. “There was a rumor going around, but I wouldn’t believe them. Still, I had to come see for myself.” He shook his head and looked at Elle with disgust.

Elle came out from behind me and stood at my side, holding her chest out and her head high. “Mark, we need to talk.”

He sneered at her and continued shaking his head. “I had one fucking request.” He held up his finger and shouted, “One!”

Elle frowned as if confused and gazed over at me before returning her attention to Mark. “What are you talking about?”

His jaw dropped as if in disbelief. “You know goddamn well, what.”

I was at a loss, and I was seconds from tossing this asshole out of the house. “Mark, I think —”

“You couldn’t wear the wedding dress I picked out for you,” he said, his voice seething. “It was the only thing I wanted. Was it really too much to ask? I want the world to look at my hot ass wife. I wanted the last laugh and to gloat in front of everyone who ever called me a geek. But you stole that from me. Look at you.” He waved his hand around in the air as if in disbelief. “You look fucking ordinary.”

Red-hot anger boiled in the back of my brain. I turned on the little prick. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.” I ground my teeth but held myself back. I wanted to deck this prick, but if I took the first swing, he would get the sympathy and I would look like the asshole who ruined Elle’s wedding.

Lillie and Brooke appeared in the open door with Holly, Stacy, and Brinn looming behind them.

“What’s wrong?” Lillie asked.

Elle glared at Mark. “I was just getting ready to tell this… this… geek that the wedding is off.”

I grinned, and my anger dissipated like a popped balloon. Lillie pumped her fist and the rest of the ladies whooped and cheered.

The color drained from Mark’s face, along with his rage. “What? Wait.” He shook his head. “No. We’re still getting married.”

Behind Mark, Lillie balled her hands into fists and started forward before Brooke grabbed her arm and held her back.

“Fuck you and fuck your engagement,” Elle said. “Get the fuck out of my house before I call the cops.”

Brooke gasped, and Lillie grinned. Holly let out a sigh of relief. “Thank God that’s over.”

“Don’t you want to be a doctor’s wife?” Mark asked, his voice weak as he withered before our eyes.

The ladies laughed and even I smirked while Elle rolled her eyes. “You’re a fucking GP,” Elle said. “Get over yourself.”

Mark’s cheeks flushed red, and he turned his anger on me. “This is your fault. You’re fucking her. Aren’t you?”

“Not yet, but he will tonight,” Lille said, earning laughter from her harem sisters and a broad grin from Elle.

Elle picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine. She stared daggers at Dr. Mark. “I’ve loved Danny forever. That gift was always meant for him. You could never take my virginity with that pencil dick of yours.”

Mark turned around in a circle and took us all in. His eyes widened with something in between fear and revulsion. “You people are fucking psycho.” Without another word, he spun on his heel and stormed out of the room.

Elle turned and leaped into my arms. “Finally. I’m free to do this whenever I want.” Layers of chiffon swished around us before she leaned in and kissed me full on the lips, holding nothing back, using tongue and all.

“I now pronounce you man and wife,” Holly said from behind us.

“Amen to that,” Stacey said.

“Are you guys thinking what I’m thinking?” Brooke asked.

Elle wrapped her arms around me and grinned at the group. “Let’s party,” she said.

Lillie pumped her fists in triumph and jumped up and down, her big breasts nearly spilling out of her dress. “The first round of shots are on me.”

“Ummm… none for me,” Brooke said, grinning at us sheepishly.

“Me neither,” Brinn said, placing her hand on her womb.

Lillie gasped and Elle let me go. The girls hugged, cheered and chattered a million miles a minute.

Thankfully, their pregnancies weren’t news to me, but we had decided to wait until after the wedding to make any announcements.

Elle glared back at me over her shoulder. “I want to get pregnant, too. Fuck the waiting.”

I sighed and threw up my hands. “Fine.”
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It was past midnight, and the party raged on. Holly spent most of the night up on stage singing cover songs before a packed dance floor of our closest friends and family. But this was Elle’s party, and she was having the time of her life. Even though she hadn’t technically married anyone, she kept me nearby, treating me as her new husband as our mutual friends showered us with congratulations.

I loved every second. Spending the evening hand-in-hand with the most gorgeous woman in the room was every guy’s dream. Together we worked the crowd, with Elle’s friends commending her for dumping Mark.

After a moment where we said our goodbyes to a few of Elle’s college friends, she pulled me inside and gazed up at me expectantly.

I took her hands in mine and frowned. “Is something wrong?”

She smiled and shook her head. “Everything is perfect.” She hesitated only a moment before seeming to muster some inner courage. Finally, she met my gaze and took a deep breath. “Can we go… you know… upstairs?”

My stomach swirled with nervous energy, and the implications of her question temporarily threw me off. “Are you sure you don’t want to stay at the party?”

“Lillie and Brooke will go for a while longer.” She laced her fingers in mine and squeezed my hands. “I can’t stop thinking about how much I want you,” she said, lowering her voice and leaning in conspiratorially. “Lillie and Brooke told me to make my move.”

I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips. “It’s a big step. Are you —”

She pressed her finger to my lips and cut me off mid-sentence. “I’ve never been more sure about anything in my life. Now, enough talking. Let’s roll.” She dragged me by the hand, past the empty tables, out from under the tent, and toward the house.

I glanced back over my shoulder and caught Lillie and Brooke waving and giggling in our direction. Brooke blew me a kiss and Lillie gave me the thumbs up.

Elle stepped through the back door, wedding dress swishing as she led me past the crew of caterers cleaning up the kitchen and packing their trucks. She didn’t hesitate at the stairway, where we ascended and entered the sanctuary of Elle’s bedroom a few seconds later.

When we opened the door, it was like we had stepped into a fairytale romance.

The entire room glowed with undertones of warm gold light cast from two dozen candles flickering across the room. Rose petals decorated the bed and the panty-peeling voice of John Mayer crooned from the in-room speakers. Beside the bed, a bottle of champagne chilled in a bucket of ice and the fresh silk sheets were pulled back just enough to invite us under the covers.

Elle’s jaw dropped as she stood inside the door, gawking. “This is incredible.” She floated around the room as if on a cloud, soaking in the million little touches me and my little helpers had orchestrated in our honor.

I stepped up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist. I nuzzled in tight behind her ear and kissed her softly, high on the neck. “They swore me to secrecy.”

Elle squeezed my hands, and she whirled around to face me. A smile lit her face, and her blue eyes sparkled with unabashed joy. “You knew about this?”

I raised an eyebrow and shrugged, grinning. “Maybe a little.”

Elle wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a short but very passionate kiss. She drew back just enough to meet my gaze, her eyes simmering with lust. “Thank you, baby. You didn’t have to. I mean… there is a one hundred percent chance you’re getting very luck tonight even without all this.”

My stomach dipped, then soared. “I’m glad you like it, and I love your beautiful smile even more.”

Elle searched my face and reached up to push a lock of hair away from my eye. “Have I ever told you how incredibly handsome you are?”

“Says the fairest maiden in all the land,” I said before I leaned down and kissed her. “Do you want some champagne?”

Elle glanced back at the bottle chilling on ice, then turned back to face me. “Not right now. I want to remember every second of tonight.”

“I don’t think one glass of champagne will cloud you judgment,” I said. “You haven’t had a sip all night.”

“I’m already high. Why do I need any alcohol?” She held my hand but turned away from me long enough to run her fingers over the bedspread. “All new bedding?”

I came up behind her and curled my arm around her waist. “Brooke and Lillie insisted. They picked it all out.”

She turned around to face me. “Continuing with the theme of me boldly making my move — why don’t you wait for me in that big beautiful bed? I have a surprise for you.” She grinned mischievously.

“Surprise? Yes, please,” I said.

She kissed me one last time, then disappeared into the adjoining bathroom, where she shut the door behind her.

I couldn’t wipe the grin off my face. Tonight was the culmination of a series of events that started with the horror of Reggie’s passing and ended with me courting all three of his daughters. Was this real? Would I wake up tomorrow and find out it was all a dream? It had all happened fast. Looking back, the past months were a whirlwind of love, seduction, and plain old fun. First there was Brooke, then Lillie. Now I had Elle and there was nothing holding us back from living our best lives to the fullest.

I stripped off my clothes as visions of Elle prancing about in sexy lingerie danced through my head. By the time I finished undressing, I was as hard as galvanized steel. I slipped naked into bed, taking a moment to appreciate just how soft those silk sheets were. Heart pounding, I sat back and waited for Elle’s big reveal.

The minutes ticked by, and my anticipation swelled. Finally, the bathroom door edged open, revealing a thin strip of light and a sliver of Elle’s face.

“Danny, close your eyes,” Elle said through the crack in the door.

I groaned but closed my eyes. “They’re closed. Now get out here so I can see you.”

Elle giggled. The door squeaked open wide, and the sound of her feet padded across the plush carpet. “No peeking.”

“My eyes are sealed. Please tell me I can open them.”

She shuffled closer, then she stopped a few feet away from my side of the bed. “Okay. Open.”

I fluttered my eyes open, and the sight before me took my breath away. My jaw dropped and my eyes widened. “Is that….” I swallowed the lump rising in my throat and licked the dryness from my lips.

Elle giggled again and put her hands on her hips, swaying from side to side as if showing off. “I couldn’t just throw it away.”

Elle stood before me, wearing the slutty wedding dress she had on that day in the changing room, but this time with some major upgrades.

My heart thumped all the way up in my ears and my breaths came hard and fast. “Holy shit.”

She slinked toward me, gazing down at the massive tent I’d pitched beneath the sheets. “The first time I wore this, I noticed the look in your eye.”

The dress had a plunging neckline, and the way-too-small lace and sequined cups barely held Elle’s massive breasts. The gown’s designer knew exactly what they were doing by engineering a garment that stressed Elle’s jaw dropping cleavage. Her breasts were packed together, forming a pillowy mound of golden flesh. Her waistline was cut tight around her slender, toned stomach, and twin slits rode high on either side of her thighs, revealing white, thigh-high stockings, complete with a matching garter belt.

She had freshened her makeup, giving herself a slightly sluttier look, and her hair was high and tight, her golden locks piled high atop her head in a complicated pattern of woven braids and intricate layers. Elle climbed onto the edge of the bed, sitting up on her knees, leveling me with her sultry blue eyes.

Her chest defied all odds by somehow staying inside the top, but as she crept toward me, her entire carriage swayed, taking her massive cleavage along for the ride. She gave me a sweet, demure smile that was in complete contrast to the slutty sex kitten crawling toward me. “You should see the look on your face.”

I gawked at her, frozen, my face numb with shock. In my entire life, I had never been more sexually aroused. My cock pulsed beneath the sheets, twitching like a meth addict demanding a fix. “I… uhhh….”

Elle giggled and crawled up my body like a sinuous cat, straddling me as she climbed higher. Her cleavage rubbed my chest, but somehow her girls stayed locked inside their lace prison. “Want to know a secret?”

I nodded dumbly, gazing into the face of my virgin bride. “Yeah.”

Elle leaned forward and met me face to face. She smelled like violets, lavender, and baby powder, all mixed up like a powder keg of sexual dynamite. Her ripe lips were glossy pink and glistened under the flickering candlelight. She leaned all the way in and kissed me.

Her lips were so soft that my head spun, wild with desire, and when she parted her lips to welcome my tongue, a surge of adrenaline turned my legs into twin strands of overcooked spaghetti. Her tongue found mine and swirled inside my mouth, bathing my taste buds with her sweet strawberry flavor.

When she came away, her wide eyes met mine and swallowed me whole. “If I told you, it wouldn’t be a secret. I guess you’ll have to go exploring and find out for yourself.” She raised a teasing eyebrow and giggled, reminding me very much of her little sister.

My head swam in a hazy lake of unbridled lust. “You’re never getting rid of that dress.” I hooked my arm around Elle’s waist and flipped her over onto her back.

She giggled and flopped backward, her head landing on a mound of satiny pillows while her tits stayed harnessed inside her physics-defying dress.

I shucked aside the sheets and crawled between her parted legs. My hands roamed up her inner thighs, my fingertips caressing her soft satin stockings. “The things I’m going to do to you….” I shook my head. “We are in for a long night, Mrs. Pierce.”

Her smiled widened as she coiled her stocking clad feet around my legs. “I like the sound of that.” She stretched her arms out over her head, forcing her chest to rise in the air. “Teach me everything.”

“I bought condoms. I —”

Elle glared up at me. “Daniel David Pierce. You will never use a condom with me. Is that clear?”

I chuckled. “Yes, ma’am.”

“We won’t need birth control,” she said. “And you better not pull out.”

I let my gaze wander over the golden hills of this fantasy girl stretched out beneath me. “So… you were serious about not waiting to start a family?”

“Baby, I was born to be a mother,” she said.

I leaned into a kiss and my hard cock slithered up the front of her wedding dress, currently tucked between her legs. Our tongues met, and we held the kiss while Elle caressed my back until she planted her palms on my bare ass.

Elle ground her hips, forcing my cock deeper into the folds of her dress, where it met the ultimate chiffon and lace cock block. She was eager with inexperience, and her body trembled as she moaned in my mouth. She squeezed my ass cheeks, forcing me to grind up against her as her tongue swam in my mouth.

I broke off the kiss and pulled back, hovering over Elle as frustration blossomed on her beautiful face.

“I want to know more about this surprise,” I said.

Her frown faded, replaced by a sweet smile. “Then maybe you should get to the exploring part.”

I frowned and rubbed my chin. “Hmmmm… I wonder where I should look?” I sat back on my knees and gazed down at the thin layer of wedding gown covering her midsection. Her garters rose to a garter belt fastened around her waist, but there was no sign of panties anywhere on her hips.

Elle giggled and parted her legs. “We could play hot and cold, but I think you’ve already figured it out.”

“There’s nothing cold about you.” I ran my hands up her inner thighs. “These thigh high’s you’re wearing… let’s just say I like them very much.”

Elle smiled with satisfaction. “I bought them just for you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Do you have any other dress up outfits? I’m into roleplaying if you are.”

She frowned. “I have my old cheerleading uniform. Oh… and one year I dressed up as Princess Jasmine for Halloween. Wait until you see that outfit.”

My stomach flip-flopped, and I let out a deep breath. “I’ll need to get my heart checked first.”

Elle giggled. “I’ve always wanted to role play. I could play the part of a naughty school girl who needs a spanking, and you can be my angry headmaster who believes in strict discipline.”

My cock twitched between Elle’s legs, slapping high on her inner thigh. Was she for real? “You are a kinky one, aren’t you?”

She grinned. “I’m not so innocent now, am I?”

She was innocence personified, but I wasn’t about to pop her balloon. “I love the way you think, but tonight, I’m all about the virgin bride kink.” I inched backward and lowered myself between her legs, kissing my way up each of her soft thighs. “Lay back, baby. Let me do the driving.”

Elle’s legs trembled, and she gazed down the length of her body, nibbling on her lower lip.

When I kissed my way up to the bare skin above her satin stockings, I lifted her dress aside and came face-to-face with my surprise — Elle’s perfectly shaven pussy.

“I think I found the surprise,” I said as I kissed the last few inches of her inner thigh before I ran the tip of my tongue along the outer edge of her labia.

Elle sucked in a breath that caught in her throat, and her legs spasmed as if she were already on the brink of an orgasm. She was soaking wet. A thin, pink strip of her labia peeked out above her tight slit, and her pussy pulsed with pent up excitement.

I kissed her outer lips and gently licked my way up and down her slit, tasting her peach as she moaned with pleasure.

“God, Danny. That feels amazing,” she said, her voice breathy.

I had to take my time to get her nice and ready for the fucking to come. I buried my tongue in her pussy and pried open her folds, using my tip to dive deep into her entrance, lapping up her overflowing wetness.

Elle moaned and gyrated her hips. Her breaths came quick and shallow, her breasts heaving inside her too-tight dress. She grabbed fistfuls of my hair and hung on while her thighs trembled around my head. “Fuck… baby, don’t you dare stop.”

I worked my tongue higher, licking and gently sucking her inner lips until I reached her tiny little bud, buried just under her pretty pink folds. Using the tip of my tongue, I fluttered her clit in tight swirls and Elle went crazy.

She let out something between a moan and a gasp. She locked her thighs around my head and squeezed as she raised her hips, mashing her pussy into my awaiting mouth.

I gently drew her cherry bud between my lips, arousing her with gentle vibrations while I slipped a finger inside her tight little honey hole. With my mouth occupied, I plumbed her insides, making sure she was ready to take me in deep.

“Oh… oh… oh, God,” Elle said, writhing under me as her body spasmed and her legs trembled. She let out a long, loud moan and flooded my mouth with a release of her essence.

I held on a little longer, locked between Elle’s powerful thighs, taking in every drop until her orgasm passed and I backed off. I sat back on my knees, gazing down at her while she panted, still recovering from her orgasm.

She gazed up at me, grinning. “This is what I’ve been missing?”

I chuckled and raised one of her stocking-clad legs before kissing her mid-thigh. “I’m just happy you didn’t give yourself to Mark.”

“Best decision of my life.” Elle sat up on her elbows and her gaze drifted down to my rigid cock that was currently pointing down at her pussy like a divining rod in search of a water supply. She turned her gaze up to me until our eyes met, and she shot me a nervous smile. “I’m ready.”

“Do you want on top or on bottom?” I asked.

“What do you think is best?” Elle sat up, leaned forward, and scooped up my cock. She gently caressed my shaft while she circled her thumb around my tip.

My cock throbbed in her hand, twitching and pulsing like a thoroughbred bucking inside the gates of the Kentucky Derby. “I think either way works, but why don’t I start on top so I can control the pace?”

“Okay. Should I get undressed?” She wriggled backward on the bed and piled a second pillow atop the first, before reclining back against the fluffy mound.

The dress was super sexy, and I didn’t want her to take it off just yet. “You look gorgeous. Let’s leave it on for now.” I inched forward on my knees, cock swaying as I went.

Elle sat up and parted her legs, holding her thighs open while I approached. Her eyes conveyed equal parts excitement and fear.

“It will only hurt for a second,” I said. “After that, it feels great. If I need to slow down, just say the word.”

She nodded, then met my eyes. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” I leaned all the way forward and kissed her softly on the lips before drawing back. “And that’s why this is so special. This gift you’re giving me is something I’ll forever cherish.”

A nervous smile fluttered across her angelic face. “Just remember those words once I’m pregnant and moody.”

I grinned and eased my way forward until the tip of my cock rested atop her smooth, wet mound. “First, we’ll make sure you’re ready.” I guided my tip through her warm, wet folds. Pleasure rippled up my cock, spiking a wash of adrenaline that surged through my arms and legs, setting my heart pounding all over again.

Elle gazed down at my cock as I maneuvered it toward her virginal entrance. “That thing is huge. Are you sure it will fit?”

“Don’t worry. If it’s too much, we’ll stop.” My manhood slipped into place, sealing her entrance as I prepared to roll out the red carpet for Elle’s entry into a full-on adult sex life. “Are you ready?”

She nodded. “Should we just rip off the band-aid and you jam it in?”

I chuckled. “No, sweetness. This is a once in a lifetime thing. Let’s do it right.” I eased my cock forward, sliding into her tight hole while waves of pleasure curled my toes.

Elle whimpered with pain. “It hurts a little.”

“Give it a second.” With my cock barely inside her, I paused. My manhood pulsed inside her, opening her flower a little wider as each second passed. I leaned forward, pinning my arms to the bed on either side of Elle’s shoulders. “Might as well steal a kiss while we wait.” I leaned in and kissed her softly.

But Elle wasn’t satisfied with a little kiss. She opened her mouth and our tongues danced while my cock slowly sank deeper. Buried half deep, I paused again, giving her a moment to adjust.

I broke the kiss and edged back, meeting Elle’s gaze. “Better?”

“Much better.” Elle relaxed, easing back into the pillows.

Her eyes gave me the green light, and I eased forward, plowing through her virgin field as her tight walls clamped down on my cock, leaving my head floating in the clouds. “Baby… you are so tight.”

“Is that bad?” She gazed up at me, suddenly worried.

I chuckled and kissed her. “No, my love. That’s very good. You feel incredible.”

A smile chased away her frown. She ran her hands up the back of my arms and caressed my triceps while she coiled her stocking-clad legs around my waist. “Now, it feels amazing.” Her voice oozed pleasure, and she raised her head just enough to kiss me before she whispered, “Danny, put it all the way in.”

My stomach fluttered, and my cock twitched, bulging inside her. With a grunt, I pushed forward, spearing her and taking her virginity.

Elle moaned and shuddered, squeezing the back of my arms as she tightened her legs around my waist and inhaled sharply.

“Everything okay?” I asked her.

She relaxed into the bed and met my gaze with a tender smile. “That wasn’t bad at all.”

“Now comes the fun part,” I said as I moved my hips, slowly stroking in and out.

Elle gazed down the length of her body, eyeing my enormous cock as it slid out, glistening with her wetness. “I can’t believe he fits inside me.”

“You are custom made just for me,” I said, slowly fucking her before our mouths met and we lost ourselves in a kiss.

Elle met my downward rhythm, edging her hips up to meet my downward stroke. We broke off the kiss and Elle drew me in tight, using her powerful legs to wrap me up, forcing me deeper with every hard thrust. The minutes ticked by, and the bed squeaked beneath us. But Elle’s moans of pleasure rose above the noisy bed and the clapping sound of my pelvis bouncing off her ass.

We were in a groove, making love as if we always had. Elle’s hands roamed my chest and drifted upward as she wove her fingers through my hair. Her pussy pulsed around my shaft, her walls clamping down, encasing my cock in a velvety cocoon. Elle pulled me into another heated kiss. The taste of her tongue and the sound of her stifled grunts in my mouth melded with the touch of her soft lips. My insides melted and my head spiked with an urgent need to come.

I pulled out, breaking off the kiss as I inhaled sharply, my pulse throbbing on the edge. My glistening cock rested on Elle’s engorged pussy, and she moaned, grinding her slit up and down my overworked shaft.

“Baby, put it back in,” Elle said, sounding slightly frustrated. “I was so close to coming a third time.”

I sat back on my knees, taking a breather. “Third time? I only remember you coming once.”

“I came pretty quick after we really got going,” she said.

“I had to pull out,” I said. “It wouldn’t be a proper wedding night if the bride didn’t ride me in her wedding dress.”

Elle gave me a satisfied smile and sat up. “I can’t wait to feel you come inside me.”

I stretched out sideways on the bed and Elle crawled atop me, straddling me until she got into position. She picked up my stiff cock and easily slid it back inside her, groaning as she impaled herself.

“God… that feels unreal.” She leaned down and kissed me. “This might be the only thing better than the beach.”

Her white dress fluffed out around me as she ground her hips, pluming her insides with grinding, clockwork motions. Her pussy tightened and pulsed, undulating over my shaft in waves.

As my toes curled, I groaned and slid my hands inside the back of her dress, cupping her bare ass and squeezing her soft flesh. I raised my hips, lifting her off the bed as I sank to the root inside my angelic bride.

Elle moved faster, grinding me from front to back. “Baby, I’m coming again.” Her body tensed and she shuddered as her pussy convulsed around my cock. She leaned forward and braced herself on my chest, moaning loud enough to give Lillie a run for her money.

Wisps of her golden hair had come loose from her intricately styled hair. Her breasts, after having walked the edge of popping from her top, had all but freed themselves. Half her areolas and one nipple appeared while the dress fought a losing battle against Elle’s superior chest.

I tipped the scales, and tugged Elle’s dress down, freeing her massive D-cups before I scooped them up in both hands. Her nipples stiffened at my touch, and I filled my hands with her flesh, mashing her tits together as Elle rode me in sinuous waves.

She was a vision of bridal perfection, and I was at the end of my rope. Elle leaned back, bracing herself on my upper thighs as she bounced atop me, fucking me fast and deep. Her face contorted with pleasure and her juicy tits swayed atop her chest, clapping together every time I bottomed out.

I grabbed Elle’s thighs and hung on, gazing up at the stunning blonde as the overwhelming urge to come swept over me. “Baby… I’m very close.”

“Come inside me,” she said, her voice breathy. “Let it go, baby.” She leaned forward and pinned her arms on either side of my shoulders. Her tits mashed into my chest, and she ground her hips, already milking my pulsing cock.

I grunted and bucked my hips. A massive orgasm hit me like a thunderclap. With my hands cradling her ass, I held her down, pinning my cock deep inside as hot cum rocketed up my shaft and blasted her cervix with the force of a sonic boom. My head flashed in waves as I pumped jets of fiery jizz directly into her fertile, virginal womb. My legs trembled, and I squeezed Elle’s ass, clutching on for dear life as my cock gushed inside her.

Elle went still atop me and leaned forward, kissing me as she gyrated her hips and nursed my cock.

My climax crested, then came down the other side, fading fast. I sank back into the bed and wrapped my arms around Elle, unzipping the back of her dress as my cock twitched inside her with aftershocks.

The minutes stretched out, and we wordlessly kissed, taking our time recovering until Elle finally sat up. Her unzipped dress fell free, collapsing around her waist as she shrugged out of the shoulders.

“That’s one way to get me undressed,” she said, straddling me topless.

I grinned. “I can’t wait to explore the many other ways as well.”

“Might as well take it all off then,” she said. “Besides, I want to feel my bare skin against yours.”

Elle lifted the dress up around her waist and slid off my cock. A trail of cum followed, stretching from my tip to her puckered hole. A pearl of cum oozed from her entrance and drizzled down her ass. “That’s a lot of sperm.”

“It was a long time in the making,” I said. “You kept playing hard to get.”

Elle giggled and lifted her hips before sliding the dress down over her legs and tossing it aside. She sat naked before me, wearing only her satin stockings and garter belt.

“Maybe you should leave those on,” I said, eyeing her lecherously.

“You are as perverted as me, aren’t you?” Elle crawled forward and stretched out beside me, resting her head on my shoulder.

I curled my arm around her and drew her tight against me. “You’re about to find out how true that is. Now… about that cheerleader outfit.”
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A month later, our lives had completely transformed. We permanently moved to the beach house, with Brooke working seventy-five percent of her time remotely. Lillie, Brinn, and Stacey planned to finish out their senior year of college, taking online classes while they lived with me at the beach. Holly quit her job at the hospital, moved in with us, and started singing at a few of the local bars and restaurants around the beach house.

Brooke and Brinn compared baby bumps, went crazy with baby clothes, and convinced me to extend the beach house, which the ladies fondly called the nursery wing.

Elle was insatiable. We had sex at least three times a day and Lillie complained loudly about her sister bogarting the harem master. Not that I ever ignored Lillie. We had sex nearly every morning, half the time in the shower.

It was on a random Tuesday afternoon that Elle came straight from the beach where she met me in the master bathroom.

“Did you get it?” she asked, standing before me in a stunning white bikini. Her tan had deepened, and her already golden hair had lightened, approaching a platinum shade.

“It’s right here,” I said, holding up the pregnancy test.

Elle grinned and shut the door before quickly pulling off her bikini bottoms and tossing them aside. “I’m only a week late,” she said. “Maybe it’s too soon?”

My eyes feasted on the gorgeous blonde goddess standing half naked before me. Her tan lines had sharpened, and our healthy sex life had transformed her body. Before, she was a bombshell, but now she was approaching serious top model territory. Her hips were a deeper hour-glass shape, and her breasts were bigger and firmer than ever.

She drew stares from every man and woman who passed her by when she was out sunning on the beach. A few tourists had even approached her, asking for an autograph, convinced she was a celebrity.

As she stood before me, bottomless, my cock instantly hardened, trained by weeks of constant arousal. “According to the box, that’s plenty of time.”

Elle wore her hair up in a ponytail, while loose strands floated down her neck. She took the test and sat down on the toilet beside me. “Maybe you got me pregnant on our wedding night?” She grinned up at me as she slid the applicator between her legs.

We had taken to calling it our wedding night, and we considered ourselves a married couple. But that didn’t go just for Elle. I bought diamond engagement rings for all six women and tasked each of them with planning our wedding celebrations, staring with Brooke and Brinn.

I gazed down at Elle, my cock clearly bulging in my shorts. “Is it wrong that I’m aroused right now? That feels wrong.”

Elle giggled. “I’m always horny.” She finished the test and sealed the top before setting it aside.

Her tits jiggled inside her tiny little white bikini top, and her hard nipples strained the thin material. The outlines of her puffy areolas pushed through the top, leaving little doubt to the shape of the amazing rack beneath. “The test says it will take a few minutes before we have a result.”

She stood and gazed down at the applicator before turning to face me. “I’m really nervous.”

“Even if you’re not pregnant, we’ll keep trying,” I said.

Elle perched on her tiptoes and kissed me. “We’ll keep trying, even if I am pregnant. It’s like someone let the genie out of the bottle.” She reached for my cock and caressed my hard shaft through my shorts, paying special attention to my sensitive tip. “I know one way we can make the time go faster.”

I placed my hands on her bare hips and leaned in, kissing her behind her ear and inhaling the coconut scent from her sunscreen. “I’m so turned on right now.”

Elle unzipped my pants and pushed my shorts down over my hips, freeing my cock. “Can you come in under five minutes?” She found my cock with her hand and gently stroked it as I licked and kissed my way down her neck.

“Turn around,” I said, whispering in her ear.

Elle turned around to face the sink with the bathroom mirror reflecting her incredible body. She parted her legs and glanced back over her shoulder, presenting me with her spectacular ass.

I stepped up behind her and pulled her bikini top down, freeing her breasts. “I love you so much,” I said as I sank deep inside her, stuffing her full of my rigid cock.

She was soaking wet and easily took me in, already moaning as she reached behind her head and drew me into a fevered kiss.

I rhythmically fucked her from behind, my pelvis clapping her ass as her tits swayed and jiggled in the mirror.

Elle leaned forward, bracing herself against the sink. She moaned softly and met my rhythm, swiveling her hips in time with my pounding thrusts.

I hammered her hard and fast, pounding her pussy with atomic thrusts, my cock sizzling with the nuclear heat radiating inside her. “Baby, I’m close.” I leaned forward and scooped up her tits, tweaking her nipples as I relentlessly pounded her from behind.

Elle’s face tightened with pleasure, and she went rigid, shuddering with ecstasy as she pressed her ass back against me.

My balls tightened, and my orgasm hit me. With a sharp grunt, I exploded inside her, flooding her womb with a fresh load of sticky cum. Pleasure trailed through me in waves as I continued pumping off shots while I cradled her soft tits in my palms.

Elle’s body relaxed, and she leaned forward on her elbows, panting for breath. “God, that was hot.”

I slipped my cock free and a trail of cum followed, catching on her inner thigh before a pearly glob splattered on the bathroom tiles. “And in under five minutes.”

Elle giggled. “That’s nothing to brag about, but in this case, I’m glad you made it quick.” She stood and gazed ominously at the applicator. “Do you think it’s ready?”

“I’m sure it is,” I said. “Let’s see.”

She turned around to face me, squeezing her eyes shut. “You look. If it’s bad news, say nothing.”

“Fine.” I reached around her and picked up the plastic applicator while she kept her eyes sealed tight.

Elle rested her hands against my chest. “Is it bad news?”

I chuckled. “I haven’t even looked at it yet.”

“Do it, Danny. I’m dying to know.”

I flipped over the applicator in my palm and gazed at the display window. A green plus sign appeared, and I grinned. “Okay, mama. You’ll want to open your eyes and see this for yourself.”
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            The chance of a lifetime with a trio of untouchable beauties…

Jack Baron has a major crush on his best friend’s big sister. The twenty-year-old college student spends his free time playing video games, hanging out with his lifelong friend Ryan, and pining away for Ryan’s voluptuous blonde sister, Quinn Harper. The problem is, Quinn won’t give him the time of day.




When Ryan invites Jack on a summer European vacation with his family, Jack jumps at the chance. Sharing breakfast, lunch, and dinner with the stunningly beautiful Quinn gives him the opportunity he needs to seize the day and end his unlucky streak with the ladies. But Quinn isn’t the only Harper woman Jack has his eye on. There’s Quinn’s married sister Olivia and their knockout-hot mother, Molly.




But dreams and reality are fickle partners. During the vacation, Quinn’s boyfriend Mike and Olivia’s open hostility put a damper on Jack’s plans for female conquest. That all changes with a visit to an ancient Celtic temple.




Jack touches the crumbling statue of a goddess that triggers a meeting with the goddess herself and sets the stage for three trials Jack must pass before the family can go free. But Jack can’t pass the trials alone. Instead, he must win the favor of the goddess with the help of each of the Harper women, starting with his ultimate fantasy girl, Quinn.




Now it’s up to Jack and Quinn to escape an alternate reality that finds them leaning into each other more than they ever before. Can Jack win Quinn’s heart before it’s too late? Can Quinn overcome her fears and rediscover a part of herself she lost over a decade ago?




Read the entire story with this entire, three-volume box set that includes Sister’s Gift, Tamed, and Alpha! Bloodline Harem follows geeky college student Jack Baron as he transforms from an inexperienced introvert into the harem king of his own clan.
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            When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…




For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.




For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.




But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.




Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.




This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.




18+ Only!
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            One man’s family is another man’s harem…




Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.




Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.




Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.




But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?




It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?




This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.
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