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Chapter
 One












T
 he thing about nerds in high school is they either grow up to be nerdy adults, or the wealthiest and coolest men in the world.

I was on my way towards the former trajectory when my stepsister got kicked out of her apartment building and didn’t have anywhere to stay. I wasn’t cool, not in the slightest, but I was on my way to being one of the wealthiest. Not that anyone would know from the way I move about the world.

Growing up, the only son of a single mother, I’d learned the value of money early, but never coveted it. Mom made sure I never wanted for anything like food, warmth, or security, but news toys were rare. She applied for a grant with the state when I was admitted into a gifted program and got me a personal computer when I was in elementary school.

It wasn’t the most powerful machine in its time, but a command shell and notepad were all I needed to experiment with scripts and home-built programs. In those days, you could find friends anonymously through IRC channels and I found an entire community online.

My internet friends were a refuge from the chaos of life in those years. Mom grew ill and then passed, forcing me to move in with my father. The old man was just that, old. Making a habit of finding impressionable young women, marrying and then abandoning them. I found myself stuck with a new stepmom and a young stepsister I barely knew less than a year into moving in.

High school was a trial.

My stepmom was an emotional wreck during those years and spent most of the night in her room, while my little sister spent hers on the phone with friends, or at the mall. It left me alone to hone my coding skills and build my first products.

When I turned eighteen, I got my own place and moved out. My dad was in Wisconsin the last I heard and engaged to a young Christian woman, and I didn’t want to be a burden to my stepmom anymore. She cried when I moved out, but understood that I needed to have my independence.

“Remember, we’re always here if you need anything,” she said, as she helped me carry boxes out to my steel-gray Honda Civic.

“Same here,” I said, lamely. “You didn’t have to be as kind as you have been these last few years. If you need anything, and I can help, I’m always here.”

“You make me want to cry when you say things like that,” she said, which I didn’t understand, because she was crying as she pulled me into a hug.

I remember going stiff when her arms circled me and she popped away with a muttered apology. Emma had always been under the misapprehension that I didn’t like to be touched, which I’d never corrected her on. Ever since the gorgeous woman moved in, I’d been painfully aware of her shapely body.

“You’re moving out?” Kate stopped on her way inside, an eyebrow raised at the pile of boxes just inside the door.

“Yea, you get your own bathroom again.”

Kate’s small mouth pursed into a frown, and I schooled my gaze away or risk get caught staring at her rounded upper lip, so thick it looked bee stung and red like a cherry, aching to be sucked.

“Who’s going to give me rides to volleyball tournaments when you’re gone?” She demanded, glaring from me to her mom. “I can’t drive on the freeway
 .”

“We’ll figure something out, Kate.” my stepmom’s voice was soothing, but I saw the hunted look in her eyes as Kate fell into one of her moods.

“I demand you keep driving me and my friends,” Kate said, tossing her blonde ponytail over one shoulder as she crossed her arms beneath her chest.

I remember noticing my little sisters bust for the first time and being shocked she had one, and then doubly shocked that it was nearly as large as her mom’s. Nothing would deter me from getting free of the nonsense obligations she loved to saddle me with, so I forced a smile on to my lips and said with relish.

“No.”

It was worth the explosion of screams as Kate threw a tantrum, just to see the look of shocked indignation on her face. Always the princess, my little sister had a way of getting what she wanted from… well, just about everyone. Listening to her demand our mom force me to stay was one of the sweetest sounds I’d ever heard, but that night as I unpacked and set up my flimsy Ikea bed in my studio downtown, I found myself missing the comfort of their presence around the house.




The company
 I started that first week was bought by a major tech firm for a nine-figure sum. Instead of buying an island and retiring at twenty, I reinvested it in my next venture.

I wasn’t stupid enough to gamble it all on my new idea. There was a small fund set aside for my family, in case of emergencies, and six million invested in diversified holdings. I figured it everything went under; I could live off those residuals.

The new product couldn’t be built by myself this time, and I was forced to hire and delegate. I wasn’t a natural born manager, but I learned quickly and forged a strong company culture. Our engineering was cutting edge and we delivered to the market a product the world was desperate for.

Those first two years of development and design were intense, but now that we’ve launched, I’ve taken a back seat to the marketing people. The big push now is our IPO, and developing the product further.

Medical devices are difficult to bring to market, but monitoring isn’t. I was able to identify patterns that detected not only heart attacks weeks before they occurred, but a host of other neurological and physical issues through a ring you wear on any finger you want. The hardware and software are proprietary and I, personally, hold the patents to most of it.

I was busy reviewing a list of all those patents, and the financials on their potential earnings for our IPO listing the next week, when my cell phone rang. Hitting the speaker button without looking, I spoke.

“This is Will. Go.”

“This is willgo, go
 ,” came a mocking voice, followed by a burst of laughter. I could hear another voice or two in the background ask a question, but the speaker shushed them. “Dude, you sound like a douche.”

“Who is this?” I asked, keeping the annoyance out of my voice, but just barely.

Sometimes the junior programmers thought it was funny to prank me until I hacked into their systems and showed them what a disproportionate response is.

“Two years and you don’t even recognize your sister’s voice?”

“Kate?”

The truth was, I didn’t recognize her voice. It was deeper than I remembered and had a tired quality to it that didn’t sound like my spitfire of a sister at all.

“Look, I know it’s last minute, but do you think we could meet for coffee? Mom’s out of town and shit hit the fan. I don’t know who else to turn to.”













Chapter
 Two












I
 t was the last thing I needed with the IPO coming up, but I couldn’t turn away from my stepsister. We agreed to meet downtown and I left my offices early. It had been two years since we’d last talked, but over four since we’d seen one another, and I was nervous as I approached the shop.

I recognized her blonde head from the back, but not the two girls sitting on either side of her at the outside table. When I walked up, the dark-haired girl flashed me a flirty grin and sat forward, making sure her upper arms pressed her big firm breasts together. She whispered something to the other girls who looked up, and I felt my cheeks heat when Kate recognized me.

“Will!”

Her friend’s grin only widened when Kate jumped up and gave me a hug, but I put the minx out of my thoughts as I took in my tiny sister’s attire.

“What the fuck are you so dressed up for?”

“I was at work,” she shrugged, then did a little twirl in the skintight skirt suit. “Isn’t it hot? Who knew you could wear fashion to the office.”

“You
 have a job
 ?” I was genuinely surprised. Ever since I’d known her, Kate had been adamant that work was for the unfortunate and that she planned to marry rich and hire people to do work for her.

“I’m a loan officer at Washington Mutual,” she said, standing as primly and smiling with self-satisfaction. “You still at that startup? Software engineering or something?”

Guilt swept over me for the hundredth time, but I nodded and smiled without replying. I’d been vague with her and my stepmom about the work I’d been doing since moving out. They hadn’t asked more than cursory questions, so I hadn’t been forced to lie, but I wasn’t in a hurry to tell them what I was worth, knowing how much that changed the surrounding people.

My father hadn’t reached out to me until the articles started appearing in the paper. Then I’d been forced to pay him off to keep him out of my life. I wasn’t willing to do that with my stepsister and stepmom. In the chaos of my childhood, the few years I’d spent with them had been some of the most stable, if isolating, and I had a special place in my heart for both of them.

“Or something,” I said, hearing how lame it was and pointing to the shop. “I’m gonna grab a latte. Do you want anything?”

“Oh, no, I’m fine,” Kate said, which was unlike her. She never missed an opportunity to order an obscenely expensive blended drink, and I noticed her table was empty.

“You sure? You girls want anything?” Her friends had looked up at me expectantly, and the moment I offered, they spoke over one another in their haste to get their orders out.

“I’ll have a white mocha,” the large-breasted Latina said with the tact to blush, “If you’re offering.”

“A latte, please, no foam, extra shot,” piped in the other blonde, a delicate little girl with the slender frame of a model.

Kate shot her friends a frown of annoyance, but when I raised an eyebrow at her, she gave an exasperated sigh and said, “The same as you, if you’re insisting.”

I went in and ordered, watching Kate and her friend through the window. They had their heads together, talking over something, and weren’t the carefree, beautiful teens I’d expected. Kate and the Latina came in to help me carry the drinks back out and the dark-haired girl walked ahead of me and let me get a healthy view of her full backside.

“What did you want to talk about?” I asked when we were all seated.

“I know this is asking a lot,” Kate began, “but can we crash on your floor for a couple of nights?”

“Don’t you have a place near NYU? I remember mom mentioning something about it.”

“We did,” Kate said, as she fidgeted with the lid of her cup. Before she could work up the nerve to explain, the cute strawberry blonde piped up.

“Asshole landlord kicked us out,” she groused, before taking a long pull of her drink. I didn’t fail to notice how her tight little top conformed to her slender body, nor how she sat perfectly posed to show it off to maximum effect. There was something exotic about her eyes. Their almond shape and faint epicanthic folds, with that red hair and milk white skin, was enchanting. “He was in love with Kate and when she shut him down, he called the cops on us. Evicted because of a single roach.”

“We aren’t even stoners,” the Latina added. “It was just a single joint after midterms… We watched White Girls and died laughing… next thing we know there’s a red notice on our door saying we violated our lease.”

“I’m freaking out, Will,” Kate said, turning and gripping my hand with hers. “Our stuff’s still in there and that creep could be digging through our drawers. I’d call mom, but she’s living in a studio the size of a postage stamp.”

“You know he’s in your panty drawer,” the strawberry blonde said to Kate with a joking grin that wasn’t reciprocated. Her smile fell, and she reached out to rest a hand on our clasped hands. “It’s going to work out, don’t stress, Kate.”

“That’s easy for you to say, Ceira. You have a place to stay once your parents get home. I’m going to be homeless because I wouldn’t suck off an old creep.”

“You’re not going to be homeless,” I said, releasing the girls’ hands and taking up my cup.













Chapter
 Three












I
 t was chilly outside, so I used the pretext to warm my hands, but I didn’t want my stepsister to see how much I’d enjoyed the contact, or for her to notice how her friend had been tickling my palm with her fingertip in a flirty way.

“We won’t stay on your floor long,” Kate said, motioning to Ceira, the strawberry blonde. “Her parents are at their place in Dubai, but they return in a week. We can stay there.”

“They don’t let strangers inside when they aren’t home,” Ceira offered with a shrug.

“Not even their daughter?” I asked, and laughed until she shook her head, her wide mouth twisting in distaste.

“John and Cindy have never considered themselves ‘parents’,” she said with air quotes. “I’m more of a stranger than my dad’s golfing buddies.”

“Cry me a river,” the Latina said with a snort of laughter. “You spent a month in the Maldives, clubbing in the same place as Leo. Don’t sell him a sob story, Ceira.”

“And what you’re selling is better?” Ceira asked with a raised eyebrow as she took the Latina in from head to toe.

“I don’t sell it, or give it away, but if they want to drool after me, let them,” she sat back in her seat, tossing her glossy dark hair over one shoulder as she pulled her sunglasses off her head and hooked them in the plunging neckline of her shirt.

When a man passing by on the sidewalk with his girlfriend noticed the Latina, he tripped, and had to catch himself against a car. Everyone looked around when the alarm went off, and as heads turned to where the man was staring, his girlfriend followed them. Kate and her friends were laughing openly when the woman followed after the man, slapping him with her purse.

“I love this city,” the Latina grinned.

“Will, this is Morena, and you’ll have to forgive her. She’s from Brazil.”

“Sau Paulo,” she winked long lashes at me and reached out to run a long nail down my forearm, causing goose bumps to stand out along the skin. “You never said your brother was such a handsome man, Kate. No fair.”

“Stop it, Bella,” Kate warned.

“What?” she asked with faux innocence. “How else and I supposed to meet a handsome, wealthy American man?” Her dark eyes cast a smokey gaze at me from under her long lashes and the nail dug into my arm with enough force to leave a mark behind. “I’d settle for one of the three, but two…? Now that deserves some exploration. No?”

“Wealthy isn’t an option for me,” Ceira frowned in distaste. “I know it sounds terrible, but I don’t think I could do the suzy-homemaker in a brownstone. Forget moving upstate. Have you seen the flies in the countryside? No, thank you.”

“The flies are ten times worse in the city,” Kate scoffed. “And the rats!”

“I like the rats and pigeons,” Ceira said with a bob of her shoulders. “Just cause they’re ugly doesn’t mean they don’t deserve love.”

“They also eat garbage,” I added, which caused the strawberry blonde to blush a pretty pink before sticking her tongue out at me. “You girls all want to marry someone wealthy? Like a billionaire or something?”

I didn’t get the reactions I was expecting. All three burst out laughing, and Kate shook her head.

“How would we ever meet a billionaire? We joke about what we’d do. Living the lives we’ve always dreamed of.” She gazed out at the bustling city. “You know, a loft in the east village.”

“Dinner at Nobu,” Morena added.

“And in by nine for cocktails and deep, power fu-.”

“Ceira…” Kate warned, earning herself a bark of laughter from Morena and Ceira. Ignoring them, my little sister turned a frown on me and asked, “What are you doing?”

I’d pulled my phone out and was typing an email to my lawyer and fixer, Hamel Fineberg. I’m always careful to keep personal and work expenses separate, but I had to be extra diligent with the IPO coming up.

“What’s your address?” I asked, “Sorry, your old address?”

Kate rattled it off and as I typed it out and CC’d my assistant, she added with an exasperated tone, “Will, it’s rude to text while hanging out with people. Especially if they’re three hot girls.”

“Sorry, I was just having your stuff boxed up and moved to a storage unit. Do you know if the guy who harassed you owns the property or is the property manager?”

My sister blinked, uncomprehending, for a few moments and I shrugged.

“I’ll have both served with a cease and desist.”

“Will, that’s too much. I can’t ask you to do that.”

“It’s already done. Finish up your coffee’s and we’ll drop by my place so I can give you three keys and get you on the guest list with the doorman.”

“Your place has a doorman?” the Latina asked with a cocked eyebrow.

“Abner’s great,” I said, you’ll love him. “And my loft is in Greenwich Village, not the East Village, but I think you three can make do.”

“Places in Greenwich are insane,” Kate said with a disbelieving frown. “What kind of engineer are you, anyway?”

“I’m not an engineer,” I said, enjoying the game and feeling a smug smile find its way onto my face.

“You told mom you’re working on computer stuff.”

“I am, but I don’t do the engineering anymore. Or not much of it. I have people for that.”

“Dude,” the tiny blonde said, sitting back and waving in an exaggerated fashion. “How the fuck does your brother have a place in Greenwich and we don’t know about it?”

“I
 didn’t know about it,” Kate said, and my enjoyment faded when I saw the hurt in her eyes.













Chapter
 Four












“I
 t’s not a big deal,” I said, then flinched when I realized the whole point of my joke was that I was kind of a big deal. “I just didn’t want people to know…” I shrugged lamely.

“Know what?” Kate asked, but she was already pulling out her phone.

When her friends saw that, they did the same. Ceira had the strongest google-fu, and her head jerked up, jaw dropping. Morena was next, and I was curious to see a frown mar her pretty features before she snorted a laugh.

“We’ve been sitting with a billionaire this whole time?” She asked.

“I was,” I said, “For about a day. Then I started my new company, and everything went into that. Honestly, I’m barely making ends meet, and might actually be bankrupt if the IPO doesn’t go through.”

“IPO?” Kate said, her expression difficult to read and making me more nervous by the second. Her friends were one thing, but I wasn’t prepared for my little sister to find out this way and was nervous about her reaction.

“Will… you’re the fucking man,” she shook her head with a grin. “I don’t understand what you sold, but I’ve heard of these rings. Med students on TicTok say it’s going to revolutionize medicine.”

“Oh shit, are these those?!” Ceria asked. “Dude, we need to post about this!”

Before I could warn the girl off that course, my sister shook her head.

“This isn’t a cosplay outfit, Ceira,” Morena said, speaking before my sister could. “This is real world shit. Will’s dealing with governments and fucking Apple. @sxycoed03 isn’t the forum for disseminating vital trade information.”

When I raised an eyebrow at the Latina, she blushed, which I guessed wasn’t a normal state for the confident beauty, and added, “I’m applying for my MBA.”

“You know more than me,” I joked. “I barely know what I’m doing half the time.”

“That was never the case,” Kate added, and something in her tone killed my good cheer.

We left soon after, but I could sense hurt in my younger sister as we piled onto the subway and made our way downtown. Morena and Ceira were delightful conversationalists. Much better than I and they kept me laughing and amused the entire time. My sister piped up now and then, but I could sense something was off with her and I tried to ignore the ache in my guts whenever I thoughts strayed to the issue.

“Ok, I have to see this place,” Ceira said when we exited the subway. “Did you pick it or an agent?”

“An agent.” I blushed, but was surprised to see Ceira nod.

“Local?”

“Yeah.”

“Fuck yeah,” she nodded vigorously to Kate and Morena, “Didn’t I tell you the best places always get snatched up by local agents the moment they’re listed? Now I really
 want to see your place.”

“It’s nothing special,” I shrugged. “But it’s where I do most of my work, so I love it.”

“I’m sure it’s amazing,” Kate said, and it broke my heart to see the pasted-on smile she flashed back at me. “You always had the best taste for stuff. Maybe not clothes,” she raised an eyebrow at my clothing. “There, you could still use some work.”

“I wear what’s comfortable,” I shrugged.

“We can find you cooler clothes that are more comfortable than slacks and a polo shirt,” Ceira added with a laugh, and I saw Morena and Kate nodding in agreement.

“Here we are,” I said, pointing to my building and grateful to change the subject.

The girls’ jaws dropped when they saw the ornate entrance and scrollwork on the face of the building. Morena pointed at the roof, where green plants swung over the edge.

“Is there a garden up there?”

“They’re planted,” I said. “But there’s a pool and hot tub that overlooks the river. The view at nights incredible.”

“Can we go up there?” Ceira asked.

“Guests are allowed up there,” I said, waving the girls in ahead of me. Turning to the white-haired doorman, I asked, “Do the keys available for guests give them access to the roof?”

“Of course, young sir,” the man said with a gracious nod. “As well as the gym and sauna. The salon is reserved for residents only unless you’ve signed off personally for their admission.”

“We have a salon?” I asked with genuine surprise. “And a sauna?”

“On the seventh floor, young master. If you’ve gone to the gym, then you wouldn’t have missed them.”

I ignored Ceira’s amused grin at that and followed the girls to the elevators. Flashing my key over the elevator’s mag reader, I hit the button for my floor.













Chapter
 Five












“T
 he penthouse?” Morena asked.

“He’s a fucking billionaire, Bella,” Ceira added, but I felt her considering gaze on me as the elevator started up.

“Didn’t I send you a hot plate, so you had something to cook on in your tiny city apartment?” Kate asked, a sharpness lacing her words.

“I cook most of my meals on it,” I replied, feeling my cheeks burn as we reached my loft. Squeezing my eyes shut, I pushed back the anxiety and admitted the truth. “I never figured out how to work the stove. So, I either order in, cook noodles, or make mac and cheese.”

“The boxed stuff?” Kate asked, turning a familiar grin on me as the door dinged.

“It’s my favorite meal,” I smiled back.

Kate’s pale blue eyes sparkled as she matched my grin, then clouded when her friends let out awed gasps. Morena’s was louder, but Ceira’s was sharper, and when I turned, I saw the tiny blonde staring at the black and white painting hanging on my wall.

“Thats an original Banksy… What. The. Actual. Fuck!”

I flinched when she rounded on me and grabbed my forearms with in surprisingly strong grips, her long painted nails digging into my flesh.

“What?” I stiffened, glancing at Kate and Morena for support, but they weren’t paying attention to Ceira or me, nor to the artwork adorning my walls. Their jaws hung open as they made their way into the bright space. “It’s not a big deal.”

“Not a big deal… Dude… How the fuck did you get this?”

“A guy was trying to pitch me on something and handed me this as an enticement. I didn’t want to make an app that identified easy women through social media. He let me keep it, hoping I’d change my mind.”

The blonde shook her head in wonder, that quickly faded when she took in the rest of the apartment. Kate and Morena were already standing in the large empty space of my living room and frowning at me.

“A beanbag chair,” Kate motioned to the dilapidated blue bag and to the other lone fixture, “and a PlayStation. Will… Seriously?”

“I spend most of my time at the computer,” I pointed to the tall windows. “The view creeps me out. Feels like people are looking in.”

“That’s because you have a park view,” Morena chortled. “You know they can’t see inside from down there. It’s like six stories. This is probably the most private loft in the city.”

“It’s fucking perfect,” Kate breathed, which warmed my heart, but her face fell a moment later and she refused to meet my eyes. “I’m guessing the fridge is empty of any real food, right?”

I shrugged, and she nodded. “Let’s go to the store.”

“I think I’ll stay here,” Morena said, pulling out her phone. “I have to call my parents and let them know what’s going on or they’ll freak.”

“Let me grab you cash,” I said, hurrying into my room and digging around for my wallet.

I rarely used it for anything, but I found a pile of bills and shoved it into my sisters’ hands. It wasn’t until I heard her and Ceira’s exclamations as the door shut behind them that I wondered just how much it had been.

My sister and the blonde had left their bags laying in the living room, so I moved them near the wall and wondered if I should pull out the dirty clothes and wash them or leave it to the girls. Figuring it would be weird and an invasion of their privacy, I left the clothes alone, but my fingers itched to get rid of the mess.

I found Morena pacing in the kitchen, talking to her mom. I left the girl alone to speak in private and dug through my closet for my air mattress. When the girl came back into the living room, I hooked it up to the air compressor that came with it.

“It’s not like that! We did nothing wrong, mommy, serious,” she paused and I could hear the angry hiss of a woman yelling through the handset as she rolled her eyes. “No, nothing in school. It’s that pervert landlord I told you about… Yes, I’ll tell him.”

She dropped her hand and spoke to me, “My mom wants to say thank you for taking in her wayward child.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, laughing when Morena grinned and shook her head.

The girl mouthed silently to me, “She thinks I’m going to end up in jail or something,” before speaking up into the phone, “Uh huh, ok momma, I gotta go. Love you.”

“She sounds like a great mom,” I said.

“She is,” Morena frowned, “But sometimes she gives new meaning to the term helicopter parent.” Slipping the phone into her pocket, she walked over to the windows and gazed out. “This place is spectacular. Can I see the rest?”

“Sure,” I said, seeing no way to get out of the situation.

I led her through the living room and into my office. She seemed uninterested in my computer setup, which seemed absurd for a teenager, but fascinated by the garden hanging in my window.

“Did you plant this?”

“It came with the place,” I said, fingering the tiny peppers and herbs that hung through the slanted afternoon sun. “I’ve been watering them but have no idea what to do.”

“These need to be pruned,” Morena pointed to the red peppers and snapped off the longest vines with her nails, then pulled them close to her nose and sniffed deeply. “Lesya peppers are my favorite of the sweet variety.”

She took a bite of one and sighed in pleasure.

She held the bunch aloft to me, but I waved her off and she shrugged. As we walked through the rest of my place, she popped the small, sweet peppers into her mouth like they were candy. I showed her the bathroom, with its three-nozzle shower and deep spa tub which she barely glanced at. Next was the barren spare bedroom with the walk-in closet. She exclaimed over that, while lamenting over its emptiness. Then we entered the kitchen, and she gave a soft gasp of surprise.

“Viking ranges? And this is a restaurant quality fridge, and a roto coupe!” Morena darted across the long kitchen, pausing to run her hand over the marble and oak island, and pulling open the door. She barked a laugh when she saw the lone bottle of ketchup, old Chinese food and jug of Sunny Delight filling the large empty space.

“This isn’t even funny,” she said and when she turned her frown on me, I saw she wasn’t amused. “I thought you were joking about box mac and cheese. Is that really what you live off?”

When I shrugged, she threw the door closed with a disgusted snort.

“Then it’s a good thing we’re staying here. I’m going shopping when the girls get back and at least you’ll eat good tonight.”

“You can cook?”

“My mom was head chef at Atelier in San Francisco before starting her own restaurant in Napa Valley,” she snorted. “I grew up in a kitchen. If I couldn’t cook, my mom would say she failed as a mother. Do you like risotto?”

“Love it,” I said. “I can’t remember the last time I had it. Definitely in a restaurant, though.”

“I’ll make you something restaurant quality.” she gave me a wink as she ran her hand over the range stove and up over the stainless-steel hood above. “Jesus dude, in this kitchen I could feed an army, or start a catering business.”

“As long as you don’t make any noise from three to six am, you can do whatever you want in here,” I frowned around at the appliance and stepped up to glance out the fire escape window. “It would be good if it was used. You think someone could sneak in through here? I never really thought about it.”

My musings trailed off as Morena stepped up beside me. The Latina girl smelled of lavender, vanilla, and another spice I couldn’t identify, and I was powerfully aware of the warmth of her skin as she leaned out the window beside me.

“I think you’re fine,” she pointed, her large breasts pushing over the windowsill and pressed tight to her top. “They’d have to be superhuman to jump high enough to grab the ladder and see there? It hooks on this side, so they couldn’t use a hook or something.”

“Good eye,” I mumbled, face reddening, I jerked out of the window when she caught me staring at her breasts, but instead of reacting she turned and leaned against the frame, one hand trailing down her side as she smiled up at me slyly.

“You have no idea, do you?”

“Idea?” I asked.

“You said there was a hot tub, didn’t you?” her eyes sparkled with mischief as she pushed off the sill and brushed past me, making sure to press her large breasts against my arms as she did. “Good thing I have a swimsuit packed.”

“You want to go in now?”

“Unless you have something else planned?”

Before I knew what I was doing, I felt my head nodding and my palms growing damp with sweat as I contemplated joining her. Morena skipped away with a final wink and a call saying she would be ready in five.













Chapter
 Six












I
 found my trunks, and a couple of towels, then met her in the living room. When I stepped into the room, my jaw dropped when I took in the teen. Standing in a string bikini as she tried to disentangle a strappy shirt, her massive breasts swayed delightfully to and fro. Little more than triangles, they covered less area than my palms would have.

Making things worse were the bottoms of her bikini. It was nothing more than a single tiny triangle that was pressed against her obviously hairless pussy, while the string ran up between perfect ass cheeks.

“Ready?” she asked with a bright smile.

“Mhmm,” I said, not trusting myself to speak as I led the way upstairs.

It had been months since I’d been on the roof, and I was pleased to see it was empty in the middle of the day. Trees and plants grew from planters all around the building’s edges, their greenery helping keep those sun bathing from the spying eyes of neighboring office buildings.

I felt self-conscious as I pulled my shirt off and dropped it and my towel onto a deck chair. It felt like a hundred eyes were staring at me, even though I could only see a half dozen windows or so through the dense canopy.

“This is incredible,” Morena enthused, causing the hairs on my arms to stand when she brushed past me and scampered over to the hot tub. “You can come up here whenever you want?”

“Sure, but I never do.” I shrugged when she made a disbelieving sound. “I feel too exposed out here. Like everyone’s staring.”

“That’s the best part,” Morena winked and, dropping her towel beside mine, turned her back to the tub as she reached down, gathering the bottom of her long shirt in her hand, and tugged it over her head.

Whipping her long dark hair back over her shoulder, the girl turned to test the water temperature with her hand. As she did, I got a perfect view of her wide ass bent over before me and heard a whimper escape my throat.

“Mhmm, it’s perfect,” she purred, peeking back around her wide hip, the girl smiled mischievously when she caught me staring at her ass. “Wouldn’t you say?”

“Yeah,” I mumbled, “perfect.”

Like the Millennium Falcon caught in a tractor beam, I stumbled forward and sank into the steaming waters behind Morena. The teen turned on the jets and, sighing contentedly, sank beneath the bubbling surface and came up, sweeping her hair back.

“Thank you for letting us stay in your place,” she said as she settled into place near me. “It’s very generous of you.”

“Anything for Kate and her friends.”

“If I’m overstepping, tell me,” Morena began carefully, “But what’s the deal between you two? I sensed some bad blood. Was she a bitch to you in high school or something?”

“No more than any other teenager,” I shrugged.

“She talks about you like you’re the coolest older brother any girl could have,” she said with a crooked smile. “So why didn’t you tell her about your company and all this?”

I bit my bottom lip, thinking back to what had motivated me all those years before and since. The images of Kate and my stepmom that flew through my mind as I remembered why I’d grown so comfortable around them caused my cheeks to heat. Shifting in my seat, I was grateful Morena had turned on the jets as the frothy bubbles hid the tent forming in my shorts.

“After my mom died, I didn’t trust anyone. My dad especially. Kate and her mom were collateral damage.”

“Is that all it was?” She asked, a knowing look about her eyes as she rested an elbow on the edge of the tub, causing one large breast to rise above the surface. Her smile grew when she saw me notice, “Didn’t you move in when you were fifteen?”

“Yeah,” I said, hating myself for my weakness as I stared out at a fixed point in the distance and tried to ignore the gorgeous Latina teen and her tiny string bikini beside me.

“That must have been… hard,” her voice had a throaty purr that had the hairs on the back of my neck standing up. “I mean, shit, Kate’s the sexiest girl I’ve ever seen, and I’ve met her mom… whew!” her outburst caused me to glance over, and I saw the genuine appreciation on her face as she shook her head. “Heather’s a MILF… I mean those tits alone would make a boy cream his pants, right?”

I didn’t know how to respond, but found myself grinning as I nodded. Relief flooded me when Morena’s knowing smile softened, but shifted to anxiety when I felt her gentle fingers rest on my knee.

“You have nothing to be ashamed of, Will. I think it’s perfectly normal if you found yourself… growing too attached to your new mom and sister
 .” as she paused, Morena leaned closer to me and whispered the last.

Her firm breast resting against my arm held the majority of my attention, but those fingers grazing across my knee softly were threatening to pull it away. Between the two, I was frozen in place, unsure what to do and terrified of doing anything to ruin the moment. While terrified of the truths being revealed.

“It’s not like that,” I said. “I love them, and my dad. But this was always about making my mother proud.”

Morena froze, her large dark eyes softening further, and I thought for a moment she was going to throw her arms around me, but she rested her head on my shoulder instead. The admission wasn’t something I admitted out loud, but hearing the words, I realized how ridiculous they sounded and said that.

“You don’t sound ridiculous,” Morena said, tilting her head up, her wide, full-lipped mouth smiling gently. “You sound like a good son, and a better man.”

I stiffened when I felt her fingers sliding up my inner thigh, and when I cut my eyes over to the Latina teen, I saw a hungry fire burning in her dark eyes.

“I’m going to do something for you, Will. Something I want to do… something I’ve wanted to do since we first met… But I need you to want it, too.”

Those fingers still trailed up my thigh, edging under the bottom of my suit. Thank God I hung to the other side, or she’d encounter my stiffness in moments. Before I could utter the question hovering between us, she whispered in my ear.


“I want to taste you.”
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 Seven












F
 iery lips pressed to the side of my neck, and her curvy body trapped my arm against my side as she floated close. Her questing fingers reached farther up my shorts until they circled the root of my cock. The moment those warm fingers closed on my flesh; everything became real in a way it hadn’t been for the past few moments.

“We shouldn’t,” I said by reflex, hating myself the moment the words passed my lips.

Morena paused in her assault on me and cocked her head back, a curious frown crossing her thick lips.

“Are you seeing someone?” When I shook my head, her frown deepened. “Then what’s the problem? You’re hot, I’m hot, and we’re both young enough to be dumb.”

“You think I’m hot? Forget that.” I shook my head. “It’s not wrong, but we just met… And I don’t have any diseases or anything,” the moment the words left my mouth I shook my head violently as the girl’s face darkened. “Sorry, wrong thing to say. That was stupid. I’m just hopeless with girls, it’s probably better if we-.”

The girls silenced me by pressing her wet fingers to my lips.

“I’m going to stop you before you get yourself into more trouble than you already are,” the warning tone in her voice was clear as she sat back, her hand withdrawing from my shorts and earning a grunt of sadness from me. “I’ve seen this before and I can help… trust me. You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

“What?!” her fingers fell away from my lips as her eyebrow rose but I shook my head. “I’m not a virgin.” But as her eyes bore into me, I admitted something I had told no one but my best friend. “It was one time, and it… didn’t go well.”

“What happened?”

I didn’t want to tell the tale, but her voice was so sweet and her curiosity so genuine that I found myself opening up.

“My old employees took me out to a club when we finalized the sale of our company. I don’t like to dance, but they dragged me out there and after a few drinks, I started to have fun. There was a,” I hesitated and changed what I was going to say. “Woman there-.”

“Don’t skip the good parts,” Morena grinned, her eyebrows bobbing as she scooched closer to me, one thigh slipping above mine, our legs crossed. “What did she look like?”

I raised my eyebrow at her, but the girl’s eagerness didn’t fade and I found myself describing the tiny Asian. Unfulfilled with a simple description, I went into detail about the girl’s tiny blue top and black skirt, and the firmness of her breasts as they pushed out the neckline of her shirt.

“You took her home?”

“We went to her place,” I said, cringing inside when I remembered the experience. “I was still a little drunk but not wasted, and it… It didn’t go well.”

“I need details,” Morena implored, her hand gripping my forearm tightly as she pulled me even closer. “What happened? Did you cum right away? Or did she throw up on your dick?”

“You’re crazy,” I chuckled, trying to deflect my attention away from where my hand was pressing. When she’d grabbed my arm, it had drawn my hand between her swaying breasts and the back of it was pressed to her upper stomach. If I reached my fingers down, I could probably slip them within the top of her bikini bottoms.

Swallowing hard, I asked, “Why do you want to know, anyway? What do you care?”

“I care because this stuff fascinates me,” she said without dissembling. “And I want to know because I love Kate, and Kate loves you. Also,” she grinned impishly, “this shit is really fucking hot. See?”

Before I could react, she sat up and, pressing her hand to the outside of mine, slid it down into her bikini bottoms. Wondering if the girl was reading my mind, it took a second to register the wetness my fingers sank into. Different from the hot, chlorinated waters, this heat felt more welcoming, and the wetness slicker.

“Hss, gentle,” Morena sucked in a breath, her hand gripping my wrist when my fingers sank into her sex, causing me to pause. “Slide them up… there… circles… smaller… Will, keep… there.”

Blood pounded past my ear drums and time slowed to a crawl as the barest tip of my middle finger circled a tiny nubbin of flesh. When I slipped the finger down for a second, coating it in the slicker wetness of her pussy, Morena gave another hiss, and her other hand rose to grip one large breast tight.

My cheek ached from biting on it, and the muscles in my forearm burned, but nothing on earth would keep me from finishing what I’d started. Body shaking and hips rocking against my side, I watched the beautiful Latina’s face melt into blissful agony.

“Cumming, I’m… cumming!”

The bikini bottoms were bunched around my wrist, having become twisted as she thrashed in the water, and when Morena threw her hips back, I was dragged along with them. My face pressed between her large breasts, and I lost focus on my ministrations as the slick skin ran across my lips.

“Jesus,” Morena panted, waters sloshing as she sank back down, “I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Neither was I,” I said, pleased my voice wasn’t shaky.

“Tell me the rest of your story,” the girl purred, as my hand slipped around to her hip, and she sank across my lap. “Mhmm, you’re hiding something big down here.”

“You want to hear… oh god
 ,” I breathed when her hand slipped between our bodies and into my suit to grip my stiffness.


“Tell me everything,”
 she purred in my ear as her fingers slid up my length.

“When we got to her place,” it was a struggle to remember that night as both of my hands slid up the gorgeous girl’s sides. “We started making out, but when we fell on her bed… shit.”


“Don’t stop,”
 Morena breathed into my neck as her nimble fingers danced along my length with teasing touches.

“She threw herself back onto the bed and said,” I pressed my eyes closed, shame filled as I admitted, “And begged me to fuck her, hard.”

“She just laid there? Begging?” When I nodded, the girl threw her head back and barked a laugh, “Then when you started, did she freeze?”

“Yea,” I frowned, “How do you know?”

“Relax,” she grinned. “I’m not reading your mind. I was her once… eager to lose her v-card, but too immature to admit she didn’t know anything.”

The second she said it, my memories shifted, like a prism rotating in the light. Everything became clear. The girl had
 been inexperienced, her kisses over-eager, her touch clumsy. When I saw the moment again, I found a measure of forgiveness for myself.

“And now I get to rewrite my own history,” Morena grinned and before I could ask what she meant, she pushed forward and her lips met mine.

I wasn’t ready for the kiss, but when her soft body melted against mine, I drew her even closer. Our tongue interlocked, sliding along one another as my hands slid down her body. Cupping her large ass, my fingers sank into the firm flesh as the teen groaned and ground her bikini-clad pussy against my stiffness.

“It’s my turn,” she breathed into my lips, and before I could ask what she meant, I felt her hands slip down my side and push off my trunks.

“Fuck,” I moaned, and before I lost the chance, I slipped a hand from her hips and ran my fingers over one soft breast.

“Sit up,” Morena grinned, patting the edge of the hot tub, whipping her dark hair back over her shoulder and leaning back in the water.
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A
 s I watched, she reached up and untied the string of her bikini, watching me with a fascinated grin. She let the strings fall, but kept her hands cupping them. Raising her eyebrows at me, I gave a sigh and pulled myself up, feeling like a dozen other eyes were watching as the cool air caressed my nakedness.

Morena gasped when I became exposed, but I recognized it as awed pleasure and not fear, like I’d worried I might find. The girl bit her bottom lips, jaw trembling as she reached out one hand. As she did, the cup of her bikini fell and it was my jaws turn to drop as I took in the perfect curves.

“You fucking huge,” she breathed, pushing forward and spreading my thighs before running her hands up them gentle, eyes locked on the throbbing head of my dick until her nose nearly touched the tip and then she flinched back and blushed up at me. “I’ve never seen one this big… only in porn… Can I…”

Touching the tip of her tongue to her upper lip, she ran it around them, creating a wet circle as I nodded eagerly. Too frozen with shock to speak, I didn’t even trust myself to reach out and caress the girl again, terrified it might startle her away.

Her fingers slid around the base of my cock, gripping it, and I gasped softly. Morena looked up and grinned, her beautiful face so open and delighted I almost forgot where I was, until she ducked down and sucked the head of my dick into her mouth.

“Careful,” I hissed, keeping myself from flinching with effort as the girl’s teeth scraped the sensitive skin.

“Sorry!” Morena’s face blushed a deep crimson, and she released the rest of her top as her other hand darted forward to caress my shaft.

Moving with more care, she leaned forward and dragged her pink tongue along the underside of my cock. Searching my face with worry, she relaxed when I gave a shudder of pleasure. Her eyes sparkled with delight as she began licking and gently sucking on my dick, and releasing it with one hand, she drew mine down between our bodies.

It was hard to focus on her licking, sucking and stroking while I pawed at her perfect tits. I’d never seen breasts so large and firm, even in porn, and the firm flesh was heavenly. Better yet was when I twisted her hard dark nipple gently, Morena would shiver and twist between my thighs, losing focus on her task, onto to redouble her efforts when I released the nipple.

My other hand rested on the back of her head, gently, but it didn’t take long between her sucking mouth and the feel of her firm young tit, for the pleasure to rush up in me. Forcing my thoughts to basketball, trash pickup days, and wrinkled Mrs. Gershwed, I managed to stave off my orgasm for a full minute more, but my brow was coated in sweat and both hands rested on the pavement behind me as I struggled.

Morena had been lost in her work, cheeks flush and one hand between her thighs, sloshing the water around her arm as she worked herself to an orgasm. Her dark eyes flickered up and saw the strain on my face, and a grin flashed across hers.

“Cum for me,” she moaned around my cock, one hand fisting it gently, using her saliva as lube, while her lips and tongue slid around the underside of the head.

Staring at the teen's beautiful face, I felt a wave of delicious pleasure that had nothing to do with the impending orgasm. Knowing that she was mine to have, in any way I wanted, and eager to be under my power was intoxicating. Almost immediately, a wave of guilt swept in, only to be overridden by my orgasm, which left my brain a muddled mess.

“Fuck,” I groaned, watching the girl’s jaw drop and chest heave as thick lines of cum splashed across her lips, cheeks and chest.

Hands still stroking me, she blinked down at herself and gave a single snort of laughter.

“Jesus… that was so. Fucking. Hot!”

I could only nod, waves of pleasure still rolling through me as Morena stared at herself. A buzzing from the lounge chair alerted her to her phone, and she jerked free of her reverie and, rising, reached for the phone. As she did, her wet, naked breasts brushed across my arm and shoulder.

“Hey, Kate,” she answered, leaning back and grinning down at me mischievously. “Yea, we’re up in the hot tub. It’s incredible, you guys have to check it out…” I couldn’t hear what my sister said over the hot tub’s jets, but I saw something else of interest and, turning my head, latched onto one of Morena’s nipples.

“Nghh,” the girl moaned, one hand caressing the back of my head in a way that had my cock throbbing back to life. “But I was going to cook… mhmm, ok, fine. We’ll be down soon.”

Tossing the phone back onto the lounge chair, she sighed and sank back into the waters, pulling her nipple from my mouth.

“We’ll have to finish this later, big boy. Your sister wants to go out to eat.”

“Later?” I asked, unable to hide my surprised delight.

“Later,” she purred. “When the others are asleep, you can do anything you want to me with this big, beautiful dick.”

Nipping my bottom lip, she rose from the waters and grabbed her bikini top. Before she could put it on, I pulled her close, unwilling to let her sexy, curvy teen body go without one more caress, just in case this was all a dream. Running my lips up her wet stomach, I paused at both of her nipples, nipping them lightly and earning myself soft moans of pleasure as her fingers ran through my hair again. Then I kissed the girl deeply, and had to pry my hands off her ass, before I carried things too far.

“You’re dangerous,” Morena breathed, her legs weak as she rose from the hot tub.

I wanted to say the same thing to her, but didn’t trust myself to speak as I dried off and followed her back downstairs. Watching her round ass sway on the stairs, I felt my dick throb again and was grateful when she spun around at the door and kissed me passionately one last time.

The minx didn’t pull free from my arms until my hardon was digging into her stomach, and I had to shove it up into my beltline to hide it as the noise of Kate and Ceira unpacking reached me. We found the pair in the living room, emptying large plastic bags with their soaps and other necessities.

“Get changed. We’re taking you out to dinner,” Kate said when she looked up from the bag she was emptying. She took one look at her friend and raised an eyebrow. I didn’t miss the Latina’s blush, nor my sister’s hard frown when she looked back at me.

“What?” I asked, keeping my face as still as possible.

“Nothing,” Kate said, her longbow shaped lips quirking into a mysterious smile. “Go get ready, hot stuff. And stop dripping chlorine onto your rug.”

I wanted to argue with her, but she was right and I hurried to my room. Toweling off, I eavesdropped on Kate and Ceira, but didn’t hear anything until Morena joined them.

“Well?” Kate asked.

“Well, what?” Morena replied.

“What’s going on?” that high-pitched voice could only be Ceira.

“I said he was going to be your type, didn’t I?” Kate said.

“Shut up,” that was Morena, but I didn’t make out what she said next, and giving up toweled off quickly and threw on some pants and a shirt.
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I
 found the three fixing their hair before my living room mirror. The hutch, which normally held my Nintendo systems, had three dozen small bottles, powders, and trays of makeup scattered over it. Part of me wanted to scream at the mess they’d made, but the larger part was fascinated by the transformations taking place.

From beautiful young girls to stunning women, I watched their makeup change the contours of their face and mask the smallest imperfections. The girls chatted about school and complained about their former landlord while they worked, oblivious to each other’s skill.

Kate’s phone kept ringing while they got ready, and she shut it off with an angry hiss as they finished getting ready. I wanted to ask what the dude was calling her, but thought better of it. It was probably a pro athlete or model, and I didn’t need to remind myself how far out of my league she was.

Feeling silly for even caring, I followed the three into the elevator and down to the subway. Four stops later, we piled out onto the northside and were half a block from the restaurant. The girls hadn’t dressed to the nines, but they still turned heads as walked down the street, and Morena had snuggled up to my side on the train when a guy started hitting on her after staring at her ass for two stops.

“Thanks for protecting me back there,” she said with a warm smile as I held the door open at the restaurant.

“I didn’t do anything,” I said, blushing and rubbing the back of my neck as the girl passed inside.

When Kate stepped past me, she mouthed something silently and flashed me a wink, causing my blush to deepen.

“If you want Ceira and I to step out tonight for a while, just flash me a signal.”

I could only frown at my sister as she darted over to the table Morena was grabbing in the rear. Ceira had removed her coat and, folding it over one arm, paused before the restaurant’s windows to push her blonde hair into a messy bun.

“I’ve never seen Kate jealous. It’s unsettling, isn’t it?”

The tiny blonde swept into the restaurant with me behind her, the door dinging on a bell as it closed. Kate always looked gorgeous, no matter what she wore, and Morena looked hot in the yoga pants and loose sweatshirt she’d changed into from her suit, but Ceira had changed into an entirely different outfit.

Black stockings covered her slender legs, and a yellow schoolgirl skirt barely covered her tiny rear. The black mesh top left bare her midriff, which was smooth and soft from a lifetime of being treated like a princess. The mesh top covered a yellow bra hidden beneath a yellow coat that matched the skirt.

“Kate’s never jealous,” I laughed.

“True,” Ceira said, but she glanced over her shoulder at me with a sly grin. “It isn’t jealousy, it’s envy.”

I tried to ignore the girls’ comments, but there was something off about my stepsister as we sat down and ordered. Choosing to ignore the anxiety growing whenever I glanced at Morena or Kate, I ordered a tall beer and let the girls choose the meat and sides.

The BBQ place was a small hole-in-the-wall restaurant, but it filled up quickly and soon had a small line outside the door. The prices were cheap, and the service fast, but it wasn’t college kids that filled the place but bankers and other elites. Our table drew plenty of stares, from men and women alike, most probably wondering who the lone dude was, sitting with three gorgeous young girls.

“How’s the pork?” Kate asked after I’d taken my first bite.

“Really good,” I mumbled around the bite, my eyes blinking in shock at the mix of sweet and spicy in the sauce.

“The owner has a roast pig brought up from Tennessee every week.” She nodded around a fistful of her own dripping meat. “When it’s gone, it’s gone.”

“I don’t know how you find these places, Kate,” Morena said with a euphoric grin as she licked sauce off her lips. “But this is another brilliant find.”

“Kate always knows where the diamonds in the rough are,” Ceira said. The blonde was the only one who was using a fork to eat her meat, but she savored the soft pork and sauce as much as any of us.

“I’ve learned to spot them,” Kate said, flashing me a wink.

While Morena and Ceira quizzed me about my work, Kate watched me with that same mysterious grin that caused the hairs to stand on the back of my neck. I enjoyed her eyes on me more than I should admit, but was grateful when they pushed away from the table.

“I’m stuffed,” Morena said, then yawning, “And tired.”

“Me too.” Kate rubbed her belly as if it were distended, though it was as smooth as ever.

The beer had left me tipsy, and I remembered why I rarely drink as my vision swam. I managed to hide its effects as we piled into the subway, and I was feeling almost normal as we stepped into my building. Then I noticed who was standing before the elevators and I wished I was back to feeling drunk.

Arms crossed and toes tapping, Heather Corningstone stood in full regalia. Black fur coat hanging nearly to the floor. Her dark hair was gathered into an elegant bun atop her head, small pearls dangling from threads of silver throughout. Around her was a necklace I should remember well, for it was my mother’s before my father gave it to her. Pearls as thick as finger joints encircled a neck a slender and firm as a swan.

“Katherine Demiter Corningstone, how dare you ignore your mother!”

“Stop being dramatic, mom,” Kate sighed, stepping over and hitting the elevator button and crossing her own arms in an eerie twin of her mother’s stance. “Will’s letting us stay with him. I’m not going to be homeless.”

“Hello, Will,” she smiled warmly, arms finally uncrossing as she pushed an errant lock of silky dark hair behind one ear. “Thank you for taking her in. I’m sorry we had to meet again under such… unfortunate circumstances.”

“It’s no problem.” I shuffled in place, awkward as always, around the elegant woman. “How have you been?”

“Oh, you know how it is,” she said with an airy wave of her hand. “Making ends meet, empty nesting.” She reached out and plucked a hair off Kate’s shoulder. “You can’t impose on your brother, Kate. Come and stay with me.”

“Mom, you sleep on a couch and can touch all four of your walls while spinning in place. You don’t have room for us.”

My mom grew so embarrassed I felt it too, but the elevator door dinging open saved us from it. My doorman doffed his cap to my mom, and she dipped her head in that way she had. As the doors slid shut, I saw the old man beaming as if the queen herself had blessed him.
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M
 om quizzed the girls about the landlord and what had happened, and didn’t relax until I assured her I had a lawyer on the case. She didn’t mention the fine surroundings, but I saw her note them as we rose. Growing up in a family that came from old money, my stepmom knew wealth when she saw it.

When the elevator kept rising, she shot me an appraising glance and another when the door parted. Glancing around the place, she gave me a nod of approval.

“I knew you’d do well for yourself, Will. I’m so proud of you.”

My heart did a little flip-flop when she offered me a gentle smile and pulled me into a warm hug. And the seed of bitterness I’d kept nurtured within my breast softened as I realized she was being sincere.

Seeing her now, as an adult, I saw my stepmom in a new light. The daughter of socialites, she couldn’t be blamed for the environment she’d grown up in. When I was a kid, I’d thought her another gold digger, after my father’s fortune, but she wasn’t animated by a desire for money. It was a part of her life, and her tastes had always hued to the expensive, but now that I thought back on the few years I’d lived with her she’d always been content with little to nothing, making the best of whatever situation she found herself in.

“I won’t stay in your kid’s hair for long,” she said, glancing around the place. “I just wanted to make sure Kate was ok, and you had everything you need… I see you don’t need me for anything, here.”

“Nonsense,” I said, hunting for a reason to keep her there. “You can’t leave so soon.”

The old magic of her charm was having its effect on me, and I remembered why I used to hangout in the kitchen with her most nights.

“I should really get back to-.”

“The salvation army line?” Kate interrupted with a snort of derision as she looked her mom up and down. “You haven’t been out in years. That’s why you’re wearing fashion from a decade ago.”

“Kate,” I was surprised by the sharpness in my voice, but not as surprised as my sister and stepmom, who blinked up at me in shock.

“I’m sorry, mom,” Kate said, her eyes still locked on me but with a heat growing in them.

“Oh, no bother!” mom tittered, shuffling in place awkwardly as she glanced between my sister and I staring at one another. “She’s right, anyway. This coat is twenty years old!”

“Your house… your rules, big brother?” Kate cocked an eyebrow, that heat still burning in her eyes, but her lips had quirked into a crooked grin that was throwing me off. When I nodded, not trusting myself to speak as forcefully as I had, she gave a short nod and slipped her arm in mom’s and dragged her deeper into my place, “Then if we’ve learned one thing mom, it’s that we can only be civil to one another if there’s alcohol involved. Have you ever heard of beer pong?”

“Like ping-pong? With the paddles?” Mom’s frown of distaste was almost comical as she glanced over her shoulder at me.

She offered me a brief look of apology, then let herself be dragged in with the other girls. What she was apologizing for I couldn’t be sure of, perhaps for invading my privacy, but that had already departed, and I found myself smiling easily for the first time in years as her and Kate’s voice reminded me of simpler times.

When I emerged from my room, changed into sweats, I found my mom’s fur hanging on the back of a chair. She had joined Ceira on one side of the kitchen table, while Kate and Morena faced off with them. Two dozen solo cups had been set before each pair, but instead of a couple ounces of alcohol in each, my mom was pouring a healthy glass.

Morena gave catcalls and joked about my mom’s heavy pour with Ceira, but Kate only shook her head. Our mom’s tolerance for alcohol is legendary in elite circles and my sister was already looking for the Advil in preparation of the coming morning.

I didn’t join in their game, preferring to watch from a comfortable position as the young women became increasingly shit-faced. My mom was decent at the frat game, but only because she could handle herself, and quickly she and Ceira were well ahead of the other two.

Morena and Kate were drunk before the game was half over. The Latina teen kept wandering over to where I was leaning and flirting with me. Her half-veiled comments earning her snickers of amusement from Ceira, and even Kate, who seemed to be goading her friend on. But it was my mom’s hooded stares that made me self-conscious.

After that, mom came out of her shell.

Whether it was the alcohol or her growing familiarity with Kate’s friends, I saw flashes of her old effervescent personality peeking through. The woman is a looker. There can be no denying it. As I watched them play, my eyes strayed again and again to her massive cleavage and the wide swell of her backside, tapering up to a narrow waist and slightly rounded stomach.

She reminded me of someone, and it took until they were nearly finished with their game for me to realize it was the porn star Ava Addams. After that, it was harder to meet her eyes every time she scored and flashed me a grin of delight.

“Eleven to three,” Ceira grinned, her smile decidedly less sloppy than Kate and Morena’s. “You two are getting destroyed!”

“We’re coming bacsh… hic
 ,” Kate frowned and tried to focus on her friend across the table, but gave up and burst into giggles, falling onto Morena, who was swaying in place.

“Bitch, get off me,” Morena laughed, staggering to the side and nearly tumbling into me before she caught herself. “It’s my shot… hic
 … we got them now.”

Closing one eye while trying to aim the ping-pong ball, the Latina teen seemed oblivious to the fact that my sister was still hanging all over her side. Body swaying and on the verge of toppling, she threw the ball, only for it to sail wide of the entire table by two feet.

“You moved it!” Morena shouted, pouting prettily as she glared at Ceira, who burst into laughter and grabbed the ball.

“And you’re shit faced. How much did you pour in those cups, Mrs. Corningstone?”

“Call me Heather, dear, and I made sure there was enough,” mom flashed me a wink and took the ball from Ceira as she lined up her shot.

“Enough for… hic
 … what, mom?” Kate asked. Even wasted, my little sister managed to look incredible, and if anything, exuded even more sex appeal than normal.

“Enough to knock you on your ass, my willful daughter,” Kate’s jaw dropped in mock outrage, and I couldn’t stifle my laughter as mom threw the ping-pong ball and it hit the center of the last cup with a wet splat.

“Game!” Ceira cheered, throwing her arms up and jumping around. The tiny blonde had taken three shots, and the effects were obvious to her slender frame as she staggered around the room, celebrating.

“Yeah, yeah,” Morena growled, clearly not a happy loser. The Latina pushed off the counter and downed the last shot before staggering into the room. “I’m going to… hic… unpack.”

“Morena, don’t be upset!” Ceira followed her friend into the spare bedroom. “It was just a game!”

“You got me… drunk,” Kate accused in a tone that sounded more surprised than upset. She stood with one hand on the table, swaying slightly as she stared across at my mom.

“You did that all on your own, dear,” Mom said without a hint of slur to her words. “But you’ll learn your limits as you get older. Now, go see to your friends. I want to speak with Will.”

“Is that what you’re going to do, mom?” Kate asked as she swayed her way around the table. Stepping right up to her mom, she cornered her in the kitchen and spoke in a softer voice. “Talk to Will? Is that why you have his shirtless picture in your bedside drawer, right next to your vib-.”

“Kate!” Mom’s sharp hiss cut my sister’s slurred flow of words off, but her lips curled into a sly grin as she glanced over at me.

“You should ask her why she’s wearing a matching bra and panty set to come visit her son.” Mom opened her mouth to shout again but Kate raised a finger before her lips and fixed her with a hard stare that was somewhat spoiled by her swaying in place. “I didn’t want you to come tonight… not tonight,” suddenly her stiff expression melted, and I was shocked to see tears burst from her eyes as she collapsed into our mom’s arms.

“Oh, mom! I ruined everything!”

Kate’s sob turned into a wail when she saw me watching over her mom’s shoulder and I flinched, embarrassed to be witnessing such raw emotions.

“There, there, baby,” mom said. “Everything’s going to be ok, you’ll see.”













Chapter
 Eleven












S
 waying in place, she rubbed Kate’s back and gave me a smile of apology when our eyes met. Wasted and weepy, Kate calmed down as mom led her into the spare bedroom. I heard them speaking softly as they walked, mom keeping her upright with an arm around Kate’s narrow waist. A part of me wanted to follow and eavesdrop, but my better angels won out and I started cleaning up the mess they’d left behind.

I should have been annoyed. For years I’d cultivated a quiet life, structured around a rigid schedule, and in one evening they’d blown it all up. Instead of annoyance, I felt a warmth in my heart and found a smile on my lips as I wiped down the table and sink.

It’s easy to forget the power of human connection when you live online, cut off from the people you love. After a few hours with two women who knew me better than anyone alive, I felt seen in a way I hadn’t for years.

“Her friends will take care of her.” turning, I found my mom swaying into the kitchen. Running her hand across a line of cabinets, she smiled. “They might need to hold each other’s hair back tonight, but it will make them closer for it.”

“I don’t think a hangover has ever brought anyone closer together.”

“You’ve never had girlfriends,” she said, while leaning against the counter and looking at me sideways. “You know I really am proud of you, Will. When you sold your first company, I worried… I feared you might become like him.”

I was pleased to hear she’d been keeping track of me since I moved out, unlike Kate, but heard a derisive snort escape my throat.

“Fat chance of that,” I said, turning back to the sink and rinsed off the last plate and set it on the drying rack. “I’ve lived through the wreckage his lifestyle creates. I’d rather die alone than do that to anyone.”

“I hope that isn’t true.”

I stiffened when I felt the warmth of her presence at my side and glanced over shyly. When I caught the frown flitting across my stepmom’s lips, I turned, skin tingling when I realized her massive breasts were less than an inch from me. Her large, baby blue eyes were staring directly up into mine, drowning out the rest of the world as I fell into them.

“I failed with you, Will.”

“What?” I recoiled, but she reached out and rested a gentle hand on my chest. The touch awoke a familiar discomfort as I tried to ignore the charged atmosphere growing between us.

“I did,” her thick lips pursed in a pretty frown as she took a half step closer, her body now pressed against mine fully. “I thought you needed space to grieve. You needed kindness, affection… You needed a mother figure who would show you how beautiful love could be.”

“You did a perfect job,” I said, and when she raised an eyebrow at me, I felt my cheeks color, knowing I’d taken the lie too far.

“I did a poor job. But to be fair to myself, I wasn’t in my right mind then… I am now.” When I frowned in curiosity, a secretive smile flitted across her thick lips that reminded me of Kate so much, I shifted my hips.

Mom glanced down between us and up, her eyes registering surprise. My own had followed her gaze and became trapped in the long, dark line of her cleavage. When I tore them away, I saw her baby blues had softened, and there was something eager lurking behind them.

“Your sister knows you better than me,” mom mused, one long nail trailing across my chest.

“What?” My voice sounded too high pitched and far away, as I pressed myself back against the counter in a vain attempt to hide the growing lump in my pants.

Ignoring my question, she glanced over her shoulder in the direction of the guest bedroom where the girls were. My place is well insulated, but we could still hear faint high-pitched laughter and giggles as the drunken girls got ready for bed.

“Come with me,” she said, and slipping her arm in mine, led me through the living room and to my bedroom.

Along the way, my heart kept pounding harder and harder. I reminded myself that this was my stepmother, and to ignore the torturous old fantasies that had plagued me as a teen. I’d spent too many nights in the intervening years, trying to remember every detail of the curvy body pressed against mine, to not focus on every detail now.

When we stepped into my small bedroom, she frowned around at the naked walls and shook her head. Muttering quietly to herself.


“I’ve stayed away for too long,”
 she motioned to my narrow bed. “Have a seat, please.”

I sat, awkward in my own room as she turned. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck when she closed the door, pressing it firmly in place. Turning back around, she left her hands on the knob, and my eyes trailed up her elegant form until they meet her gentle eyes.

“When I fell for your father,” she held up a hand, stopping me when I began to interrupt her. “Please let me get through this,” drawing in a shaky breath, she stepped away from the door and began pacing the length of my room, her skirts swishing as her heels clicked on the carpeted floor.

“I was a desperate girl when I fell for that man. He told me everything I wanted to hear and swept me off my feet with elegant dinners and promises of the trips we would take…” her voice fell as she continued. “But all he cared about was the conquest. I realized it soon enough to have avoided marriage and its entanglements… But by then I’d met you,” she glanced shyly up at me from beneath long lashes, and I felt my heart skip a beat.

“More importantly, Katherine fell in love with you. I saw it the moment you two met. Kate’s never one to lose her temper, and you brought the worst out in her.” she flashed a grin when I made a sound in the back of my throat. She was downplaying those days. Kate and I had fought like cats and dogs. “Seeing that… Awoke my own forbidden desires, and I retreated in shame. It wasn’t fair to Katherine, and it wasn’t fair to you.”

“You were the best stepmother I could have asked for,” I said, “honestly. After my mom died… I wasn’t ready to be mothered or anything. And you know what it’s like between me and my father.”

Heather had paused in her pacing and turned to regard me, her frown was sad as she nodded. Stepping close she rested warm fingers on my shoulder.

“I couldn’t be there for you then… But let me be here for you now. I…” she hesitated, straight white teen biting into her bottom lip as she considered me. “I know what you need, Will.”

“You do?”

She nodded, her thick lips parting in a gentle smile as she reached up to run her fingers through my hair. The scent of her perfume filled my nostrils as I watched a single bead of sweat track its way down her slender neck.

“You’ve always been brilliant,” she breathed. “And you’ve become king or your own kingdom… and I’m so proud of you. But you need to beware. There are those who would use your sweet nature, and the… hunger… you exude.” When I frowned in confusion, she whispered. “To be loved… to be touched… I’d never doubt your character, but the world is full of predators, and I want to be your safe harbor, my Will.”

I knew what she was talking about. The fear of it was a large reason I’d become such a recluse. In the beginning I’d gone out, but once the first articles about me had appeared, I found myself surrounded by a new crowd. Stories reached me of dotcom billionaires and founders who found themselves entangled with the worst people in the world, all because a pretty face led them down the wrong turn.

Staring up into her baby blue eyes, I wanted to reach out and pull her into me, but my will failed. There was so much I wanted to say. So much I’d always wanted to say but my tongue clove to the roof of my mouth.

“Do you want to touch me, baby?”
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 Twelve












M
 y shock was complete as I watched her grin grow mischievous and a touch hungry. Like a schoolgirl doing something naughty she gave a little shiver when I nodded.

“But… this is wrong.”

“Is it?” She purred, one hand raising to fiddle with the buttons running down the front of her top. “Is it wrong for me to teach you everything a man should know about a woman? Is it wrong for me to comfort my son, in the one way I know he’s aching for it?” When I didn’t reply, she popped the top button of her top and I swallowed hard when another inch of pale flesh was revealed.

“Only in a world gone mad would I think it’s ok for you to use some disease infested prostitute, than my own body. I should have given myself to you before you moved out… That may have prevented our brief discontent… Please, Will,” she breathed, face frozen in worry as she watched me carefully. “Say something, anything, just don’t throw me out, or run away again.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but it was too dry to form words and I swallowed hard, then continued, my eyes flickering between her cleavage and her gorgeous face. She must have seen what I was thinking, because relief flooded her face and mom snatched my face in two, surprisingly strong hands and pulled me into a kiss.

The old awkwardness of kissing my stepmom on the lips washed through me, then flipped into illicit hungry as her tongue pushed into my mouth. A hungry moan escaped her lips, and her pebbled tongue slid along mine as she pushed onto the bed.

Falling onto my back, mom’s knees settled to either side of my hips and her weight atop me as she followed me back. The fingers of her hand snaked all through my hair, and her other hand slipped beneath my shirt, sending shivers down my spine as it ran all over my skin. Her kisses grew desperate and hands hungrily tried to touch every part of me in those first few seconds, before mom drew in a ragged breath and pulled back, mastering herself with difficulty.

“Give me your hand, Will,” she took it in hers, sitting up slightly and brought the fingers to the buttons of her top.

“Never be afraid to let a woman know what you want,” she said, as she showed me how to flip each button through with only one hand. The other she pulled around her waist and, biting her bottom lip, placed it on her large ass. “And touch… mmhm… is every woman’s Achilles heel… yessss.”

When my hand flexed, fingers sinking into the skirt clad ass I’d dreamed of for so long, a moan escaped her lips and I almost exploded in my pants. Beautiful face twisting for a moment, and then again as I sank my fingers in, gripping hard and pulling her against the lump in my pants.

As the third button on her top popped free, and the fabric sprang apart, pale cleavage bulging through the widening gap, I had an out-of-body experience. Seeing myself from the outside, I panicked, feeling like everything was rushing past. Mom saw the expression on my face and instead of pressing ahead, she pulled back.

“I have another idea.” she glanced over at the long fur coat hanging on the back of my chair and popped off me. As she did, her heavy cleavage bounced outrageously. Grabbing up the coat, she threw it over one arm and stepped over to the bathroom. “I’ll be right back.”

Slipping inside, I was left awkward and still dressed on the bed. Fidgeting with my belt, I wasn’t sure what to do with it, when mom’s naked arm swept in through the bathroom’s door and flicked off the lights. Stepping back in, I could only make out her silhouette against the lights filtering in from the city. Being this high up, they didn’t show much, other than the outline of the coat hanging off her, but she swept one leg up and my eyes scanned the naked limb hungrily.

Climbing onto the bed, I shivered when the frame creaked beneath her knee, and I caught a whiff of her perfume and another deeper musk.

“Relax, baby,” she purred into my ear, her hands sliding up my thighs, fingers hooking beneath my shirt to draw it over my head. “Mommy’s going to take care of you.”

My hands slid into the thick fur coat covering her and I hissed in a breath of shock when they encountered warm, naked skin. As she drew me forward into the comforting warmth of her coat, she slipped back into place where she had been, only this time her fingers fumbled free my belt.

With silky fur covering us in darkness, my fingers traced the lines of her body. I wanted to see her. Wanted to stare at every naked curve of her body and memorize it for later, but she was wiser than me. The soft material and comforting darkness eased my anxieties away, and I relaxed into the moment.

Up soft thighs, and over a wide ass, I felt my dick straining in its confines as I felt my stepmom’s body up in darkness. Her own hands had been busy, awkwardly tugging my belt free between our bodies, but when I ran trembling fingers up her sides and cupped first one, then a second massive breast, she stilled and moaned, forehead resting against mine as she arched her back, making them available to me.

Our breaths mingled as my fingers slid between soft fur, and softer skin stretched tight over my mom’s ribs. Drawing them down, I felt her shiver when they swept along the wide curves of their outer slopes, and she breathed in a sharp hiss when my thumbs encountered her nipples.

“They’re sensitive,” she breathed, body trembling above me as I ran the balls of my thumbs across each.

Larger than I’d imagined, they hardened slowly beneath my touch. Cupping her heavy breasts, I pulled one to my lips and couldn’t stifle the moan that escaped my throat when my lips closed over the firm, rubbery flesh.

“Yesss!”

Mom’s hiss of pleasure rose as I sucked hard, her naked pussy grinding against my crotch as she shivered above me. When I pulled the second breast over to my lips, her breath caught and I felt something incredible happening as I latched onto the other nipple. Moaning gently, my mom gripped me tight, her nails digging into my sides and scalp as she clung to me, her body stiffening for a second before relaxing as a sigh escaped her lips.

“My sweet boy… It’s been so many years since I was touched like this… I need you, baby… Forgive mommy, but I need you inside me!”

It was my turn to stiffen as her hand slid within my underwear and I felt her hot fingers grip my stiff cock. It throbbed when she gave a gasp of surprise, but she was too desperate to tear my pants and underwear off to spend much time exploring my length. Distracted by her tits, still, I couldn’t pull my face away from their soft weight, until I felt her press me against a fiery wetness.

“Mom,” I breathed, my head falling back as her lips slipped over my head.

“Yes, baby, fuck me… Ohh god, Will…. Oh god!”

She breathed the last into my lips, one hand trembling on my chest as she sank slowly down into my raging hardon. Our lips met, tongues dancing together as my fingers sank into one breast and into her wide ass.

Mom groaned into the kiss when I pulled her down, and I felt her stiffen once more when my dick bottomed out in her pussy. This time, I couldn’t ignore the fluttering of her walls around my dick, or the gush of fluids that rushed around it as she came. The knowledge that I’d just given my gorgeous stepmom an orgasm unshackled the last of my restrains and I rocked my hips.

“Wait… oh god baby, yes! Fuck mommy! Take me!”

Pulling out and driving back up into her with a powerful thrust, I grinned into the kiss when she screamed in pleasure. As she begged me to fuck her, I complied, hands gripping her ass as I drove up into her, heels on the edge of the bed for leverage.

The woman had no idea what she was unleashing.

Morena had attacked me in broad daylight, with the eyes of dozen penthouses watching. I couldn’t let myself free there. But in the dark, with the object of so many desperate teenage fantasies crying out for more, I could be myself. The same freak who would spend hours at a time watching porn and having multiple orgasms.

I flung the fur aside and let the faded yellow city lights bathe us in their revealing light. My stepmom’s dark hair was plastered to her face as she pushed off me, thick strands clinging to her cheeks as she whipped the rest back over one shoulder. Without inhibition, she rode me, hands pressed to my chest and massive breasts bouncing above me.

The sight did it for me, and a moment later I felt my balls tightening. I was surprised I’d lasted this long. Even with my dalliance earlier, it had been too long since I’d felt the heavenly warmth of a pussy enveloping me.

“I’m cumming,” I announced, but she didn’t seem to hear me.

Nails digging into my chest. She bit her bottom lip and slammed her hips back into me. Gripping her ass, I grunted and lost the rhythm. Mom seemed to recognize what was happening, but her eyelids fluttered and voice wavered as it rose into another cry of pleasure.

Nothing before that moment, including Morena cumming in my hand, looked better than my gorgeous mom shivering in orgasm atop me. Better still was the rush of pleasure that swept through me as I flooded her womb with cum. Mom’s scream of pleasure cut off as she stiffened, breath gasping and eyes widening.

“I can feel you… so much, baby,” I fell back as she collapsed atop me.

Kissing my lips, cheeks and neck, mom’s mewls of pleasure had my dick throbbing to life in moments. She felt it and cackled as I groaned, her pussy slipping off my cock. My disappointment was short lived as she slithered around, head pushing down and I felt a different fiery warmth engulf my dick.

“Holy fuck,” I moaned, my words drowned out by her slobbering mouth.

Bend over beside me was the body of my dreams and I reached out, caressing and teasing it with one hand as the other pressed to the back of my mom’s head. She groaned in pleasure as I took control of her motions and shocked me by inhaling the full length of my dick in one go. My back arched as I felt her throat tighten around the head, her tongue reaching out to lick my balls before she pulled back with a choked gasp.

“Do you enjoy watching me taste myself on you?” She purred, fingers gliding over my slick length as she ran her lips down the shaft, kissing it between words. “Mhmm, this is the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen… I could worship it all night.”

“Good,” I growled, earning myself a yelp of pleasure when I laid a firm slap on her ass.

“You’re still so hard,” she grinned in awe. “I’m going to drain these balls.” She kissed her way around them, as I ran my hands under her heavy breasts, “Mhmm, is that what you want, baby? Mommy tits? Or do you want to cum in my hungry mouth?”

“Ohh,” I could only moan in pleasure as she latched her thick lips over the head and sucked me deep once more.

The woman was an artist, and I her humble subject. Not only did she seek to giving me pleasure, but she seemed to love the act with her entire being. Her lips and tongue made love to the sensitive head of my cock, while her fingers slid along it like it was a holy scepter, too precious to handle roughly.

Her skill only flagged when I found her wetness with my questing fingers, wrist tucked between soft thighs. When I ran a light finger over her clit, just as I’d done with Morena, she reacted with the same shivering shake as the teen.

“There… oh god, yes…” she bit her bottom lip, gazing longingly at my dick but body out of her control as pleasure wracked it.

Grabbing my wrist, she pushed my hand against the back of her head and let out a groaning, “Nghhh!” When I complied, a rush of tingling pleasure sweeping over me as I gave into my own sublimated desire, I fucked up into her mouth.

Thick lips pursed into a tight ring, tongue curled and throat sucking with every thrust. My mom came hard on my fingers as I fucked her face. She came so hard. Her juices squirted across my hand and wrist, and her hips kept on flexing and shaking as my own orgasm rose. With a bellowing roar, I came, toes curling and vision narrowing as the orgasm rushed through me.

“Mffhgh! Mhmm! Ygesh, feedgh mommy urgh cum, babygh.”

Her words filled me with desire once more, and I watched in awe as my mom licked and sucked down every drop of my cum. Desperate in her movements, she kept my dick hard with her eager tongue and fingers. Growling, I flipped her onto her side and knelt behind her wide ass.

Staring down at my sexy stepmother, I pushed my dick back into her dripping lips. Her head came back, fingers clawing at the bed sheets as she moaned in pleasure. With long strokes I sawed in and out of her pussy, watching her ass roll with every thrust.

“So good… baby, you fuck mommy so good!”

Leaning back, I pulled her hips up and she rolled her ass, motions sluggish as her body quivered beneath me. The sight of her wide ass rolling before my thrusts, and the heavy breasts swaying beneath her, was incredible, but I had to have my hands on her and pulled mom up, gathering a massive breast in one hand.

“Do you know… How much you teased me with this… fucking… body?” I growled in her ear, my dick digging deep into her dripping pussy with every word.

“No,” she hissed, “oh god, baby… Mommy’s cumming againnngh!”

Curling her back into me, she hissed in pleasure, and I was forced to slow my pistoning as her sex gripped me tight. Then another flood of wetness parted the path as I pressed, pulled her hip back and thrust forward.

“Tell me,” she panted, “I’m yours now Will, forever yours… Did you dream of doing this to me? Of fucking your mother?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my shame fading as I admitted the wicked truth aloud. When I caught her biting her bottom lips in the faint light, they were curled in a grin of pride and pleasure.


“What the fuck!?”
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O
 ur heads whipped around to see a dark shape outlined in my bedroom doorway. From her height, wide hips and the long dark hair, it could only be Morena. From shame free, to flooding with it, I froze, but the guttural moan that escaped my mom’s throat when she saw the girl caused my cock to throb.

“The little slut has come sneaking.” the wet sound of her sex nearly drowned my stepmom’s raspy voice out as it slowly slid off my cock. “But she’s too late.”

Finishing with a hiss, she threw her hips back into me and gripped my hand, palming her breast. Laying her head back on my shoulder, I could only kneel there, awkwardly balanced as my mother undulated against me.

“Am I?”

I saw a flash of white as Morena grinned and stepped into the room; the door closing swiftly behind her. The teeth flashed against when the lock clicked shut with an audible sound and I felt cold sweat break out on my shoulders as I realized what was happening.

Fortunately, I knew a moment before my mom and turned her face, kissing her deeply. She ground back into me, moaning, and didn’t notice the bed shift beneath us. My eyes were locked on the teen as she moved into the light, her face as tense with excitement as I felt. When the girl’s lips locked on one of mom’s nipples, she groaned in pleasure into my lips, then jerked in surprise.

“Who’s the slut now?” Morena purred, sitting up and kissing me before turning to my mom.

“Oh god,” mom moaned, her eyes raw with desire as the teen slithered against her body. “I’ve never…”

My cock throbbed within her pussy as she leaned forward and kissed Morena. I nearly exploded inside my mom when I felt her pussy shiver in pleasure as the girl’s pink tongue slid into her mouth, but the sharp pleasure faded as I remained in place and let the pair explore one another carefully.

Morena knew what she was doing with a woman, and her hand soon joined mine in cupping and massaging her breast, while the other dropped between her legs. My mom’s moan signaled the girl had found her love button, and a few moments later her hips rocked, signaling it was ok for me to continue.

The three-way make-out session would have been the highlight of my night, but adding to it was my mom’s soft ass pushing back into me as she ground out a powerful orgasm. Morena suckled one large nipple, the girl's eyes alight with joy as she watched my mom shake with pleasure in my arms. It was too much for her and she collapsed in my arm, sagging to the mattress.


“Too… much…”
 reaching out, she snatched at my wrist and pushed my hand into once of Morena tits. “Fuck her. Now. Breed her baby.”


The Latina’s dark eyes burned when they rose from the shaking MILF to meet mine. I was exhausted, sore and nearly spent, but nothing was going to keep me from fulfilling my mom’s final wish, and from the look passing over Morena’s face, neither would she.

We crashed together like waves breaking against the shore. Twisting her beneath me, we found ourselves stretched head to toe alongside my mom. The promise that had been made that afternoon was made real as her hand gripped the root of my dick. Long slender legs wrapped around my hips, and I was surprised not by the different feel of the young girl beneath me, but by the different rhythms our bodies made together.

With my stepmom, it had been fierce, passionate, and wicked. Morena and I had the same passion, but our hands and hips moved with more sensual intent. The girl was shy at first, unlike the wild confidence she’d shown with my mom. With me, she trembled as I slipped within her tightness.

Too tight to take my thickness in a single thrust, I worked it into her with gentle pressure. All the while the Latina’s nails dragged red lines down my back and her passionate kisses threatened to destroy the willpower I was employing. A whimper escaped my mouth when I felt the back wall of her pussy cradle my cockhead. Our bodies pressed firmly together.

Foreheads pressed together; my eyes opened to find her staring up at me. Licking her lips, she nodded gently and as I pulled out, bit her thick bottom lip and groaned softly. Watching her face twist in pleasure as I drove back in, stretching her wide, was incredible, but nothing compared to when she turned to the side and pulled my mom in.

“Jesus,” I breathed, watching her chin lift and lips stretch to kiss my mom’s cheek. Rousing from her pleasure coma, my stepmom turned into us and slipped her tongue into Morena’s mouth.

Their breasts swayed with every thrust, and I raised myself up on my hands, watching the sapphic display and wondering if I was dreaming. Mom kissed her way down the girl’s neck and then moved up, surprising me with the hunger in her kiss as her lips met mine.

One hand on Morena wide ass, and another on my mothers, I lost myself in the moment. I lost track of where one woman started and another ended, except for the grip of the teen sex around my cock. It wasn’t long before her creaming pussy sent me over the edge and I flooded her sucking sex with a healthy load of cum.

I found myself resting against the wall, head propped on pillows and legs dangling off the edge of the bed as Morena and my mom laid out on either side of me. The pair were intent on discovering how to make-out with one another with my dick between their lips. At that point, all the barriers I’d built up were gone, and I pushed them down together, cheeks pressed, and eager mouths open as I shot my final load of the night across their faces.

The three of us passed out, a tangle of sweaty limbs, unable to part from each other’s company. The last thing I remember before I sank into sleep was my stepmom cuddling in closer and whispering in my ear.

“I’m so proud of you,” if there was any doubt what she meant, her lidded eyes trailed down Morena’s slumbering body, as she ran her fingers over the girl’s upturned ass.
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I
 don’t know how many hours passed before I woke, but the sky was tinged with dawn light. A sound near the door alerted me to my mom drawing on her fur coat over her clothes.

Extricating myself from Morena’s slumbering body, I rose from my bed. My cheeks heated when her eyes took in my nakedness with a frank stare.

“I want to memorize this for later,” she grinned, stepping forward and drawing me into a warm hug. Her lips found mine and planted a chaste kiss on them before she drew back from my arms.

“Where are you going?”

“I have work, silly,” she grinned, and when I frowned in confusion, it was her turn to blush. “I stopped taking your father’s alimony checks two years ago. I’ve been working at BergdorfGoodman’s as a private stylist to pay the bills.”

“You? Working?” I laughed softly. “Let me help. We can get you a nicer place-.” Laying her fingers over my lips, mom cut me off with a gentle shake of her head.

“No, Will. I know you mean well, but you should refrain from that impulse.” Glancing over my shoulder at the slumbering girl, she drew me out of the room and into the hallways, her fingers tracing patterns on the naked skin of my back.

“Take care how you dispense charity, my son. It’s your first impulse because you’re good at heart and trusting. But spending your wealth to put a socialite in a penthouse?” Her smirk told me what she thought of that, which was perfectly at odds with the ermine coat hanging from her shoulders and the thousand-dollar Jimmy Chu’s on her feet. “Use it to fix a school, or better yet, build a private one and pay the teachers a decent wage. Train a dozen nurses. Dig wells in Africa. Dig wells in Nebraska… You, see?”

I nodded. It might seem surprising, coming from my elegant stepmother, but when I thought back on the early years, it was her charitable works that sparked her passion.

“I don’t have time for any of that,” I shrugged. “Things are pretty insane right now with the IPO.”

“You need to make time, Will. You only get one chance at life.” She leaned forward and planted a kiss on my lips that lingered, the heat growing as her hand rose to the back of my neck.

I ground my growing stiffness into her skirts as her calf slipped around the back of mine. When my hands gripped her ass, mom dragged herself off me with a shuddering breath.

“I have to go… Jesus, baby, you drive me crazy.”

“Me too,” I said, with a sheepish grin.

“I want you to do something for me,” she said. “Kate isn’t as tough as she likes to pretend. Your absence hurt her even more than it did me. If you don’t… care for her… the same way she does for you. Please, let her down gently.”

Before I could ask what she meant, she pulled from my arms and left in a swirl of black fur. When I returned to my room with a bottle of water, I found Morena laying on her side, propped up on one elbow.

“Last night was insane,” she grinned, reaching out to take the opened bottle from my proffered hand a drink deeply. “Mmhm, thanks. Did you want me to leave?”

She stretched as she handed the bottle up to me, her long, tanned lags scissoring together and slender torso elongating.

“No,” I husked, setting the bottle onto the side table as I felt atop her.

Morena let out a startled yelp that turned into a growl of pleasure as my body stretched out along hers.

“Mhmm, I could get used to waking early if I could find this waiting for me every day,” her fingers slid over my stiffness and I groaned in pleasure, her grin growing in response.

We lost ourselves in the act, touching, teasing and tasting each other. Oblivious to the fact I’d left the door opened a crack. Out in the darkness, a blonde head peered around a corner, watching our sweaty exertions with wide eyes.

As we lay in sweaty repast after, her fingers trailing down my stomach to tease me stiff once again. I worried about what my sister would say when she found out.

“Don’t worry about Kate,” Morena purred in my ear. “She’s the one who sent me in here last night.”

I blinked in surprise, but the Latina’s hungry kiss stole my questions. Her distractions proved more powerful than my curiosity and soon she was riding me again, dawn light breaking through the cityscape and causing her youthful body to glow.

Setting aside the problem for now, I focused on the moment. Anxiety would be my bedfellow soon enough, but I’d spent the evening living out my wildest fantasies and I had to be grateful.




To Be Continued…
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