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Ooh La La
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Ithought life was fresh out of wild pitches. Boy, was I ever wrong. Since our homecoming, Lillie, Becca, Jenna, and Queen had kept me off balance. Even accounting for whatever mayhem Gretta ushered into my life, I was finally finding my sea legs. Or so I thought. None of my life altering experiences fully prepared me for what came next.

As I showered away the dust and smoke from my camping trip with Queen and Jenna, my mind drifted to Gretta. She was the next domino to fall, and our coming together seemed inevitable. We had a decades-long connection and a chance to rekindle an old flame. I looked forward to catching up with her and re-discovering her all over again.

Looking back, how could I have possibly known that there was a game show full of undiscovered surprises awaiting behind curtain number one?

It all started the evening Jenna, Queen, and I returned from our sojourn in the woods. I stepped out of our bedroom’s bathroom where we stayed in the pool house. Freshly showered and shaven, I secured a flimsy white bath towel around my waist and made my way to the dresser.

I let out an exhausted yawn and opened the dresser drawer before pulling out a fresh pair of briefs. If I had any hope of keeping up with Lillie for our promised night out, I needed a good ten hours of solid sleep.

Lillie had given me a one day reprieve. It was just long enough for me to press the reset button, which included scrubbing the campfire smoke out of my hair. When she got a whiff of me, she had turned up her cute pixie nose and scrunched up her face. Apparently, I stunk of lake water and campfire smoke, but most of all, I looked exhausted. She had berated Jenna and Queen for wearing me out before high-fiving them both for their conquest.

As if I wasn’t the real winner. I smirked and tossed my briefs onto the nearby bed before shucking off my towel and letting it fall to the floor. I went to open my t-shirt drawer when a glittering flash of something red sitting atop the dresser caught my eye.

It was Angie’s ruby heart pendant attached to a gold chain. The pendant held a special place in my heart. I gave it to her on our first anniversary a half a lifetime ago. A sudden pang of emptiness gnawed at my gut. I missed Angie. Even though it had been only a couple of days since we talked, a clawing sense of a need to see her welled up inside me.

I turned to the bedside table where I kept my phone when a figure in white flashed in my peripheral vision.

I jumped, shocked at the sudden presence, and whirled around to find my smiling wife leaning against the doorjamb, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

“Don’t let me stop you,” she said. “I was enjoying the show.”

My pulse went from zero to sixty on the back of a massive adrenaline spike. I paused a moment to a collect myself before giving Angie my full attention. “You could have said something.”

“You could have shut the door,” Angie said as she stepped inside. “Are you expecting company?”

I let my gaze linger on her exquisite form, taking a moment to appreciate my gorgeous wife. Even though I saw her three short days ago, it seemed as if ten years had melted from her face.

Angie wore a formfitting white sundress. It was a sleeveless number that hugged her hour-glass hips and paid homage to the supple curves of her well-endowed bosom. Somehow, her arms and legs appeared even more toned than and the steady diet of relaxation and sunshine lent her complexion a radiance that transcended a healthy tan. She wore her brown hair up, affixed in a complex weave of braids all baked into an ornamental bun that reminded me of a sexy 1950s housewife.

Then there were her bright green eyes. They looked alive, like they hadn’t since we first started dating. They sparked with an inner light that reminded me of who she was at her happiest. It was like I saw her for the first time all over again.

Angie’s gaze flickered over my chest and dipped lower to my bare and freshly groomed cock. A cock that steadily rose in her presence. “It looks like the girls didn’t suck all the life out of you.”

My lips were suddenly dry, triggered by a wave of arousal, and I shook my head, trying to collect myself. “I was just picking up my phone to call you. I missed you.”

Angie shut the bedroom door and clicked the lock. She turned back to me and grinned. “I missed you too, lover.” Her eyes danced over my muscled chest, and she chewed on her lower lip, staring at me up and down. “Jesus Christ, Steve. Did the ladies dip you in the fountain of youth?”

I chuckled as my gaze swam over her chest and my cock twitched, hardening as I homed in on the high, plump cleavage sprouting from her curved neckline. “I could say the same about you. You look gorgeous.” A twinge of jealousy I had no right to experience knocked at my consciousness. “Have a hot date?”

Angie grinned and stepped forward, cutting the distance between us until she met me face to face. “Steven Erickson, are you jealous?”

I squirmed and shifted from one foot to the other. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen that dress. And the way you’re wearing your hair.” I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “You’ve never worn it that way, and….” I shrugged. “Maybe I’m a little jealous.”

Angie giggled, reached out, and picked up my stiff cock in her warm hand. She slid my knob between her fingers as she searched my face. “I forgot how adorable you are when you’re jealous.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips, never letting go of my rapidly thickening cock.

I put my hands on her hips and inched closer. “Well, do you?”

Her eyes twinkled, and she kissed me again. “I haven’t seen you look at me that way in twenty years.”

My cock was so hard it ached, throbbing inside her hand as gently stroked and used her thumb to caress my sensitive glans.

“Can you do me a favor?” Angie asked as her eyes searched my face.

Her glossy pink lips glistened, plump and kissable. She was painfully beautiful and looked so much like the twenty-two-year-old coed I fell in love with forever ago that the thought of another man ever touching her turned the spark of envy into a raging inferno. “Angie. Is there another man?”

Angie locked her eyes on mine and held them. “I should let you stew, but I’m not that mean.” She smiled and gave me another kiss. “You, my dear husband, are the only human with a Y chromosome who has ever or will ever share my bed. Now, about that favor.”

I reached around and smacked her ass, grabbing a fat fistful and squeezed, inwardly relieved. “Why do you look like you just came from a date?”

Angie released my cock and turned around, presenting me with her back. She glanced back at me over her shoulder, her eyes dancing with amusement. “Unzip me and I’ll tell you.”

I grinned at her and did as she asked, carefully unzipping her dress until her bare back came into view. Lower and lower I went, guiding the zipper over her white lace bra strap until I reached the bottom.

Her caramel colored skin was flawless, and I took a moment to appreciate her rare beauty. Not since our first time together had I ever been so aroused.

With strategic precision, I eased her dress over her shoulders and leaned in, inhaling her scent as I kissed the curve between her shoulder and neck. I caressed her shoulders and kissed my way along her shoulder blade and back again. “You smell amazing. Is that jasmine?”

Angie tilted her head to the side as if to give me full access to her neck. “It’s a new scent. I thought you might like it.”

My cock throbbed, aching where it nestled against her ass. I pushed her dress lower and gazed at the swell of her cleavage bursting from her white lace bra. “The dress, the new hairstyle, and your amazing smell are all for my benefit?”

I kissed my way up Angie’s neck until I reached her ear and nibbled on it playfully.

Angie giggled as she slipped her arms through her dress and let it gather around her waist. “The perfume is for you, and so is the hair.”

She reached behind her and picked up my cock, squeezing it firmly yet tenderly before filling her palms with my throbbing shaft. “I wore the dress for Liz Harris.”

I paused with Angie’s earlobe between my lips, trying to place the name before it came to me. I came away from her, more confused than ever. “You’re sleeping with our sixty-year-old real estate agent?”

Angie giggled again as she gently stroked my cock. “No, dummy. I met Liz for lunch, then we went over to our new house. Liz wanted to do a pre-walkthrough. The contractors finish tomorrow. We’ll do a final walk through in a couple of days, then the house will be ours.”

With the Fields women coming at me from all sides, I’d forgotten all about our new house. I unhooked Angie’s bra before it came loose. “It’s really done?”

Angie shucked off her bra and turned around to face me. Fresh tan lines crisscrossed her chest, and like the rest of her, her round, springy breasts looked like they belonged on a twenty-five-year-old.

As her breasts swayed, her thick pink nipples towered atop her puffy areolas. Angie kept her eyes locked on mine as she shimmied out of her lace panties before tossing them aside.

She grabbed my cock and stroked it between her fingers. “The house looks incredible. Our decorator met us, and we went over the plan. Wait until you see everything.”

My cock throbbed in her hands, and I reached forward, cupping her heavy breasts in my palms before pushing them together and tweaking her nipples. “If the place looks half as amazing as you, I’ll die a lucky man.”

She pushed up on her toes to kiss me. I met her halfway and our lips locked a moment before our tongues swirled together. She tasted like sweet cinnamon, and my head buzzed, delirious with lust.

Angie inched forward and her nipples raked my chest as she moaned in my mouth. She deepened the kiss and stroked my cock, milking clear pre-cum onto my swollen tip.

My cock pulsed in her grip and a powerful urge to pin her against the wall and fuck her brainless washed over me. I slipped my hand between her legs and found her soaking wet slit with my middle finger. Angie moaned louder and rocked against me as I slipped my finger inside her and swirled my thumb over her clit.

Angie’s legs wobbled, and she broke off our kiss, stepping away from me as she kept one hand firmly attached to my cock. Her chest heaved and her green eyes swam, hazy with lust. “Fuck me.”

“Get on the bed,” I said, my voice deep and commanding.

Angie’s lips quirked up in a smile and she turned away from me. She crawled onto the bed and pushed up onto all fours, presenting me with her backside and puffy pink pussy. She glanced at me over her shoulder as a lock of her brown hair slipped from one of her well-kempt braids and floated over her cheek. Her big tits swayed beneath her chest, and her thick, round ass called out to me.

I climbed onto the bed and grabbed hold of her hips before giving one of her cheeks a sharp smack.

Angie moaned and shifted her hips, pushing back against my cock, forcing it along her slippery treasure trail. “Fuck me, Steve. Don’t hold back.”

I grabbed my cock and pushed it inside her, sliding deep while fuzzy pleasure warped my brain. Warm and velvety, her pussy pulsed around my cock, and I sucked in a sharp breath as I latched onto her hips and pinned my cock inside her to the root.

Angie let out a throaty groan and backed up against me, forcing me deeper. She dropped to her elbows and braced herself as I gave her ass another hard smack. She swiveled her hips, moving them in a tight clockwise circle as she worked my cock deep inside her. “Baby, you feel amazing.”

My head strobed with waves of feral lust. I caressed each of Angie’s flawless ass cheeks, then grabbed her hips and readied myself. I slid my cock outward, reveling at the glistening wetness coating my steel-hard shaft. With my head still nestled inside her honeypot, I cranked my hips and slid home, groaning as her ass slapped off my midsection.

Angie’s flesh jiggled, and her tits wobbled beneath her. She grabbed fistfuls of our bedspread and pushed back, meeting my cock with a hip push.

It was on. I cranked my hips, sliding in and out, building up steam as I methodically pounding her from behind.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Her hips bounced off me, sending ripples over her ass while more of her lush brown hair slipped from her carefully constructed braids. “God… you’re so fucking deep.”

I railed her harder and faster, plowing my wife’s pussy with reckless abandon. Her moans turned louder, broken by the occasionally stiff grunt as I bottomed out deep inside her.

“Fuck me like you fucked Jenna,” Angie said, her voice breaking.

Where was this coming from and why had it turned me on? I grunted and pounded her harder, giving her ass a hard smack as my cock turned into a sizzling-hot blur.

Angie arched her back and her pussy convulsed. Her arms and legs trembled as her inner wall muscles gripped my cock with a rapid-fire burst of contractions. A fresh of flow of her juices coated my cock and my head swam, delirious with the need to come inside my wife.

I let loose and thrust forward, planting my cock to its maximum depth where I met the soft resistance of her cervical wall. My head strobed with pleasure, and I grunted as my orgasm hit me like an avalanche.

All thoughts fled my mind, and nothing mattered except the geyser of cum spurting from my cock and filling my wife’s very fertile womb.

I had achieved nirvana. Angie clamped down with her pussy, milking my cock as her breathless moans broke through my wall of bliss. Again and again, I came, sliding in and out of my wife’s tight pussy where sticky cum leaked from her freshly fucked hole.

In our long years of sexual history, I had never come as hard with Angie. It was like our entire relationship, especially our physical intimacy, had undergone a rebirth. Any feelings of guilt I may have felt by pursuing the Fields sisters fled from my mind. Angie truly loved it.

As my orgasm passed, I held still inside her, trying to collect my thoughts as my chest heaved with the cardiovascular workout.

Angie fell forward, collapsing onto her stomach while my cock slipped free and bounced from side to side, glistening in a slick sheen of our combined arousal. With her legs slightly spread, a pearl of cum appeared in her ravaged pink hole. She turned her head sideways and laughed. “That was fucking incredible.”

I grinned and collapsed onto my back beside her, panting for breath as my cock slowly deflated. “You’re like a whole new woman. I approve of the new Angie Erickson.”

Angie reached over and placed her hand on my chest. She drew herself toward me and rested her head on my shoulder. “She’s been inside, waiting for a chance to get out. We should have talked years ago.”

I leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “I love you, Ang.”

She kissed my chest and pressed her naked body flat against mine. “I’m more in love with you now than I’ve ever been, and that’s saying a lot.”

I sighed, completely content, but there was one thing still nagging at me. A big thing. “What are we going to tell Max?”

Angie chuckled. “Are you reading my mind?”

“It’s been weighing on me,” I said. “We need to tell him something. He’ll find out when he gets home.”

“He gets home from camp at the end of the week,” she said. “I think we should sit him down and explain everything while leaving out the explicit details.”

“He’ll hate us,” I said.

“He might surprise you. He is our child. Maybe he’s as twisted as we are.”

I chuckled. “That gives me hope while also filling me with dread. Maybe he’s too young for all this?”

“He’s a bright kid, and he wants to see us happy. He’ll see that we’ve built our relationships with these amazing women on love and mutual respect. Max will come around. Gretta thinks so too.”

I gazed down at her. “You and Gretta are pretty close?”

Angie paused. “I’m in love with her. Does that bother you?”

“No,” I said. “You can love more than one person at a time. I know that now.”

“Do you love Becca, Lillie, and Jenna?”

I loved them and I was falling in love with Queen, but now wasn’t the time to bring that up. “Yes,” I said without hesitation.

Angie nuzzled in tighter. “Good. I already knew you did. I’m glad you’re being honest with me.”

“That doesn’t diminish my feelings for you,” I said.

“I know,” she said.

Considering her revelation, I didn’t know where that left Gretta and me. Was she with Angie now? “So, you and Gretta. Wow.”

Angie giggled. “It’s new for her. She’s happy, but she also has unresolved feelings for you.”

“Would it bother you if she had those same urges for me?”

Angie playfully smacked me on the chest. “After everything we’ve been through, you have to ask?”

“Just checking.” I paused, letting the moment seep in. “I need to talk to her about Jimmy.”

“I know, and so does she. She doesn’t love Jimmy, but you already knew that.”

I hesitated to tell Angie about my conversation with Jimmy until I spoke with Gretta. “The weight of the world comes crashing back.”

Angie paused and caressed my chest with her fingertips. “Not to add more weight to our shoulders, but my sister is back.”

I frowned, trying to connect her words to reality. Angie only had one sister she hadn’t seen in at least a decade. “Annika?”

“She’s moving here and wants to stay with us until she gets her footing.”

Annika had moved to France with Angie’s parents when Annika was very young, and Angie was twenty-four. We’d been together for a couple of years at that point. I’d seen her off and on throughout the years, mainly during our visits to France to visit Angie’s family. I remember her as a beautiful girl, but she was young. It had been at least six years since I’d last seen her.

“Annie’s what… eighteen?”

Angie laughed. “She’s twenty-two and just graduated from university in London. Gretta pulled some strings and got her a job teaching French at Max’s new high school.”

“Little Annika is twenty-two? No fucking way.”

“Twenty-two and she’s not so little anymore. She’s coming off a pretty nasty breakup, which is one of the big reasons she’s moving.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know all the details, but apparently she was engaged to an older man who was very controlling.”

If Annika looked anything like Angie, I was in deep shit. Who was I kidding? It would never come to that. Annika was family, and Angie would never forgive me. “When doe she arrive?”

Angie giggled. “Ooh la la. Is the harem king looking to add my baby sister to the fold?”

“Angie, please. Don’t even joke about that.”

“Stop being such an old man. The French are very progressive.”

“She’s not technically French. She was born in Chicago, wasn’t she?”

“She’s spent all but six years of her life in France. You can decide for yourself when you see her again.”

Decide for myself, what exactly? If Annika wanted to join the harem? That kind of a clarifying question could have landed me in hot water, so I let it pass. “Which will be when exactly?”

“Tomorrow or the next day. I’m not sure which. Gretta has been handling all her flight information for me.”

“If you need me to pick her up from the airport, just say the word.”

“Okay. But I think Lillie has got that covered.”

I laughed. “Lillie? Good lord, are you trying to corrupt her on her first day home?”

Angie laughed with me. “Let’s face it, the corruption is inevitable.” She propped herself up on her elbow, then leaned over and kissed me. “Now that you’re all dirty. Why don’t you take me to the shower and fuck me all over again?”


Phone Calls and Threesomes
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My phone buzzed on the bedside table. I blinked my eyes open.

Muted sunlight peeked through the slats in the bedroom blinds. After a memorable night, Angie remained curled up beside me and slept. Her warm, naked body lay stretched out alongside me. At some point, she had stretched her arm over my chest and draped her smooth thigh over my half-hard cock.

My phone buzzed again.

I willed away the sleep and reached for it, trying my best not to wake my slumbering wife. After carefully extracting my phone from its charging cradle, I brought it to my face and noticed it was already after 10 am. Both of the new messages I had were from Becca.

I opened my lock screen and scanned the messages.

Becca: Morning, baby. I miss you!

Becca: I just talked to Lillie. She says you two have plans tonight. Can you meet me on my break at Wings? I have something important to ask you.

Was she already working? I didn’t think Wings served breakfast, but maybe horny guys had a hankering for Wings in the middle of the morning? It didn’t matter. I had the entire day free.

Me: Morning to you too! What time should I be there?

A brief pause later, Becca responded.

Becca: 1:30 this afternoon. Luv u. XOXOXO.

Me: Perfect. I’ll be there. Love you too!

Angie stirred beside me, wriggling in close as she started kissing her way up my neck. “Who are you messaging?”

“Becca wants me to meet her this afternoon on her break. She says she has something to ask me.”

Angie slipped her tongue inside my ear, and her warm breath curled my toes. “It’s more likely she has something to show you.” She reached for my cock as she dry humped my hip.

My cock stirred from its slumber and thickened where it lay cradled in the nest of Angie’s warm fingers. I set my phone aside and pulled Angie on top of me. “I’m not meeting her until later. Let’s start with our own show and tell.”

Angie smiled down at me, her brown hair a mess of bed head. She moved into position, straddling me as her big breasts slid over my chest. With a toss of her hair, she reached for my stiff cock. “I can already feel what you’re presenting to the class.” She slipped my cock inside her warm, wet vagina and lowered herself, moaning as she took me in. “But we have to make it quick. I promised to meet Gretta for an early lunch.”

Our quickie lasted thirty minutes, followed by a shower, shave, and a fresh change of clothes. Angie rushed out before me, and the house was oddly silent as I headed to the kitchen. After a quick bite to eat, I climbed into my Land Rover and drove to Wings.

I arrived a few minutes early, and the parking lot was nearly full. I parked in the back near what I assumed was the employee entrance. It worked out, making it easier for Becca to find me. In addition, she wouldn’t have to handle regular customers who might interrupt her with conversation.

I parked the car and let the engine run before I pulled out my phone and messaged Becca.

Me: I’m here. Should I come inside?

Becca responded immediately.

Becca: No. I’ll come to u. Where did u park?

Me: Out back

Becca: Perf! C u in a sec!

It took me a few seconds to interpret her shorthand, and by that time, I saw Becca walking toward my car wearing a huge smile on her angelic face. When she noticed me staring at her, she waved excitedly and started skipping her way across the parking lot.

She wore her standard Wings uniform, which left my jaw scraping the ground. Today’s outfit consisted of a loose Chicago Bulls tank top with a tight white sports bra beneath. The tank did zero to cover the massive cleavage, severely testing the seams of her sports bra.

To match the top, Becca wore a pair of red, form-fitting, yoga-style shorts with ankle-high white socks and white tennis shoes. She wore her dark hair back in a ponytail, with a few errant wisps floating over her neck.

I got out of the car to greet her, and Becca’s entire face lit up. She gave me another little wave and broke into a light jog, which caused her D-cups to jiggle and bounce, truly testing the limits of Lululemon’s product engineering team.

She leaped into my arms, and I pulled her into a hug.

“I missed you so much,” she said while she squeezed me so hard I felt her tits mash into my chest.

I wrapped her in my arms and lifted her off the ground, causing her to squeal with delight. I inhaled her sweet scent of vanilla and honey, which was no small feat considering she worked in a restaurant where they served deep-fried wings. Becca likely spent little time in the kitchen, curbing the restaurant’s tangy scent.

“I missed you too,” I said, barely getting the words out before Becca brought her face around and kissed me on the lips.

I set her down, and she grinned at me.

“I have thirty minutes until I have to be back,” Becca said.

“Where should we go?”

Becca answered my question by opening the back door to my SUV and climbing in. “Here is good. Come on. I don’t want to waste a single second.”

I climbed in after her and shut the door, grateful for the pitch black tinting on my windows. The last time I sat in the backseat I was in a drugstore parking lot with Lillie riding me. The memory made me smile as I got comfortable beside Lillie’s big sister.

Becca wasted no time. She climbed onto my lap and straddled me, pushing her crotch up against my cock before we came face to face.

I jumped slightly at the sudden intrusion and grabbed hold of Becca’s ass to make sure she didn’t slide off. I laughed. “It’s good to see you, too.”

“Sorry,” Becca said. “I’m just super-duper horny, and all I could think about all day was jumping your bones.” She kissed me and toyed with my hair.

I squeezed her ass as my cock thickened beneath her. “Right here in the parking lot?”

“Girls have sex with their boyfriends out here all the time,” she said as she started grinding me. “It’s not an issue.”

“I’m all for getting down and dirty, but you mentioned something about an important question?”

Becca giggled and kissed me on the lips as she dipped her hands inside my t-shirt and caressed my bare chest. “Oh, that. Yeah. I guess we’d better talk before you get a phone call.”

My cock expanded in my shorts, turning to concrete inside of thirty seconds. “Phone call?”

Becca found the bottom of my shirt and tugged it over my head. As she tossed it aside, she gazed out the back window toward the restaurant. “If you see Amber, hide.”

“You’ve got a lot going on today,” I said.

Becca peeled off her bulls tank top and tossed it aside, leaving her clad only in her sports bra. “I love her, but she won’t stop pestering me about a threesome.”

I didn’t know where to start. She spouted about phone calls and threesomes while stripping our clothes off at light speed. “What’s the story behind the threesome involving Amber? I’m not comfortable having another guy —”

She giggled and cut me off with a kiss before reaching for my belt buckle. “As if I’d let another man touch me. Please. Amber wants to have a threesome with you and me. I’ve told her a dozen times I’m not interested.”

Becca’s massive breasts hovered inches from my chest, tantalizing me to the point, I couldn’t resist. I released one hand from her ass and cupped her breast before giving it a full grope. “Does she know I’m out here?”

Becca’s nipples stiffened under my touch and poked through her sports bra. She undid the button on my shorts and lowered my zipper. “God no. If she knew you were here, she would have followed me outside. She’s like a dog with a bone.”

I wouldn’t have said no to a threesome with Amber, but there was no point in poking the bear. If Becca wasn’t comfortable sharing me with Amber, that was fine with me. “Is this your important question? Are you asking me to have a threesome with Amber?”

Becca giggled and slipped her fingers inside the waistband of my briefs. She coiled her fingers around my thick cock and gently squeezed, inspiring a release of adrenaline that surged through my legs.

Becca leveled me with her sparkling green eyes. “My question isn’t about Amber. Can I ask you after we have sex?”

I grinned. “Who am I to turn down such a reasonable request?”

I filled both of my open palms with her full, firm breasts. As I gave them a squeeze, Becca freed my cock from my briefs and stroked it with surprising adeptness.

“You are so hard,” Becca said, turning her green eyes on me. She frowned, gazing at me, her expression concerned. “Does it hurt?”

My cock strobed with greedy lust, pulsing slowly as it hardened by the second. Becca stroked the contours of my knob and caressed my shaft with a loving touch.

“It’s that hard because you are that sexy,” I said. “My penis is telling you how much I want you.”

It was intimacy 101, but Becca was far from sexually experienced. She giggled and leaned in for another kiss before backing off slightly and staring down at the monster throbbing between her legs. “You must really, really want me.”

I tweaked her nipples, now prominently poking through her top. “To put it bluntly, that’s an understatement.”

Becca smiled wickedly. “I bet you haven’t fucked anyone in the backseat of your car.”

Now wasn’t the time to inform her that her little sister had already notched that particular belt. I manhandled her breasts, squeezing them together as I filled my greedy palms. “I love this sexy, impulsive side of you. Let’s hope my shocks are up to the task.”

“Let’s get a little more comfortable,” Becca said.

She pushed herself off my lap and tugged at my shorts as I lifted my hips to give her the assist. As my cock sprang free, I picked up the bottom of her sports bra and freed her massive milkers.

Round, creamy, and utterly perfect, Becca’s breasts jiggled into view mere inches from my face. I leaned forward and inhaled one of her fat, pink nipples, sucking it between my lips as I dropped my hands to the waistband of her shorts. With the poise of a contortionist, I lowered Becca’s shorts, taking her white lace thong panties with them.

Becca moved my shorts over my hips and slid them down my legs until they collected around my ankles. The action forced her milky white breasts into my face, where I gladly scooped them up and pushed my face between them, motorboat style.

I settled back into position, getting comfortable as I filled my palms with Becca’s bountiful breasts. Her body was a veritable wonderland of sexual possibilities, and we hadn’t even scraped the tip of the iceberg.

Becca straddled me, placing her knees on the leather seats. She scooped up my cock with one hand and lowered her hips into position. Her green eyes shimmered with wanton lust, and she eyed me like a five-star dessert.

“Don’t pull out,” she said. “I want to feel your cum inside me while I’m working.”

My vision flashed with crazed desire, and my cock pulsed, rapid-fire. “If I keep coming inside you, you’ll get pregnant. It’s only a matter of time.”

Becca caressed my tip and scooped up a leaky glob of clear pre-cum, resting atop the crown of my knob. She smiled at me as she brought her finger to her mouth and sucked my essence between her pouty pink lips.

She lowered herself to where the tip of my cock dredged her warm pussy, already soaking wet and glistening. “I want you to get me pregnant,” she said. “I love you so much.”

I groaned and churned my hips, plowing her warm pink pussy with my engorged knob. Her sweet juices drenched my tip, turning it glossy with her wetness. My cock throbbed as pleasure engulfed my brain, turning my thoughts hazy. The overwhelming urge to fill her with my load pushed away any rational thoughts. At that moment, I would have agreed to anything.

Becca slid me inside her honey hole and gasped as her body shuddered. Goosebumps sprang to life across her chest, and her nipples hardened as she rocked, forcing me into the exquisite bounty of her fertile vagina.

Her pussy was incredibly tight, squeezing my cock in a velvety soft pleasure vice. It seemed impossible for my junk to fit inside her pint-sized pussy even though I had, many times, only a few days earlier.

“Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word.

A wash of adrenaline turned my legs to mush as I skewered her with my manhood, rocking my hips as I inched my way deeper.

Becca pushed her tits into my face and braced herself on my shoulders. She used me as leverage while she twerked her hips, taking me deeper with every pass.

My face swam in a sea of her sweetly scented flesh. Her essence enveloped me, and I took turns sucking each of her glorious nipples into my mouth, paying homage with licks, sucks and tender bites. I filled my hands wither her tight ass, and pushed her lower, taking ever more of my thunderous cock into the depths of her creamy smooth pussy.

Becca’s soft moans and mewling grunts rose above my labored breathing. With a delicate touch, her inner wall muscles clenched down on my shaft, forcing me to focus as I threatened to spill my seed inside her. Even after the rigorous morning sex session with my wife, Becca was too much. Her body was through the roof, and our chemistry was insane. Thank God the girls weren’t forcing me to choose between them. That was an impossible choice.

“Baby, just sit on my cock for a second,” I said.

Becca lowered herself, taking the entirety of my cock into her achingly tight hole. She sat upright, pulling her tits from my face as she stared down at me. “I can feel you pulsing inside of me. Does that mean you’re close to coming?”

“Very close,” I said. “That’s why I need a second.”

“So, if I move my hips a little….” Becca ground her hips, milking my cock with her tight pussy as she plumbed her insides with my meaty shaft. “This will make you come?”

I groaned and grabbed hold of her hips, swiveling to meet her motion as I angled upward, fucking her slow and deep. “Yes,” I said, before swallowing away the dryness in my throat.

Becca giggled and stilled herself. “Sorry. I couldn’t resist.”

Fucking lots of beautiful women didn’t make me immortal. I had my limits, and Becca found them in a hurry. It turned out that beautiful women wearing revealing clothing were my kryptonite. “Give me a second to come back from the edge. Come here for a kiss.”

She smiled and dipped her face in close. Our lips met and our tongues flashed together. Her honey sweet scent wrapped me in a cocoon of pure bliss while wisps of her dark hair and bare tits tickled my chest.

The seconds ticked by as our make-out session intensified. Becca explored my mouth with her tongue. We toyed with each other, playing sucking games with lips and tongues while our hands roamed freely.

I grabbed Becca’s ass and kneaded her breast in my open palm, letting her hard nipple roll between my open fingers. When I had acclimated to her incredible tightness, I rocked my hips and fucked her slow and deep.

Becca responded by grinding her hips and matching my rhythm. She broke off the kiss and sat up, bracing herself by placing her hands on my muscled chest.

As the minutes ticked by, she took me deeper and bounced off my lap while my cock heated inside her. Her tits slapped together, and her ass clapped off my thighs. The car rocked beneath us, and my shocks squeaked in time with our motion.

Anyone watching from outside could see the motion for what it was, but Becca didn’t seem to care, and neither did I.

She fucked me faster and moaned. Her ponytail swirled behind her head and her flawless tits bounced as she moved atop me with a belly dancer’s grace.

My moans matched hers and I thrust upward, plowing the sizzling beauty as my brain turned mushy with the promise of a looming orgasm.

Becca’s face contorted with pleasure, and her pussy went wild, convulsing around my cock with rapid micro-spasms. “Oh, baby. God… fuck… yes… I’m coming!”

Becca cried out and groaned as her body stiffened. She dug her fingers into my chest and her body shook with the onslaught of a monster orgasm.

I’d kept my orgasm on a leash and finally, let it go. Within a second, my mind went blank as pleasure overwhelmed me. I thrust upward, pinning Becca to my cock as I grunted and exploded inside her. Torrents of hot cum, spurted from my cock and gushed, filling the fertile beauty with my potent seed. My balls contracted and my cock pulsed, firing off thick ropes, every one of which Becca soaked into her heavenly depths.

Becca squeezed my cock inside her, sliding up and down on my pole as she milked me for every drop. She leaned in and found my ear with her mouth before her tongue went to work and her warm breath floated down my neck.

Shivers of electric sex rocketed down my spine, curling my toes and giving rise to a rash of goosebumps. Even after my orgasm faded, my cock twitched, spilling creamy spunk into her heavenly depths.

Becca rested atop me, laying her chest flat against mine while leaving my cock firmly embedded inside her. She sucked in shallow breaths, kissing her way up and down my neck, until her breathing patterns returned to normal.

I squeezed her ass and kissed her shoulders, lifting and lowering her as I micro-fucked her with my still hard cock. “How much time do we have?”

“I don’t care,” Becca said, whispering in my ear. “I’ll be a few minutes late. It’s not like they’ll fire me.”

That was true. Becca single-handedly filled the place. Any manager in their right mind would give her all the latitude in the world.

“Feel better?” I asked. “I know I do.”

Becca pushed herself off my chest until she sat upright in my lap. “Much better.” She exhaled and her shoulders sagged as if with relief. She grinned. “You fucked the fuck out of me.”

I laughed. “Rebecca Fields, are you turning into a potty mouth?”

Becca giggled. “Just around you.” She leaned in and kissed me. “By the way, there’s something you should know.”

“Is this where you ask me the important question?”

“Not quite. It’s about the bachelor auction.”

I’d forgotten all about the bachelor auction. I groaned. “Please tell me you want me to pull out. I’ll do it.”

Becca giggled and kissed me again. “No way. I want you in it, and the ladies all talked.” She hesitated for a moment. “We’re going to rig it so that my mom wins.”

“Who’s we? Is Gretta in on this?”

Becca shook her head. “Me, Jenna, Lillie, and Angie talked.”

The last name on the list surprised me. “Angie’s conspiring with you? When did all this happen?”

“Yesterday, when Angie got back from the walk through. We had a powwow in the kitchen. Mom doesn’t know, but we’re all placing bids in her name. It’s not perfect, but we’ll tip the scales in her favor.”

“And it’s all for a good cause,” I said. “I’m glad to see that you all have your mom’s back.”

“I think she’s getting a little jealous of us monopolizing your time.”

“I’ll bid in her name too,” I said.

Becca laughed. “That’s a great idea.”

I let my eyes wander over her amazing curves. If we weren’t so short on time, I would’ve gone for round two.

Becca glanced at her watch. “I should get back soon.”

“Not without telling me why you asked me to meet you. What’s going on?”

Becca winced. “Maybe we can talk about it later.”

“I’m going out with Lillie and her friends later,” I said. “Let’s talk now.”

Becca sighed. “Fine, but don’t get mad. Okay?”

“What did you do?”

“It’s about the pageant. I kind of signed you up to be my chaperon.”

I laughed so hard my cock nearly slipped out of her while Becca scowled at me.

“It’s not funny,” she said. “It’s a lot more involved than you think.”

“It’s like asking the wolf to guard the henhouse,” I said. “Doesn’t the pageant have guidelines against this sort of thing?”

Becca gave me her best sweet and innocent expression. “This is the part where you might get a teensy-weensy bit upset with me.”

“Rebecca Fields, are you going to force me to spank you?”

She grinned. “I have been a bad girl. I think a swift punishment might be best.”

“Quit stalling,” I said. “What did you do?”

“I may have told the pageant director that you were gay.” She squeezed her eyes shut and braced herself. “Please don’t be too mad.”

I gave her ass a playful swat. “Why the lie? It’s not like I wasn’t planning on coming to watch you.”

Becca relaxed and opened her eyes. “The pageant restricts access and visitor permissions for the contestants. I can’t go a whole week without seeing you. It will kill me.”

She wore a pleading expression as she stared at me, waiting for an answer. It wasn’t like I was going to turn her down. “Fine. You can fill me in on the details later.”

Becca’s face lit up, and she squealed excitedly as she bounced up and down on my cock. “Thank you, thank you, thank you, daddy.” She fell forward and wrapped her arms around my neck. “We can secretly make love for the entire week.”

“What if they catch us?”

She sat back upright and smiled down at me, completely unconcerned. “They’ll kick me out of the contest.” She slid off my cock and a heavy string of milky white cum leaked from her tight little hole. “I need to get back to work.”

“Can you walk around with all that cum leaking out of you? I have some Kleenex in the glove box.”

Becca quickly pulled up her panties and her shorts afterward. “No need. I want it to soak in, so we have a better chance of getting pregnant.”

“A pregnant Miss USA who’s shagging her chaperon. You’ll make a model contest.”


Surprise Visitor

[image: ]

The martini bar was a pleasant surprise. According to Lillie, our night out involved lots of dancing in loud and very crowded clubs. I’d seen Lillie’s dance moves, and there was no way for me to escape the night appearing anything other than clumsy and aging.

Angie had advised me to stick to the basics. If I wanted to save face, I shouldn’t try to match Lillie, Queen, or any of Lillie’s friends. Rather, she told me to stick to what I already knew. Admittedly, that wasn’t much.

I reminded myself that the night wasn’t about me showcasing my lackluster dance moves. It was about Lillie introducing me to her world and to the people who mattered to her the most. I vowed to myself that the night was about Lillie, not me, and I should leave any complaints or grumbling at the door. I would be present in every moment we shared and let the night take me wherever it led.

It appeared fate had awarded my good karma investment. Rather than hitting up a dance club straight away, Lillie led me by the hand through the front door of an upscale martini joint called Olive’s with a Twist. Lillie’s crew referred to the place as Olive’s and I had no idea what to expect. We stepped inside and I took the place in.

A shiny chrome and glass bar dominated the center of the room. Traditional tables took up the floor space surrounding the bar while pods composed of sleek black leather sofas and chairs lay scattered around the periphery. Each seating area had a central glass coffee table, making the spaces perfect for casual conversation while sipping on high-end martinis.

By college co-ed standards, the night was just getting started, and the place was only half full. Finding an empty sectional large enough to accommodate our group was much easier than I expected.

Lillie picked a spot between the bar and the front door where everyone who came in was bound to see us. A three-sided sectional couch wrapped around a sleek knee-high, chrome and glass coffee table.

Low-volume piano music streamed from hidden speakers, adding to the casual chic ambiance while allowing for normal conversation. It was my kind of place and I couldn’t help but wonder if Lillie had chosen the bar to accommodate her age-gapped boyfriend. Not that I was complaining.

As usual, the shapely blonde drew plenty of stares as she led me through the sparse crowd. Her black party dress hugged every curve of her sensational figure while thin spaghetti straps clung to her shoulders, seeming unfit for the job of containing her natural, bouncy breasts. Ribbons of her silky hair cascaded over her shoulders in sleek waves of shimmering gold, ending halfway down her back.

But Lillie wasn’t the only harem wife who had joined our merry band of party goers. Queen had taken Lillie up on her invite and held my other hand while we crossed the room as a full-on throuple.

I inwardly smiled as I noticed the chain reaction of attention we drew as a threesome. First their eyes landed on Lillie before darting to Queen, then settling on me. Some eyes widened as if in surprise. Others appeared amused or jealous as they leaned over to whisper to their friends.

Queen’s dress was no less spectacular than Lillie’s. A strapless ivory number that fit her toned body like a coat of whitewash paint, highlighting her slender hips and perky breasts. Her taut nipples poked through the shiny material, drawing lecherous gazes. She wore her glossy red hair in a complex braid that hung straight down her back, where it swayed from side to side behind her as she coasted through the crowd.

After my threesome with Jenna and Queen, the redheaded stunner was a full voting member of Team Steve, with all the rights and privileges to go with the title. It was as if the family had adopted a fourth sibling, with me serving as the anchor that held us all together.

The three of us hadn’t come out alone. Lillie’s best friend Bee joined us, along with Lillie’s high school friends Jess and Lainey. Lainey was a pixie blonde like Lillie while Jess was a tall, statuesque beauty with dark hair, a bronze complexion, and smoldering hazel eyes. That made our group six strong, with me being the group’s lone male.

We found our seats where Lillie and Queen flanked me on my left and right. As we waited for the server, the girls made small talk while we looked over the drink menu.

Queen settled her hand on my leg, using her thumb to caress my inner thigh while Lillie laced her fingers with mine. My little blonde bombshell walked me through the menu, which boasted over a hundred different martinis. She stole the occasional kiss as she pointed out her favorites, which made concentrating on my drink order all but impossible.

Between the incessant attention and constant touching from both of my harem beauties, my cock turned to steel in my drawers, and I had a hard time hiding my throbbing erection bulging like a swollen monstrosity along the side of my leg.

Queen’s eyes flickered to my cock and back to the menu which Lillie and I shared with her. As subtly as possible, the redheaded tease swirled her thumb over my swollen tip while she leaned in close and whispered to Lillie.

“He’s so hard. Stop teasing him,” Queen said.

But her amused tone suggested the opposite. Queen not only enjoyed my predicament, she was a key contributor.

I shifted in my seat, using the opportunity to adjust my cock while meeting Queen’s bright green and very amused eyes. Her scent, strawberries dipped in cotton candy, enveloped me, which only made things worse. I wrestled with the urge to pull her onto my lap and use her ass as a shield to smother my embarrassing erection.

Lillie giggled. “Me? Have you seen your dress? I can literally see the outline of your areolas.”

They continued their banter, unabashedly teasing me while they took turns kissing me. I sighed and pretended to read the menu when Lillie leaned in and kissed me behind my ear.

“Did Queen tell you? Later tonight, we’re hosting the first ever cream cup challenge.”

Lillie’s whispered words and warm breath curled my toes and triggered an avalanche of electric sex. A rash of goosebumps flashed down my spine, and my insides melted like butter left out in the sun.

I swallowed the lump rising in my throat before asking the obvious. “Cream cup challenge?”

Queen slid her palm all the way inside my inner thigh, fully encompassing my mammoth hard on. She whispered a reply, but our server’s timely arrival cut her short, sparing my blue balls from the torture.

“Have we decided?” Our server smiled and her gaze lingered on Queen’s fingers caressing the outline of my shaft.

Mercifully, the girls backed off while, one by one, they placed their orders. Lillie relayed my drink order while I reclined into the leather sectional, allowing myself a moment to decompress.

The conversation returned to normal as the ladies caught up on some recent gossip while my mind raced, trying to decipher whatever Lillie meant by the cream cup challenge. I had a pretty good idea but wasn’t willing to press the issue in front of the entire group.

Ten minutes later, our drinks arrived. After the server doled them out and retreated, Lillie’s brunette friend Jess inched forward in her seat, raised her glass, and spoke up for us all to hear.

“Who wants to play would you rather?” Jess asked, her eyes glimmering with mischief.

“Me,” Lillie said, raising her hand. “I love that game.”

“I don’t see this ending well,” Queen said.

Queen leaned back and rested her head against my shoulder, then slid her palm back into place atop my half deflated cock.

I gritted my teeth, willing my cock to ignore its base instincts, but after Queen’s brushed her thumb over my highly sensitive tip, my erection flared to life once again.

Mentally, I switched gears, trying to ignore Queen and instead focusing on Jess’s words. The game was familiar to me, however I had never played it with a group of grown adults. Would you rather was a game I had played with Max when he was little to entertain him when he was bored and I needed him to sit still.

I didn’t want to play the stupid game, but I reminded myself once again, that I wasn’t here to poop on Lillies party. However, I didn’t want to pound my martini for the sake of a drinking game. “Is this a drinking game?”

Lillie must have detected the wariness in my voice because she turned sideways to face me, then scooped up my hand in hers.

She dragged my hand into her lap and squeezed. “It’s not about getting drunk. You take tiny sips. You’ll see. It’s fun. Jess, give me a question and we’ll show him.”

“The rules are simple,” Jess said. “If you choose not to answer the question, you drink. The last one with their drink left is the winner.”

It was a drinking game, which came as no surprise. But I wasn’t interested in answering the inevitable slew of prying questions that would no doubt come my way. But I could bow out whenever I wanted by pounding my drink in one go. That would end things for me without having answered a single question.

It did, however, defeat the spirit of having a good time, and I didn’t want to come off like an old grouch in front of Lillie’s friends. I vowed to play along, at least for the time being.

Jess turned her attention to Lillie. “Okay, Lill. The question is to you. Would you rather have a threesome with me and Steve or with Bee and Steve?”

Jess eyed me, her hazel eyes smoldering. Bee’s eyes widened with surprise as her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink.

“Come on, Jess,” Bee said. “We aren’t even one drink in.”

Lillie didn’t seem the slightest bit disturbed. She stared into the depths of her fruity martini as if lost in thought. A few seconds later, she flashed a devious smile and looked up.

“Can we do a foursome?” Lillie asked. “I would love a foursome, wouldn’t you, babe?”

Lillie shot me a smile and a wink. A wave of adrenaline washed over me as lecherous visions of Jessica and Beatrice played through my head. Was Lillie contemplating a foursome? All five women stared at me expectantly, waiting for my response. “I thought this was your question?”

Lillie giggled, but it was Jess who threw me a lifeline.

“The question wasn’t about a foursome,” Jess said. And he’s right. Lillie, it’s your question. Are you refusing to answer already?”

Lillie sighed and shook her head. “No. I’ll answer. I would rather pick Bee because she’s my absolute bestie.”

Bee’s cheeks turned an even brighter shade of crimson, and she averted her gaze before taking a micro-sip of her martini.

One by one, the girls went around the room, taking turns asking and answering questions while I sank back into the leather upholstery, trying to make them all forget about me.

It seemed to work. Even Queen had given my cock a long enough break for it to fully deflate. I was almost in the clear until the role of questioner came around to Queen.

Queen turned to face me, her bright green eyes dancing with sadistic glee. “Steve, would you rather have Lillie or Becca buy you at the charity bachelor auction?”

I wasn’t about to step onto particular that land mine as I truly didn’t care. I would pick them both equally. But that wasn’t what anyone wanted to hear. As I raised my martini to drink, a distantly familiar voice cut me off with another question.

“What’s this about a bachelor auction?” The newcomer asked from somewhere over my left shoulder.

It was a woman’s voice, vaguely familiar yet not so in the slightest. Her voice carried the barest hint of a French accent.

I turned to face the intruder, and when my eyes met hers, a wash of adrenaline turned my legs to rubber while I felt all the blood drain from my face.

I blinked twice, trying to make sure my eyes weren’t deceiving me. My voice broke as I said her name.

“Annika? Is that you?”


Cream Cup Challenge
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Lillie scrambled around the sectional and pulled Annika into a tight hug. “I’m so glad you decided to come.”

Lillie guided Annika around the sofa and the two women held hands as Lillie presented her to the group.

“Everyone, this is Annika Masters. She’s Steve’s sister-in-law. Annika, this is everyone.”

The young woman who stood before me bore zero resemblance to the six-year-old little girl I dredged up from my memories. Angie’s little sister, Annika, was as petite as Lillie with a build every molecule as alluring. Her sleek, toned figure and ample breasts threw me back to days gone by and the first time I met Annika’s big sister. There was no doubt Annika and Angie were sisters, yet there were differences.

Unlike Angie, there was a spark of innocence in Annika’s sky-blue eyes that released a sudden wave of butterflies in my stomach. Angie was more of the take charge type while Annika’s aura exuded the opposite effect.

Physically, Annika beat my memories of Angie by a thin margin. Unlike Angie, Annika’s plump pink lips were fuller and her silky, golden brown hair perfectly accentuated her flawless complexion. Not that Angie was lacking these traits, but they seemed amplified by Annika. Even though I would never have spoken the words out loud, Annika felt like an evolutionary upgrade over her big sister.

Annika smiled sweetly and met my gaze.

My stomach dropped into my shoes. I found myself tongue-tied, caught up by the spell her mere presence had on me.

Annika’s soul shattering blue eyes utterly captivated me. Her pink, glossy lips were as ripe as a summer strawberry. She had nearly the same caramel skin tone as her big sister, but richer in depth and color. Her hair tumbled over her shoulders in a glossy wave, and despite Annika staring directly at me, my gaze flickered to the plump, tight cleavage sprouting from her black crop top. Her midriff was visible, highlighting her toned stomach, and a diamond piercing glittered in her navel.

She wore a matching blacking skirt that ended halfway down her thighs, showcasing her sleek, athletic legs.

Annika averted her gaze, and her cheeks turned a soft shade of pink. It was as if she could read my lecherous mind and found it too much.

“Steve, your jaws hanging open,” Queen said. “I think you’re embarrassing your sister-in-law.”

Horror gripped me, and I flinched as if physically struck. I snapped back to reality and softened my gaze, relaxing by a measure as I tried to reel myself in. “Sorry, Annie. It’s just… you look so much like your sister when she was your age. It caught me by surprise.”

“No one has called me Annie in years,” Annika said.

A sweet smile turned up her pouty lip as she once again met my gaze, her eyes shy but forgiving. “And thank you for the compliment. My mother calls Angie and me the opposite sides of the same coin. I’m not nearly as bold as my big sister, so I suppose that’s what she meant.”

Her voice was salve for the soul. She spoke with a sweet, unassuming tone that lived in stark contrast to her bold outfit. Her accent was slightly French, yet it wasn’t. Her American roots were clearly audible, making her sound adorably unique.

Queen stood, placing one hand on my shoulder while she extended the other. “I’m Brooke. It’s nice to meet you.”

Annika shook Queen’s hand and smiled. “It’s nice to meet you. Lillie called you Queen?”

Queen laughed. “It’s a childhood nickname. My friends call me Queen.” She squeezed my shoulder and lovingly slid her hand down my chest, making it completely clear where things stood.

Annika’s eyes followed Queen’s hand as it crept its way over my pectoral muscle. Annie didn’t seem in any way shocked, which meant Angie had prepared her little sister, giving her the lay of the land.

Annika gave Queen a nod of greeting while the rest of the group introduced themselves. The server came and Lillie ordered Annika a martini before guiding Annika to the sofa.

Small talk commenced with Queen joining Lillie’s friends, where they chatted about some mutual acquaintance.

Annika took Queen’s seat beside me.

Rather than sitting on the couch, Lille parked herself on my lap and picked up her martini. Wearing a sweet smile as she shifted sideways to face Annika. She coiled her arm around my shoulder and leaned closer, giving both me and Annie an unobstructed view down the front of her dress.

I wrapped my arm around Lillie’s waist, resting my palm high on her thigh while both Annika and I stole a glance at Lillie’s deep cleavage.

Lillie sipped her martini as her lips curled into a slight smile, seemingly pleased by the attention. She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek before returning her gaze to Annika. “I hope this doesn’t make you uncomfortable. Angie told me she filled you in regarding our… situation.”

Using my thumb, I caressed Lillie’s inner thigh, which drew a flickering glance from Annika.

Annika shifted in her seat, her eyes meeting mine as her bare knee grazed against my leg. “She told me. It’s very… progressive.”

There was hesitation in her voice, mixed with a hint of curiosity. I held Annika’s gaze while I continued caressing Lillie’s inner thigh, content to let Lillie do the talking.

Lillie ran her fingers through the short hair at the back of my neck while she leaned in a little closer. The move caused her breast to mash against my chest, forming a deep ravine of cleavage so tantalizing my cock stirred where it hardened under her bottom.

Lillie knew exactly what she was doing. As Annika’s eyes once again flickered to Lillie’s chest, the blonde tease smiled sweetly even as she shifted her weight in my lap, teasing my cock into a five-alarm hard-on.

It took me a moment to bring myself back to Annika before she spoke again.

“I have zero issues with the way you all conduct your lives. In fact, it’s refreshing to see such sexual freedom after escaping from my controlling ex.”

“Controlling guys are the worst,” Lillie said. “I’ve experienced my fair share. Low self-esteem fuels their insecurity until jealousy destroys the relationship.”

Annika and I both stared at Lillie in stunned silence.

“What?” Lillie looked back and forth between us, before her gaze settled on me. “I’m not just some dumb blonde, you know. I have insights.”

“Oh, I know you do,” I said. “I’ve just never heard you encapsulate it so succinctly.”

“Don’t get me started on fetishes,” Lillie said. She turned her attention back to Annika. “For example, Steve is really into family.”

My stomach lurched, and my jaw dropped. What the hell?

Lillie slid her fingers up the nape of my neck, sending a sharp shudder of electric sex down my spine, curling my toes.

Lillie leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Aren’t you baby?”

Her whispered words sent a chill down my spine and triggered a wave of desire so overwhelming I nearly lost control.

Lillie was clearly baiting Annika, but was she wrong about me? The Fields’ women weren’t my blood relation, but I had treated them like daughters during their formative years. If I was truly being honest with myself, the taboo nature of my relationships with the sisters was a huge part of the draw. Sure, they were all complete knockouts, but so was Queen.

Once again, if I was being completely honest with myself, as much as I loved being with Queen, it was because of her affiliation with Jenna and Lillie that ultimately hooked me. I saw pretty girls every day of the week, many of whom had hit on me, but I hadn’t jumped into bed with any of them.

Lillie was right, and there was no point denying it. I couldn’t sell the lie, but that didn’t mean I had to admit to something so nefarious as having sex with my actual family members.

As Lillie nuzzled up against me, she ran her hand over my chest and smiled at Annika. “It’s so cute when he blushes like that.”

Annika gaped at us, eyes wide and jaw open, which only made the situation more awkward.

I squeezed Lillie’s thigh with an intentional sharpness, eliciting a giggle from the bubbly blonde. After giving her the stink eye, I returned my attention to Annika.

“I’m not related to Lillie or her sisters. The same goes for Queen. No blood relations. Not even distant. That’s not anything I’m interested in pursuing.”

Lille smiled and raised a questioning eyebrow. “True. It’s probably more that you’re into dating your best friend’s daughters. The taboo nature of our relationship is very hot. Or maybe you’re just into collecting sisters?”

Lillie shrugged and curled her fingers around my neck hair while gazing at me intently.

Her words carried all the subtlety of a bass drum. Annika wasn’t my blood relation, but she was Angie’s sister. The implication was clear.

Annika’s cheeks turned a fiery shade of crimson, and I inwardly grimaced.

“For God’s sake Lillie. Can you please not scare away Annika on her first day home?”

Lillie looked up at me, her face a mask of pure innocence. She curled her arm around my shoulder and leaned in close, further mashing her very springy breasts together. “I’m just putting it out there.”

My cheeks burned hot, and I turned to Annika. “I’m sorry, Annie. You can tell her to pound sand whenever you want.”

Annika picked up her martini and smiled at Lillie as if trying to regain her composure. “So… tell me more about this bachelor auction.”

Annika and I briefly locked eyes, exchanging a non-verbal message. She had deftly steered the conversation out of the awkward zone and back onto more steady ground. Thankfully, Lillie jumped at the question, seeming happy to respond, which I skillfully avoided.

We wrapped up at the martini bar and hit the club. Crowded, loud, and packed with college kids, the place wasn’t my scene. I played along for Lillie’s sake. Lillie showed me off to her friends, and we spent the next couple of hours dancing to techno music so heavy on the bass my bones vibrated.

I danced with all the ladies but Queen, Lillie, and surprisingly, Annika filled most of my dance card. It was nearly one a.m. when Annika left. Not long after that, Lillie led me out of the club and informed me we were all going back to Jess’s house for a sleepover.

The ladies climbed in my car, and I chauffeured us to Jess’s house. As we drove, the girls were on their phones, fully engrossed except for the occasional whisper or giggle. Lillie sat up front beside me and, like her friends, tapped away on her phone exchanging text messages.

The drive back to Jess’s continued, and the giggles increased in frequency, which led me to believe the ladies were conspiring together via group chat having a conversation not meant for my ears.

Ten minutes later, we arrived at Jess’s house. Calling it a house was akin to calling a fifteen-level cruise ship a boat. The place was massive and at first, I thought Jess lived in a hotel. It was a sprawling estate on the shores of Lake Michigan, with a gated entrance and five garage doors.

I brought my car to a stop in the parking-lot sized driveway and the girls piled out, chatting happily while I peered through the windshield toward the massive double doors set back behind a walkway lined with lush vegetation. Lillie was the last one out, turning to me as I went to kill the engine.

“We have a surprise planned,” Lillie said. “Wait here and I’ll text you when it’s time to come inside.”

“This can’t be good,” I said. “What do you have planned?”

Lillie giggled, and her blue eyes twinkled with mischief. “If I tell you, it wouldn’t be a surprise. Trust me. You’ll love it.”

“Jess can’t live in this huge house alone. Should we even be here?”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Stop worrying. Her parents are somewhere in Europe. It’s fine.”

“Does this surprise involve Annika?”

Lillie raised an eyebrow and grinned. “Why? Would you like it to involve her? I can totally call her and —”

“No,” I said, cutting her off. “Please don’t call her or Angie. How long do I need to wait?”

“Five minutes,” Lillie said. “I’ll text you.”

Before I could respond, she leaned over, kissed me, then popped out of the car. She slammed the door shut behind her and gave me one last look through the open passenger side window. “Don’t come in until I text you. It’s important.”

I held in a sigh. Five minutes in Lillie’s world was thirty minutes for everyone else. “I promise. Just don’t keep me waiting out here all night.”

Without responding, Lillie smiled, turned, and skipped toward the front door on her bare feet, her shoes left behind on the passenger-side floorboard.

Five minutes turned into ten and ten turned into twenty. Twenty-five minutes later, I was on the verging of coming inside so I could find a place to sleep when the text arrived from Lillie.

Lillie: Okay. Come inside and read the note on the table by the front door.

I responded to her message with a thumbs-up emoji and gave myself a moment to prepare. A minute later, I killed the engine, climbed out of the car and headed for the massive oak doors guarding the entrance to the sprawling estate.

When I stepped inside, the enormity of the place hit me. The entry way was as big as a basketball court with polished marble floors and a massive crystal chandelier hanging from a ceiling at least three stories high. Dual sweeping staircases led up both sides of the house, disappearing down long hallways. More hallways led away from the entrance on the ground floor, disappearing deeper into a home so big one could get lost.

True to her word, there was a folded note with the words Welcome to the Cream Cup Challenge scrawled on the front, clearly penned in Lillie’s handwriting.

I had all but forgotten about the forewarning Lillie gave me earlier in the evening. Cream Cup Challenge? Color me intrigued. I opened the note. Inside, I discovered two more folded notes, along with a handwritten question.

At the end of a hard day, would you rather have a cold beer or a mind-clearing workout?

The question surprised me. With the name of the contest and Lillie’s sponsorship, I expected a sexual question.

I grinned. The girls had taken their would-you-rather game to a new and possibly disturbing level.

Lillie had scrawled the words beer and workout on each of the folded notes accompanying the question.

I didn’t need long to consider my answer. I was a certified workout fanatic, but I preferred to work out in the morning while I reserved evenings for decompressing. Anyone who knew me even a little, knew that I loved a good beer at the end of day.

I opened the note that said beer and found another set of instructions.

Up the stairs to the left. Go down the hall until it comes to a T. Look for another note.

The smile stayed on my lips as I climbed the stairs and followed the hallway to the left. After passing five closed doors, I came to the described intersection where I found another folded note on a table beneath a mirror.

Inside, I found two more folded notes and another question.

Top or bottom?

My cheeks flashed with heat, and I glanced left and right to see if anyone was watching me. This was the sort of question I expected. Finding the halls empty, I considered the question.

I assumed they meant sex. Truthfully, I loved both positions, but I gave the slight edge to being on top. I liked to control the pace and ferocity. Being on top gave me that control. It was a fifty-fifty question, but there was only one woman in the house who knew for sure. These questions had Lillie’s fingerprints all over them.

Should I pick the note labeled bottom just to spite her? Or would that start a war I wasn’t prepared to wage? At the end of the rainbow, I wanted to find a naked Lillie wanting for me. Playing it safe was the best choice.

I opened the note labeled top and read the instructions.

Down the hall to your left and up the stairs. You’ll find your last question at the top of the landing.

It didn’t take long for me to cover the distance. After climbing a circular staircase, I stepped onto a landing with another table and another note. A short hallway ended with two doors. One on the left and one on the right.

I opened the note and scanned the question.

Zone coverage or man-to-woman?

The question threw me off-balance, and I chuckled out loud. I was expecting something sexual, but a bit more on the nose. Reading between the lines, it seemed like Lillie, who had written all the notes and devised all the questions, was asking if I preferred threesomes or being with one person at a time.

This was the easiest question of the three and one that was counter-intuitive. Given that I had just spent the evening with a group of women, each of whom were objectively hard tens, any sane man would have picked zone coverage.

I had nothing against threesomes. In fact, I had just experienced a threesome for the ages with Queen and Jenna. But given the choice, the intimacy of one woman at a time was my default operating mode. There was something about that emotional connection that turned me on like nothing else.

Lillie knew this about me. She felt the same way. She had orchestrated all three questions, knowing that I would pick the door with the busty blonde behind it. I was, once again, tempted to pick zone coverage just to spite her, but that would go over like a lead balloon. Besides, I loved Lillie. I didn’t want to hurt her.

I opened the note labeled man-to-woman and read the instructions.

Open the door on the left, come inside, shut the door behind you, take off our clothes, and climb into bed. No talking!

The instructions gave me pause. Were they punking me? Was this some elaborate setup only for them to throw on the lights at the last second and yell surprise? I imagined the five of them surrounding me with their phones livestreaming the entire event. Or maybe I would climb into bed with someone else from Jess’s family, such as her father or even a grandmother. The thought sent an icy shiver up my spine.

Would I find Annika waiting for me? Or maybe it was Gretta? The mere thought of finding either woman, but especially Angie’s little sister, unleashed a hailstorm of butterflies in the pit of my stomach. Visions of Annika’s beautiful face and lush curves flashed through my mind, and a kernel of desire flared to life in the deepest recesses of my depraved brain. My cock stiffened and pulsed, hardening instantly as the scene played out like a PornHub fantasy.

But this was Lillie’s night, and she wouldn’t do anything to spoil it. Or would she? I winced. She would definitely do something like that to me. After all, it was Lillie who had orchestrated the secret blow job. The girl had a devious streak as deep as the Marina Trench.

There was only one way to find out. Tentatively, I walked down the short hallway and paused outside the door on the left. I paused for a moment to build my confidence, then opened the door.

The room was pitch black except for muted light spilling into the room from behind me. The foot of the bed came into view and as my eyes adjusted, I made out a floor-to-ceiling window on the far side of the room with the curtains drawn closed.

My pulse quickened, and my mouth turned cotton dry. The sheets shifted slightly. Someone was waiting for me. Was it Lillie? Queen? Or maybe even Bee? I wouldn’t have put it past Lillie to set up the challenge and turn me over to one of her friends.

The thought thrilled me, and my hands shook with anticipation. I closed the door behind me, leaving the room utterly black.

My labored breathing filled the quiet, and I considered calling out for Lillie. No. It was better to follow the instructions as written.

I quickly and carefully pulled off my shirt and kicked off my shoes. My pants came next, followed by my briefs. If they meant to punk me, there was no time like that moment to do it.

Yet the room remained silent. Then the sheets shifted, and a body moved.

My heart beat so hard and fast it drummed in my ears. I covered the distance between the door and the bed, reaching out with my hands. My stiff cock, hidden by the murky shadows, jutted outward, pulsing as it swayed from side to side.

The sheets shifted, and a body moved, causing my ears to perk up.

I licked the dryness from my lips and swallowed, inching forward as the anticipation built.

My knees bumped the bed frame, and I reached out, touching cool satin under my outstretched hand. I fumbled my way to the side of the bed, my heart pounding so hard I thought I might collapse.

Whoever I was about to climb into bed with hadn’t uttered so much as a peep. Doubts crept into my mind. Was it Lillie? Or someone else? Would she really let one of her friends climb into bed with me? Who was I kidding? Of course she would.

Besides Lillie and Queen, there was the pixie blonde Lainey and Jess, the statuesque brunette. I barely knew either of them. Surely Lillie wouldn’t put me in such an awkward position.

With my hands shaking, I climbed into the bed and slipped beneath the cool satin sheets. There was motion to my right, and I turned, trying to make out the figure hovering beside me in the shadows.

“Lillie? Is that you?”

I blinked, gazing at the figure until I felt a finger gently touch my lips.

“Shhh,” she said.

I couldn’t discover her identity from her slight admonition. Speaking again was out of the question, and I finally understood the challenge in the Cream Cup Challenge. It was up to me to figure out who was in bed with me. Based on the clues alone, it had to be Lillie, but then again, wasn’t that too obvious?

Without saying a word, my mystery partner straddled me and leaned forward, pinning my wrists to the pillow while her lush body pressed tight against mine.

My cock, still concrete hard, pressed against the small of her tummy while soft breasts and hard nipples dragged their way over my stomach before resting against my chest.

Then her mouth was on my ear. Her warm breath sent sharp shivers down my spine while her tongue flashed out and curled my toes.

I felt her knees plant on either side of my hips and her warm, wet pussy slide up and down my aching cock.

I groaned with ecstasy and ground my hips, sliding my manhood along her slippery trench. Her hair tickled my neck, and her scent enveloped me. It was a scent I knew all too well and belonged to none other than my little blonde prankster.

Was this Lillie’s kink? Did she get off on anonymous sex? This felt like the blowjob all over again, and I wasn’t about to spoil it.

Lillie licked her way down my neck and latched onto my flesh with her lips, sucking with hickey-inducing ferocity as she twerked her hips, turning my cock slick with her wetness.

Her body heat consumed me, turning me deranged with lust. At last, she let go of my wrists and reached down, wrapping her warm fingers around my pulsing manhood.

I used the opportunity to run my hands down her shapely back and up the rise of an ass so perfect it could only belong to Lillie or Jenna. With Jenna out of the picture, that left her little sister as my one and only suspect.

I cupped her ass in both hands and squeezed, each cheek utter perfection. Her warm flesh filled my palms, and I squeezed, igniting a wave of lust that blazed inside me like an inferno.

My breathing turned heavy, and my heart raced as I guided her ass up and down, savoring the mind-numbing pleasure of her perfect little slit soaking every inch of my massive cock.

Lillie released my neck, leaving behind what I already knew would turn into a massive hickey. Then her mouth found mine and our tongues met, hot and hungry.

Her tongue coiled around mine, and her lips widened, forming a seal with mine. A fleeting taste of cinnamon set my head buzzing as her soft moans filled my mouth. She raised her hips in time with my firm grip, drenching my cock with her wetness until it slipped neatly in place, my tip teasing the entrance to her tight honey hole.

I let go of her ass with one hand and scooped up one of her ripe, round, and perfectly springy breasts. I found her hard nipple in the dark, taking it between my thumb and index finger before teasing it with a gentle tweak. Her already hard nipple turned swelled under my touch and her moans intensified as she plunged her tongue deeper into my mouth.

Delirious lust washed through my brain in waves. Lillie’s scent filled my nostrils, and she squirmed atop me, her moans intensifying until she broke off the kiss.

“Baby, stop teasing and fuck me already,” she said.

Her words came out in a breathless rush, but the angelic voice I expected filled my heart with triumph.

“Turn on the light,” I said. “I want to watch you take me inside.”

Without a hint of hesitation, Lillie reached out into the darkness before a lamp flashed on and the blonde beauty appeared before me, wearing nothing but a smile.

Her silky golden hair flowed over her shoulders and down her back in rich waves. Her dazzling blue eyes sparkled with mischief as she came back to sit atop me with my cock sliding between her ass cheeks like a hot dog in a bun. She shifted her weight and rested her hands on my chest as she gazed down at me, grinning.

“You knew it was me,” she said

I nodded as a lopsided grin formed on my lips. “With those questions, I think you knew what would happen.”

She shrugged as a sheepish grin spread across her face. “Queen called me out on it. Jess and Lainey said it wasn’t fair, but I wanted you all to myself. Is that wrong? Besides. You could have picked another room with another girl. But you picked me.”

The look of satisfaction on her face was priceless. I reached up and scooped up her tits, giving her nipples a gentle tug as my cock pulsed, reminding that it was still there and famished. “You’re my girl. Of course I picked you.”

She beamed, and an enormous smile lit up her face. “I was supposed to stay quiet until you came inside me,” she said. “Then I would leave you with this note.”

She scooped up the note and handed it to me.

Meet us downstairs in the kitchen.

I finished scanning the noted and tossed it aside. “Then it was up to me to pick you out of a lineup?”

Lillie nodded. “It was Lainey’s idea. One of her sorority sisters did it with her roommate’s boyfriend.”

It was the sort of game best talked about and never played unless you were supremely secure with your significant other boinking one of your best friends. I wasn’t so secure that I would ever be okay with Lillie, Jenna, Becca, or Queen ever playing the game in reverse.

“Baby, I would know you blindfolded with both hands tied behind my back,” I said.

Lillie’s grin widened, and she fell forward as her hair tumbled over my chest. “I love you so much that it hurts.”

I chuckled and pulled her in tight. “I love you back.”

We kissed again, and this kiss turned into a full-on make-out session. Once again, I found my hands cupping an ass so tight and round it must have fallen from heaven. My cock slipped along her wet slit, harder than ever until Lillie couldn’t seem to take it anymore.

She broke off our kiss and sat upright, raising her hips just enough to slide me into place. Her blue eyes met mine as pushed me inside her.

“Is this what you wanted to see, baby? Do you love seeing your fat cock slide inside me?”

My cock pulsed, and I groaned with pleasure, squeezing her hips as waves of lust washed over me.

As my cock inched deeper, exquisite pleasure wrapped my brain in a warm, fuzzy blanket. Lillie’s face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure as she bit her lower lip and braced herself on my chest.

Her chest heaved as her breaths came in short and shallow. The action caused her plump, all-natural breasts to squeeze together, attracting my attention like a looter to a blackout. With my hands still cupping her ass, I guided my concrete-hard cock deeper into her tight pussy, savoring the breathtaking pleasure that loosened every muscle in my body.

It was a feeling I doubted I would ever get used to. Her sheer beauty, unreal body, all combined with a devilish personality I couldn’t resist, was at the same time too much and not enough. The hottest Hollywood A-lister couldn’t hold a candle to Lillie Fields. All that and the realization that I was the only man she had ever allowed inside her unspoiled depths nearly made me come on the spot.

“Your cock is just so fucking big,” Lillie said.

She hissed in a sharp breath and shuddered as a rash of goose bumps lit up across her jiggling breasts.

“I love you so fucking much,” she said, muttering under her breath with her eyelids half closed and pleasure contorting her face.

My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing and expanding as her pussy squeezed down, forming a perfect, air-tight seal around my aching manhood.

I squeezed her hips, one in each hand, and guided her up and down my shaft with only half of my cock able to fit inside her. Even after twenty rounds of mind blowing sex with the dynamic blonde, every time felt like the first time. But moment by moment and thrust by thrust, I worked my way into heaven until Lillie straddled me with my cock completely buried inside her.

She paused for a moment as if to catch her breath and gazed down at me, chest heaving and her eyes a storm of lust. “I love to feel you throb inside me. God, you fill me up so good.”

I took advantage of the brief pause in the action. I scooped up her tantalizing breasts, one in each hand, and mauled them in my open palms.

Lillie gyrated her hips in a tight circle, grinding my cock deep inside her buttery depths.

“I’m not sure how I fit inside your tiny little pussy, but the feeling is so fucking intense,” I said.

Lillie increased the pace on her front-to-back motion, grinding me deep as her jaw fell open. Her half-lidded eyes glazed over with lust as the pleasure warping her expression intensified.

“God, baby. I’m coming already,” Lillie said in a sudden rush.

She dug her fingers into my chest and her body convulsed slightly as goosebumps sprang to life across her chest.

She arched her back and groaned as her pussy clamped down on my cock. Her pussy fired with rapid fire micro spasms, milking my cock as a gush of wetness soaked my shaft with her climatic juices. She moaned in ecstasy and shivered as the sensation passed through her body until she came back to reality.

She opened her eyes and smiled down at me, her blue eyes sparkling with life. “The first orgasm of many to come.”

I grinned. “You’re insatiable.”

“It’s your fault,” she said with a grin.

Lillie pulled her hair back into a ponytail and secured it with a band she had wrapped around her waist. The movement caused her big natural breasts to bobble and bounce with my gaze once again drawn to her incredible rack.

With her game face on, she grinned at me mischievously. “Ready for me to ride you into oblivion?”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “Now you’re scaring me.”

Lillie giggled and leaned forward, kissing me softly on the lips as her ponytail swung over her front shoulder. “You can come inside me as many times as you want. The only challenge is how fast you can recharge.”

“Crum cup challenge accepted,” I said, as I mauled her tits and gave her nipples a playful tug

Lillie changed her motion to a slow up and down rhythm, twerking her hips as she slid me in and out of her tight little hole.

As the intensity of our lovemaking increased, the mattress squeaked, and the bed frame moaned. Lillie sat upright, bouncing on my cock like a pogo stick, her tits slapping together with wild abandon. They smacked together every time I bottomed out, making a supremely satisfying clapping sound.

The minutes flowed by, and Lillie found her rhythm. Her second orgasm came and went while I had forced myself back from the brink multiple times in fifteen minutes.

Finally, with my orgasm imminent, it was time for me to flip the script. I gathered Lillie’s hips and lower back in my arms and flipped her over, which elicited a delighted squeal from the playful blonde.

With Lillie under me and her blonde ponytail splayed out on the pillow behind her, I was finally in full control.

Lillie’s eyes sprang to life with excitement. “I love it when you fuck me like you own me.”

She draped her arms around my neck and wrapped her long legs around my midsection, drawing me in until my cock reached nirvana.

“You are literally impossible to resist,” I said as I moved my hips, sliding in and out while I memorized every curve of her exquisite face.

Lillie’s smile widened. “Why would you ever want to resist me? Now, fill me with your cum. I want to feel you explode inside me.”

My head flashed with a blaze of feral lust. I pulled out and slid home with one hard thrust, shifting her entire body toward the headboard while her beautiful round breasts jiggled like twin bowls of gelatin.

Her eyes widened with a hint of the glazed over look signaled her looming orgasm. “That’s it, baby. Pound me.”

The third time was the charm, and I meant to come with her.

I hammered into her, each thrust coming with a hard grunt, fucking her hard and fast. Again and again, I plowed into her pussy, slamming my cock home with reckless abandon. Every thrust shook the bed until the headboard pounded against the wall.

Lillie’s groans turned into loud moans as she clung to me like a life preserver caught in a hurricane. With her legs coiled around my waist, she met my forward thrusts with her own upward motion. Our bodies slapped together until my cock was a sizzling blur, like an overheated piston pushed to overload.

My orgasm loomed like an avalanche in my subconscious, causing my head to swim with the fevered desire to fill the bubbly blonde with gallons of my potent seed. Cock throbbing and legs shaking, I reached my limit just as Lillie’s pussy convulsed around my cock.

With a grunt, I heaved forward and pinned my cock deep inside the fertile pixie’s tight little pussy just as an orgasmic tidal wave crashed in my brain. I came as hard as I ever had, unloading a massive spike of cum directly into her awaiting cervix. My cock endlessly pulsed, spurting round after round of hot cum into her awaiting womb while my fevered mind swam with her scent and the pleasure of her body wrapped around mine.

The moment stretched on for what felt like an eternity, and I rode it until the very end. The orgasm finally faded, and my cock twitched inside her, still releasing my seed as I came up for breath.

I gazed down at Lillie.

A sheen of sweat covered her forehead. Her eyes regained their composure while her chest heaved. A look of supreme satisfaction decorated her sparkling face.

“I think that’s the hardest you’ve ever come. Did you like my little game?”

I raised my eyebrows. “The lights out game?”

Lillie nodded. “Admit it. There was at least a moment where you thought I might be another girl.”

I frowned. “That excites you?”

“Don’t play dumb. I see how you look at Bee and then there’s Annika.”

A flash of wild butterflies swept through the pit of my stomach. “What about Annika?”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Don’t tell me you don’t want to fuck her.”

There was no point denying it. She had always read me like an open book. “You want me to fuck my sister-in-law?”

Lillie giggled. “Don’t deflect. You want to fuck your sister-in-law. Admit it.”

I sighed. “Okay. So? That won’t happen. Even that’s a bridge too far for Angie. Besides, not everyone wants to be in a harem.”

“True,” Lillie said. “Bee doesn’t want to be in the harem, and besides, I’ve decided my friends are off limits. Like you said, it’s too much for me to handle imagining them with you.”

“But you’re fine with me being with your sisters? How does that make sense?”

Lillie laughed and studied my face. “Love doesn’t make sense. The heart wants what the heart wants. I want you to fuck Annika so we can fuck her together.”

“Now you sound like Angie. But I feel bad about corrupting Annika like that. Our arrangement is… a lot.”

A sly grin spread across Lillie’s face. “I saw the way she looked at you. I don’t think Annika is as prim and proper as you think she is.”

Maybe she was right, and maybe she wasn’t. As it was, the women in my life already consumed every moment of time I had. I wouldn’t make any sort of play for Annika, and that was that.

“Enough about Annika,” I said. “Are you ready for round two?”

Lillie’s eyes widened in shock. “Don’t you need more time to recover?”

I slipped out of Lillie’s pussy, dragging a thick rope of sticky cum with me. My hard cock swayed from side to side. “You girls have built up my endurance.”

Lillie eyed my cock and licked her lips before gazing down at her pussy where cum leaked onto the satin sheets. “I’ll never get over how much you come. After the last time we had sex, I had it leaking out of me for two days.”

“It’s your fault for being so unbelievably beautiful.”

Lillie grinned and then flipped over onto all fours before dropping to her elbows and presenting me with her perfect ass and pussy. She gazed back at me and smiled. “Come and get it, daddy.”
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Two days later, we closed on our new house. The day after that, the movers descended on our new home like a locust swarm. Furniture and boxes held in long-term storage piled up while delivery vehicles arrived with new appliances and all the pre-arranged service hookups.

Everyone pitched in. Lillie, Jenna, Becca, Queen, and Gretta helped Angie and Annika unpack boxes and configure the layout for the family room and kitchen. Max, who had arrived home from camp earlier that day, helped me shuttle select pieces of furniture to better suited rooms. Honestly, it boiled down to us doing whatever the ladies told us to do.

I had dreaded my son’s arrival almost as much as I looked forward to it. There was no hiding my blossoming relationships and Max wasn’t stupid. Even without physically expressing our feelings, the way each woman looked and interacted with me made it clear where things stood.

Max and I delivered a heavy love seat up a flight of stairs and into my office, where we found ourselves alone for the first time in what felt like months. There was no better time than the present to fess up and take my licks.

My insides churned with raw emotion as I steeled myself for the incoming storm. I wiped away a light sheen of sweat on my forehead and sank down onto the love seat.

“Let’s take a break,” I said.

With a sigh of relief, Max plopped down onto a desk chair across from me. “I won’t turn down that offer.”

I took in my son, giving him a long, hard look. He had changed more than I realized. With a muscular physique, a square jaw and the whispers of facial hair, he appeared older than his fifteen years. I had long considered Max a kid, but those days were fading fast. With his good looks, humble personality, and a laid back approach to life, I could see his calendar filling quickly when he entered high school in a few short weeks.

“So…,” I said.

Max stiffened and frowned over at me. “You have that look.”

“What look?”

“The look of a father who wants to have a heart to heart chat with his son,” Max said.

I winced. “Is that so bad?”

Max grimaced. “You aren’t going to have the sex talk with me, are you? Mom gave me that talk a long time ago. Besides, I’m well aware of how everything connects.”

My jaw dropped, and I felt the blood rush from my face. “God, no.”

Max relaxed slightly. “Good. That saves at least one awkward conversation, but I still can’t help feeling a looming father-son conversation. Is this about Lisa? Mom already talked to me about birth control.”

At least one awkward conversation? And who the hell was Lisa? “Back up a beat. Who’s Lisa?”

“Bee’s little sister. Remember? You met her at the pool party on our first day home. We were at camp together and kind of….” He shrugged. “Hit it off.”

I frowned, more worried about what he had glossed over than about Lisa’s identity. “What does hit it off mean? Are you sexually active?”

Max’s cheeks turned a bright shade of crimson. ”Geez, dad. I told you I already talked to mom about all this.”

“Just because you talked to mom doesn’t mean I’m not interested. You’re my son. I love you. Now tell me what’s going on.”

Max stared at me as if holding his breath, then sighed and sank back into the chair. “We did it one time, but mom doesn’t know. Please don’t tell her.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Where was my shy, sweet boy with the big crush on Lillie? “Aren’t you a little young?”

“Lisa is on birth control,” he said. “And I used a condom,” he added, mumbling under his breath.

Birth control and condoms? My head spun as I plunged into the parenting deep end. My son was sexually active. The realization hit me like an avalanche. It seemed like yesterday he was more interested in video games than girls.

Max averted his gaze and stared down at his hands.

This was an extremely sensitive moment. My son had just opened up to me and if I wanted that trend to continue, I needed to treat him with honesty and respect. I took a deep breath and paused, giving my emotions a moment to settle.

“I’m glad you used protection,” I said, breaking the silence. “Was that your first time?”

Max nodded without meeting my gaze. “Lisa’s too, before you ask.”

“I guess you really do know how everything connects.”

Max looked up at me and cracked a smile while I smiled back at him.

My comment deflated the heavy moment and seemed to lighten the load on Max’s shoulders.

“I’m glad you feel you can confide in me,” I said. “You aren’t the only one with something to confess.” I shifted forward on the sofa and rested my elbows on my knees while I stared at my son.

“Your mom and I have made an unusual decision regarding our marriage, and since it impacts you, I want to be straight up about it.”

Max tensed and frowned at me. “Are you guys getting a divorce because of your affair with Lillie? Is that why mom seems so happy lately?”

My stomach dropped, and my head swooned. “You know about Lillie?”

Max rolled his eyes. “I would have to be pretty stupid not to see what was going on between you two. She practically threw herself at you on the very first day we got here.”

Now it was my turn to blush. I nodded but forced myself not to look away from him. “Your mom knows about Lillie. In fact, she has encouraged us.”

Max nodded as if this were old news. “She knows about Jenna and Becca, too?”

I winced and ran my fingers through my hair. “Nothing gets past you, does it?”

“I didn’t know about Becca and Jenna until Lisa filled me in.”

That’s when it hit me. He knew everything already. Bee knew about the harem and told her little sister, who was my son’s girlfriend. “How much more do you know?”

“I think I know everything.” A lopsided grin formed on his face. “Are you really forming a harem? I can’t believe mom is going along with this shit.”

My eyes bulged. “What? No. That’s not what it is at all. And yes, your mom knows everything.”

Max chuckled and shook his head. “Whatever, dad. Look, at first, I was pissed. But if that’s how you and mom want to roll, who am I to stand in your way? For the first time in forever, mom looks at you with actual love in her eyes and she’s freaking happy. I thought for sure you guys were getting a divorce, but now… it’s all good.”

I sank back into the sofa as the weight of the world fell off my shoulders. “You’re not angry?”

“You’re not hurting anyone with your lifestyle. You are all consenting adults, but if you want to buy me a car when I turn sixteen to soothe your guilt, I wouldn’t turn it down.”

Max grinned, and I laughed before the floodgates of conversation opened.

Max told me more about Lisa and camp. We talked sports and about the upcoming school year until Max’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He fished it out and smiled before tapping a quick reply, then returning his attention to me.

“Lisa’s here to pick me up if that’s cool with you. We’re going over to her house with some friends to swim and hang out.”

“Your mom knows?”

Max nodded. “She’s cool with it.”

I pushed myself up off the couch. “Have fun.”

I pulled my son into a quick hug, which he reciprocated.

“I love you, bud,” I said.

“I love you too, dad.”

Then he was off, and my heart felt full for the first time since we moved back home.

When I went downstairs, I found Angie and Annika walking in through the garage door, carrying two pizza boxes and chatting happily.

“I was just about to text you,” Angie said. “Pizza is here, and now that Max just left, we have way too much. I tried to get the kids to stay and eat but their meeting up with a group of friends.”

“Better get used to it,” Annika said. “You two are practically empty nesters. Well, you would be if it wasn’t for your little sister crashing the party.”

Angie set the pizza boxes down on the kitchen island and turned to face her sister. “I think Steve is more than happy to have you crash our party anytime you’d like.”

Ange flashed me a grin and an evil wink while Annika blushed and swiveled toward a moving box on the kitchen counter labeled plates and utensils.

My eyes dropped to Annika’s perfectly round, pert ass encased in skin-tight black yoga pants.

Angie’s grin only widened when she followed my lecherous gaze.

A feeling of guilt washed through me as I twisted my treacherous gaze away from the innocent beauty’s flawless curves.

A long braid of Annika’s silky brown hair hung straight down her back, and as hard as I tried, I couldn’t help but steal another long look in her direction.

The black sports bra she wore did a great job of containing her bountiful breasts, but the obvious bulge on either side of her slender frame made it clear her chassis was every bit as round, pert, and objectively perfect as her caboose. My cock stirred as visions of a naked, ponytail clad Annika riding me bareback while her big tits bounced flashed through my lecherous brain.

Angie and the Fields sisters had created a monster. I was insatiable, and my cock responded, hardening in my shorts as I forced my gaze away from my sister-in-law’s banging body.

Angie’s eyes twinkled with amusement as she reached for the roll of paper towels perched by the kitchen sink. “Sorry, Annie. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. We can talk about something else.”

Annika turned back to face us, holding three plates. “You aren’t embarrassing me, sis. Sorry. I’m just overly shy.”

Annika placed the plates on the kitchen island while I helped with the pizza, opening the lids and folding them under to make room for both boxes on the counter.

“Ignore Angie,” I said. “She likes to stir the pot.”

Annika took a seat on one of the kitchen stools and smiled at me. For a fraction of a second, her mask fell. Her blue eyes smoldered with an intensity I hadn’t seen during our limited interactions. Just as soon as the look appeared, it flickered away, leaving me to wonder if I had imagined it. Had I imagined it, or was the shy girl routine at least partially an act?

I didn’t think she was performing. Why would she? Angie had spent more time around her sister than me, and she hadn’t signaled that anything was off. Whatever the case, something told me there was more to little Annie Masters than she was letting on.

I took the seat beside Annie while Angie sat across the island from us. We dug into the pizza, and as promised, Angie changed the subject.

“Annie don’t forget about the bachelor auction tomorrow night. We’ll leave around six and have dinner after.”

I groaned between bites of pizza. “Please don’t feel obligated. It’s embarrassing enough as it is. If the money weren’t going to a good cause, I would have bailed long ago.”

Annie grinned at me, seeming to have regained her footing. “I wouldn’t dream of missing Steve get auctioned off. Please tell me there will be a stage?”

“There will most definitely be a stage,” Angie said. “I lobbied on making the bachelors wear speedos, but the board vetoed me.”

Annika giggled, and I frowned across the pizza boxes at my wife. “Tell me you’re joking.”

Angie gave a sheepish grin. “I can show you the text string if you don’t believe me.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’ll take your word for it.”

“And since it’s all for a good cause, I upped the ante on the grand prize.”

Angie bit into a slice of Margarita pizza, leaving us to hang in suspense.

Annie, who had somehow inched closer to me during our meal, leaned against me and stared at her sister. “Well? Don’t leave us in suspense.”

Angie methodically chewed her bite, letting us stew while she clearly enjoyed the moment. Finally, she swallowed and took us both in. “I donated a trip to the highest bidder.”

I frowned. “What trip?”

Annie sat so close our thighs touched under the counter. She leaned forward and focused her attention on her big sister. “Spill it.”

“It’s supposed to be a secret until tomorrow night, but I’ve got to tell someone. Whoever donates the most, will win a weekend trip to the Bahamas that includes two nights and airfare.”

I folded my arms over my chest and contemplated if I should bid on myself, ensuring that I could take Angie or one of the girls. Surely Angie accounted for that loophole? “Isn’t it presumptuous to assume the won bachelor and the highest bidder should go on a trip together?”

Angie stared at me, her expression flat. “You’re so predictable. And before you think it, the bachelors can’t place bids for each other or for themselves. The trip is for the winning bidder, and they can invite whoever they want. It doesn’t have to be the bachelor, although I might know a certain blonde friend of mine who would definitely invite you.”

Annie pressed her forearm against mine and sat so close I her body heat radiated up my side. “Which blonde? Lillie or Jenna?”

“Gretta,” Angie said.

Annie’s eyes widened. “Oh? Lillie’s mom?” She glanced between me and Angie before settling her attention on Angie. “You’re okay if your best friend fools around with your husband?”

Angie grinned wickedly. “More than okay. In fact, I encouraged it. Besides, it wouldn’t be the first time they fooled around, would it, baby?”

My cheeks flushed with heat. “That was forever ago.”

“But the story is so hot,” Angie said.

Before she could launch it to the retelling of my wedding night affair with Gretta, I beat her to the punch. “Maybe Gretta will invite you instead. After all, you’re much more familiar with her than me.”

Angie tilted her head as if considering. “Sun, sand, and hot oiled bodies. I wouldn’t say no.”

“I can’t believe how casual you two are about all of this,” Annika said. “Aren’t either of you the least bit jealous?”

We both turned to Annika, and it was Angie who spoke first. “We had some holes in our marriage. Rather than splitting up, we got real about our needs. Right, baby?”

“Right,” I said, meeting Annika’s gaze. “Why resist temptation when you can have it all?”

Annika held my gaze for a moment longer than would have been strictly appropriate in the company of anyone other than her big sister.

The blue-eyed bombshell smiled at me and, once again, her eyes smoldered with the same come-fuck-me look I had picked up earlier. As she swiveled to face me, she rubbed her knee up the length of my thigh. Her eyes never left mine before she spoke a phrase clearly meant for me.

“Words to live by,” Annika said before biting into her pizza slice and giving me a playful wink.


Bachelor Auction
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The long-awaited bachelor auction finally arrived, and the event was as awkward as I imagined. The entire clan came with me, including Queen and Annika. A short time later, we arrived at a spacious event center where cars trickled in, one by one.

The size of the venue truly caught me off guard. I had imagined a handful of men in an elementary school-sized auditorium parading across a stage where an auctioneer would rattle off bids, like livestock, at a 4-H fair. Oh, how wrong I was.

The event took place in a cavernous event center. Servers hoisted trays of appetizers and champagne flutes, milling through the upscale, suburban crowd of bidders and onlookers who came for the show.

The quality of the eligible bachelors also surprised me. Tryouts for the bachelorette couldn’t draw so many handsome faces. I was one man among a litany of tall, rich, and handsome bachelors, each ready to give their all for the cause. Since the proceeds went to support women in need, I stifled my negative comments and went with the flow.

Like vendors at a convention, bachelors had their own booths. Photos of each bachelor hung on a wall inside their stall along with a QR code bidders could scan that provided much more information. In the middle of the event center, a round stage dominated the space. A female MC stood at the microphone making announcements, including the time remaining for bidding. Throughout the day, she awarded an array of door prizes to lucky registrants.

The terms for the winning bid were simple. The bachelor offered a date to the highest bidder, contingent upon the bachelor’s approval. Fifty bachelors stood outside their booths while several hundred bidders, mostly women, made the rounds, making small talk and introductions with each bachelor.

Lillie, Jenna, and Becca welcomed the women to my booth while finding a good reason each and every single one of them wasn’t my type.

Outwardly, I smiled and shook hands, but inside I felt like a piece of meat. The entire event made me cringe, but I wasn’t about to say it out loud. During the two-hour bidding window, I drew quite a long line of potential bidders eager to meet me and potentially bid on me.

Now, with the clock winding down, I sat atop a stool outside my booth. I smiled and greeted the remaining stragglers while Lillie and Jenna flanked me on either side. Angie, Gretta, and Becca made small talk with the women still gathered around my booth while Annika and Queen were making rounds to check out the competition.

With only twenty minutes left, I glanced at my wristwatch.

Lillie tugged on my arm and pulled down my wrist while glaring at me. “Don’t make it seem like you would rather be somewhere else.”

“I thought you guys had orchestrated the fix on this whole thing? Do you want me to end up with some random lady?”

“Absolutely not,” Jenna said. “But we don’t want you to come off like a giant a-hole to the female community. We have a lot of friends here, and our reputations are on the line.”

“Where in the heck do people go to bid, anyway?” I asked. “Isn’t there a paper sheet or something where you list your bids?”

Lillie giggled, and Jenna rolled her eyes.

“We don’t live in the stone age,” Lillie said. “All the bids happen right here.”

She held up her phone where an app showed the current bids on all the auctions taking place.

“Why didn’t I know about this? By the way, how am I doing?”

Jenna laughed. “You didn’t know because you didn’t ask. If you had taken two minutes to download the app and scan your own QR code, you could have seen everything.”

“You are way ahead,” Lillie said. “Your current bid is a little over twenty-five-hundred. However, major players wait until the auction’s last moments to place their bids.

“Which is exactly when we will place our combined bid for mom,” Jenna said.

“We’ve pooled our money and are using it all so that you and Gretta can have your magical dream date together,” Lillie said.

The proclamation drew an approving smile from her sister.

I played ping-pong looking back and forth between the sisters, trying to keep up. You know, you don’t have to go through all this trouble. I’ll date Gretta like regular folks.

“No way,” Jenna said. The money is for a cause and we can’t let some rando take you on a date. Since my mom is the only Fields woman not in the harem, we saw this as a great way to bring her into the fold.

I winced at her use of the phrase, harem. “Why do we have to call whatever we’re doing a harem? How about we just call it a family? Harem makes me sound like some billionaire sheik collecting concubines.”

Both girls laughed and traded high fives, clearly enjoying my discomfort.

“We only call it a harem when we are all together,” Lillie said. “We think it’s hot.”

Lillie nuzzled up beside me and slipped her fingers in mine.

Jenna glared at her sister and batted her hand away. “He’s supposed to be a bachelor, remember?”

Lillie jerked her hand away and yelped. “You don’t have to be such a bitch about it.”

As the auction timer wound down to zero, the ladies found seats near the stage. A volunteer guided me and the other bachelors to a designated area behind the stage.

The low rumble of the crowd intensified as women took their seats and waited for the grand unveiling.

The young woman leading the bachelors wore a headset and held a clipboard. She mumbled something inaudible into her mic, nodded, and then spoke loud enough for us all to hear.

“Thank you all for volunteering. You have helped us break the old record, and we couldn’t have done it without you guys being such great sports. Here’s how the unveiling works. Only the top three bachelors will appear onstage. I’ll read off those names shortly. The bidder will contact everyone else, and you can discover their identity via the app. Make sure you stick around to meet that person and plan out your date accordingly.”

Murmurs spread among the gathered bachelors. It was a blessing that they only read off the top three names. Otherwise, the show would take hours. More importantly, some men likely didn’t receive bids. It would embarrass volunteers who sacrificed their time and dignity.

The young woman mumbled into her microphone again, then checked her clipboard, marking something off with a sharpie. A moment later, she smiled up at us and spoke.

“Jake Waterman, Daniel Lee, and Steve Erickson, please wait here. The rest of you are free to go, and once again, thank you.”

My stomach twisted and dropped while the surrounding bachelors filed out of and mixed with the general audience waiting for the big reveal.

The two men with me, both fit and handsome, seemed to be in their thirties. Grim faced, we gave each other awkward smiles and nods of recognition. Each man looked as happy as me to have made it this far and appeared ready to go back to their regular lives.

The young woman gathered the three of us together and smiled at us appreciatively.

“Thanks guys. We really appreciate your volunteering for such a worthy cause. I’ll lead you up the stairs behind me and we’ll wait offstage until they announce your name. When it’s called, join Cassie at the microphone, where she’ll present you to the audience and bring up your winning bidder. You’ll receive further instructions after the auction concludes.”

Silently, the three of us followed the young woman, whose name tag read Stacy, up the stairs where we waited just off stage.

Cassie, who was the MC of the event, read off a list of named sponsors and organizers she thanked one-by-one. I caught sight of a few women in the front row holding champagne flutes and chatting happily as they waited for the big moment.

Wherever my ladies sat, I couldn’t tell as the stage curtain blocked off most of my view.

Cassie glanced off stage where Stacy gave her a thumbs up before returning her attention to the crowd.

“Finally, the moment you’ve all been waiting for. We’ve tallied the results and crunched the totals. Thanks to all of you and our wonderful bachelors, we’ve raised a record-breaking forty-five thousand dollars this year.”

The crowd swooned and then cheered as raucous applause followed. Cassie waited for the noise to dim slightly before proceeding.

“I’ll read off the top three bachelors and bring them out here for you all to meet. After the intro, I’ll ask the winning bidder to join us on stage. With any luck, we might just make a love connection or two.”

The audience laughed, and my stomach dipped. I couldn’t wait for this to end. Once again, the effort for a date with Gretta seemed excessive. I reminded myself that the auction went to support a good cause.

I stood as stiff as fossilized oak while Cassie read the first name off the list.

“In third place, we have Jake Waterman from Chicago. Jake’s winning bid came in just over five-thousand dollars, which would have beat our previous record. Jake, will you please join us on stage?”

The crowd applauded, and Cassie went through the intro. She brought up the winning bidder who was an attractive, redheaded woman in her early thirties.

I exhaled slowly, waiting for Cassie to call out the next name. The remaining bachelor, Daniel Lee, stood stiffly beside me, looking like a death row inmate ready to swing from the gallows.

A couple of more minutes ticked by before Cassie appeared ready to announce the next name on the list.

“In second place, hailing from Indianapolis, please give a loud welcome for Daniel Lee.”

Daniel strode forward and plastered a smile on his face as the crowd went wild, cheering for the handsome man from Indiana.

He joined Cassie on stage, smiling and waving toward the crowd as Cassie read out his numbers.

“Daniel tallied a winning bid of six-thousand-two-hundred-forty dollars, which put us over the top of our fundraising goal. Again, this would have shattered our previous record.”

A gorgeous blonde in her mid-twenties joined Daniel on stage while Cassie quizzed them about their planned date. There were plenty of laughs and the crowd brought the energy, applauding and laughing with them before Stacey ushered them offstage, leaving me as the last man standing.

“The winning bachelor should come as no surprise,” Cassie said. “I think I saw his meet and greet line stretch to the ladies’ restroom earlier today. This bachelor smashed not only our all-time record bid but also smashed the record for the most unique bidders. A last-minute flurry of bids drove this bachelor’s winning bid will over the fifteen-thousand dollar mark.”

As the crowd erupted with applause, a sense of dread infused me to my core. If I had broken the record for unique bidders, there was absolutely no guarantee that Gretta was the winning bidder. Enduring a blind date was the last thing I wanted.

After the applause faded, Cassie continued. “As I announced earlier today, the winning bidder will receive an all-expenses paid vacation for two to the Bahamas on what I’ve heard will entail an extraordinary experience.”

Cassie looked in my direction and gave me a knowing wink.

Extraordinary experience? What was that about? I imagined a scenario where a woman I didn’t know insisted on taking me to the Caribbean. The answer was no. I wouldn’t do it.

Cassie turned back to the audience as they practically vibrated with anticipation. “Please give a warm Chicagoland welcome to our very own Steve Erickson.”

As I walked out onto the stage, a wave of wild butterflies fluttered through my stomach. A large audience of women extended to the far reaches of the event center. I plastered on a smile and waved, doing my best to act composed.

I joined Cassie at the microphone, and she picked up my hand as we faced the audience together.

“I can see why you ladies bid so high,” Cassie said. “This man looks like he walked straight off the set of The Bachelor. Talk about leading man material.”

Whistles, catcalls, and laughter rang out from the onlookers. All I wanted was to disappear. I hated the limelight. That’s when I spotted Lillie sitting in the second row. Her expression made my stomach tank.

She looked utterly panicked, as did Jenna and Becca, who sat on either side of her. That told me everything I needed to know. Gretta wasn’t the winning bidder.

“Let’s get the winning bidder up here on stage,” Cassie said. “What do you say, ladies?”

The crowd roared their approval, whistling, cheering and clapping as Cassie glanced down at an index card she held in her hand.

Time seemed to stop as worry consumed me. This was a bad idea, and now I regretted ever consenting to this fiasco.

“When I call out your name, please join me on stage and claim your grand prize bachelor. A young lady, with extensive experience living abroad, made the winning bid. Please give it up for our lucky lady, Ms. Annika Masters!”


Contest Winner
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Abright-eyed and smiling Annika stood up from her seat beside Angie in the second row. She scooted past a wide-eyed and clearly stunned Gretta, then exited the row, still grinning as she locked her gaze on me.

Angie howled with laughter while Lillie, Jenna, Becca, and Queen sat stunned, as if unable to comprehend what had just happened.

It took Gretta a few seconds, but a grin formed on her face, and she stood, clapping as Annika made her way toward the stage.

The stunning brown-haired beauty wore a pair of hip-hugging jeans and a tight black midriff that conformed to her ample breasts. The cherry on top was the diamond stud piercing her navel that glittered atop her flat, washboard stomach.

Annika’s silky hair cascaded over her shoulders and straight down her back, sashaying behind her as she climbed the steps. Her blue eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint, and I gawked at her, wearing a goofy, lopsided grin.

As Annie climbed the steps, I slowly clapped and shook my head in disbelief. She gave me a shoulder shrug and beamed at me as the crowd howled their approval.

Cassie guided Annika across the stage until she stood beside me, staring out across the crowd.

“Wow,” Cassie said as she glanced at us. “You two will make absolutely hideous looking babies.”

The crowd laughed and clapped again, louder than ever. They whistled and cheered until eventually the noise dwindled.

Meanwhile, Annika and I gazed into each other’s eyes, anchoring ourselves amid the awkwardness of the encounter.

The word shock couldn’t properly describe my state of mind. I never expected Annika, of all people, to bid on me at a bachelor auction. Not only had she bid on me, but she dropped a cool fifteen thousand to win the honor. I knew Angie’s family had money, but that was the next level.

What it meant hadn’t yet baked into my shocked mind. She knew the women had propped up Gretta for the win but had gone behind all their backs to scoop me up for herself. It was a bold statement. Almost as bold as Lillie’s unsolicited blow job. Once again, I had underestimated the twenty-two-year-old knock out.

My head buzzed, and my stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation. It seemed my depraved fantasies were one quick plane ride away from fruition.

Cassie glanced between us, assessing us like contestants on a dating show. All the while she worked the crowd, grinning wickedly as the hollers and cat calls punctuated the low rumble of conversation.

I glanced toward the row where my crew sat. They stood on their feet, smiling and cheering along with the rest of the audience. That went for both Angie and Gretta, who seemed to lead the pack. I took their excitement as consent and mentally kicked my heels at the thought of spending a few days in paradise with the extraordinary Annika Masters.

Cassie turned her attention to Annika. “Tell us why you spent so much to go on a date with this man?”

Annika grinned at me as she spoke into the microphone. “Isn’t it obvious, Cassie? I mean, look at him.”

The crowd erupted with laughter, and Cassie nodded along. “That’s fair, but he seems a bit… mature for a woman your age?”

Annika shrugged. “What can I say? I’m attracted to men with life skills.”

That drew another round of laughter from the audience before Cassie turned to me.

She gave me a measured stare and asked what was on everyone’s mind. “What about you, Steve? Any reservations going on a date with a woman young enough to be your daughter?”

If this woman only knew the half of it. I grinned at Annika. “None whatsoever.”

The crowd cheered, and Annika’s blue eyes twinkled as a bright smile lit her angelic face.

“In that case, you’re both in luck. Because you’ve won an all-expenses paid, three-day vacation to a remote Caribbean island.”

The crowd cheered their enthusiasm. Cassie let them continue for a few seconds before continuing.

“But this isn’t your run-of-the-mill Caribbean vacation. Framed by sun and sand, a one-of-a-kind experience awaits you. The marketing materials call it Romance on a Deserted Isle. You and your guest will experience the sensation of being the last two people on earth. You’ll spend your time alone on an island with no access to TV, phone, or Internet and absolutely no other people.”

Annika’s frown matched mine as we both turned to Cassie. That didn’t sound like paradise. That sounded like a trip to hell.

Cassie held up her hand as if to cut us off. “Don’t worry. This isn’t a survival test. You’ll have plenty of food, water, and no frills beach side accommodations. And in case things go south, you’ll have access to an emergency communication system. Otherwise, you two are on your own.”

Annika and I gazed at each other. Her round eyes and slack jaw matched mine until the slightest grin formed on her ripe, lush lips.

I glanced sideways and noted the enthusiastic cheering from my team before turning back to Annie and giving her a slight nod.

Annie grinned at Cassie. “Sounds like paradise.”

“I’m glad you feel that way,” Cassie said. “Because your trip starts right now. We’ve arranged everything, starting with a champagne infused limo ride to the airport. Good luck you two and send us a postcard.”


Paradise Found
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Thirty minutes later, Annika and I said our goodbyes to everyone, and Gretta assured Annika that there were no hard feelings. In fact, the blonde bombshell seemed pleased to have Angie all to herself. They were already making plans for later that night and had pulled in the rest of the crew to join them.

The entire event was a whirlwind of activity. Cassie and the other event organizers thanked us again and extended us an open invitation to next year’s auction. I was in no hurry to accept. Thankfully, the ladies didn’t push me.

After a round of farewell hugs and kisses, Annika and I slid into the back of a limo, where we found champagne chilling in a bucket of ice.

The car doors slammed shut, and for the first time since her arrival back home, I found myself alone with Miss Annika Masters. We sat together, side by side, in the backseat of the stretch limo, and I wasn’t sure what to say. But before the moment turned awkward, a motorized partition descended, and the smiling face of the limo driver greeted us.

“How are you folks on this lovely evening?”

The limo driver’s warm, baritone voice put me at ease and seemed to have the same effect on Annika

He introduced himself as Leon and told us not to worry about clothing, luggage, or any other essentials. He assured us that the company who provided the luxury package, Leylanie Destination Vacations, had thought of everything and that all we had to do was sit back and relax.

He answered several questions about logistics, but there were other questions he wouldn’t answer. Leon told us that part of the fun was discovery, and we shouldn’t worry. He assured us we would have a great time, and this trip was about spending quality time with your loved one.

I gulped at the implication while Annika seemed content to let me do the talking. She sat pressed up against me, with one of her long, toned legs draped over the other and her hands neatly folded on her lap. Despite my nervous energy, Annika seemed perfectly at ease with the situation.

After Leon answered all my questions, the partition ascended, leaving Annika and me alone together.

Not wanting to let the empty, awkward silence grow between us, I pounced on the first question that came to my mind.

I glanced over at Annika, ready to break the ice, and her extraordinary beauty chased the words right out of my head, leaving me tongue-tied and flustered. A rash of wild butterflies surged through my insides and my question went unasked.

Annika met my gaze, her big blue eyes searching my face as if memorizing every curve and crevice.

“Steve, if this is too much for you, we can call the whole thing off,” Annika said. “You won’t offend me.”

“No,” I said, blurting out the word a little too quickly.

I took a breath and paused, trying to center myself.

Why did this woman fluster me so much? What was it about Annika that turned me into a squirming, lovesick teenager? Maybe it was the fact that she was the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. Although I would never admit that to anyone out loud, it was true. They were all stunning beauties, but there was something about Annika that shook me to the foundation.

“I mean, it’s not too much,” I said. “I’m just nervous.” This time, when I spoke, I slowed down and chose my words carefully. “The whole day has been crazy, and I’m still getting over the shock of your bid. That was a fortune. I’m trying to figure out what it all means.”

Annika frowned. “I’m not following. What are you trying to figure out?”

“Your bid. Was that purely to support women in need? The donation was incredible and bidding on me was….” I searched for the right word until I decided on something close. “Safe.”

Annika laughed with genuine amusement, and her next move surprised me. She reached up and brushed an errant lock of hair away from my eye while she carefully studied my face, her own eyes still twinkling with delight. “Bidding on you was hardly safe.”

“After the buildup with Gretta, I see your point. You went out on a limb, bucking all the Fields women. By the word safe, I mean that by bidding on me, there were no expectations of something more.”

Annika smiled as if trying to contain another outburst while I squirmed. She seemed to enjoy watching me roast on the hot seat.

“Steve, if I wanted to donate to the women’s shelter, I could have just written them a check and been done with it. I bid on you because I wanted to go on this trip with you.”

“You knew all the details about the trip from Angie, didn’t you?”

Annika nodded. “I even pitched it to help pay.”

“I’ll reimburse you for my share —”

Annika touched her finger to my lips, cutting me off. She shook her head. “This isn’t about money. It wasn’t even that much.”

I relaxed and let myself swim in her big blue eyes. “Did Angie know you were bidding on me?”

“Of course,” Annika said. “You don’t think I’d make a play for my brother-in-law without running it past his wife?”

“She seemed as surprised as everyone else.”

“I think it was the amount that shocked her. She was sure I wouldn’t get past the bid they placed for Gretta. What they didn’t count on was my overwhelming desire to win.”

Her words sent a shudder racing down my spine. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “Overwhelming desire?”

Annika rolled her eyes. “Please. You must know about the massive, lifelong crush I’ve had on you. All those times you visited me in France. Couldn’t you tell?”

My face flushed with heat, and even more gathered around my collar. “Pretend I’m clueless.”

Annika giggled and picked up my hand in hers. She traced the lines on my palms, sending waves of electric lust racing down my spine.

“Why do you think I’ve been so tongue-tied around you this week?” She looked up and met my gaze. “I can hardly breathe when you’re around me. Even now, my heart is racing so fast it might burst.”

I gawked at her, slack-jawed. “I thought you were just being shy.”

Annika took my hand and placed it over her heart, dangerously close to her perfectly round and very springy breasts. “Feel for yourself.”

Annie’s pounding heart reverberated against my open palm, racing like an Indy car on a hunt for pole position. She looked at me through her big, blue, dazzling eyes while her expression shifted between innocence and wanton lust.

I relaxed and left my hand on her heaving chest, savoring the swell of her flesh while she caressed my wrist with her long, glossy-red fingernails.

“I’m glad I’m not the only one who’s nervous,” I said. “You make me so tongue-tied I feel like I’m fifteen again.”

Annika giggled and pulled my hand away from her chest before lacing her fingers with mine. My cock shifted in my pants, hardening as it pulsed to life.

“Maybe we should get our first kiss out of the way,” Annika said. “Just so we can, you know, relax and allow ourselves room to invade each other’s space a little.”

Her glossy pink lips never looked so soft and kissable. All I could do was nod, dumbstruck by her insane beauty.

“A truly excellent idea.”

Annika shifted forward, leaning into me, and I met her halfway. Our lips touched and my heart raced with a wash of adrenaline. Her honey scent enveloped me, and her soft lips parted a moment before our tongues swam together.

As we tested each other, our kiss remained tentative and exploratory, adjusting to the shape and feel of a brand new mouth. As if on instinct, we widened our mouths and pressed our lips together, forming an airtight seal as we came together. Our tongues dove deeper, entwining as the warm air from Annika’s nostrils washed over my upper lip, sending my already fuzzy brain into a tailspin.

She tasted like sweet mint and bubble gum topped with a Maraschino cherry. My head surged with lust, and I ran my hands up her back, drawing her closer as I shifted forward, pressing into her.

The kiss turned into a make-out session and when we finally came up for air, Annika’s eyes swam with an ocean of pent up lust.

“Wow,” she said. “That was even better than my fantasies.”

“And we haven’t even started our trip,” I said.

Without another word, Annika climbed into my lap and straddled me. She draped her arms around my neck, slid her fingers up the back of my neck, and pinned her knees on either side of my hips.

Goosebumps sprang to life along my spine while her fingers twined the short hair at the nape of my neck. Her eyes searched my face before she leaned in for more. Our mouths met again, hot and hungry, and our tongues raced together with an urgent need that felt like the tip of a boiling-hot iceberg melting on my lap.

The minutes ticked by, and I found my palms firmly clamped to Annika’s pert, bubbly ass. She ground her hips, forcing my stiff cock against her crotch. Her moans filled my mouth as her hands went wild, gliding through my hair, over my shoulders and up my cheeks.

She was insatiable, grinding me so hard that my cock ached, pulsing inside my jeans. As I went to slide my fingers inside the waistband of her yoga pants, a crackling voice came onto the loudspeaker.

“Folks, we’ve reached the terminal at the airport. No need to worry about a thing. Sit tight and I’ll come around and let you out.”

The voice belonged to Leon, and I couldn’t believe we had already reached O’Hare. It was at least a thirty-minute drive, yet the time had flashed by in an instant.

Annika drew back and sat upright on my lap, her chest heaving while her stiff nipples poked through her tight black top. Her eyes registered the same frustration I felt, and she let out a heavy sigh.

“Cock blocked by our limo driver,” she said, before flashing me an adorable smile.

“I have a feeling we’ll get our chance,” I said. “Going further in the back of a limo reminds me too much of prom night.”

Annika teased the hair on the nape of my neck and grinned. “You already had sex in the back of a limo? I don’t want to be your sloppy second.”

“You are nobody’s sloppy second,” I said. “And I plead the fifth on the rest of it.”

Annika giggled as she climbed off my lap. She pressed up beside me as she ran her finger along the girth of my cock bulging inside my jeans.

“You better get him under control before Leon notices,” she said, teasing me.

“You touching it like that won’t make it go down any faster.”

Annika giggled and came in for a quick kiss while she pulled her hand away.

I gazed down at my cock, still twitching inside my jeans. “Is there a wet spot? Please tell me you don’t see a wet spot. My underwear is a mess. I don’t want it to bleed through.”

“No wet spot,” she said. “But I can’t guarantee I won’t make one appear while we’re on the plane.”

“Behave yourself, little girl. Or daddy will have to lay you over his knees and spank you.”

Annika’s eyes glazed over and a rash of goosebumps formed on her arms. “You just soaked my panties. Are we even now?”

I laughed as the limo door opened and Leon appeared before us.

“Welcome to Midway,” Leon said. “Your chariot awaits.”

Cool air washed over us, and the sounds of jet engines invaded our private conversation.

No wonder the trip went by so fast. “We’re not at O’Hare?”

“No sir,” Leon said. “You’re on a private jet out of Midway. It’s a direct flight.”

I turned to Annika, who held my hand in hers, smiling at me brightly.

I studied her face and noted that Annika was not the least bit surprised. “Was this your idea?”

She shrugged. “Let’s enjoy the adventure.”

How much had she spent? A feeling of guilt washed over me and just as fast, I let it slide off. She was a big girl, and she had plenty of money. Angie had millions in the bank from the trust fund she inherited. Why wouldn’t Annika have the same?

We climbed out of the limo, and hand-in-hand, we boarded the private jet. A minute later, a flight attendant directed us to our seats where another bottle of champagne waited on ice.

“There’s the champagne again,” I said. “I forgot all about the first bottle.”

“Me too,” Annika said. “Let’s put this one to good use.”

As soon as we were up in the air, the flight attendant filled our flutes. We toasted as we watched the sun sink over the Chicago skyline and the city lights come to life far below.

We spent the next hour getting to know each other. Annika told me about her formative years growing up in France and the friends she made at the university in London. We hadn’t broached the subject of why she had picked now to come back to the states. I remembered Angie telling me about a broken engagement to an older man who was very controlling.

How old was he, exactly? And what had Angie meant about controlling? I was more than a little curious but unwilling to push Annika on the subject. She would bring it up when the time was right. Besides, there was a lot more to her than a broken relationship. For instance, she was fluent in four languages.

Annika spoke to me in French, Italian, and Spanish, and we discussed her upcoming job as the new French teacher at Max’s private school. She would drive those high school boys crazy, and I let her know as much. She responded playfully, asking me if I was hot for teacher.

We went back and forth as the flight continued, chatting non-stop. The sky had long since turned black and with a vast ocean beneath us, there was no reason to look out the window. It came as a surprise when the flight attendant told us to buckle our seatbelts and prepare for landing.

A few minutes later, we were on the ground somewhere in the Caribbean. As we left the plane, Annika held my hand as we soaked in our surroundings.

We stood on a tarmac at a small airport lined with palms, trees swaying in a tropical breeze. The scent of sea air floated in the breeze while light traffic went by in the distance. It was dark and my watch told me it was eleven p.m. back home, but it had felt like only a few minutes since we climbed into the backseat of the limo.

A middle-aged man greeted us with a bow and a smile. “Welcome to St. Johns, Mr. and Mrs. Erickson. My name is Dajun, and I’m here to take you to the marina.”

I gave him a curt nod and held out my hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Steve and this is my… girlfriend, Annika.”

Annika squeezed my hand tightly, seemingly pleased by naming her my girlfriend. She shook Dajun’s hand. “It’s nice to meet you. I assume we’re taking a boat from here?”

“Yes. A boat,” Dajun said. “We’ll arrive at Little Heart Island in the middle of the night, but you won’t depart the yacht until tomorrow morning after breakfast.”

“Planes, cars, and boats,” I said. “This trip keeps on keepin’ on.”

Annika giggled, perched on her toes, and kissed me on the lips. “Swept off my feet by dad jokes. Does that make me old?”

I winced. “Ouch. Here I thought I was being funny.”

“Come on, old man. Let’s get you to bed.”

She squeezed my hand and pulled me toward another limo waiting nearby.

A few minutes later, we arrived at the marina, and Dajun led us to a luxury yacht moored at the end of a long pier. Exhaustion was quickly creeping in, and Annika yawned a few times while the chief stew showed us to our room.

Making love to Annika aboard a luxury yacht would have been a first for me, but unfortunately, exhaustion beat out sexy time. We had both started the day early in the morning, long before the start of the bachelor auction, and I had a feeling we would need plenty of energy starting tomorrow.

As the yacht left the dock, we cleaned up in the bathroom and surveyed the clothing left for us. It seemed Annika had a wide variety of swim wear to choose from, including bikinis so skimpy it left little to the imagination. My swim trunks were more modest, and neither of us had much in the way of formal wear.

We collapsed onto the bed together, and Annika crawled into my airs. She snuggled up against me, where she rested her head on my shoulder and slung her leg over my midsection. It was a move that reminded me so much of her sister, it was slightly disturbing.

Slumber soon followed and before I knew it, the bright lights of morning shone in through our bedroom window.

I blinked my eyes open and reached for Annika, only to find her side of the bed empty. The grogginess swept away under a rush of worry as I sat upright and stared around the room, looking for her.

“Annie?”

Annika stepped out of the bathroom, tying the neck strap on a skimpy white bikini top that barely contained her jiggling breasts. Spaghetti straps tied at each hip, secured the bottoms while a deep v-cut bottom disappeared into the crevice of her lush thighs.

Relief washed through me, and I instantly relaxed, soaking in her incredible body.

Annika wore her brown hair back in a tight ponytail and had painted her nails white to match her bikini. The diamond in her navel glittered in the morning sunlight and her flawless copper toned skin glowed with health. There wasn’t a flaw anywhere in sight. She was objectively a perfect ten. Her blue eyes sparkled with barely contained excitement, and she radiated an aura of youthful exuberance that attracted me like a magnet.

“I was getting ready to wake you up,” she said. “It’s nine in the morning. Dajun already came by once. There’s breakfast waiting and then they’ll drop us off.”

I gaped at her amazing figure and soaked in her beautiful face. It took me a moment to get my bearings while vivid memories of yesterday flooded my mind.

Annika giggled and crawled onto the bed on all fours. She stretched out and kissed me on the lips. The action forced her jiggling breasts to mash together, forming a deep valley of breathtaking cleavage. The thin white straps of her bikini top strained to contain the load, and I wondered if her breasts might simply pop out. Not that I was complaining.

A flush of excitement flickered inside me, followed by a wave of desire. “You certainly fill out that swimsuit in a very appealing way.”

Annika giggled, leaned in close, and kissed me on the lips. She mashed her breasts against my bare chest while she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and neck.

The kiss evolved into a flash of tongue before Annika broke it off and pushed herself back. She smiled at me as she climbed off the bed and stood. “Now hurry and get your swim trunks on so we can be alone.”

I grabbed a pair of dark swim trunks and a loose fitting beach shirt from the nearby clothes piled in my bag. After changing and taking care of personal business, Annika and I strolled out onto the main deck, where a breakfast feast awaited us.

The boat sat in a lush lagoon surrounded by palms trees. A short dock stretched toward a white sandy beach while birdsong and a light breeze filled the morning air. The temperature was warm but not stifling and sunshine drenched an open-aired bungalow halfway down the pier toward the beach.

I couldn’t believe we had been in the Chicago suburbs less than twenty-four hours earlier. I took in the sights behind a pair of dark sunglasses, included with my beach faring wardrobe.

Hand-in-hand, Annika and I made our way to the breakfast table. A pair of stewardesses attended to us while Annika and I chatted, sipping on coffee and nibbling at a fresh fruit platter.

I finished a custom-made omelet, fresh fruit, and a side of bacon, while Annie had a modest plate of eggs and fruit. After eating and drinking our fill, Dajun joined us at the breakfast table.

“At your leisure, you may disembark. Inside your cabana, you’ll find food, clothes, toiletries, and other amenities. There is a generator that powers the refrigeration system and an emergency communications system. That said, this place is about disconnecting from the hustle and bustle of your day-to-day life and connecting with each other on an emotional, spiritual, and physical plane.”

Was it my imagination or had Dajun emphasized the word physical? Regardless, the stately, middle-aged man paused, as if giving us a moment to reflect.

Annika and I exchanged a slight smile. Her face was a mask of pure serenity, and she continued to hold my hand, brushing her thumb back and forth over my knuckles as she turned her attention back to Dajun.

Dajun paused a moment longer, his attention completely focused on us. There was a sudden heaviness to the silence, as if giving us a chance to back out. If either of us had the slightest concern about being left alone together on a deserted island, now was apparently the time for us to speak up.

I imagined the other couples who had used this time as a retreat only to discover the fault lines in their relationship. Annika and I had no relationship or history as a couple. Our journey was one of discovery and the thrill of unleashing years of pent-up desire.

Dajun smiled and nodded as he took our silence for consent. “Please, enjoy your time together. We shall return in three days to pick you up. Should the need arise, you’ll find instructions on how to use the emergency communication system inside your cabana. On behalf of Leylanie Destination Vacations, we truly hope you enjoy your experience.”

The man reminded me so much of Mr. Rourke from Fantasy Island that I fought back a desperate urge to laugh.

Dajun made his goodbyes while Annika and I finished breakfast. Once he was out of earshot, I leaned over to Annika and whispered.

“Have you ever seen an old rerun of a TV show called Fantasy Island?”

Annika giggled and smacked me playfully on the leg. “Stop. He is not Mr. Rourke.”

“But this is Fantasy Island,” I said, getting no argument from Annika.

Annika giggled again. “He made it seem so ominous.”

“Maybe some couples don’t take to the isolation,” I said. “With no TV, phones, Internet or entertainment of any kind, it forces couples together. For some, that may be more than they bargained for.”

Annika squeezed my hand reassuringly. “But not for us.”

I returned Annika’s smile and squeezed her hand. “No way.”

Was I okay with spending three days alone in paradise with a living goddess? The answer was obvious. But could I live up to the hype? That was the real question.


Hanging Out
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Annika and I sat in sun chairs on the yacht’s main deck, soaking in the morning sun while we drank our coffee. While Annie spent her time stretched out flat on her back, I sat up and took in the sights and sounds.

The yacht’s crew, under Dajun’s instruction, hauled our luggage from the boat to the cabana.

But our luggage wasn’t the only thing they unloaded. They rolled out carts filled with fruit, meat, vegetables, snacks, juices, wine, and hard liquor into the cabana. Another crew dragged a hose from the boat into a wooden shed under the shade of palm trees lining the white sand beach.

A crew member swung the shed door open, revealing the white conical end of a massive propane tank. Those tanks could heat a house for a few months in the dead of winter, which meant we had our own power source, regardless of whatever happened with the rest of the world. The thought was as nerve-wracking as it was comforting.

Regardless, we wouldn’t be fighting for our lives like a truly shipwrecked couple. Sure, the cabana wasn’t a five-star resort, but that was kind of the point. It was a slice of paradise where couples could truly connect.

After the crew unloaded the last of our supplies and returned the hose to the yacht, the time had come for us to leave the comforts of the boat behind and make our way onto land.

Annika sat up in her lounge chair, put on her sunglasses, and gazed down at the dock. “I think they’re ready to kick us off.”

“Are you regretting not booking a cruise instead?”

Annika leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “We’ll book a cruise next time and bring the entire harem.”

I stared at her, taken aback by her comment. It was the most overt statement regarding inclusion in our little cult I had heard her make.

“That sounds like an excellent plan,” I said. “Are you ready to do this?”

Annika laced her fingers in mine and crawled over onto my lounge chair, straddling me as she gazed into my eyes. “You better carry me off before I get naughty right here on deck.”

My cock hardened and twisted into place, nestling inside the crevice of her pretty little ass. If I let this go any further, Dajun might have a coronary. Instead, I grabbed her ass in both hands and stood, pinning her to my body while Annika kicked her feet and squealed with laughter.

Annika’s fake struggle lasted only a moment before she wrapped her long legs around my midsection and crossed her ankles together behind my back.

Still, as I crossed the deck toward the gangway carrying her in my arms, she giggled and put up a slight semblance of resistance. “Steve Erickson, what are you doing?”

I squeezed her cheeks in both of my greedy palms. “Isn’t it obvious? I’m taking my booty onshore to plunder.”

She giggled again, harder this time, while she kissed her way up my neck. “You better plunder me so hard.”

My cock expanded, tenting my swim trunks while I slipped my fingers inside her bikini bottoms, grabbing fistfuls of her perky, bare flesh.

Annika tightened her legs around my waist while she found my ear with her tongue.

It was then I spotted Dajun coming out of the cabana and up the pier toward the boat.

“Mr. Rourke is coming in hot,” I said. “We’ll have to put a bookmark on our plundering.”

Annika groaned her disappointment and loosened her death grip around my waist, letting me ease her onto the gangway. With Annika in front of me, hiding my towering erection, we made our way forward until we stepped out onto the pier.

Dajun, who was all smiles, greeted us with an informal bow. “Mr. and Mrs. Steve, I’ve checked that everything in the bungalow is in working condition. Please enjoy your stay.”

“Thank you, Dajun,” I said. “We will.”

“Thank you, Dajun,” Annika said.

Dajun bowed again to Annika, pressing his palms together. “You are most welcome, Mrs. Steve.”

As we watched Dajun go, Annika giggled and whispered under her breath. “Should I get Mrs. Steve printed on my business cards?”

I grinned at Annie and scooped up her hand. “Come on, Mrs. Steve. Let’s check out our honeymoon suite.”

We strolled along the pier and took in the surrounding scenery.

The lagoon was crystal clear with the occasional plant dotting the white sand bottom. A small beach with the same white sand gave way to a rim of palm trees surrounding the cove. Near the back of the beach, a sandy trailhead disappeared into the shade-covered foliage.

The cabana attached to the pier sat atop eight concrete pillars embedded into the sandy bottom. It was a wooden, rectangular structure, where the wall facing the lagoon opened onto an outdoor patio. The patio held a table and chairs, along with two lounge chairs and a sectional couch.

We opened the door to the cabana and walked inside.

The room was simple, yet clean and cozy. There was a fully functional kitchen, including a refrigerator, stovetop, oven and microwave. There was even a coffeemaker which didn’t exactly give off stranded-on-a-deserted-island vibes.

After exploring the space for a few minutes, we felt right at home.

Just off the kitchen, there was a small table for two and a modest bar armed with a variety of alcohol. On one wall, there was a bookcase filled with classic literature and even more romance novels. Board games filled another shelf with some of my favorites, including Scrabble and a deck of playing cards.

A plush king-sized bed dominated the space just off the sun deck and an overhead fan flickered above, adding to the breeze coming in through the open wall.

We found a stacked washer and dryer combo in a closet off the kitchen. There wasn’t a TV, computer, or any other electronic devices except for a blinking phone sitting on a charger tucked away under the bar. Enough food for a month filled the refrigerator and freezer and the cabinets were equally full. We were in no danger of starving during our three-day excursion.

A low-key dresser took up another wall in the main room, where we found our clothing neatly arranged. A bathroom, complete with a shower stall big enough for two, took up a room behind the kitchen, completing our list of amenities. They even included every toiletry we might need. The cabana accounted for all of our basic needs without going overboard.

Annika picked up a piece of laminated paper sitting atop the bar. “These are the instructions for using the satellite phone.” She flipped it over. “There’s a map of the island on this side.”

I stepped up behind her and gazed down at the map.

The island was much bigger than I expected. The trailhead behind the cabana split in two directions. One way led to a freshwater pond and waterfall. The other way led to the seaside beach. Even more hiking trails led to scenic overlooks at the island’s highest elevations.

“Oh, look,” Annika said, pointing to the beach. “Can we go there first? I want to see the waves.”

“Let’s do it,” I said. “You grab the towels and I’ll get the sunscreen.”

A few minutes later, we were off. The hike along the trail was short, with signs guiding us every step of the way. We emerged onto the most breathtaking beach I had ever laid eyes on.

Sunshine glittered on white sand that went on for at least a kilometer before disappearing around the island’s southern edge. The beach itself was wide enough to fit a football field, and best of all, there wasn’t a human being or a piece of refuse in sight. It was pure virgin beach like it might have looked two hundred years ago.

Annika clapped and bounded forward, kicking off her sandals as she spun in a circle with her arms stretched out on either side. “Can you believe that we’re actually here?”

The wind whipped her glossy brown hair around her smiling face and her springy breasts bounced, giving her bikini top a run for its money.

I grinned and kicked off my sandals before leaving our towels piled up beside them. “Those waves look great,” I said, having to yell above the pounding surf and the surging wind.

Annika bounded toward the surf, clapping excitedly as I peeled off my shirt. Her ass was a national treasure. It was utterly flawless, high and tight, with just enough bounce to please the eye.

As she splashed in the surf, she looked like a kid, laughing as she turned around to face me. “Come on out here, old man, the water is perfect.”

The water looked amazing. The clear blue sea stretched out to the horizon, birthing waves big enough to surf without fear of getting crushed under their onslaught.

The place was a veritable paradise, and I could only imagine how much the trip cost.

Annika bounded further into the surf, letting a wave catch her around the waist while she squealed with laughter. She disappeared under a froth of white churning water only to reappear a moment later with her dark hair soaked and plastered to her shoulders and back.

Her bikini held firm, but her nipples stiffened inside her top, thickening nicely as the surf flowed over her tanned body. She bounced in the waves, splashing happily as I finally made it to the ocean. I’m not ashamed to admit that I took my time getting these so I could enjoy the view.

“Come in,” Annika said before unleashing a splash of water in my direction.

I clenched as the cold water hit my chest and grinned. “Now you’re gonna get it.”

Annika squealed and splashed me again as I bounded forward and scooped her up into my arms. She kicked the water and wrapped her arm around my neck, hanging on as I spun her around.

Walking a few steps out into the surf, I dropped her into an oncoming wave before diving under the surface to catch her.

Annika appeared, smiling and soaked, as she lunged at my shoulders and playfully pushed me under a wave.

I came up and wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her into me as I grabbed hold of her tight ass.

Annika didn’t resist. She coiled her long legs around my waist and came in close, mashing her pliable breasts against my chest as she came in for a kiss.

Our open mouths met, and our hands explored. Hot and hungry, we held nothing back. I slid my hands down her bikini bottoms, grabbing her bare ass as she pushed against me, grinding against my hardening cock as her tongues twined together.

Then a wave hit and knocked us down, sending us both sprawling before we washed up onto the beach, laughing. We spent the next twenty minutes just playing in the ocean like a couple of teenagers, letting it all hang out. We body surfed the waves and wrestled through a series of hot and heavy make out sessions.

But the pounding waves were relentless and finally wore us out. Hand-in-hand, we returned to the beach and found our towels.

Annika dried herself, causing her springy breasts to jostle under the thin layer of soaking wet bikini top material. With my eyes fixated on her hard nipples and the outline of her puffy areolas beneath, I didn’t notice Annie glancing over my shoulder.

She gasped and her eyes widened slightly, causing me to spin around and look for any sign of danger.

The beach remained as empty and beautiful as before. I relaxed slightly and turned back to face her.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing is wrong. Look.” She pointed toward the trailhead that led back to our cabana. “Didn’t you see the hammock stretched out between those palms?”

I turned back around and immediately spotted it.

A white mesh hammock big enough for two swayed in the breeze beneath the shade of towering twin palm trees. Visions of Annika’s bikini body entwined with mine played in my head, and my cock responded, already turning hard as I gazed at the innocent-looking hammock.

“Let’s go cuddle,” Annika said as she wrapped her towel around her waist.

Hand-in-hand, we made our way up the beach until we reached the hammock. I climbed in first and waited for Annie while she peeled off her towel and tossed it aside.

She crawled in beside me and slid her long leg over my swollen cock. She shifted into position until her hand rested on my chest and her head on my shoulder.

With my arm coiled under her waist, I drew her tight as the wind left us swaying in the warm tropical breeze.

“This is perfect,” Annika said before she kissed my chest and sighed with contentment. “I’ve never felt this safe and happy. No wonder they all love you so much.”

Her proclamation of safety felt strangely out of place. I’d done nothing out of the ordinary. We had so far enjoyed our time together, but it wasn’t like I’d gone to great lengths to make her feel safe. Further, she had grown up in luxury at her parents’ house in France. I doubted Annika ever had to battle the mean streets of Paris.

I let the silence wash over us for a few seconds while Annika caressed my chest.

I wouldn’t push her, but curiosity finally won out. “Did you feel unsafe before?”

“Very unsafe,” Annika said. “Didn’t Angie tell you what happened?”

“She mentioned something about an engagement and a controlling boyfriend,” I said. “That’s all I know.”

Annika snorted. “It was hardly an engagement.”

“What happened?”

She sighed and snuggled in closer. “I was dumb. That’s what happened.”

There was no need for me to push. If she wanted to tell me more, she would. I let it go, and we swung together in silence for a long minute while Annika traced the outlines of my six-pack.

“I fell for my history professor during my last year at school,” she said, finally opening up. “Obviously, he was older than me. He was even older than you.”

I chuckled. “That’s ancient.”

Annika chuckled before continuing. “I’ve always had a thing for men much older than me. I think I’m drawn to wisdom and my lifelong attraction to you hasn’t helped. Guys my age never appealed to me, and my history teacher fit the bill. He was handsome, smart, and kind, or at least that’s what I thought.”

“The man who has it all until he suddenly doesn’t,” I said.

“Sudden is a good word to describe what happened. We had instant chemistry. His eyes met mine during so many lectures I lost count. One day he dropped a note on my desk to see him after class.”

I inwardly cringed as I imagined some gray-haired history teacher slobbering over Annika’s naked body. The thought made me ill. But I remained silent and let her continue.

“After class, we had coffee. The coffee led to a date. Then one date led to two, and so on. Before I knew it, we were exclusive.”

“Did your friends know what was going on?”

“My roommate knew, but nobody else. For obvious reasons, he didn’t want the news of our relationship to go public, and that was fine with me. I didn’t want my parents to know, or anyone else for that matter.”

I frowned, wondering if that’s how the girls thought about me. But I immediately discounted the idea. They had all let the world know in their own unique way. That included Annika, who bought me at a public charity auction. “I understand how you must have felt. I assume things went sideways from there?”

“Whatever you’re thinking, multiply that by a hundred.” She sighed and kissed my chest, as if comforting herself before she continued. “I started to see cracks in his well-constructed facade the moment he demanded sex.”

I tensed up and Annika must have felt it because she hugged me tight and squeezed. “Spoiler alert. He didn’t rape me or anything like that, and I never had sex with him. Thank, God.”

I instantly relaxed, and Annika kissed me again. “For that matter, I’ve never had sex with anyone.”

That caught my attention. “You’re a virgin? Really?”

Annika smacked me playfully on the chest. “Don’t act so surprised. What you’re experiencing with me is not how I normally conduct myself. Sex is not something I’ve ever looked at like a recreational sport. It’s a gift two people share only when they really care about each other. For me, it’s a highly intimate and emotionally charged event. I’m not just willing to give it up after a latte at Starbucks.”

“That’s very mature,” I said. “I’ll assume that you never formed that connection with Professor Bad Touch?”

Annika laughed. “No. And that was the problem. While I felt an attraction to him, I never fully trusted him. There was something off about him, and I couldn’t put my finger on it.”

“When did things go south?”

“Pretty fast. About a month into our relationship, he got angry with me for not having sex with him. He told me I was acting childish and that if I wanted our relationship to progress, I needed to get on board.”

“Ouch. I’ll assume that was the end?”

“For me it was,” she said. “All along, Bella, my roommate and best friend in college, told me she didn’t trust the guy. Then on the day of our argument with my now ex, I came home to find a girl my age chatting with my roommate.”

“Let me guess. She had an affair with this guy, and he dumped her after he got what he wanted?”

“Bingo. Got it in one,” Annika said.

“Her name was Jackie. She went to the university and filed a complaint, but since he was a respected professor and it was her word against his, nothing happened.”

“Did you file a complaint?”

“I did. The next day I went to the administration and told them what happened. Now, with the two of us coming forward, I think the university didn’t want the headache. They fired him.”

“Wow. That’s awesome.”

“It was, but then he retaliated against me. He called my parents and told them we were engaged and that when he tried to call off the engagement, I made up allegations against him and got him fired from his job. He demanded compensation.”

“Your parents told him to pound sand, I assume?”

“To make a long story shorter, that’s exactly what happened. My parents believed me and went to the university. They threatened him with a lawsuit, and I thought it was over.”

“Uh, oh.”

“He stalked me,” she said. “He showed up at my apartment, at school, then at my parents’ house after I graduated. I was terrified. He followed me everywhere, even after I got the restraining order.”

“Please don’t tell me he hurt you,” I said, pulling her in tight.

“He didn’t, but it wasn’t for lack of trying. My parents hired a bodyguard who caught him hiding in my London apartment. The police arrested him and that’s when I had enough.”

“You moved home,” I said.

She nodded. “He doesn’t know where I am. He got out of jail a few days ago. Hopefully, that’s the end of the story.”

“God, Annie. I had no idea. I’m so sorry.”

“As soon as I landed in Chicago, all I could think about was finding you. You’ve always made me feel so safe. Nobody can touch me when I’m with you.”

She squeezed me tight and nuzzled her head into the crook of my neck. “Right now, being with you alone on this island, I’ve never felt safer. It’s perfect.”

For all these years, I never knew how Annika felt about me. “When you came home and found me with Lillie at the martini bar. That must have been quite a shock. Sorry about that.”

Annika laughed. “Actually, it was the opposite. I was jealous that Lillie beat me to the punch. I kicked myself for not moving home two months earlier.”

I chuckled. “She’s a wild one.”

“Angie told me about your arrangement before I even booked a flight home. Two minutes after I hung up, I had my flight booked and my bags halfway packed. It just felt right.”

That surprised me. “You weren’t shocked to find me in the arms of a twenty-year-old? This isn’t exactly a lifestyle most people would find comforting.”

“Shocked? Yep. Crazy with a desire to join the harem? Yes, to that too. Had I known that you would entertain anyone other than Angie in your bed, I would’ve made my move four years ago.”

Four years ago was when Annika turned eighteen. That was pushing the boundaries, even for me. “As in when you turned eighteen?”

“Exactly.”

“I feel depraved enough as it is. That said, I doubt I could have resisted.”

“I would have made sure you didn’t.” Annika sighed. “I should have come to California for college like Angie suggested. That way, I could have lived with you this entire time.”

I paused for a moment, letting her words sink in. “You should plan on staying with us indefinitely. And by that, I mean forever.”

Annika lifted her head off my shoulder and gazed into my eyes. “You mean that?”

I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. “Of course, I do. But it’s your choice. If you want to get a place of your own, I’ll support —”

“No,” she said, cutting me off. “I never want to leave.”

Her big blue eyes turned my insides to mush. “I’ll support you no matter what you decide.”

“Good. Because my decision is to stay with you and Angie. Do you think she’ll get mad if we spend some nights alone in my room?”

I laughed and patted her ass. “Angie will actively encourage us. Right now, she’s sowing her oats with Gretta. I don’t see that trend slowing down.”

“The only oats I want to sow are with you,” she said.

“You won’t get an argument from me. And by the way, getting back to Professor Dickhead, if you ever feel that pressure from me, then I’ve done something wrong. We take all of this on your timeline. We could spend the next couple of days swinging in this hammock with plenty of kisses in between.”

Annika smiled without looking up at me while she circled my nipple with her index finger. “Oh? Does that mean you don’t want to fuck? Because I really want to fuck you.”

A wave of adrenaline surged through my body, and my cock visibly twitched in my pants. “I’m down for some fucking. Only if you are, I mean.”

“First, let me get a bit more comfortable,” she said.

Annik pushed herself up to a seated position, smiling at me as her hair fluttered in the breeze. Then she crawled on top of me and stretched out, flattening her chest against mine. Her natural breasts bulged out on either side of her slender frame and her perky ass appeared before me where one side of her flimsy bikini bottoms rode up her ass crack, exposing her entire cheek.

My cock surged, hardening inside her inner thighs, and my hands trembled with nervous anticipation where I rested them on her lower back.

Annika gazed into my eyes, wearing a faint smile. Her brown hair had completely dried under the stiff breeze and billowed over her shoulders in silky waves. A light smattering of freckles I’d not noticed until that moment appeared across the bridge of her nose. Her lush lips glistened under the sunlight, and even though she wore no makeup, she was still the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on.

That realization didn’t diminish my love for the other women in my life. They each made me think they were the most beautiful, and I could never choose only one. It was a good thing I didn’t have to.

Annika searched my face for a long moment, as if trying to read my mind. “Why are looking at me like that?”

“How am I looking at you?”

She giggled. “Like a tasty snack.”

“You are way more than a tasty snack,” I said. “You’re a ten course meal served at a three-star Michelin restaurant.”

Annika smiled and crept forward just enough to kiss me on the lips before backing off. “Are you just making that up to get into my pants?”

I raised a questioning eyebrow. “Is it working?”

She laughed playfully. “Maybe. But I need to get more comfortable first.”

She scooted her body just enough so that her pussy slid up against my rock hard cock. Once she found the right position, she bit her lower lip and nervously looked at me for a long second before speaking.

“Can you untie my top?”

To put her at ease, I feigned surprise, looking left and right as if at any moment someone might catch us. “What if someone sees? They’ll surely throw us off the beach.”

She giggled and leaned forward before playfully biting my lower lip. I feigned an ouch, then pushed forward and found her tongue with mine. As we kissed, I ran my hands up her back until I found the knot securing her bikini top and gave it a sharp pull. The strap fell free, and I ran my palms over her bare back, savoring the sensation of her soft skin warmed by the sunshine.

Next came the strap tied around her neck. I gave the nylon strap a quick tug before it fell away, leaving her back fully exposed.

Without a word, Annika lifted her chest off mine, and I pulled the top free, tossing it onto the sand before Annika settled back down onto my chest.

Her hard nipples pressed into my soft flesh just above my ribcage, and I let my hands roam over her back and to each side where I cupped her exposed side boobs and squeezed.

My cock ached for her, thickening to stone as Annika’s soft moan filled my mouth. Feverishly, her tongue swirled with mine and she deepened the kiss as if she couldn’t get enough. She ground her hips and shifted them lower until my stiff cock, still trapped inside my swim trunks, glided over her pussy.

Since climbing into the back seat of that limo with Annika, she had edged me at least a dozen times. My cock was so hard I could have fucked a hole in a concrete slab. It took all of my willpower not to undo her bikini bottoms and slip my cock inside her.

But there would be none of that. We had all the time in the world, and there was no need to rush anything. Besides, Annika was a virgin, and I wasn’t some teenage newbie. Even if she was irresistible, it was up to me to show the patience of a well-traveled lover.

Annika’s warm body writhed atop me, wearing nothing but a flimsy bikini bottom. Her moans intensified and her tongue and lips were everywhere. She sucked my tongue into her mouth, then nibbled on my lower lip before widening the kiss and pushing her tongue so deep into my mouth it nearly touched the back of my throat. She worked her hands over my chest and slid her fingers through my hair while dry grinding my cock between her thighs.

I slid my hands down her back and curled my way inside her bikini bottoms, palming her pert little ass while she continued to have her way with me. I would either have to free my cock from my swim trunks or change positions because I couldn’t take much more.

Annika broke the kiss. Panting, she came away with a string of saliva connecting our lower lips. Her blue eyes were fevered with lust, and her wild hair spilled over her face and across my chest. She pushed up just enough for her bare breasts to form a deep valley of mouthwatering cleavage with only her nipples hidden where they flattened against my chest.

I took a moment to breathe, panting along with her as my palms remained planted on her tight little bubble butt.

Annika regained some of her composure and smiled down at me while she tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. She sat upright, straddling me with her knees pinned on either side of my waist. Her beautiful breasts came into full view, and I sucked in a sharp breath, taken aback by their sheer flawlessness.

Annika’s breasts were pert, yet big, round, and springy. They were full with plenty of weight yet they displayed the perfect amount of jiggle to drive anyone crazy. Her areolas were slightly smaller than quarter-sized and just puffy enough to rise above her surrounding flesh. Her stiff nipples stood proud and perfectly centered. The overall tilt to her breasts pushed slightly upward, defying the law of gravity, and to top off everything else were her delicious tan lines.

Annika didn’t appear the type of woman to sunbathe topless and the hazy lines demarcating her no-fly zone proved it. The flesh she kept hidden was two shades lighter than the copper toned skin the rest of the world saw.

Jaw agape, I drank in every curve while my insides melted like hot butter in a microwave.

Annika cupped her round mounds and squeezed them together as if putting on a show. “Do you like them?”

Annie’s question snapped me back to reality. “Are you serious? They’re unbelievable.”

Annie grinned as if she already knew the answer but wanted to hear me say the words. “I love how you can’t take your eyes off my chest. The way you look at me, makes me so wet.”

“Your ass would like a word with your tits,” I said. “They can throw down in the parking lot.”

Annika giggled and squeezed her ass where she sat atop my diamond-hard cock. “Am I as pretty as Lillie, Jenna, and Becca?”

Unlike the question about her breasts, her tone conveyed uncertainty. Truth told, she had the edge on all three of them, but I couldn’t diminish any of them and the question wasn’t fair. I loved them all and every one of them had a trait that made them the most beautiful. “Adding you to the mix makes a perfect four pack.”

She continued fondling her breasts, squeezing them together while my cock pulsed between her ass cheeks. “They’re all so pretty. When I saw Lillie at the club that night sitting on your lap, it shook me. I got really jealous and thought she was way prettier than me. Then I saw you with Jenna and Becca earlier today at the auction. The way you looked at them made me sure that I couldn’t compete. That’s when I raised my bid.”

“It’s not a contest,” I said. “You’re all gorgeous women, inside and out. Are you jealous because I’m with them or because I wasn’t with you?”

“It’s the second way. I so want to be a part of the….” She paused for a moment and gazed down at me, her eyes registering uncertainty before she spoke again with more confidence this time. “I want to be part of the harem. There. I said it.”

She gazed down at me, waiting for my reaction, looking so fucking adorable it made my heart melt.

“You’re sitting practically naked on my lap,” I said. “We’re a million miles from nowhere with nothing to do but get in each other’s space. If this doesn’t make you a card-carrying member of Team Steve, then I don’t know what would. Of course, you’re part of the group. Hell, you’re practically an OG since I’ve known you forever.”

Her smile widened as a look of confidence grew in her eyes. “You think they’ll accept me as a sister wife?”

I laughed out loud this time and gave her ass a playful swat. “We aren’t Mormons or part of a crazy religious cult. But I get your meaning and yes, I know they’ll be over the moon to have you in the family. Didn’t you see them all cheering for us at the auction?”

“That whole time we were on stage is a haze,” she said. “I was so nervous that I couldn’t think straight.”

As we swayed in the hammock, Annika rested her hands on my abs and her tits jiggled with the rocking motion. I had a hard time focusing on her words when I couldn’t take my eyes off her glorious chest. Sydney Sweeney had nothing on Annika Masters, and that was a fact.

As I gazed unabashedly at her beautiful tits, my cock pulsed, reminding me it was still hard and in need of service.

Annika’s smile turned mischievous. “You like them that much?”

“They’re spectacular in every conceivable way,” I said. “I could spend all day with my face buried between them.”

She giggled. “In that case, you wouldn’t mind having me wrap them around your cock?”

An armada of butterflies took flight in my stomach and a wave of lust surged inside my sex addled brain. I sucked in a sharp breath of surprise and felt my jaw drop of its own accord.

“I’ll take your expression as a yes,” she said. “Besides, I’ve been dreaming of playing with your cock for years.”

I licked the dryness from my lips and tried to still my pounding heart. “Please, don’t let me stop you. And consider this an open invitation to touch my cock wherever and whenever you want.”

Annika giggled and slipped backwards off my lap before nestling in the space between my open legs. The hammock gave a little under her weight and allowed her to come face to face with the tent currently pitched in my swim trunks. With her eyes locked on my throbbing cock, she grabbed hold of my waistband and tugged, guiding my suit lower.

I did my part and lifted my hips while she lowered my trunks. My cock popped free, swinging from side to side as sweet relief filled me.

Annika’s eyes bulged, and her jaw dropped. She froze, with my trunks wrapped around my thighs, gaping at my towering manhood.

“It’s huge,” she said.

She glanced between me and my totem pole, swinging in the breeze.

“It feels good to get those trunks off,” I said.

She reached out and poked my shaft, causing it to swing from side to side like a metronome.

“How do you walk around with that thing between your legs?”

I chuckled and relaxed, placing my hands behind my head while I enjoyed the feeling of the warm breeze fluttering over my swollen cock.

“It’s not normally this large,” I said. “You played a big part in its current size.”

A look of concern spread across her face. “I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” Annika leaned forward and kissed my throbbing head. “I’ll make it all better now. I promise.”

A jolt of lust spiked inside my brain and shot down my spine, curling my toes. My cock reacted, throbbing and thickening before Annika’s shocked eyes.

She leaned forward and inspected my cock as if it were a microbe under a microscope. “Was that a reaction from my kissing him?”

Was she truly this inexperienced, or was she bullshitting me? I chose to believe that it was her inexperience talking. “Yeah. That’s how it works.”

Annika reached out and wrapped her fingers around my shaft, gently squeezing, while a smile spread across her face. “I can feel your heartbeat. This is so crazy.”

I moaned as a wave of pleasure rolled up and down my body. “Your hand feels good.”

“It’s so thick and meaty,” she said as she eyed my cock like a curiosity.

The wind whipped Annie’s hair, and she tossed it over her shoulder before leaning forward and taking an even closer look. “Lillie puts this whole thing inside her? How does it fit?”

“We take it slow and easy. She’s super tight even after… well, she’s tight.”

Annika grinned. “You mean after you’ve had sex a million times?”

“It hasn’t been a million times,” I said. “More like dozens.”

Annika giggled and leaned forward. She kissed my tip again and her lips lingered a moment longer. She squeezed my shaft and a clear pearl of pre-cum oozed from my tip.

She frowned and gave the fluid a questioning stare. “Is that cum?”

Without waiting for a response, she licked away the clear fluid and smacked her lips. “It’s salty but tastes pretty good.”

A rash of goosebumps exploded across my chest, and I moaned while I pitched my hips upward, forcing her hand up and down my shaft.

“That’s pre-cum,” I said, struggling to speak while my heart raced. “Do you know the difference?”

Annika shrugged and kept up the motion, jacking me off while conducting a clinical review of my junk.

“This is the first penis I’ve actually seen up close and personal. I’ve never really been into porn, so most of what I’ve learned has come from reading romance novels or listening to my friends talk about their sex lives.”

“I’ve got a lot to teach you,” I said.

“Consider me your willing pupil,” she said. “And if you’d like me to dress up like a naughty schoolgirl, I’m down for that.”

“Holy hell,” I said. “You’ll give me a heart attack.”

Annika laughed and released my cock just long enough to inch forward and scoop up her fat tits. She unceremoniously nestled my cock in the deepest recesses of her unbelievable cleavage. “How does that feel?”

Once again, my toes curled, and I groaned as pleasure warped my brain. I grabbed fistfuls of the netting beside me and held on, savoring the sensation of her warm, soft melons wrapped around my raging hard-on. There was zero chance of me lasting longer than a few minutes with her tits riding my shaft like an oil derrick.

Annika giggled and shifted forward onto her knees until she settled in the perfect position to go all out on my junk. She rotated her tits in opposite directions while gliding them up and down my fevered cock. On each upstroke, the tip of my manhood emerged from her deep cleavage, coming dangerously close to her succulent lips.

The wind whipped Annika’s hair, and the waves crashed against the nearby shore. Seagulls chirped, fighting over a tidbit in the sand, and the scent of some nearby tropical flower filled the air. All the while, Annika worked her magic.

I pumped my hips, fucking her warm, buttery smooth flesh. My cock glided effortlessly through her folds and Annika gazed down at my cock as it sprouted from her cleavage.

Pleasure mounted, and my head buzzed. Adrenaline washed through my body, and I teetered on the edge of a major explosion. Then she dialed things up to eleven.

Annika met my thrusting cock with her mouth, slurping on my head as popped free of her flesh. Her tongue swirled around my tip, and she paused, bobbing her mouth up and down on my cock, leaving my shaft enveloped by her womanly flesh.

She went to work, sucking, kissing and slobbering on my knob. Her tongue slithered up the back of my glans and her lips formed an airtight seal around my shaft. She kept her teeth back while she performed her oral magic, leaving me floating in a warm cloud of lips, tongue and buttery softness.

My head spun with ecstasy, and I lost myself. My cock throbbed, pulsing faster and faster as my orgasm approached. I pitched my hips upward, sliding my tip along her velvety soft tongue.

“I want to taste your cum, baby,” Annika said, coming up for breath. “Feed it to me.”

A thick strand of cum-filled saliva stretched from my tip to her lower lip and hung in space. As if not wanting to waste a drop, Annika extended her tongue, lapped it up and slid my knob between her lips before it bulged her cheek outward.

Meanwhile, I hung on for dear life and tried to make the moment last for as long as I could.

Her smoldering blue eyes met my gaze as she seemed to lose herself, bobbing up and down on my knob, deliriously lost in the moment. With my tip buried inside her mouth and my shaft squeezed inside her majestic rack, it seemed like she had three hands to pull it off so seamlessly.

Cock pulsing machine gun style, I groaned and stiffened as the damn burst. “Baby, I’m coming,” I said, barely able to mouth the warning.

Annika came off my cock with a loud pop and floated my knob atop her outstretched tongue. She eyed me with a wicked grin as she swirled her tongue over my tip as if coaxing the load into her waiting trap.

I exploded with a primal grunt. Orgasmic ecstasy flooded my brain, and the world flashed as a monstrous rope of sticky white cum blasted from my knob like an uncorked fire hydrant. The moonshot grazed Annika’s upper lip and stretched across her nose. I thrust my hips through her velvety soft tits, spurting again and again onto the flat of her outstretched tongue.

She took every drop, leaving her mouth open to show me the payout from her world class BJ. Her tongue turned white, and her mouth filled with a lake of pearly jizz. Proudly, she held her mouth open as I came down the back of her throat.

My orgasm crested and a moment later, I sank back into the hammock while I kept my eye trained on Annika.

Annika smiled at me as cum oozed over her tongue before she closed her mouth and swallowed it all before coming back for more. She stretched out flat on her stomach, positioning herself between my legs, and went to work. She sucked and licked, slurping up the aftermath of my seismic load while cleaning out anything that remained inside my swollen cock. It wasn’t until nothing remained but her own saliva that she seemed satisfied.

I savored every second, not missing a moment of the nubile beauty working her magic while my eyes wandered between her perfect ass and the tempting sight of her side tits bulging out from the hammock’s netting.

After she finished, Annika crawled up beside me and resumed her position, resting her long, limber leg over my exposed cock while she propped herself up on her elbow to take me in.

She smiled at me, her expression pleased and proud. “How did I do for my first time?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “I think you know, but in case it wasn’t perfectly clear, you blew my fucking mind. That was legendary.”

She beamed, clearly pleased by my praise. “Good, because there’s plenty more where that came from. I’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”

“It’s my turn to please you,” I said. “You need to give me a chance to kiss every inch of that spectacular body.”

She tapped her chin as if thinking. “We still have the waterfall area to explore. It’s metaphorically perfect for what you have in mind.”

I laughed and pulled her in for a kiss. “Good. Then let’s go so I can plunder your booty.”


Water Aerobics
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Annika and I didn’t bother with our clothes. Although she still wore her bikini bottoms. Watching her traipse up the beach, her springy breasts jiggling this way and that, nearly made me trip twice before we reached the trailhead.

She bounded ahead, then waited for me before taking my hand in hers. Together, we walked along the sandy trail leading away from the beach. When we reached the fork, we took the path leading to the waterfall. While we walked, my mind danced with visions of a very topless Annika frolicking under a tropical waterfall.

The walk to the waterfall weaved through a lush tropical landscape, rife with tropical flowers and exotic birds flittering from branch to branch. A few minutes later, we emerged into a lush grotto teeming with life.

A pond sat at the center of the lush oasis, fed by a trickling waterfall that started high on a cliff face. The waterfall emptied into a series of rock formations and miniature pools that formed a natural staircase before emptying into the pond. Lush ferns, tropical flowers, and towering palms surrounded the pond and a modest white sand beach where waves gently lapped against the shoreline.

The path ended at the beach. Annika and I finished the trek across the grotto and waded, ankle deep, into the pond.

The water was crystal clear, and we could easily see the bottom as it stretched out toward the waterfall. The same white sand covered the pond’s bottom, and a kaleidoscope of exotic tropical fish darted among the rocks that formed a natural reef on either side of the waterfall.

The location was pristine, with no sign of trash, debris, or graffiti common in tourist destinations. This place was a rare sanctuary amid the human sprawl that filled every corner of Mother Earth.

Annika gazed around the grotto and up into the treetops before turning to face me. A radiant smile lit up her face. “It’s so beautiful.”

I had a hard time looking away from her breasts, which I doubted I would ever grow accustomed to seeing.

Annika held onto my hand as she took a step deeper into the water. “The water is a little chilly, but it’s not too bad.”

I stepped into the water beside her, baring it all as my cock swayed in the tropical breeze. I looked from my cock to her bikini bottoms and grinned. “You’re a little overdressed.”

Annika folded her arms in front of her and smirked. “What are you going to do about it?”

The way she stood before me, so brazenly confident, made me want her even more. With her tits on full display, it was time to reveal the prize behind door number two.

I stepped forward and closed the gap between us. Annika used the moment as an opportunity to pick up my half-hard cock and roll it between her nimble fingers while she looked me dead in the eye.

I resisted the urge to palm her ripe melons and instead, reached for the thin nylon bows securing her bikini bottoms on each of her curvy hips. With a gentle tug, the knots came free, and the bikini bottoms fell away, revealing Miss Annika Masters in all her natural born glory.

Removing the tiny slip of material that passed as a bikini bottom revealed little more than was already on full display. Yet, the moment held a weight that I burned into my memory. Her body was so perfect it seemed AI generated. She was an airbrushed pinup model who could star in every horny teenagers spank bank. My mind no longer needed to conjure a naked version of Annie to live out my depraved fantasies. Now I had the real thing.

Annika stood before me with her hands on her hips, smiling at me from the shallows of our tropical oasis, utterly confident with her full-frontal display. Standing with her legs parted, she showcased her sweet, shaven pussy.

Without a stubble or blemish in sight, her pussy was as smooth and perfect as the rest of her. Fuzzy tan lines crisscrossed her hips, but it was the pale valley between her legs that drew my attention. Her mons rose and dipped, giving way to a thin pink slit that barely counted as her labia. There were no dangling lips or other fleshy protrusions, and my mouth watered just thinking about how she would taste.

Her body was an amusement park closed to the public. I held the only pass. I lost myself in her sleek curves and jaw-dropping dips while I marveled at every bit of exposed flesh, right down to the diamond pendant piercing her navel.

My cock flexed and pulsed, thickening and rising as I drank her in.

Annika lowered her gaze to my cock, and a wafer-thin smile tugged at her lips. “That didn’t take long.”

“It’s like living inside a real life porn game,” I said. “You’re too perfect to be real.”

Annika blushed and averted her gaze, staring down at the water as if suddenly self-conscious. “I’m hardly perfect.”

Her embarrassment only made her even more adorable. But I understood the sentiment. She wasn’t an object for me to worship. She was her own flesh and blood person with an independent identity, complete with a set of worries and anxieties. At that moment, the story she told me about her professor hit home.

Was I any better than him? How many other men had worshipped her from afar, too afraid to even approach her? I stepped up and took her hand. “I’m sorry, Annie. My tongue got ahead of my brain.”

Annika looked up, meeting my gaze, her eyes twinkling. “Wait until you see me without my morning coffee. Total bitch.”

We laughed off the awkward moment, then Annika turned toward the pond, still holding my hand. “Come with me. I have some sand to rinse off.”

Together, we made our way into the deepest part of the pond, where the waterfall trickled over a set of smooth, flat stones.

As we submerged, the cool water provided instant relief. The sweat and sand from the beach washed away, leaving me completely refreshed.

Annika dove underwater and a moment later, appeared before me, treading water where I could easily stand. Her soaked brown hair looked a shade darker where it floated around her shoulders and face.

She smiled and splashed me. “No fair. I can’t touch the bottom.”

I reached out and scooped her around the waist, then pulled her into me. “I’ll fix that.”

Annika giggled and wrapped her legs around my waist while she curled her arms around my neck. She relaxed and pressed her naked body flat against mine and grinned. “Much better.”

My cock hardened, quickly rising while the warmth of Annika’s body washed over me. I leaned in and found her waiting lips with mine.

We kissed and our tongues swam together, while I walked around the deepest parts of the pond, cradling Annie’s bare ass in my open palms.

As we drifted nearer to the waterfall, a flat boulder near the bank caught my attention. The sunshine filtering through the canopy warmed the stone and provided the perfect landing space for what came next.

Annika ran her fingers through my hair, hungrily devouring my tongue with hers, and seemed oblivious to the plan unfolding in my mind.

As we drew closer, I climbed a natural formation of stones that provided a natural stairway upward, giving me just enough elevation to stretch Annika out on the rock.

I settled Annika’s bottom onto the rock, and she came away from my kiss, startled by the warm stone under her wet rear end.

She looked around and at the rock beneath her before turning back to me, frowning with confusion. “I was comfy. What are you doing?”

“Returning the favor,” I said. “Lie back and relax.”

Annika’s eyes twinkled, and she inched backward before reclining and stretching out her naked body before me. Her copper toned skin glistened with water and her round breasts jiggled and bounced as she moved into position.

Her puffy areolas and stiff nipples towered atop her chest, giving way to a flat expanse of her abdomen and the sweet riches between her legs.

I gazed, completely enraptured by every movement.

Annika stretched her arms out behind her head and purred like a cat who discovered the perfect napping spot under a ray of sunshine.

“This feels amazing,” she said as she gazed up into the canopy. “I wish we could stay here forever.”

I crawled onto the rock beside her, where I hovered over her naked body. “I’ll call Dajun and see if we can’t make that happen.”

Annika gazed up at me and searched my face. “Are you being serious? I would so love that.”

“Well, not forever, but maybe we can extend the trip to a week. It can’t hurt to ask,” I said. “But right now, I have some other areas of the island to explore.”

Annika giggled and draped her arms around my neck. “It’s best not to miss a single inch or your map won’t be complete.”

I gazed down at her lush mounds, rising and falling with each breath. My mouth watered with anticipation before I turned back and met her gaze. “A man needs to get the lay of the land before he can plunder his booty.”

Annika giggled and shifted into place with her brown hair splayed out behind her and her blue eyes shimmering in the sun. “Just don’t make me walk the plank.”

“I make no promises, m’lady.”

Annika giggled again, then pulled me into a long sensual kiss, moaning into my mouth as our tongues languidly twined together.

My cock had fully recharged and openly throbbed, hard as stone and hot as coal-fired iron. As much as I wanted to climb between her legs and slide my cock deep inside her, there were other territories I needed to conquer.

I broke off the kiss and nuzzled Annika’s neck, starting with her ear and kissing my way down her neck. Her honey-sweet taste filled my mouth, and my head buzzed with desire.

Annika moaned and slid her fingers through my hair, kissing my neck in return before finding just the right spot to suck.

My cock twitched, sliding down her thigh as I made my way lower, kissing her shoulder before trailing my way over her chest.

Annika groaned and gyrated her hips as the clear signs of arousal swept over her body. Her stiff nipples raked my chest, and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair and pushed my head lower, as if willing me to speed things up.

I inched lower, then straddled her, placing my hard cock on the flat of her tummy as I scooped up her bulging tits, one in each hand. Without further delay, I lowered my mouth to her swollen areola and inhaled her nipple, gingerly nibbling while I sucked her flesh into my mouth.

Annika groaned and pitched her hips upward as she found my rock hard cock with her hands and gently stroked.

Annika’s sweet nipple filled my mouth, and I rolled it between my lips and flicked it with my tongue. With my free hand, I squeezed her other breast and tweaked her nipple.

Her nipple hardened in my hand while the other swelled in my mouth. A rash of goosebumps swept over her chest, and she squeezed my cock between her fingers while she raised her hips off the stone.

I took turns switching between her breasts, sucking and squeezing while I filled my hands with her buttery smooth flesh. Occasionally, I pushed my face between her round mounds and pressed her tits together until they mashed up against my cheeks, motorboat style.

Annika’s breathing intensified, and she pumped my cock in both of her warm, little hands. If it wasn’t for her earlier blow job, I would have exploded on her stomach right then and there.

Reluctantly, I moved my way lower, still squeezing Annie’s tits as I kissed my way down her flat tummy. The move forced Annika to drop my cock, but that wasn’t all bad. It gave me a moment to retreat from the brink of my second orgasm.

I paused at her navel and circled my tongue around her piercing, causing Annika’s stomach to quiver and roll in waves. Her moans rose by an octave, and she squeezed her thighs against my shoulders while her warm, wet pussy came dangerously close to my chest.

Annika’s breathing turned labored, and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair. “God, baby. Please fuck me.”

As much as I wanted to do just that, I wanted to taste that sweet, sweet pussy first. It was like Christmas morning came early and I meant to open my prized gift.

Rather than answering her, I kissed my way down her quivering stomach where the heat from her pussy radiated over my face. Her scent of arousal made my head swim with delirious lust, and I paused with my face hovering over her pussy while I moved into position.

I had to dip my waist into the water, which cooled my hot cock and allowed me to focus on Annika’s pleasure.

Annika tightened her grip on my hair and pushed my face down into her pussy, practically begging me to get her off.

“Stop teasing me,” she said. “I can’t stand it anymore.”

Ignoring her, I kissed each of her exquisite inner thighs before kissing my way lower. Her sweet scent filled my nose, and the heat sharpened as I kissed my way over her mons.

Her pussy quivered and her tight pink slit glistened with arousal. I had teased her long enough. Using the tip of my tongue, I licked her outer lips, starting at the bottom and working my way to her clit. Her honey taste filled my mouth, and I inhaled her scent, breathing her in as I worked my tongue deeper.

Annika shuddered and squeezed her thighs against the sides of my head and raising her hips, pushing her pussy deeper into my mouth. “God, baby. Don’t stop. That feels so fucking good.”

I worked my tongue into her slit, probing deeper. Her pussy unfolded like a flower under the morning sun. I pushed my nose into her wetness and kissed her inner lips, causing Annika to shiver with ecstasy.

I pushed deeper, using my tongue to pry her open while I lapped up the juices flowing freely into my mouth. She forced her pussy against my face, and I drew her flesh into my mouth, sucking and licking while Annika’s moans turned into cries of ecstasy.

The longer I went, the more sensitive she became, and when I thought she couldn’t take anymore, I licked my way up to her clit and flicked it with my tongue.

That was all she could take. She cried out and her pussy spasmed while she clamped down with her thighs, squeezing me like a walnut trapped in a nutcracker.

Her juices flowed into my mouth, sweet and clear, and I lapped it all up, not wasting a drop. Her pussy spasmed against my lips as her body went rigid, caught under the weight of a full-throated orgasm.

As she groaned, her tummy quivered in waves, and she held onto my hair like a cowboy taming a wild stallion.

My cock throbbed underwater, as hard as concrete. I couldn’t wait any longer. The need to fill her with my cock chased everything else away. Giving her soaking wet pussy one last kiss, I climbed back onto the rock and pried open her thighs.

Annika released her grip on my hair and gazed up at me, her eyes simmering with the post-nut clarity of her orgasm. She gazed down at my throbbing cock, then back at me, and licked her lips. “I want you inside me.”

I rested my swollen cock atop her smoldering pussy and held her thighs open, one in each hand. Her tits rose and fell in rapid succession, driven by her rapid breaths and pounding heart. I was ready to deflower her. The moment had, at long last, arrived.

I slid my cock up and down her wet slit, priming her for that moment of pain and pleasure behind it. “Are you sure? There’s no putting this genie back in the bottle.”

She nodded and her eyes showed not a morsel of reluctance. “I’ve waited forever for this moment. It was always you. It had to be you.”

I relaxed slightly as I slid my knob down her wet trench. Savoring the moment just a little longer, I rested my knob at the entrance to her honey hole and gave her one last look.

Her eyes registered nothing but desire. Ever so slowly, I pushed forward, and slipped my tip into place. Just as I went to push, a rumble of thunder and a flash of lightning came from high overhead.

Annika squeaked with surprise and we both looked up, finding the sky suddenly dark gray.

“That’s not good,” I said.

The wind whipped around us, rustling the palm trees, and another flash of lighting came, followed by rolling thunder.

I gazed down at Annika, who looked up at me with worry in her eyes. I hopped up and held out my hands for Annika. “Let’s go before we get caught up in this.”

Annika took my hand and pulled herself up just as the rain came down in buckets. Hand-in-hand, we dashed from the grotto, completely naked as the rain whipped us.

Sheets of rain came at us sideways, and to my utter shock, Annika squealed with laughter.

“This feels incredible,” she said, yelling over the whipping wind and driving rain. “Don’t you just love storms?’“

Storms were one thing. Tropical storms or hurricanes were another. I didn’t share her joy of the elements and my only thought was for her safety.

A short run later, we made it to the lagoon, soaked but unharmed. As we ran across the rain-soaked beach, the wind instantly died off and the rain fell straight down.

The lagoon water wasn’t churning with giant waves or looming disaster, and our cabana looked fine. The lagoon seemed immune to the wind’s brutal force. That’s when I noticed the cliff face that rose from the windward side of the storm, shielding the lagoon and, even more importantly, our shelter from the chaos.

Putting all that aside, Annika and I ran naked along the pier until we reached the safety of our cabana.

I pushed open the door, and we piled inside with Annika going first before I pulled the door closed behind us.

The interior seemed unfazed by the storm raging across the island. Where the wall opened to the outside, rain spattered the deck and the outdoor furniture, but none entered the room itself.

The interior was dim, and I tried the light switch. Much to my relief, the lights flickered on along with the overhead fan. We were too wet and cold to have the fan running, so I killed the lights and turned all my attention on the wet and very naked girl standing a few feet away.

A giggling Annika stood in the kitchen, dripping wet. Her soaked hair matted to her shoulders and hung limply down her back. Rivulets of water streaked over her breasts and rolled over her abs.

She stepped forward, grinning, and tucked a lock of hair away behind my ear. She studied my face a moment before she lowered her gaze to my thick cock pressed up against her stomach. “How are you still hard?”

I shrugged. “Can you blame me? You were running naked beside me the entire time.”

Annika perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips. “You poor thing. You must have blue balls.”

I watched as she gathered her hair behind her head, causing her tits to jiggle and bounce. My cock reacted, hardening, as I soaked in her incredible body.

Annika stepped into the bathroom, grabbed two towels, and tossed one to me. “Dry off before you get sick.”

I held the towel for a minute, dripping wet, while I watched her dry herself. She started with her hair before moving to her chest.

She smiled at me. “Are you going to watch me or dry off?”

“Watch you first, then dry off,” I said.

Annika giggled. “Why don’t you dry off and grab us a bottle of wine? I’ll light some candles, and we’ll meet on the bed.”

The implication of her words hit me. We were about to have sex, and nothing stood in our way.

Adrenaline surged through me, turning my legs to rubber. I nodded dumbly as my mouth turned cotton dry and visions of Annika bouncing on my cock popped into my lecherous brain.

“Wine, bed, right,” I said, stammering the words as I watched Annika finish drying herself off.

She giggled and tossed her towel at me before glancing at my rapidly rising cock. “I saw a corkscrew at the bar.”

As Annika turned and reached for the lighter, I quickly dried and found the corkscrew.

A few minutes later, candlelight filled the room with a soft, romantic glow while outside, the rain fell, steady and straight. Thunder rumbled in the distance while the occasional flash of lightning appeared on the horizon.

Annika waited for me in bed, where she tucked herself under a blanket and crisp, white sheets. She watched the rain come in while I worked.

A moment later, I appeared at the bedside carrying a bottle of Cabernet and two wineglasses. As I poured a glass of wine for Annie, she wore an expression of serenity I’d never seen before.

“I love rain storms,” she said. “And I love being cozy. Having them both and sharing it all with you makes this the single best day of my entire life.”

I handed her a glass, then poured another for me. “The best day of your life? That’s a pretty bold statement.”

As she took the glass, Annika sat up and the sheets fell away where they gathered around her waist. Her bare breasts came into full view, and she seemed totally at ease with her brazen nudity.

With a body like hers, why shouldn’t she be confident?

“I stand by it,” she said as I climbed into the bed beside her, balancing my wineglass as I joined her.

Careful not to spill a drop, I slipped under the covers beside her. A flash of her bare hip triggered, inside me, a surge of wanton lust.

“I could get used to running around this island naked with you,” I said. “It’s a freeing feeling, isn’t it?”

“Very freeing,” she said. “I won’t be wearing any clothes for the rest of our trip. Well, except for maybe when we go hiking. I don’t want any creepy, crawlies to get into the wrong spot.”

I laughed and leaned over to kiss her. “What will we do when we have to go back to civilization?”

“Spend every second we can together, completely naked,” Annika said.

“I’ll toast to that,” I said and hoisted my glass.

Annika grinned. “Cheers to our naked bodies and carnal activities.”

We each took a sip of our wine, then Annika cozied up against me while I curled my arm around her shoulder, pulling her in tight.

Comfortable silence stretched out between us while we sipped our wine and watched the storm through the open wall.

Annika broke the silence first. “Can I ask you a question?”

“You just did. The answer is yes.”

She giggled and smacked my chest playfully. “I’m trying to be serious.”

I chuckled and kissed her forehead as I gently caressed her shoulder. “What do you want to ask?”

“My feelings for you are….” She paused, as if trying to find the right words. “Intense. And that’s putting it mildly.”

“As in the L word?”

“I don’t want to scare you away, but yes. That’s where I’m heading at light speed.”

“Okay,” I said. “That’s great. What’s the problem?”

“I don’t think my heart could take this just being a fling. Before you say it’s not a fling, let me explain.”

I stayed silent as the rain splattered against the deck and Annika gathered her thoughts.

“When we get home, I want to kiss you whenever I want, and I want you to do the same to me. I’m very much into PDA and I won’t hold back. I want you to share my bed as much as you would with Angie, Lillie, Jenna, or Becca. And harem or no harem, there will come a day where I want a ring on my finger. Just because I’m good with this lifestyle, and believe me, I am good with it, doesn’t mean I don’t want babies and a family with you and only you. I want to build a life together.”

“Annie, I want —”

Annika covered my mouth with her hand. “Hold on. I’m not finished.”

She took our wine glasses and set them aside before climbing onto my lap and meeting me face to face.

With my back propped up against the headboard, the angle was just right for me to gaze into her eyes. I held my tongue and my growing arousal to give her time to speak.

She picked up my hands and laced her fingers with mine. “This doesn’t mean I expect a ring before we have sex or anything like that. I want you to be my first, no matter how you answer. But if this is a fling, I need to guard my heart. If it’s not, I want to give myself entirely to you. I’ve never done that before with anyone. If we’re on the same page, that requires honesty, full stop. I need you to always level with me, even if I might not like what you have to say. I want to hear the good and the bad so I can be your true partner in life.”

She paused there and bit her lower lip, studying my face while her eyes registered concern.

I squeezed her hands. “Can I answer you?”

Annika nodded, the worry growing on her face.

“The short answer is that I want all of that with you, so let’s get that out of the way first. Bring on the PDA and everything that comes with it.”

Annika visibly relaxed, but not quite all the way. “Why do I have a feeling there is a but coming?”

I chuckled. “But I’ve made the same commitment to your sister, Lillie, Jenna, and Becca. Queen is a work in progress. Can you live this lifestyle where you are sharing me with four other women and possibly five if Gretta comes into the fold?”

Her eyes twinkled, and a smile lit her beautiful face. “That’s it? That’s your but? Of course, I’m okay with our lifestyle. I just want you to treat me as an equal. No offense to Queen, but I’m not okay with playing it fast and loose.”

I chuckled and released her hands before finding her hips and drawing her forward on my lap. My cock, which was already rock hard, flattened against her tummy and nearly touched the bottoms of her breasts. It seemed inconceivable that her tiny frame could fit all of me inside her.

“I don’t have an internal hierarchy,” I said. “But if I did, you are tied for first place. For us, I see rings, babies, and a lifetime together. Does that answer your question?”

Annika’s eyes brimmed with tears, and she nodded. “Is it too soon to tell you I love you?”

“It’s never too soon to hear those words. When your heart knows, why not say it out loud? For me, I fell in love with you the moment I saw you showed up at the martini bar. It was thunder and lightning. Even though I’ve known you for most of your life, it was a true love at first sight moment. I love you too, Annie.”

As if on cue, a rumble of thunder and a flash of lightning appeared in the background.

Annika laughed, then leaned in and kissed me on the lips. “I’ll take that as a sign.”

Her lips lingered, and I leaned into her, kissing her back before our tongues flashed together.

Annika reached down and caressed my fat cock. She glided her nimble fingers up and down my shaft, igniting lethal waves of arousal in the back of my brain. My cock pulsed, turning to concrete as Annie ground her pussy against my balls.

She was soaking wet, and this time, it wasn’t from the rain. She broke the kiss and looked me straight in the eye. Wordlessly, Annika raised her hips and guided my fat knob along her slippery pink pussy.

My toes curled, and I groaned as I reached up and cupped her breasts where they jiggled in front of me. Her nipples hardened in between my fingers as she worked my cock up and down her warm, wet pussy lips until my tip caught just inside her pucker-tight entrance.

A flash of pleasure shot up my spine and I sucked in a short, sharp breath. I released my grip on Annie’s tits and palmed her tight ass. I squeezed her flesh between my open fingers as I watched my cock slowly ascend inside her until my knob disappeared.

She went beyond tight. Her pussy flexed and squeezed while I stretched her out. She let out a stiff grunt as her wall muscles clamped down on my shaft with virginal strength.

Annika’s face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and pain. She paused, chest heaving as she held my gaze. “You are way bigger than even my biggest toy.”

She latched onto my shoulders, and her soft tits brushed against my chest. Her warm body, sweet breath, and every move she made were sexually lethal. She was all curves and jiggle with a face that would make Mona Lisa blush. Her tiniest molecule held enough sexual potency to crater a city. I was but a mere mortal, making love to a goddess.

I wrestled away a violent, orgasmic urge and squeezed her ass in both hands. “Take your time, baby. It will hurt a little before it feels better.”

Truthfully, I needed her to take her time so I wouldn’t blow my load before we even got started. After the edging at the pond, it wouldn’t take much.

Annika moved her hips with slow deliberation, and aided by her ample wetness, my cock slid deeper. Her pained expression softened, and her body relaxed. She shuddered and squeezed my shoulders as a rash of goosebumps turned her nipples rock hard. She parted her lips and moaned with pleasure, forcing my cock deeper as a look of hazy pleasure clouded her beautiful blue eyes.

“It feels so fucking good,” she said, pausing with my cock buried half inside her.

It took a herculean effort not to force my way deeper. Her pussy squeezed around my shaft, igniting waves of liquid pleasure that turn my brain to mush.

I held onto her ass with one hand and scooped up one of her springy tits with the other. I managed speaking, but the words came out in a breathless slur. “Baby, you are beyond tight.”

“I feel so full,” she said, meeting my gaze as she shifted her hips forward and backward, micro-fucking me.

Annika leaned into me and found my lips with hers. Our tongues wrestled as she moaned into my mouth and slid her fingers through my hair.

Low thunder rumbled and the fresh smell of rain permeated our room. Rain splattered against the deck and the distant sound of crashing waves registered like some far off place.

Annika churned her hips, increasing the tempo as she explored the depths of my mouth with her tongue. Her hands were everywhere, and she was insatiable, moaning and groaning as my cock inched ever deeper.

I was one soft push away from achieving totality. I ran my hands over her curves and freely explored her breasts, ass, thighs and everywhere else I had dreamed of touching. True to her word, she gave herself to me, body and soul, and our connection was so palpable I felt it in my bones.

Annika broke off the kiss and met my gaze. Her eyes swam with hazy lust and her breaths came in short, shallow pulls. “Push it in deep where it belongs. I want every inch of you inside me.”

The way she spoke, low and breathless, with her accent somewhere between French and American, nearly made me come on the spot. She was the personification of a sex idol. The only thing missing was a Hollywood agent.

Her tightness was unworldly. The sensation of my cock throbbing against the walls of her virginal pussy made the effort of holding back my orgasm nearly impossible. I wasn’t sure if I would ever acclimate myself to the wonders of Miss Annika Masters.

“Okay, baby. Hang on,” I said.

I grabbed her hips and, as I thrust upward, I pulled her down until my cock slid home with a satisfying slap of skin meeting skin. Locked and loaded, it was go time.

Annika groaned with pleasure and squeezed my shoulders.

My head whirled with pleasure while my cock pulsed machine gun style. It wasn’t an orgasm, but it was close, and my cock leaked a river of cum inside her.

Annika gazed into my eyes, her face warped with pleasure as she ran her fingers through my hair. “I want to feel you come inside me. Don’t pull out.”

I closed my eyes to shut off the visual stimulus for fear of busting a nut. A deep breath later, I opened them and found Annie gazing into my eyes.

“You’re sure? You can get pregnant even if it is your first time.”

“I don’t care. Besides, it’s my safe time of the month. I’ll start on birth control when we get home.”

I wanted to come inside her as badly as she wanted me to, so I let the matter drop. With my cock pulsing deep inside her pussy, she wouldn’t have long to change her mind.

Annika moved atop me, churning her hips forward and backward, grinding my cock deep as her eyes widened with pleasure and her chest heaved. “This feels amazing. We need to fuck all the time.”

I groaned and fought back the waves of pleasure flooding my already war-torn brain. It was way too much. “Hit pause for a sec, beautiful. I’m about to blow.”

“Me too,” she said, before coming to a stop.

Annika leaned into me, mashing her tits against my chest as she kissed her way high up my neck and slipped her tongue inside my ear.

That didn’t help, but the pause came as a relief. I retreated from the edge and my cock stopped with the frantic pulsing. Annika stayed like that, fully impaled on my manhood with her hips barely moving while we made out.

I focused on Annika’s tongue and the steady drone of rain pattering on the deck. A minute ticked by, and I slid my hands around to Annie’s ass, where I cradled her cheeks in my open palms.

That’s when we really started fucking. I thrust upward and pulled her down onto my lap, where her ass clapped off my thighs.

Annika broke off the kiss and joined me, placing her hands on my shoulders, and used me as leverage to help synchronize our pace and rhythm.

Stroke for stroke, she matched me until we found our rhythm. Her tits slapped together as she bounced off my lap. She never took her eyes off mine and repeated my name in between moans and stiff grunts.

The bed seemed built for fucking as it barely moved, even with Annie bouncing on and off my cock like a circus ride.

She sat back slightly and planted her hands on my upper thighs, giving us a full frontal view of my rock hard cock sliding in and out of her pussy.

Her tits jiggled and bounced as I slammed into her, bottoming out with stiff grunts.

“Oh, my fucking God,” Annika said. “I’m so close.”

Her words trailed off as her eyes glossed over with a hazy, orgasmic sheen. She moaned and pitched herself forward, grinding me with a front-to-back motion. She latched onto my shoulders and her chest heaved.

She cried out in ecstasy, then she went stiff. Her pussy spasmed and she let out a long, low moan as a massive orgasm swept through her body.

My orgasm wasn’t a matter of build-up. Rather, it came from simply shedding my resistance. Like a walled-up damn threatening to breach its banks, I let it all go. What followed was the most intense orgasm of my life, delivering a knockout punch.

I grunted and clamped her hips down onto my cock, releasing the first of many massive loads of cum into Annika’s sweet virginal pussy. My mind blanked, and I came, again and again, grunting as I deposited the biggest loads of my life straight into my sister-in-law’s cervix.

“Feel you… so deep…,” Annika said, slurring the words as she remained lost in orgasmic bliss.

She dug her fingers into my shoulders and her pussy spasmed, milking load after load into her fertile womb.

The orgasm stretched out for an eternity, and when I finally came down from the high, a feeling of utter and total bliss washed over me.

Annika collapsed forward against my chest, and her heaving tits mashed against my chest, bulging out on each side. She sucked in deep cleansing breaths as she buried her face in my neck and relaxed.

We stayed that way for a full minute, kissing and touching, while my cock twitched with aftershocks where it remained buried deep in Annika’s pussy.

I caressed her back and ass while I kissed her shoulder and neck. Finally, Annika sat up and faced me, wearing a contented smile.

She twirled a lock of my hair around her finger and sighed with a smile. “Is it that good every time?”

I cupped her ass and caressed her flawless skin. “True intimacy makes it even better.”

She grinned. “Better? How? My mind is literally blown away.”

“You’ve been missing out,” I said.

Annika shook her head. “No way. The thought of giving myself to another man feels wrong.”

“You can experience the same intensity with a woman,” I said.

Annika smirked. “You mean with Lillie, Jenna, or Becca?”

“And me thrown in for good measure,” I said.

“I’m not into girls like my sister, but I’m definitely down for a threesome or even a fivesome.”

I frowned. “Fivesome? Is that even a word?”

Annika giggled. “I think they call that an orgy.”

The thought of taking on all three Fields’ sisters plus Annika left me simultaneously thrilled and petrified.

“We’ll need a lot of Gatorade for that party.”

Annika giggled again and came in for another kiss. When she came away, she ran her hands down my chest and gazed down at my cock still buried inside her. “If you’re still hard, can you fuck me doggy style? I want to try so many positions.”

I glanced past her at the rain still falling onto the deck. “We have no TV, phones, or Internet and there is a tropical storm raging out our window. I can’t think of a better way to spend our afternoon, evening, and night. Let the games begin.”


Triple Word Score

[image: ]

Iplaced the tile with the letter Y on the triple word score square and grinned triumphantly. “With the two Z’s and the triple word score, that’s ninety points.”

Annika gaped at me where she sat cross-legged and completely naked on our bed with a scrabble board between us.

“Jazzily is not a word,” she said.

I folded my arms over my chest. “It most certainly is a word. It defines something that sounds like jazz music.”

Annika laughed and tossed a tile at me. “Use it in a sentence.”

“Annika walked down the street whistling jazzily as she went,” I said.

Annika fell over with laughter.

Even after making love four more times since last night, I couldn’t take my eyes off her spectacular body.

Outside, the morning sunshine gleamed in all its wondrous glory. The palm trees swayed under a perfect blue sky while a light and airy breeze washed through our room. We spent the morning naked, drinking coffee, making breakfast, and playing high-stakes scrabble.

I had challenged Annika to strip Scrabble, and she told me that would require her getting dressed, which she didn’t want to do. Instead, she suggested the winner pick the first place we make love on the island.

It was truly a win-win situation. After scrabble, we had a busy day planned with skinny dipping, frolicking, and lots of fucking before we did all again the next day.

Across the room, a phone rang.

I jerked at the sudden onslaught of technology, and Annika sat upright, frowning at the foreign intrusion.

The phone rang a second time.

She furrowed her brow and looked at me. “Is that the sat phone?”

“Yeah. I’ll get it.”

I slipped off the bed and crossed the room. A green blinking light flashed on the satellite phone. I picked it up and hit the speaker button so Annie could hear.

“Hello?”

“Oh, Mr. Steve. Thank God you answered. It’s me, Dajun. Are you and Mrs. Steve, okay?”

Annika giggled and covered her mouth so Dajun wouldn’t hear.

I rolled my eyes at her. “Me and Mrs. Steve are just fine. Is something wrong?”

“It’s the tropical storm,” he said. “Weather forecasts didn’t predict the storm shifting as much as it did. We made it back to port just before the worst of it hit.”

“We’re fine,” I said. “The power works. We got a lot of wind and rain, but nothing crazy.”

Dajun sighed with relief. “That’s good to hear. We were not so fortunate. The marina is a mess. I’m afraid we will have to delay your pickup.”

Annika’s eyes widened, and she clapped excitedly.

I grinned at her. “I’m sorry to hear that. How long?”

I wasn’t the least bit sorry, but I played along for Dajun’s benefit.

“One week,” he said. “You have enough supplies for a month. Of course, there will be no extra charge and on behalf of the company, I truly apologize for the inconvenience.”

Annika jumped off the bed and did a happy dance, turning circles as her big, beautiful breasts bounced and jiggled with gusto.

“We’re in absolutely no rush,” I said. “Take your time. We’ll be fine here on the island. But can you please reach out to our family and let them know? We don’t want them to worry.”

“Thank you for understanding, Mr. Steve. I will call the other Mrs. Steve’s and let them all know. I will call you back in a few days when I know more. Please extend my apologies to Mrs. Steve.”

Meanwhile, Mrs. Steve danced and twerked her hips like she was in a nightclub.

I grinned at Annie and shook my head. “Oh, I think Mrs. Steve will be fine. Let us know if there’s anything you’d like us to check on the island.”

After trading a few more specifics, I hung up the phone and turned to face Annie. “What will do for an entire week alone in a tropical paradise?”

Annika ran across the room and leaped into my arms before wrapping her legs around my waist. “We’ll fuck each other silly, starting right now.”
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My Best Friend’s Daughters

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BS9Q7SPS

Early retirement in the sunny Caribbean or a star-spangled life with your best friend’s daughters?

Daniel Pierce ditched his nine-to-five corporate life for swim trunks and a beach house in the sunny Caribbean. But now, a year after his best friend and former business partner’s premature death, he’s back in Atlanta to confront his former company’s board of directors.

When Reggie Raven passed away, he left his oldest daughter, Brooke Raven, in charge of the company. But when the board votes to replace her with a more seasoned veteran, Dan steps in to plead her case. The board agrees to let Brooke continue as CEO on one condition… Dan must spend a year grooming her for the job.

Now Dan’s up to his ear in spreadsheets and quarterly reports, but it’s Brooke’s sizzling beauty and infectious charm that truly turns his world upside down. Brooke isn’t his only distraction. Brooke’s younger sisters, Lillie and Elle, insist that Dan live with them while he’s back in town.

It doesn’t take long until Dan discovers the hidden torch Brooke’s carried for him over the years. But Dan’s guilty feelings stop him from pursuing the stunning young redhead. Undaunted, Brooke doesn’t back away from the challenge and won’t stop until Dan gives in.

Dan must navigate the dangerous currents of his simmering feelings for Brooke and his budding infatuation for her blonde and busty sisters while teaching Brooke what she needs to know to run her father’s company.

Read the entire story with this entire, three-volume box set that includes Personal Assistant, Caribbean Queen, and Stand-In Groom! My Best Friend’s Daughters follows retired entrepreneur, Daniel Pierce as he reluctantly pursues his best friend’s three daughters and builds the harem he never knew he needed.
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Stand-In Daddy

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B091355Q6M

One man’s family is another man’s harem…

Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.

Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.

Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.

But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?

It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?

This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.

18+ Only!
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They’re Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09CGVVN7V

When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…

For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.

For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.

But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.

Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.

This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.

18+ Only!
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