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T
 he elevator door pinged open, and Ryan’s family appeared across the hotel lobby, huddled around a massive stone hearth.

“Are we voting again?” I asked.

We stepped off the elevator onto the hotel’s gleaming parquet floor.

Ryan rolled his eyes. “You know my dad. The Harper clan always votes.”

After spending the first few days of our European trip visiting the Harper’s relatives in Brittany, France, we were heading to Paris the next day where Ryan’s sisters and mother had claimed the vacation would really start.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’m just grateful for the invite. It’s not every day a guy gets a free trip to Europe.”

“You don’t have to keep thanking me,” Ryan said. “You know my parents consider you family. They’ve only known you since forever ago.”

If only the same were true for Ryan’s achingly beautiful sisters, Quinn and Olivia. At best, they tolerated me, but mostly considered me a nuisance. Not that I minded. The eye candy more than made up for the occasional dirty look. Besides, Ryan’s smoking hot mom, Molly, actually liked me, and she was every bit as beautiful as her daughters.

We walked along the broad hallway leading from the elevators and made a beeline for the rest of the Harper family. Ray Harper, Ryan’s dad, stood before the stone hearth, talking excitedly with his hands while he wore a goofy grin that reminded me of Ryan.

As we approached the group, Ray waved to us. “Have a seat, boys. You’re just in time.”

Other than Molly, who smiled at me sweetly, none of the others looked up as Ryan and I stopped behind a long couch fronting the hearth.

Ryan’s mother, Molly, sat in a sleek black leather armchair with one toned leg crossed over the other. Her silky brown hair hung loose over her shoulders, and she laughed at something her daughter Quinn said.

At twenty-one, Quinn Harper was a year older than Ryan and me. She was the living embodiment of the ultimate golden girl. She had blonde hair, blue eyes, and a body straight out of a Maxim spread. Her long, tanned legs glistened where she sat on the arm of an oversized brown leather chair. She leaned casually against the back of the chair with an arm draped around her boyfriend, Mike Blevins.

Olivia, the elder Harper sibling at twenty-three, sat beside her husband, Tom, on the couch. The raven haired ice queen had a tight body she honed through a rigorous practice of yoga and Pilates. Unfortunately, she kept the goods covered up. It wouldn’t be fitting for such a prim and proper uppity princess like Olivia Harper to exude even the faintest whiff of sluttiness.

Without the perpetual resting bitch-face, she would have been even more beautiful. Even now, she stared glumly at her father with her arms folded over her perky tits.

Meanwhile, her husband Tom had his face buried in his phone, seemingly oblivious to everyone around him.

“Boys, come around the couch and join the party,” Ray said, his voice chipper as he motioned toward the empty seats beside Olivia and Tom.

Ryan sat on the far end near Quinn and Mike, leaving me with the seat in the middle next to Tom, who didn’t budge from his phone even as I sat down beside him.

Ray clapped his hands together and wore on a huge, wholesome grin on his handsome face. “Now that we’re all here, I’d like to discuss plans for tomorrow morning.”

“Daddy, can’t we do this over dinner?” Olivia asked. “We always have these stupid family meetings, and I’m starving.”

Molly whipped her head around and glared at her oldest daughter. “Olivia. Don’t be rude.”

Beside Olivia, Tom tapped away on his phone, ignoring his princess wife’s latest complaint. Then again, as hot as Olivia was, tuning out her rotten attitude just might make co-existing with her bearable.

Ray didn’t seem concerned with his daughter’s sour mood as he plowed on, completely unperturbed. “Our reservations aren’t for another thirty minutes. We have plenty of time to decide on the morning itinerary.”

“I vote for shopping,” Olivia said.

Quinn rolled her eyes. “You always vote for shopping.” She reached down and picked up Mike’s hand. “Mike and I want to go hiking in the morning. There’s a trailhead behind the hotel that leads to the cliffs overlooking the ocean.”

Mike frowned. “Babe, I told you that Tom and I wanted to sleep late and do our own thing in the morning. You can take Ryan on the hike with you.”

Quinn furrowed her brows, glaring down at Mike, clearly irritated, but she held her tongue.

“We hiked earlier today,” Ryan said beside me. “Besides, Jack found a place we thought looked worthy of a visit.”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “It’s probably a stupid arcade or a comic book store.”

Mike snickered next to Quinn. “Or one of those fairs where they dress up like medieval knights and cast spells and shit.”

I internally rolled my eyes. Mike Blevins was a real fucking idiot. “It’s not —”

Before I could get out a reply, Quinn interrupted me. “Jesus, Mike. Could you be a little ruder?” She glared down at Mike.

Mike rolled his eyes. “It’s just a joke. Jackie doesn’t care. Do you Jackie?”

I cared less than zero about Mike’s opinion regarding me or anything else in life. He was a fucking idiot, with the intellect of a half-dead moth, which is why his words slid off me like Teflon.

“Do I care that you’re into renaissance fairs and dressing up like a damsel in distress?” I asked him, completely deadpan. “Nope. I would never kink shame you… buddy.” I gave him a shit-eating grin while his face turned bright red.

Beside me, Ryan smirked, and Quinn’s lips turned up in a smile. Even Olivia snorted at Mike’s expense.

“Calm down,” Ray said. “You all know the rules. We do things as a family, and this is a family vacation. Part of the fun is discovering unknown places that you would never find back at home in Chicago.” Ray smiled in my direction. “What did you have in mind, Jack?”

All eyes turned on me, and I shrank back into the couch, hoping to disappear into the cushions. “It’s nothing. We don’t have to go.”

“For God’s sake,” Olivia said. “Spit it out.”

Before I could answer, Ryan spoke up on my behalf. “It’s this cool looking ancient Celtic temple devoted to a goddess. The pamphlet said, people touch the statue of the goddess, and it brings them good luck.”

“A dusty old temple sounds about as fun as a lobotomy,” Olivia said. “No offense, Jack.” Her tone, expression, and acerbic wording told me she had every intention of offending me.

“Now we’re getting somewhere.” Ray’s eyes sparked with interest. “That sounds like the makings of an adventure.”

“It’s a tourist trap,” Quinn said. “I saw the same pamphlet. They’re hawking mini-statues of the goddess in a souvenir shop out front.”

Quinn Harper read tourist pamphlets? That caught me by surprise.

“Even little Miss Perfect doesn’t want to go,” Olivia said. “Can’t we just go shopping?”

“You’ve gone shopping every day since we arrived in Brittany,” Ryan said, glaring at Olivia. “Why don’t you do something else for once? And stop taking cheap shots at Jack. What’s he ever done to you?”

“Ryan’s right,” Molly said, chiming in. “Liv, we’ve talked about this attitude of yours. Now, apologize to Jack.”

Olivia’s grimace only deepened as she glared murder at me. “Sorry.” She half mumbled without the faintest hint of sincerity before turning back to her mother. “I’m just hungry. Can we go?”

“Not until we vote,” Ray said, eliciting a fresh round of groans from Olivia and Quinn.

“Who votes for shopping?” Olivia asked as she raised her hand and gazed at her husband beside her. She elbowed him sharply, and Tom finally dropped his phone long enough to shoot his hand in the air.

“Bro, I thought we had a deal,” Mike said.

“What are we voting on?” Tom asked, looking confused.

“God. Pay attention for once in your life,” Olivia said.

She and Tom were the only votes for shopping, while the rest of the Harper clan sat on their hands.

Quinn sat upright on the arm of the chair and glanced down at Mike. “Who votes for hiking?” She raised her hand while Mike sat back and folded his arms over his chest.

Molly joined her daughter, raising her hand as if taking pity.

“Who votes for the temple?” Ryan asked as he shot his hand in the air.

Ray also raised his hand, and I reluctantly raised mine while drawing death glares from Quinn and Olivia.

“That settles it,” Ray said. “Three votes for the temple.”

“Mike didn’t vote,” Olivia said.

“It doesn’t matter,” Ryan said. “It would still be three votes for the temple.”

“No, it wouldn’t,” Olivia said. “We would go to the tie breaker round.”

“She’s right,” Ray said, turning to Mike. “What’s your vote?”

Mike met Quinn’s pleading eyes before he turned his full attention on Ray. “I vote for golf.”

Olivia huffed and pushed herself off the couch. “Whatever. We’ll be in Paris tomorrow night, anyway.”

Quinn’s face dropped and her shoulders sagged as if genuinely hurt by douche bag Mike. Why she was with him, I couldn’t fathom. She was smart, kind, and drop dead gorgeous. Mike in no way deserved her.

Ray glanced at his watch. “The food wagon is rolling out. Let’s go kids. Our reservations await.”

As Ryan and I fell in behind the family, I leaned over and whispered to him. “Why does your dad always insist the entire family do the same thing?”

“Because his family did nothing together. That’s why we’re still taking these trips when we’re all in our twenties. He likes it, and deep down, Olivia and Quinn do too. Sure, Olivia can be a bitch, but she loves my parents in her own warped way.”

“I don’t want to force them to go,” I said. “I wish you hadn’t even brought it up.”

“Fuck that, dude. If you let them, they’ll walk all over you. Both of them always get what they want. For once, they can lose.”

I glanced at Quinn, who walked beside Mike as he chatted with Tom about golf. She still looked hurt. “Why is Quinn with such a dick?”

Ryan shrugged. “She likes bad boys. She always has. I think she’s a closet masochist.”

I sighed. “Of course, she does.”

At dinner, the mood lightened as the girls drank wine and filled their bellies with a damn fine French dinner. Afterward, we took dessert at a cafe near the hotel and came back late with everyone filtering up to their rooms.

I left Ryan on the third floor while I took the elevator up one more floor and stepped out, only to hear Mike’s whispered voice coming from around the corner.

“Come on, baby,” he said. “Your dad won’t know, and it’ll take ten minutes.”

I frowned and held still, listening in as the silence stretched out.

Quinn sighed. “You’re such a fucking romantic. You honestly think I’ll have sex with you after the way you treated me?”

“What did I do?” Mike asked.

“You couldn’t even side with me on the hike?” Her voice rose, agitated. “That was a real dick move. I’m supposed to be your girlfriend.”

“You like me because I’m always brutally honest with you,” Mike said. “I don’t want to take a fucking hike. We took two hikes already this week. I want to sleep in, then play golf.”

Quinn was silent, and I could almost feel her staring down at the ground.

“Besides, you told me you didn’t care,” Mike said. “Where is this coming from? Are you turning into one of those nagging girlfriends? If so, let me know because I’m not into nags.”

My jaw dropped. Surely Quinn wouldn’t put up with that, would she?

There was another long silence before Quinn spoke. “Sorry,” she said, to my utter shock and disbelief.

“You’re right. I said I didn’t care.” She let out a long breath. “I guess I’m just exhausted.”

“Apology accepted,” Mike said. “Now… why don’t we slip into your room for a nightcap?”

“Not tonight,” Quinn said. Her words came out deflated and sad. It was almost like she apologized just to avoid a fight. Like it was easier to go along with him than stand her ground.

“Whatever,” Mike said. “Maybe I’ll go down to the bar and see what’s what.”

Now he was threatening to cheat on her? He was enjoying a free vacation on Quinn’s family’s dime, and he had the audacity to spew that fucking bullshit? Fuck that guy. Heat rose in my collar and even if Mike would mop the floor with me, I was half tempted to step in and tell him to shove off.

Then, from further down the hallway, a door creaked open, and I heard Molly’s voice. “Is everything okay out here?”

“Yeah,” Mike said, sounding completely guilty. “I was just saying good night to Quinn.”

More silence before Quinn spoke. “Everything is fine, mom.”

“We’ve got a long day tomorrow,” Molly said. “Mike, why don’t you go back to your room now?”

“Sure, Mrs. Harper,” Mike said. “Night Quinn.” He walked away from Quinn and headed straight down the hallway toward the elevator and me.

I didn’t care. Fuck that guy. What was he going to do? Beat my ass on a family vacation? I leaned back against the wall by the elevator and glared at Mike as he stopped and punched the up button.

He turned to me and smirked as if he had known I was there all along.

Down the hall, Quinn disappeared into her room, and Molly’s door shut.

“Enjoy the show?” Mike asked as he waited for the elevator.

“You’re a real fucking asshole,” I said.

Mike shrugged. “I’m the one laying the lumber to your dream girl.” He gave me a cocky grin as the door opened before him. “Night junior. Have fun with your palm. I’m going to score some strange down at the bar. French girls are so hot.” Then he disappeared into the elevator and left me sagging against the wall.
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T
 he next morning, we arrived at the temple and my first thought was that Quinn was right. This place was a tourist trap.

A cheap souvenir store fronted the temple itself that required we pass through to buy our tickets and take the tour. But even from the outside, the gray stone of the ancient Celtic temple appeared eroded, and weather worn from thousands of years of continuous sun, rain, and wind. A modern day roof covered the structure and even the sides had patches where modern materials filled in gaping holes.

When we entered the shop, the interior looked as cheap and broken down as the exterior facade. Worn, stained carpet beaten down by decades of dirty shoes and foot traffic left a trail of grime between the racks of utter crap.

The only other people in the shop besides the woman working the ticket booth were an elderly couple perusing the shitty coffee mugs, t-shirts, and ceramic figurines of the goddess that looked as if they had been mass produced in a factory somewhere in the heart of China.

Olivia folded her arms over her chest and peered around the dingy shop, her expression repulsed. It was as if she might contract a virulent disease from the cheesy post cards or the full-sized cardboard cut-outs of the goddess herself.

Tom seemed not to notice the shop as he was chatting on a work call, lagging a few steps behind Olivia.

Even Quinn looked uneasy, skulking in the back as the rest of us soaked in the ramshackle shop.

“Good choice, Jack,” Mike said, his voice oozing with sarcasm. “This totally beats a five-star breakfast and nine-holes of golf.”

I shrank back and inwardly winced before I leaned over and whispered in Ryan’s ear. “I told you this was a bad idea.”

“Sorry,” Ryan said. “Is it too late to change my vote?” He flashed me a shit-eating grin. “I’m joking. It’s not that bad. Besides, we’ll be in Paris in a few hours, and this place will be nothing more than a hilarious memory.”

Molly wore a strained smiled on her exquisite face as if doing her best to make it all seem not so bad.

Only Ray seemed to take it all in stride. “Just because the shop is a well-worn doesn’t belittle the temple behind it. That temple has withstood thousands of years of civilization, including wars and humanities, never-ending sprawl. I’m not sure anything built today would last a quarter as long.”

“No offense, Mr. H, but this shop looks as old as the temple,” Mike said.

The ticket booth worker, a petite Asian woman, gazed daggers at Mike, clearly annoyed by his disparaging remarks.

“Daddy let’s just go,” Olivia said. “I’m afraid to touch anything.” She wrung out her hands and appeared mortified as she scanned her surroundings. “It’s all so… icky.”

Thankfully, Quinn didn’t pile on, but stayed close to her mother as Molly’s expression slipped to the uneasy side.

“Ray, she’s got a point,” Molly said.

“Sorry, everyone,” I said. “It was just a suggestion. I didn’t mean to drag everyone here.”

“Nonsense,” Ray said, giving me a reassuring smile. “We’re here and odds are, we’ll never be back. Let’s take a quick tour and check it off the list.”

Olivia groaned, and Quinn’s face dropped. Mike smirked and shook his head, gazing at me with disdain. Tom appeared not to hear or care, and all I could do was feign interest in a shitty ceramic mug shaped like a castle.

Ray greeted the ticket booth attendant with a hearty hello, bought eight tickets for the full tour, and distributed them to the group.

“Since we’re the only ones waiting on a tour, she said we can get started right away,” Ray said.

“Great,” Olivia said with a sigh. “Mom, do you still have that hand sanitizer in your purse?”

The Asian ticket lady approached us with a warm smile. “Bonjour. My name is Lisa and I’ll be leading you through the temple today. Is this your first visit to France?” Her English was thick with a French accent.

Ray fielded the small talk until the tour finally begun and Lisa led us past the ticket booth and through a locked door.

We stepped inside a long rectangular great hall adorned with a dozen statues on either side of the crumbling stone interior. At the end of the cavernous space, a mammoth statue of what looked like a female angel dominated. She wore flowing robes and outstretched angel wings appeared behind her. Weathered gold paint still covered some of the statue, but most of it had long since chipped away.

What followed was a thirty-minute history lesson on the statues of the lesser gods lining either side of the temple, the purpose of the temple, and even a summary of human sacrifices ancient druids performed on the altar.

Ray seemed fascinated by the lecture, and I had to admit, I found it interesting as well. At one point, Ryan yawned while Olivia and Quinn were busy on their phones. Mike stood in the back next to Tom whispering and laughing about the temple, the tour guide, and I heard several cheap shots directed at me.

It was irritating for sure, but I couldn’t really blame them. Despite the interesting history lesson, it really was just a dusty old temple.

As if sensing our restlessness, the tour guide cut short her lecture on the last two statues before directly leading us to the foot of the goddess.

“As I mentioned earlier, this part of Brittany was settled by the Irish, who built the only known statue of the Celtic goddess Aine who embodied love, summer, and wealth. For centuries, worshipers stood on this very spot, lavishing tributes at her feet in return for her eternal blessing. It was rumored that a chosen few who received her blessing led lives filled with multiple partners who bore them many children.”

Ray frowned. “Multiple partners?”

“They were different times, dear,” Molly said.

“As in multiple partners at the same time?” Ryan asked, as a clarifying point.

Lisa laughed. “Yes. Multiple partners at the same time. The chosen few were those of the goddess’s bloodline who built harems that were the envy of every man on the European content.”

“Did you say harems?” Olivia asked, not trying to hide her disdain. “That’s gross.”

“It sounds amazing to me,” Mike said with a chuckle. “If only I were in her bloodline. Who knows? Maybe I am. I’ve got a bit of the Irish in me.”

“Keep dreaming,” Tom said, speaking aloud for the first time in what seemed like days.

Quinn glared at Mike. “I’m all the woman you can handle.”

Mike rolled his eyes, but kept his mouth shut.

“Legend has it that those who descend from the goddess’s bloodline may receive her gift by touching her outstretched hand,” Lisa said. “Some people travel from halfway across the world to test themselves in the temple.”

I found that hard to believe, but it made for good theater. As I scanned the faces, Lisa had the entire family entranced.

“That’s some kind of story,” Ray said.

Lisa smiled. “Most legends are just that. Fiction. But they’re fun to talk about.”

I glanced over at Mike, who had stars in his eyes as he gazed up at the goddess with a whole new appreciation. “You know, Mike, dreaming of harems won’t endear you to your current girlfriend.”

Quinn glanced over at me and gave me a slight smile.

“Whatever, Rosie.” He glared at me. “If anyone can turn that legend into reality, it’s this guy.” He thumbed his chest and confidently strode to the statue of the goddess.

“You never know. Maybe Quinn is the one with the bloodline, and you may end up as one of her concubines.”

Quinn giggled and Ryan grinned, but Mike only ignored me as he reached out and rested his palm against the goddess’s outstretched hand.

“What’s supposed to happen?” Mike asked, glancing over his shoulder at the tour guide.

She shrugged. “My family has run this temple for decades. Nothing has ever happened. It’s just an old story.”

“Where did the story originate?” Ray asked.

“We aren’t sure. It’s been handed down from generation to generation. Anyway, the goddess was known more for her gifts of love and health rather than bloodline harems. In fact, many people have reported good luck after touching the goddess’s hand. Some have won the lottery, while others have found the great love of their lives. And I can’t tell you how many conceived a child after struggling with infertility.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Olivia and Tom sharing a discreet glance. Were they having problems conceiving? I wasn’t sure if anyone else caught the tell, but I filed it away as nothing more than an interesting tidbit. What Olivia did with her life certainly wasn’t my business.

“I’ll go next,” Olivia said as if the whole thing were beneath her, but she would humor us, anyway.

Mike stepped back from the goddess and frowned.

“Looks like you’ll have to put that harem empire on hold,” I said, eliciting laughter from Ray, Molly, Ryan, and even Quinn.

Mike barely had time to move before Olivia brushed past him and rested her hand on the statue. She seemed to mumble a few words under her breath before gazing up at the goddess’s face with an expression of… I wasn’t sure what. Hope? Or maybe it was pure desperation.

It was odd to see Olivia less than a hundred percent in control, but the vibe she gave off was one I hadn’t seen from her before. It would serve her well to bring that side out a little more often.

“I’ll go next,” Quinn said, flashing Mike a mocking look. “Maybe I’ll be the harem queen.”

Mike rolled his eyes. “You wouldn’t know what to do in a harem.”

“Nobody is building harems,” Ray said before his face lit up with a smile. “But I’m always up for some good luck.” He turned to me and gave me a wink. “Good pick, Jack. You never know where you’ll find adventure.” Ray then proceeded up the aisle to touch the goddess’s hand with Molly a few steps behind.

A smile blossomed on my face, and Ryan slapped me on the shoulder. “Come on. You never know. Maybe your blood will trigger the goddess.”

“Or yours,” I said.

“Not likely,” Ryan said. “Quinn and Olivia already went, and nothing happened. Same bloodline. Same results. But I’ll take a bit of good luck. Maybe I’ll even buy a lottery ticket when we get home.”

Even Tom got in line, pocketing his phone after Olivia approached him, whispering something as she pushed him toward the statue.

Ryan fell in behind Tom as I stood there, gazing up at the goddess. I got a weird feeling from her like one of those paintings where the eyes follow you. It felt like she was staring down at me — expectant.

“Don’t be shy,” Ray said. “Give it a go. Maybe you’ll find a lucky lady waiting for you in Paris.” He gave me a knowing smile, and I grimaced slightly as Mike smirked a few feet away.

“Sure thing, Mr. H,” I said and trudged up the aisle just as Ryan finished his communion with the goddess.

I felt the weight of her stare on my shoulders. It was as if her aura drew me in. Even if I wanted to, I don’t think I could have resisted her touch. I stepped up and reached out with my hand. As I did, a dizzy sensation swept over me, and when my skin contacted her marble hand, her touch was warm and soft, as if she were a real person. Then the world tilted sideways, and everything went black.
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A
 fleeting feeling of warmth passed through me before the world reappeared. The colors were soft and fuzzy at first, then sharpened. Once again, I stood before a statue of the goddess with my hand touching hers. But unlike the statue in the temple, this one appeared sharp, crisp and freshly painted. Her golden wings gleamed under the light of nearby braziers billowing with golden fire.

My stomach flip-flopped and my head spun as I fought against the urge to throw up. I couldn’t help but drop to a knee and suck in a few deep breaths before the sounds of others around me let me know I wasn’t alone.

“What the fuck?” Somebody said from a few feet away. It took me a second to realize it was Mike’s voice.

“What did you do?” Olivia blurted out as she whirled on me.

My heart thumped in my chest so hard that I felt it pound in my head. What had I done? I felt a presence over my shoulder, and then Ryan’s voice.

“Jack, are you okay?” Ryan’s voice was soft and reassuring.

I took a deep breath and my head stopped spinning long enough for me to stand. “I think so.”

Quinn turned around in circles, gazing around the room. “I don’t see any doors. If this is some kind of sick fucking joke, I’ll sue that tour guide and her whole family.”

Mike chuckled. “Sure, you will, tiger.”

Quinn glared at him, clearly annoyed, while Molly came up beside me and wrapped her arm around my shoulder.

“Jack, maybe you should sit down. You look like you’re ready to pass out. I have some water in my purse.”

“I’m sure this is all part of the tour,” Ray said, but his wavering voice broke through his perpetual optimism.

Tom pulled his phone out of his pocket and hammered on the buttons. “No signal. Where the hell are we?”

“It’s Jack’s fault,” Olivia said. “He touched the statue, and we all vanished.”

“Bloodline harem,” Ryan said, gazing at me with awe. “Dude… you are the harem king.”

Mike scoffed. “And I’m Albert fucking Einstein. If he’s the harem master, we’re all in trouble.”

Quinn folded her arms over her ample chest and glared at Mike. “Why are you so fucking hung up on this stupid harem idea?”

Ignoring her, Mike didn’t let up. “If that goddess’s bloodline produced this geek, then she isn’t all she’s cracked up to be.”

Molly seemed to have finally had enough. She whirled on Mike and her green eyes blazed with a fury I had never seen. “Mike, if you have nothing constructive to add, then please do us all a favor and shut the fuck up.”

Quinn’s jaw dropped, and her eyes bugged out while Mike’s eyes widened with complete shock.

“Sorry Mrs. Harper. I… I didn’t mean….” He continued to sputter and stammer, but Molly didn’t let up.

“We all know what you meant.” Molly’s face warped with anger.

I had never seen her so pissed off. “It’s okay, Molly. What Mike says doesn’t bother me.”

“Well, it bothers me,” Molly said before turning back to Mike. “Here’s a tip. The world doesn’t like bullies. Why don’t you chew on that for a while?”

Ray nodded solemnly but didn’t pile on, choosing instead to lighten the mood. “I doubt this has anything to do with a harem or a legend, and more to do with giving us our money’s worth. I’m sure the tour guide will be along any moment to let us out.”

“Daddy, I’m not so sure about that,” Quinn said, seeming to set aside her mother’s verbal assault on her boyfriend. “This place looks way more blinged out than the temple and the souvenir shop. Look at the goddess. I think those are real diamonds in the crown on her head.”

We all turned to look. She was right, but diamonds weren’t the only jewels in her crown. There were rubies, sapphires, and emeralds. None of them looked fake. But that was far from the only change in the room. Long stone benches, each appearing freshly cut, filled most of the space. A polished smooth stone floor radiated light from a series of braziers lining the room’s four walls. There were no windows or doors, but the most curious additions came in the form of three waist high pedestals situated around the base of the goddess.

“I wonder what these are,” I said to the group as I stepped forward to examine the pedestals.

Each pedestal contained two indented hand prints that appeared perfectly formed to a unique set of hands. One imprint was bigger than the other, and both were of the right hand.

Quinn stepped up beside me and gazed down at the pedestal centered beneath the goddess’s flowing skirt. She frowned and placed her right hand in the smaller imprint. “It’s a perfect fit.”

Mike muscled past me and stepped up to the pedestal beside Quinn. “There are three couples here. Maybe if we all put our hands in each, it unlocks a secret door.”

I rolled my eyes. “This isn’t an episode of Scooby Doo,” I said, igniting snickers from Quinn and Ryan.

Mike glanced over at Molly, who eyed him warily before he locked his gaze on me. “You got any better ideas, genius?”

I sighed. “No… Sorry. But you deserved it.”

Mike turned away from me and glanced over at Quinn. “Put your hand back in that slot, and I’ll try the other.”

Quinn placed her palm on the pedestal, and Mike put his hand in the mold beside hers. But his fingers were way too small to fill it out.

Ryan grinned. “You know what they say, tiny hands, tiny d—”

“Ryan David Harper, don’t you dare finish that sentence,” Molly said, cutting him off.

Mike glared at Ryan before he turned to me. “You were the one that got us into this mess. You try.”

I shrugged and stepped up to the pedestal before gazing at Quinn, who hadn’t moved her hand. “What happens if this bonds us together for life?” My voice oozed sarcasm, and Quinn grinned.

“I’m not sure you’re man enough to handle me,” she said with a smile that turned my insides to butter.

“You can say that again,” Mike said as he leered over our shoulder.

“Here goes,” I said. As I moved my hand over the mold, a deep hum reverberated from the base. As soon as I placed my hand on the handprint, a warm tingling sensation spread up my arm. In the next moment, the world went black.
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W
 hen the world snapped into focus, I sat in what felt like an endless expanse of blackness except for a pool of light illuminating me and the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on.

She had rich, silky red hair and green eyes that sparkled with a clarity and intelligence that left me spellbound. Her lips were plump, glossy and pink, and her swollen cleavage bulged from a lace bodice. Her skin was porcelain, smooth and utterly flawless, without a mark or a blemish anywhere in sight.

“You’re the goddess Aine,” I said.

Her lips quirked up in a half smile and she took me in, inspecting me from head to toe. “You’re a shade raw, but I can work with that.” She tapped her chin, leveling me with her gaze before she nodded. “You’re smart and you have kind eyes.” She raised an eyebrow, tilted her head, and frowned, knitting her brows together. “But you’re a bit on the lean side.”

“Hey, I work out,” I said.

The goddess rolled her eyes. “You’ll do, I suppose, but you’ll have to work harder than most.” She let out a heavy sigh. “We have little time, so I’ll get right to it.”

“Before we start, is the place real or am I dreaming?” I peered through the veil of blackness. “It’s a little bleak, isn’t it? Just dark?”

“A few thousand years go by, and nobody believes in magic anymore.” Aine shook her head. “It’s real, my love. Now, enough questions.” She crossed one long leg over the other, causing her dress to fall open at a deep slit, revealing a country mile of smooth flesh ending three-quarters of the way up her toned thigh.

My eyes drifted to her smooth, glistening leg and a primal urge to ravish her body surged inside me.

“That’s the man I hoped to see,” Aine said. Her eyes simmered as she leveled me with her gaze. “Channel that desire, Jack. Where you’re going, you’ll need it.”

I tore my eyes from her flawless legs and met her sparkling green eyes. “And where might that be?”

“You’ll find out soon enough,” she said. “But first I need to establish the ground rules. You’ve come to my temple seeking my blessing, and I’ll grant it, if you pass my trials.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What does the blessing do?”

“We don’t have time for questions,” Aine said. “For the first trial, you’ll have seventy-two hours. Should you fail, you’ll remain trapped in that world forever, living the life I’ve assigned you.”

“I’m confused. What’s happening to my friends? They can’t go seventy-two hours without food and water. And what do you mean I’ll be trapped? Where am I going?”

“Your friends will be fine,” Aine said. “From their perspective, no time will have passed. Well, it won’t seem that way should you pass the trial. If you don’t….” She shrugged. “Let’s just say it’s in your friend’s best interests that you pass the trial.”

“What do I have to do to pass the trial?”

She raised an eyebrow. “That’s the whole point of a trial, is it not? You need to figure it out, offspring.”

“I didn’t ask for this,” I said. “Send me back and let my friends go.”

“Oh, you asked for this. You’ve asked a thousand times both in your dreams and in your deepest, darkest desires. Now, be a good boy and try not to fuck things up? It’s been two thousand years since I’ve enjoyed a true bloodline summons. I thought you were all dead.”

“Two thousand years? Is the bloodline legend true? Am I supposed to build a harem?”

Aine gave me a sweet smile, leaned forward, and kissed me softly on the lips. “Goodbye, Jack, and good luck.”

Time slipped away, and the world faded to black.
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D
 arkness enveloped me. But it wasn’t the darkness of nothing. Instead, it was the inside of my eyelids as I lay in bed. My body was warm and cozy beneath a fluffy blanket, and my cock was as hard as nails. Something equally warm and soft pressed up against me. It was a body, nestled against my chest and a soft ass pressed up against my stiff cock. Was I dreaming? That was it — I was dreaming and on the verge of waking up.

A soft moan came from the owner of the body I spooned, and the soft crevice of an ass crack rode my shaft.

My cock throbbed, and my head flashed with primal lust just like it had with the goddess. I chalked it up to my perpetual state of virgin horniness.

I willed reality away to stay locked in my dreamworld. I ground my cock against the tight ass riding me. A damp spot, no doubt a puddle of cum, soaked the front of my pajamas. Was it Molly in my dream? Or Princess Olivia? God, if it was a Quinn dream, please let it go all the way this time. I buried my face in a nest of hair that smelled like honey and vanilla. I breathed her in as I placed a hand on her hip and squeezed her ass.

A hand reached down the front of my pajamas, and warm fingers circled my throbbing manhood. The stranger squeezed my shaft, brushing her thumb over my glans while she gently stroked. “Baby, you’re so much bigger than normal.”

Quinn’s voice came out groggy but playful in my ear. God, it was a Quinn dream. Please let me finish time.
 Without missing a beat, I ground my cock into her hand while I slid my palm over her hip, tracing the outline of her thin silk panties.

With trembling fingers, I met the smooth expanse of her toned stomach. My breathing turned ragged as I plunged my face deep into the mound of her blonde locks. I inhaled her sweetness, breathing her in until my lips met the warm skin of her neck. It was the most realistic dream I had ever experienced, including our odd visit to the temple and meeting a goddess. At least now I was back on familiar ground, living one of my most primal fantasies. But Quinn had always been slippery for me in these never-ending wet dreams. Just when I went to fuck her, I always woke up.

She squirmed against me and opened her neck wide as she continued stroking my cock. “God, you’re so fucking hard.” Her moans grew louder. “Baby, take off your shorts and fuck me.”

I moved my hand up her tummy and slipped my fingers inside the bottom of her baby doll nightie, moving higher until I filled my open palm with her big, soft tit. Her nipple stiffened against my palm, and I squeezed her flesh, kneading her tit between my open fingers. With my free hand, I pushed down my pajama bottoms over my hips, granting Quinn full access to my raging boner. My tongue tripped over her earlobe, and I guided it between my lips while I ground my cock inside her tight grip.

My breaths came in short pants while Quinn’s moans intensified. She used her free hand to slide her panties over her hips and down her legs before she kicked them free, giving me unfettered access to her pussy. “I’m soaking wet,” she said in a whisper. “God, baby, I can feel you shaking.” Then she took my cock and stuffed it between her firm thighs.

I nudged her nightie over her big tits as I pushed my cock forward, sliding it between her thighs until my tip nestled against the warm, slick wetness of her primed pussy. My heart thundered in my chest, and I cupped her free tit in my hand, grinding my knob through her slick pussy as I let out a low groan of satisfaction.

Quinn pulled her silk nightie over her head, freeing her big jiggling tits. “Baby, you’re so into me this morning.”

As in there were mornings that I wasn’t into her? My mind was playing games with me. I finally opened my eyes and gazed at the blonde goddess’s lush body pressed up tight against me. Her tits were perfectly round, with slightly puffy nipples that turned up at just the right angle. Stiff pink nipples capped round areolas without a hint of imperfection. But, then again, it was my dream. Why wouldn’t they be perfect?

She was lush, ripe, and every inch a golden blonde goddess. The dream was so vivid that for a moment, I thought it was real. My cock throbbed, aching entrance to the promised land. Rare was the dream where I actually experienced full penetration. I edged my hips forward, sliding my cock along her warm, ripe lips as my entire body trembled, surging with adrenaline.

“Oh, baby, you’ve never wanted me this bad.” Her voice came out in a ragged whisper before she moaned softly and worked her hips, pushing my throbbing tip to the precipice of her tight little hole.

My cock throbbed, poised like a spear at her entrance as I manhandled her tits from behind. My breathing came out rough and my head flashed with crazed lust.

“I want to ride you,” she said, then squirmed free, turning around before she crawled atop me, dragging her soft tits across my chest.

I grabbed her ass and squeezed. It was all so real that I wondered if the goddess was real, and she had brought my deepest fantasy to life. My cock slipped over her shaven pussy then sprang free, standing tower tall before flattening against the surface of Quinn’s toned tummy.

Quinn’s blonde hair was a jumble, blocking her face as she got into position and sat upright, straddling my upper thighs and hips. She pushed her hair out of her face and over her shoulders, then gazed down at me. Her eyes widened with shock, then she screamed.
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Q
 uinn scrambled off of me, taking the sheet with her. Wide-eyed, she nearly tripped as she clambered from the bed before whirling around to face me. Her shocked expression turned to anger as her eyes narrowed and her blue eyes blazed with an inferno of fury. “Jack, what the fuck are you doing in my bed?”

I blinked and gazed across the room at her, utterly confused. There was no doubt I was in her bed, but my dream trumped her bed. This was supposed to be my fantasy. A fantasy that surely didn’t include Quinn’s angry wrath. “This is my dream. Why are you screaming at me in my dream?”

“Dream? What the fuck are you talking about? I thought you were Mike.” She tightened the sheet around her chest, which only highlighted her hard nipples against the thin white cotton. Confusion replaced the anger as she turned her attention to our bedroom. “Where are we? This isn’t the hotel in France.”


Okay Jack. This is definitely not a dream. Either that or I had a deep-seated self-loathing that would require some serious therapy.
 “We were in the temple. Not the hotel.” For the first time, I tore my eyes from the golden beauty to take in our surroundings.

Sunlight streamed through an enormous bay window overlooking a sprawling lawn. In the distance, sun shimmered off the surface of a lake. Towering trees, their branches thick with green leaves, swayed under the influence of a slight breeze and bathed the lawn in a blanket of shifting patterns of shade and sunlight.

The bedroom’s interior comprised a queen sized bed, a modest oak dresser propping up a flat screen TV. Throw rugs lined a sturdy wood floor that appeared aged but in good condition. There was a door open to the closet, and another revealed an adjoining bathroom. A third closed door undoubtedly led to what I knew was the hallway.

I knew exactly where we were, but how we got there was another story entirely. “We’re at your family’s lake house?” I frowned as I reached for my pajama bottoms wedged beneath the bedspread.

“What the fuck?” Quinn hurried over to the window and gazed out across the lawn, giving me an unobstructed view of her round, firm rump. She gazed out the window, then back at me, revealing worry lines creasing her forehead. “How is this even possible?”

“We put our hands on that podium thing,” I said. “Don’t you remember?”

Quinn fully turned around to face me, busting me staring at her ass. But if she cared, she let it go. “That was a crazy dream. Are you telling me our entire visit to France was a dream?”

I chuckled. “No. At least I don’t think so. How could we both have the exact same dream?”

A sharp knocking came on the door, followed by a familiar voice. “Is everything okay in there?”

Quinn’s eyes bulged, and she gazed between me and the door. “It’s my mom. She’ll kill us if she finds us together.”

A sheepish grin spread across my face. “There are worse fates.”

Quinn rolled her eyes. “Get your mind out of the gutter.”

“Quinn, honey. I heard you screaming.” Molly Harper’s muffled voice came through the door before the doorknob rattled against what appeared was a lock.

Quinn bit her lower lip and stared over at me as if wanting me to figure a way out of this mess. I had known Quinn since… forever, and everyone knew she was terrified of spiders. “Tell her you saw a spider,” I said.

Her face visibly relaxed, and she whirled on the door. “Everything’s fine, mom. I saw a spider,” Quinn said, raising her voice. “It’s dead now. Sorry for screaming.”

“Breakfast is almost ready,” Molly said, clearly unbothered by Quinn’s outburst. “Don’t take too long.”

“Okay, mom,” Quinn said through the door before turning back to me. “Jack, what the hell is happening?” She spoke in a barely contained whisper.

“First, France wasn’t a dream, and neither was the temple,” I said. “Apparently this isn’t either. After we placed our hands on the statue, were you visited by the goddess?”

Quinn frowned. “As in that temple goddess? No. Were you?” The sheet had slipped, slightly, revealing Quinn’s ripe round breast capped with a puffy pink areola.

Now I knew for sure, the real thing beat even my lofty expectations. Even though she had a shitty taste in men, her body was textbook perfect. I fished out her silk nightie and panties and tossed them to the foot of the bed. “As much as it pains me to tell you, your tit is hanging out. Get dressed and I’ll tell you everything I know.”

Quinn gazed down at her exposed breast and shifted the sheet higher, covering herself as the confusion in her face subsided. “You didn’t plan this?” She raised an eyebrow at me as she grabbed her pajamas off the bed.

“I don’t have the balls to get naked with you in your own bed,” I said. “Well… technically, I have the balls, but lack the courage required to make such a bold move.”

Quinn stole an almost imperceptible glance toward my cock before meeting my gaze. Her shoulders relaxed, and she nodded. “Okay.” She let out a heavy sigh. “I believe you.” She turned toward the door. “I don’t know what’s going on, but maybe my mother can answer some questions over breakfast.” She pointed her finger at me and glared. “I’m changing alone in the bathroom. Don’t try anything funny.”

I shrugged. “I can’t unsee you naked. That proverbial ship has sailed, and I can revisit that memory anytime I like.” A huge grin spread across my face.

“Whatever. Put on some clothes, Jack.” Quinn rolled her eyes, went to the dresser, and pulled out shorts and a t-shirt along with a white lace bra and a pair of matching panties. Then she unceremoniously disappeared into the bathroom, shutting the door firmly behind her.

I found my clothes in the dresser’s lower two drawers while Quinn’s clothes occupied the upper three. What the fuck were my clothes doing inside Quinn’s dresser? In what sort of bizzarro world had the goddess dropped us? Were we supposed to be a couple? A kernel of hope blossomed deep inside me. God, the thought of that was even better than my dream.

I quickly dressed, throwing on fresh underwear, shorts, and a t-shirt. A moment later, the bathroom door opened a crack.

“Is it safe to come out?” Quinn asked.

“Sure. I’m dressed,” I said before the door opened and Quinn stepped out.

“But it’s not like you haven’t seen it all before,” I said.

“I thought you were Mike,” Quinn said. “Drop it.”

I grinned. “I’ve got to know… am I really bigger than Mike?”

“Jack Baron, I will tell your mother you said that.” Quinn folded her arms over her ample chest and glared at me.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” I said. “Not that I’m surprised. Guys who juice up tend to shrink, if you know what I mean.”

“I know what you mean, and Mike is perfectly adequate in that department,” Quinn said.

“Perfectly adequate. That’s a ringing endorsement if I ever heard one.”

A slight smiled turned Quinn’s lips upward before she forced a frown back on her face. “Enough talk about Mike’s penis size. Tell me what you know.”

“Okay,” I said. “But let’s make it quick before Molly comes back.” But before I could launch into an explanation, a thudding sound came from the bedroom door, followed by a man’s voice.

“Quinn, open up. Your mom told me to bring you up your coffee.”

My jaw dropped, and Quinn’s eyes widened. She whirled on me. “Mike’s here?” Panic flashed in her eyes. “He’ll kill you if he catches you in here.”

I frowned. “I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m done standing aside for an ape like Mike Blevins. Besides, we’re both dressed.” With that, I strode toward the door while Quinn grabbed my hand from behind and latched out, trying to pull be back.

“Jack, you can’t. If he thinks you and I are hooking up —”

“We almost did hook up,” I said, gazing back at her over my shoulder. “And I liked it.” I turned the lock and opened the door, throwing it open wide as Quinn still held onto my hand from behind me.

Mike stood before us, holding two cups of steaming coffee. If he noticed Quinn holding my hand, he didn’t seem to care. Instead, he handed me one of the two mugs stuffed in his meaty fingers. “Molly made one for you, too.” Then he stepped past me and handed Quinn her cup. “Come on, babe. She’s holding breakfast for you guys. Hurry up.”

Then he turned and walked out of the bedroom.
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Q
 uinn and I shared a confused look before she stared back down the hallway after Mike. “He acted like he knew we were in here together,” she said.

“Agreed.” I sipped the coffee and the caffeinated ambrosia flowed over my lips and tongue, instantly perking me up. “Your mom makes the best coffee.”

Quinn ignored her own cup, curling steam into the air. “This feels all wrong.” Then she turned to face me. “Tell me what the goddess said.”

“After breakfast,” I said. “It sounds like half the house is waiting for us to eat.”

Quinn sighed. “Fine. But you better tell me everything.” She shot me a final warning glare, then brushed past me and headed down the hallway toward the stairs.

I followed close behind, drinking in her tight, little caboose to the point that I nearly missed the top step and half-stumbled before latching onto the handrail to regain my balance.

Quinn glanced back at me and shook her head. “Really, Jack?”

Heat warmed my cheek, and I gave her a guilty shrug. “Sorry?”

When we arrived at the table, Mike had already started piling eggs on his plate while Molly stared up at us with a smile on her face. “There’s my two sleepyheads.” She sat at the far end of the table with Olivia and Tom filling the seats to her left.

Olivia glanced over at us and scowled. “If you two think you’re getting out of doing the dishes, think again. I helped mom cook while you two slept in.”

Tom stared blankly down at his phone while Ray turned around in his seat at the other end of the table and flashed us a goofy grin.

“Hey there kiddos. Ready for a big day on the lake?” He smiled broadly while holding a coffee mug labeled, World’s Greatest Dad. “Memorial Day festivities start right after breakfast.”

Memorial Day? That explained the seventy-two hour warning. We had a long holiday weekend to figure out what the goddess wanted and make it happen.

Quinn seemed to force a weak smile while she took the seat in the middle of the table beside Mike. “Morning, daddy.”

I pulled out the seat next to Quinn and sat down, peering in toward the kitchen. There were eight place settings and eight people sitting down, ready for breakfast. The frown on my face must have triggered something in Molly.

“Jack, honey, what’s wrong?” Molly picked up a bowl of strawberries and scooped some onto my plate.

Honey? I mean, I had always been close to the family but not to the point where Molly every called me anything but Jack. “Nothing,” I said as I gazed out toward the dock, my confusion deepening. “Actually, yeah. There is something on my mind. Where’s Ryan?”

Quinn looked up and peered around the table, as if noticing her missing brother for the first time.

“Ryan?” Molly frowned and passed me a bowl of scrambled eggs. “Who’s Ryan? Is he a friend of yours?”

Quinn narrowed her eyes and stared quizzically at her mother. “Who’s Ryan? You’re kidding, right?”

Ray grabbed the basket of fresh biscuits. “There’s the actor Ryan Reynolds. Wouldn’t that be something if he showed up here?”

Oliva sighed and grabbed for a banana. “Daddy… just stop.”

Quinn stared blankly at her mother as if waiting for a punchline that never came. “Uhhh… Ryan is your son.”

Ray snickered, and Olivia tilted her head, staring at Quinn as if she had grown horns. “What? Are you two playing some sort of prank?”

Mike chuckled as he scooped four sausage links onto his plate. “Maybe he’s Jack’s imaginary friend.”

“My son, is it?” Molly raised her eyebrows and gazed back and forth between Quinn and me. “Is this payback for making you two share a bed this weekend? It’s only for two more nights, and there are worse fates than sharing a bed with your brother.”

“Ew.” Olivia shuddered and her face contorted in disgust. “Please don’t say it out loud. I’m having a hard enough time getting the vision out of my head.”

My jaw dropped, and I felt Quinn’s hand clutch my thigh under the table. What the hell was the goddess thinking? Was this some sort of sick joke? What had she said? If we don’t figure out how to pass her trial, we were stuck here forever? That meant Ryan’s life was on the line. My best friend’s very existence depended on Quinn and me escaping this place.

Quinn shook her head as a look of confusion and dread competed for honors. “My brother? Jack isn’t —”

I elbowed her under the table and Quinn yelped before she turned on me, glaring. “What was that for?”

I ignored her and turned to face Molly, forcing a grin. “Remind me why I can’t use my bedroom?”

Molly rolled her eyes. “You really want to sleep in a room filled with sawdust? I can’t help that the renovation went long. If you want someone to blame, blame the contractor.”

I nodded along as I pieced together the scenario the goddess had construed. Quinn and I were brother and sister. What did she want us to do? Have sex? After all, she was the goddess of love. Did that include perverted love? Nothing else made sense. One thing was for sure, she certainly had a sick sense of humor. But I had to admit, the thought of spending multiple nights in bed with Quinn Harper left my stomach spinning with butterflies. “Right. My room is being renovated.”

“I’ll switch beds with you,” Mike said, giving Molly a playful wink. “That pullout couch is killing my back.”

“Give it up,” Molly said, shooting him a withering look. “Under this roof, you respect our rules.”

Mike stuffed a sausage link in his mouth and chuckled. “Just kidding, Mrs. Harper.”

Ray filled the following ten minutes with small talk and dad jokes while Olivia stared glumly at her untouched breakfast plate, pushing the eggs around with her fork. Her husband had put down his phone long enough to chat up Mike about a planned round of golf for later in the weekend. Quinn stole worried glances in my direction and, like her sister, barely touched her food.

Near the end of the meal, Molly turned her attention on Quinn. “Quinn sweetheart, I’m making a fruit salad for dinner. Would you mind running down to the farmer’s market and pick up two cartons of fresh blueberries?” She checked her watch. “It’s still open for another half hour. Feel free to take Mike with you.”

Mike grinned. “Sure thing, Mrs. H. I’d be happy to help.”

His smile was as phony as his desire to help. Mike wanted nothing more than to get out of dish duty. I glanced over at Quinn, who leaned forward, eyeing her mother while ignoring Mike.

“Mike can help you with the dishes,” Quinn said. “Jack can go with me.”

Mike frowned. “Jack? Why him?”

Quinn ignored Mike and grabbed my hand before standing. “Come on Jack. We should hurry before it closes.”
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O
 n the way out of the house, I grabbed the car keys while Quinn pulled me through the kitchen and out the screen door in the back. We piled into the family SUV and sped off on a quest to reach the farmer’s market before it closed. A few seconds later, I navigated the car at high speeds down an old country load that led away from the Harper family lake house.

“Okay, Jack. Spill it,” Quinn said, turning in the passenger seat to face me. “What did the goddess tell you?”

As we made our way to the farmer’s market, I relived my conversation with the goddess, leaving out nothing. I told her about the seventy-two hour deadline and that we would be stuck forever in this world unless we passed the goddess’s trial. As we arrived at the farmer’s market, I finished up by telling her I didn’t know how to escape the trial or what passing it even looked like.

Quinn sat silently, letting me finish without interruption. Her expression turned gloomier with every passing second. Several times she looked like she was on the verge of telling me I was full of shit, but here we were, living in some alternate universe where we were apparently siblings.

After I parked in the gravel lout outside the county fairgrounds that doubled as a Saturday morning farmer’s market, her forehead creased with worry lines as she peered over at me. “I still can’t believe this is really happening.” She let out a heavy sigh and gazed out the window toward the lake. “And of course, it had to be at the lake.”

I killed the engine and took out the keys. “What’s wrong with the lake?”

“You know how much I hate the fucking lake,” she said, before turning around to face me.

“Still? I mean, I knew you didn’t enjoy coming here as a kid, but now that you’re all grown up, I thought you might have gotten past what happened.”

She reached for the door handle. “We should go. Some vendors are already packing up their stalls.” She climbed out of the car and slammed the door shut behind her.

I hopped out, locked the doors, and quickly caught up. With the encyclopedic knowledge I had about Quinn, Olivia, and Molly, I was well aware why Quinn hated the lake as a child. She nearly drowned jumping off a rope swing we had practically lived at as kids. Ever since, she had been deathly afraid of the water.

“Quinn, wait.” I kept pace beside her as we weaved through the stalls toward the berry stand near the back.

“I can’t believe this is happening.” She mumbled under her breath.

“You still don’t swim?” I asked her, not trying to hide my surprise.

“Swimming is for the fish,” Quinn said as she made a beeline toward the berry stand where a plump, middle-aged woman was hauling crates from the table to the back of an old pickup truck.

“I’ve seen you swim. You are a fish,” I said. “Well… you were. I’m sorry. I’ll shut up.”

“Let’s just get the berries and go. We have less than three days to figure out what’s happening and fix it. I’m sure it doesn’t involve shopping at a farmer’s market.” Her tone betrayed her nerves and her chin quivered as tears welled in her eyes.

“Quinn, wait.” I took her hand and stopped her just as we reached the berry table.

The vendor shot us a quizzical look but kept up her packing while Quinn stopped and faced me.

“What?” Quinn’s voice cracked as she gazed up at me out of her watery blue eyes. Even under duress, she was a stunningly beautiful woman.

“Take a breath,” I said, picking up her other hand and facing her. “You and I are the only two people in this crazy alternate reality that know what’s really happening. We’ll figure it out.” I paused a heartbeat. “I promise. Okay? I won’t let you down.”

Then Quinn surprised me when she stepped forward and pulled me into a tight hug. Her body trembled, and she clung to me as if her life depended on it. “Jack, I’m terrified.”

I drew her in tight and squeezed her reassuringly. “Me too, Q-Ball.” I hadn’t used my old childhood nickname for her in years, but somehow it felt right.

Quinn let out a cleansing sigh, stepped back, and wiped the tears from her eyes. “You haven’t called me that in a long time.” Although she didn’t look happy, she appeared more at ease than she had a moment earlier. “Thank you.” She looked up at me and gave me a genuine smile. “What do you think we should do?”

“Whatever he did, forgive him,” the berry lady said, standing a few feet away.

We both turned to face her, and Quinn started to speak when the berry lady held up her hand. “If once in my life a man looked at me the way your boyfriend looks at you… well, I would’ve married him on the spot.” She laughed and gave us a warm smile. “You two make a handsome couple.”

That’s when I realized Quinn and I were still holding hands. I started to correct her when Quinn spoke up.

“I think I can forgive him this time,” Quinn said as she squeezed my hand. “But he’s not completely out of the doghouse just yet. He promised to buy me some fresh strawberries.”

She grinned up at me, and my stomach dropped into my shoes. Her smile did things to my insides that surely defied physics, and I found myself holding my breath as if that might stretch out the moment a little longer.

The berry lady howled with laughter. “That’s good. You keep him on his toes and make sure he appreciates you. And I have plenty of strawberries left just for you.”

“Perfect,” Quinn said as she pulled my hand and we stepped up to the table.

Quinn and I bought three cartons of blueberries and I added an extra carton of strawberries not only because they were her favorite, but because I wanted to bake her a pie.

On the way back to the car, I carried the sack as we meandered through what was left of the market. “If you’re nice to me, I’ll make you a strawberry pie,” I said.

“You can cook?” Quinn gazed at me, surprised etched on her perfect face.

“I’ve spent the last year living in an apartment with your brother. Meals don’t cook themselves at college. Well, I guess for you they do in the sorority.”

Quinn smiled. “Sometimes I forget that we’re only a year apart.”

“We were thick as thieves as kids. Or did you forget that, too?”

Quinn’s smile turned inward as if she were recalling our hassle-free childhood days. “Those were some of the happiest days of my life.”

As we reached the car, I unlocked the doors. “Life was simple way back then.”

“God, I remember getting so worked up about the smallest things. Our biggest worry was getting home before dark.”

“And our worries now, may seem trivial compared to later in life. Can you imagine raising kids?”

Quinn laughed. “That seems like a lifetime away.”

“A few years ago, imagining us a twenty seemed like a lifetime away. Not it feels like it was yesterday.”

“Look at you getting all philosophical at the ripe old age of twenty,” Quinn said. “Stick with me, Jack. I’ll keep you young at heart.”

I put the fruit in the back seat, and we climbed into the car. As I started the engine, Quinn slipped into the passenger seat and shut the door before turning to face me.

“Jack? What do you think we should do?” She paused for a second, studying my face. “I know you, and you’re holding out on me. Don’t deny it. You have an idea that might get us out of this mess, don’t you?”

“It’s nothing,” I said as I put the car in reverse and made to pull out of the parking lot.

“Tell me,” Quinn said. “Because I don’t have a clue. The goddess is working through you on this, not me. If you have an idea, I’m all ears.”

I sighed and stole a glance at her.

She studied me intently, with worry lines deepening on her forehead. “We have to save Ryan. I’m terrified of losing my little brother.”

“Fine,” I said. “But you won’t like it.”

“Tell me anyway.”

I put the car in drive and pulled out of the parking lot without immediately responding. What I had to tell her was not only embarrassing but would definitely make me appear a pervert. Not that I wasn’t a pervert, but I had the good sense enough not to air my private thoughts in front of the girl of my dreams. “Back at the temple, the tour guide told us about the goddess Aine and her… nature.”

Quinn frowned. “She was the goddess of summer with the power to ensure plentiful crops?”

“She was also the goddess of love and fertility,” I said. “With a very mischievous side to her. A side, by the way, to which I can personally attest.”

Quinn’s face dropped. “You think I need to get pregnant? I’m not ready for that, and neither is Mike.”

I chuckled while thoughts of Olivia drifted through my mind. She was the one who wanted the baby. Not Quinn. So, what did the goddess want from Quinn and me? Love? Sex? Asking Quinn to fall in love with me sounded so stalkerish I couldn’t bring myself to say it out loud. Besides, I couldn’t force her to love me. Love happened when you weren’t looking. “Memorial Day represents the beginning of summer. It’s a magical time where anything seems possible under the long stretch of the summer sun.”

“You’re not making any sense,” Quinn said. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“The goddess put us in a bed together for a reason,” I said. “I think she wants to bring us together.” It was as close as I could come to flat out telling her we needed to fall in love, but Quinn had her own interpretation.

“Sex? You think we should have sex?” She barked out a short laugh and shook her head. “I wasn’t born yesterday, Jack. We aren’t having sex, so you can forget that right now. Even if you are cute, you’re more like a brother to me than a boyfriend.”

She thought I was cute? That was something. Was physical intimacy the end of it? Maybe? Maybe love wasn’t required. Had we gone the distance this morning, we might be on our way to Paris by now. Then again, I didn’t think it would be that easy. “I don’t know,” I said. “It’s worth a try, but I’m open to your ideas.”

Quinn glared at me and folded her arms over her ample chest, causing her tits to jiggle inside her tight t-shirt. That I knew what they looked like underneath all that soft cotton gave me no small measure of satisfaction. “I don’t know. That’s why I asked you. Maybe there’s a lesson we need to learn?”

“What lesson?” I asked.

Quinn shrugged. “I wish I knew. But I agree that whatever it is, we need to figure it out together.”

“Which means we spend all our time together?” I gazed over at her and couldn’t hide the grin splitting my face.

She rolled her eyes. “I’m not having sex with you, Jack.”

“We used to spend all our time together. Me, you, and Ry. Remember all those summer days we spent up here together? Back then, even Olivia was nice.”

A fond smiled touched her eyes. “Yeah. Those days were great. Maybe that’s it. Maybe it’s just as simple as you and I reconnecting?”

That was a good start. “Reconnecting as friends?”

“Exactly,” Quinn said.

“I love that idea,” I said. “What to do you want to do first?”

“We used to go off the rope swing.” Her smile faded. “That’s not an option, even though I go there a lot to think.”

“I can teach you how to make a strawberry pie?” I grinned. “And after that, we could go on a hike around the lake.”

She perked up and inched closer to me, wrapping her arm inside mine. “That sounds like the perfect day.”

We filled the rest of the trip home with chatter until I pulled the SUV up to the lake house and killed the engine.

From across the lawn, Mike came jogging toward us, wearing a pair of loose swim trunks and no shirt. He waved at us as Quinn climbed out of the passenger seat and I grabbed the fruit from the back.

Beyond him, Olivia and Tom were heading toward the pier wearing swimsuits with towels in hand. Even from this distance, the sight of Olivia’s perfect ass turned my cock thick in my shorts.

Mike stopped at the car and grinned, flashing his Adonis smile with his chiseled pecs practically glowing under the sun. “Babe, put on your swimsuit. We’re swimming out to the island with Olivia and Tom.”
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I
 frowned, glancing over the hood at Mike as a look of terror washed over Quinn’s face.

“You know I can’t swim,” Quinn said.

“You can swim,” Mike said. “You told me you used to swim like a fish when you were little.”

“Until I nearly drowned,” she said. “Remember? I told you all about it.”

Mike rubbed his chin and stared up as if trying to recall a forgotten memory. Eventually he gave up and focused on Quinn. “Whatever. That was a long time ago. You were a kid. Once you jump back in the water, it will all come back to you. I promise. Besides, I won’t let you drown. It will be fun. We can swim out to the island and fool around.”

Trusting Mike with anything consequential seemed like a monumentally bad idea. I came around the front of the car and stood beside Quinn. “Dude, it’s not that easy.”

Mike glared at me. “Shut the fuck up, Jack.” He pointed an angry finger at me. “Stay out of this. It’s none of your goddamn business.”

“Don’t talk to him that way,” Quinn said.

Mike glared at me for a few seconds longer before he whirled on Quinn. “Put on your fucking bikini and get your ass out to that pier.” He pointed across the lawn as his nostrils flared with barely contained rage.

Quinn seemed to wither under his looming presence and stepped back, her face gripped by fear and uncertainty. “I can’t swim to the island.” Her words came out meek, bordering on submissive, which was a far cry from the Quinn Harper I grew up with.

For the first time, I wondered if maybe Mike was abusive, along with his normal asshole personality. Or perhaps the goddess had made him even worse in this reality. If she had, Quinn didn’t seem overly surprised by his aggressive nature. Heat rose up the back of my collar and I gritted my teeth as anger washed over me. If he hit her, I’d kill him even if I had to do it in my sleep.

“You can grab onto my shoulders, and I’ll tow you out there. I didn’t drive all the way up here to this fucking dump to have you ignore me. It’s time you give me the attention I deserve.”

That was enough. Listening to him berate Quinn while she allowed it to happen was no longer an option. It was time for me to anoint myself as her white knight and step into the fray. I stepped up to him, putting myself between him and Quinn. “Fuck you, Mike. Don’t talk to my sister that way.” I added the last bit for the sake of pure theatrics.

Mike loomed over me like an angry, raging bull. A vein in his temple throbbed and heavy breaths vented from his flared nostrils. His unhinged expression left no doubt that he wanted to rip my head off. His beet-red face trembled with fury, and he clenched his fists as if he were ready to strike.

There was little I could do to prevent him from laying waste to me. I was no fighter, and he was physically superior to me in every conceivable way. But I wouldn’t have him disrespecting Quinn or the Harper family who had rolled out the red carpet for this gargantuan prick.

“If you weren’t Quinn’s little brother, I would fucking end you,” he said through clenched teeth.

“Dial back on the dosage on those HGH injections,” I said. “It’s not a good look, and we all know what that stuff does to your dick size.”

Mike roared, rushed forward and bumped me with his chest, sending me sprawling backwards where I landed in the grass at Quinn’s feet.

Quinn stared up at Mike, her expression terrified as she knelt beside me. “Jack, are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said as I sat up and brushed dried grass and hard twigs from my elbows.

“I don’t know why I bother with you,” Mike said, turning his ire back to Quinn. “You’re such a little baby. Too terrified to take any risks or do anything that might get you in trouble. You’re as big of a pussy as your piss ant little brother. You can spend the day alone. I’m going swimming.”

As she watched Mike stride away, Quinn’s chin trembled, and tears welled in her eyes. Then the floodgates opened, and she broke down crying before running inside the house, leaving me alone to pick myself up. I stared after Mike as he stormed off across the yard, then back toward the house, where the sounds of Quinn’s sobbing carried through the screen door.

I gazed at the sky and sighed. “I hope you know what you’re doing. Because this shit ain’t easy.” I pushed myself up off the ground, gathered the bag of fruit, and followed Quinn into the house.

In the sunroom, Quinn stretched out face down on a daybed with her head buried in a cluster of throw pillows. Muted sniffles came from inside the pile while the worst of her crying seemed to have passed.

The sun room was a converted screened-in porch that Ray had recently winterized for year round use. It also doubled as Mike’s sleeping quarters for the Memorial Day holiday. Molly and Ray must have had other plans because other than Quinn’s quiet sobbing, the house seemed quiet. If Molly had heard Mike’s tirade, she would have kicked him to the curb. And he probably wouldn’t have been so vocal unless he was sure the Harper’s were gone.

I perched on the edge of the daybed and stared down at Quinn’s prone figure. This was unfamiliar territory for me. Not that I lacked empathy but finding the courage to console such a beautiful girl like Quinn Harper riddled me with doubt. But it was up to me to get past my own fears and try to reach out, or we may never get out of this world. Ryan’s life was on the line. Not to mention, the thought of spending the rest of my life as the Harper’s son and sibling was untenable. The things I wanted to do with the three gorgeous Harper family women, were way beyond taboo for a brother and a son.

“He’s such an asshole,” Quinn said, her voice breaking under a series of involuntary sniffles.

“I don’t know why you’re with him,” I said, trying to keep the frustration out of my voice. I didn’t want to antagonize her. “Does he act this way back in our world?”

Quinn rolled over onto her back and gazed up at me before nodding. Her eyes were red and puffy from crying. “I get so tongue tied when he goes off on me like that.”

“That’s really toxic,” I said. “Are you sure you want to put up with that?”

She shrugged. “No… I don’t know. Sometimes he can be so sweet.”

“I’m sure Ike Turner had his moments too,” I said.

A slight smile curled her lips then touched her eyes, easing some of the strain. “I loved the HGH comment.” She giggled, then cracked a big grin.

“He’ll have heart problems if he keeps it up,” I said.

“I told him the same thing,” Quinn said. “Besides, I don’t think all those muscles look good. Not on him anyway.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You don’t think a muscle bound Chad like Mike Blevins has an appealing body? Come on.” I shot her a dubious look.

“There’s something to be said for a man who’s quietly confident in his own skin,” she said as her gaze ran up and down my torso. “Mike’s obsession with his physique makes me question his self-esteem.”

Mike’s obvious lack of self-esteem wasn’t exactly a hot take, but I wasn’t about to tell her that. Instead, I changed the subject. “Not that I don’t find Mike a fascinating subject, but can I ask you about your fear of the water?”

She sat up on the daybed and leaned forward, hugging her knees to her chest while she gazed at me. “What do you want to know?”

“Have you ever tried to conquer it?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I’ll wade into the water up to my ankles, and in a swimming pool, I’ve gone into the shallow so long as I can hold on to the side, but that’s it. Even then, my heart races until fear consumes me and I feel like I can’t move.”

“Have you talked to your mom about it?” I asked.

“She’s dealt with it for so long she gets annoyed with me. We don’t talk about it anymore.” She let out a heavy sigh. “Most of the time, it’s fine. We live in the city, and I almost never come to the lake anymore.”

“That sucks.” I frowned, rubbed my chin, and studied her for a long minute. “Do you trust me?”

“Jack, I’m not swimming. I —”

I held up my hand and cut her off. “That wasn’t the question, and I’m not asking you to go swimming.”

She closed her mouth and studied me for a long few seconds before she answered. “I trust you more than anyone I know.”

Wow. Her answer surprised me to the point of leaving me stunned. But I didn’t want to make a big deal about the revelation. This was about her. Not me. “In that case, put on your swimsuit. And before you say no, we aren’t going swimming.”
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I
 t took another ten minutes of coaxing until Quinn finally agreed. She went upstairs to change into her swimsuit while I packed the SUV with a few essentials. A few minutes later, she emerged wearing a pair of cutoff jean shorts and a baggy black tank top that revealed a white bikini top beneath.

She wore a grim expression that bordered on pure fear. “I’m not swimming.”

“I know,” I said. “You said you trusted me. Right?”

Quinn nodded. “Right up until the moment I don’t.”

“Come on. I know just the spot.” I held out my hand and Quinn took it before she let me lead her out the door and toward the car.

“Where are we going?” She asked. “The lake is right out back.”

“It’s a surprise,” I said as I led her to the passenger side of the car and opened the door for her. “Of course, you would know where I’m taking you if you had spent even a small amount of time hanging out with Ryan and me.”

Quinn slipped into the passenger seat. “Sorry about that. Forgive me?”

“You’re forgiven. Now, put on your big girl pants and get ready to trust me.” I shut the door and came around to the other side before slipping into the driver’s seat and firing up the engine.

The drive took twenty minutes and led us off the paved road onto a dirt road, which ended in an even less traveled tractor trail overgrown with weeds and tall grass.

“You aren’t an axe murder, are you?” Quinn asked, peering out the window wearing a nervous expression.

“Relax. We’re almost there,” I said. “You’ll love it.”

“This isn’t a big lake, is it?” She gazed over at me nervously. “Because big lakes have all those fast boats and giant waves.”

“Nope. It’s not a big lake.” I guided the Jeep beyond the last patch of bushes and pulled out into a clearing where a tranquil pond glistened like an emerald beneath the sparkling midday sun. But to call it a pond wasn’t doing it justice. It was more like a small lake fed by an underground spring featuring a natural waterfall.

Quinn sat up in her seat and peered through the windshield, her eyes widening with surprise. “What is this place?” Her tone was a mixture of awe and wonder.

“It’s a private lake,” I said.

Quinn shrank back in her seat. “Jack, we won’t get in trouble, will we?”

I laughed and shook my head. “No way.” I pulled the Jeep to the edge of a small white-sand beach that looked straight out of Florida’s panhandle. The beach and the water were deserted, as I knew they would be. I put the car in park and turned to Quinn. “See that house up on the rise?” I pointed out the back window.

The house was a three story lake house, big but not gaudy. The yard was rustic, filled with trees, while a wooden walkway linked the back porch to the beach.

Quinn twisted around to peer out the back window. “Wow. It’s a nice place. Do you know the family?”

“I worked for the guy who owns this house,” I said. “He owns a garden supply chain. I worked my way through high school hauling around trees, laying mulch, planting flowers… you name it. I did it.”

Quinn turned to face me, her eyes wide with surprise. “You worked for him? I had no idea.”

“You thought I spent all my time behind a computer?” My words came out in a teasing manner and Quinn’s cheeks turned red.

“Jack, I didn’t think that. I —”

“I’m teasing,” I said. “Anyway, the man who lives there, Mr. Carpenter, is about eighty years old, and he rarely comes up here. He gave me free rein of the beach and the lake as long as I did the maintenance. So, when you’re sinking your toes into that sugary sand, you know the guy who hauled it up here.”

“You did this?” Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped.

I laughed. “I didn’t dig the lake. But I put in the beach and the raft you see out there. I also cleared out all the seaweed and helped build the wooden walkways leading up to the house.”

She looked at me as if for the first time. “Seriously? Wow! Ryan never worked there. I would have known.”

“No. Ryan tried, but manual labor wasn’t his gig. But I like it.” I gazed across the water, the beach, and the nearby deck. “I enjoy working with my hands and finishing projects. It’s fun.”

“You’re a handyman,” she said. “Someday some woman will be very lucky to have you.”

I grinned at her. “Thanks. Now enough stalling. Let’s go check out the beach.” I climbed out of the truck and grabbed the beach bag from the backseat.

Quinn followed a few steps behind me. She picked up my hand and held it while she stared up at the house. “Do you think they know you in this time line? I mean, technically, you’re a Harper here.”

“Don’t worry. He’s never here,” I said. “He built this place for his wife, and she passed. Their kids don’t come here either.” As I led her across the beach, she crept closer to me, squeezing my hand, which sent butterflies fluttering through my stomach.

“It’s beautiful,” she said as she drank in the serene beach and crystal-clear water. “It’s so peaceful here.”

I paused and took in the lake and the white sand stretching beneath the clear water. “Ryan and I never shared this place with anyone. You’re the first.”

That I had included her in that group didn’t pass her by. She gave my hand an affectionate squeeze. “Thanks, Jack. It means a lot that you trusted me enough to show me this place.”

“Let’s see how much you trust me.” I set down the bag and took out two beach towels, stretching them out on the sand. “We’ll set up here and then we’ll wade into the water.” I grabbed a life jacket from the bag and held it up. “Just in case.”

Quinn’s eyes bulged. “Jack, I can’t wear that thing. It’s embarrassing.”

“Q-Ball… who’s here to embarrass you? It’s just me, and I don’t care. In fact, I bet you look cute wearing it.”

She eyed the life jacket warily. “Well… maybe. But don’t you dare let go of my hand the entire time.”

That was the easiest deal I ever made. I squeezed her hand in mine. “I’m not going anywhere.”

She stared at the water and let out a sigh. “It doesn’t just drop off, does it?”

“No. It’s a gradual slope. You can go as far as you’re comfortable with.”

Quinn nodded. “Okay. Let’s do it.” She slipped off her tank top and peeled away her Daisy Dukes, revealing her body encased in a tight white bikini that took my breath away.

Her tits were high, round, and firm. The top smashed her tits together, revealing a mountain of deep, mouth-watering cleavage. Her hips were round yet slender, and her thighs were just thick enough to look powerful without a flaw in sight. Not a hint of undesirable fat appeared anywhere on her spectacular body, and a wave of intimidation rolled over me.

She was so far out of my league it made my head spin. I averted my gaze just so she wouldn’t bust me gawking.

Quinn laughed and tossed aside her shirt and shorts. “You’re awfully cute when you’re embarrassed.”

I glanced at her and then away again. “Sorry. I don’t want to come off like… well, you know, like I’m a pervert.”

“It’s okay, Jack. You aren’t the first man to look at me in a bikini, and I guarantee you won’t be the last. I’m proud of my body.” She put her hands on her hips and jokingly posed like a swimsuit model.

“You don’t mind?” I stole another glance at her stunning figure as she tucked her golden blonde hair up on the crown of her head before securing it in a bun with a ponytail holder.

“I don’t mind if you look. I mean… I trust you. Besides, you’ve seen everything already.”

“Right.” I let out a held breath and flashed an awkward smile, hoping she wouldn’t notice my cock thickening inside my swim trunks. “Shall we?” I held out my hand, and she took it as we made our way down the beach to the water.

When we reached the water lapping against our toes, Quinn froze and squeezed my hand so hard I thought she might snap my fingers. Her eyes locked on the water and the white sandy bottom beneath. A look of fear settled on her face.

I brushed my thumb over the top of her hand. “If you want, we can stop right here.”

She shook her head but didn’t move forward. “I’m okay.”

“Should I get the life jacket?”

“No,” she said. “I trust you to hang on to me.” Quinn inched forward until the water came up to her ankles. A slight smile crossed her face before she glanced over at me. “It feels really nice.”

“This place gets plenty of sun. The water feels this warm all the way out.”

“It’s like paradise.” She kicked her foot, and splashed water forward, then she turned to me, still wearing her smile. “I’m not scared.”

“That’s good. We can go deeper?”

Quinn nodded, and I led her by the hand a few feet forward until the water reached the middle of our thighs.

“How are you doing?” Although she held my hand tight, it wasn’t the death grip like it was a few minutes earlier.

She looked over at me and let out a deep breath. “I’m good. The water feels amazing.” The look of relief on her face put a smile on mine.

“Should we go deeper?”

Quinn gazed out over the water, then back at me. “A little farther is okay.”

I took a few steps forward, clutching Quinn’s hand until the water came up to our waist. “How’s that?”

“Good. But I think that’s as far as I’m willing to go,” she said.

“No deeper. Got it,” I said before I came around to the front of her.

We stood face to face, and Quinn tilted her head and gave me a quizzical look. “Why do you have that look on your face?”

“What look?”

“The one that tells my you’re going to push me out of my comfort zone,” she said. “You already did that. I haven’t gone this deep into the water since the day of the accident.”

“You’ve come this far. Maybe you’re willing to go just a little farther?” I held out my other hand. “I promise I won’t let go, and that we won’t go any further into the lake than we are right now.”

Quinn took my offered hand and held on tight. “Okay… now what?”

“Can you squat down and let the water come up to your neck?” I asked. “If you get scared, you can stand up and I’ll hold your hands the entire time.”

She leveled me with a you-can’t-be-serious gaze and then let out a resigned sigh. “Fine. But you have to come closer.”

Closer was more than okay with me. I inched closer until only a few inches separated us. It was hard not to gaze into the depths of her deep, golden cleavage, but my curiosity won out. I gazed longingly at her perfect tits, but Quinn didn’t seem to care. Her body heat radiated over my chest, and when her blue eyes met mine, my stomach dipped, and my head swooned. She was everything I had ever imagined in a woman and here she was, standing alone with me in a lagoon, holding my hands in hers.

It took me a moment to re-gain my composure while Quinn seemed to brace herself for the big plunge. Finally, I gave her hands a squeeze. “Ready?”

She nodded. “Ready. But don’t you dare pull me under.” She flashed me a worried look, but she didn’t need to worry.

“I won’t. I promise. On the count of three, we’ll lower ourselves into the water.”

“Okay.” She inhaled deeply and let out a breath, causing her tits to swell.

“One… two… three.” I guided her lower. Our chest slipped beneath the waterline, and we continued our slow descent.

When the water circled Quinn’s neck, her eyes widened in panic. “Jack.” She ripped her hands out of mine and lunged forward, throwing her arms around my neck and pulling her body in tight against mine. She gripped me so hard I staggered before regaining my balance.

“I’ve got you,” I said in a soothing voice. Her body trembled against mine, and I wrapped my arms around her slender waist before settling my open hands on the top of her hips. “You’re okay.”

Her breaths came out quick and shallow while she buried her head in my shoulder. “I’m sorry. This is so stupid.”

The seconds ticked by, and she didn’t move. Her breathing steadied and slowly, she relaxed in my arms. She didn’t seem in any hurry to extricate herself from our embrace. “Do you want to get out?”

“Not yet,” she said into my neck. “Can I sit in your lap while you squat down? I think that will help.”

My pulse quickened until my heart thundered in my chest. This was better than any dream I ever had. I lowered myself into the water and drew her toward me, settling her onto my thighs while she straddled me, facing me while she wrapped her legs around my waist. She inched forward on my lap until her tits pressed up against my chest and she draped her arms around my neck and shoulders.

She relaxed and smiled at me. “I can do this.” She pulled a breath and nodded to herself. “I feel safe with you.”

It was then that I felt her thumb rubbing up and down the back of my neck while she carefully studied my face. Meanwhile, her words left me feeling uncertain. Was I safe like a brother or deep in the friend zone kind of safe? In either case, I was screwed. Well… technically, I wouldn’t be screwing anyone soon. I decided being safe with me was better than not being with me at all. I wrapped my arms around her waist until my fingertips rested on the top of her ass, just below the top of her bikini bottoms. “See? You can do this. We can come back here until you’re ready to do this on your own.”

“You would do that for me?” She gazed deep into my eyes and time stopped. Her blue eyes pierced my soul and her expression softened as she seemed to soak in every inch of my face.

My heart hammered, and my head flashed with overwhelming desire. Fuck it. I was too weak to resist. Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her.

Our lips touched, and Quinn didn’t resist. Instead, her lips melted into mine and she kissed me back. My stomach flip-flopped and my legs turned to rubber as her soft lips merged with mine. I tasted the sweet mint from her chewing gum on her lips, and as the kiss lingered, Quinn slid her fingers up my neck and through my thick, wavy, brown hair.

She parted her lips and our tongued slid together, tentative at first, as if each of us were testing the water. Then we deepened the kiss, opening our mouths wide as our tongues swirled together, freely exploring while Quinn softly moaned.

My cock shifted in my swim trunks, hardening to steel under her ass. I let my hands wander lower, cupping her incredible ass in my palms and giving it a gentle squeeze.

As the minutes rolled by, our full make-out session continued until finally Quinn came up for air. She pressed her forehead against mine and smiled. “Well… that just happened.”

I laughed and so did she as I drew her in tight. “You forgot you were in the water, didn’t you?”

She smiled and gave me a brief kiss on the lips. “I did forget because you are a really good kisser.”

Then the wind picked up as the sun dipped behind the trees. A slight chill swept over Quinn, raising goosebumps on her honey-colored skin.

“I’m cold,” she said.

“Let’s get out,” I said. “When we get home, you can help me bake that strawberry pie.”

Her smile widened, and she pulled me into a deep embrace. “Thank you, Jack. This place is almost as good as the rope swing hill.”

“Almost? I figured the rope swing would be the last place you would want to go.”

“Whenever we come to the lake, I go to that hill to do all my thinking. When I stare at that rope, I think that someday I’ll get the courage to swing out over the water and just let go.”

“Today was a big step,” I said.

“Thanks to you,” Quinn said. “But now you’re my personal life vest. The only way I’ll go into the water is if you’re with me.”

“Can I take a kiss as payment?” I grinned at her.

Then she leaned forward and kissed me again, long and hard, using plenty of tongue before she backed off and measured my reaction. “That is your first deposit.”
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S
 moke rose from the campfire, burning steadily in the Harpers’ backyard fire pit. Brilliant starlight shone under a cloudless sky and the afternoon’s cool breeze ushered in a chilly night perfect for roasting s’mores.

Quinn stood beside me, decked out in a baggy sweatshirt with her golden, sun-streaked hair tumbling loose over her shoulders. After we spent the day together soaking in the pure May sunshine, her tanned complexion was a shade darker than it was this morning. She still wore the cutoff jean shorts she had worn to the beach, and firelight danced over her long, smooth legs. A pair of open-toed sandals revealed her perfect feet and toenails capped with glossy white polish. In my entire life, I had never seen a woman as beautiful as her.

Not far away, Ray tended the fire, prodding the burning logs with a long metal pole while Mike sat behind us, reclining on a lawn chair, sucking down a beer.

“Jack, your marshmallow is burning.” Quinn looked at me and giggled as she held her roasting stick, capped with a fluffy white marshmallow, well above the flames.

“That’s how I like them,” I said as I pulled the scorched marshmallow from the flames and blew out the fire, consuming it.

On the other side of the campfire, Olivia sat curled up in an extra big bag chair wrapped in the confines of a fuzzy pink blanket. She stared at Quinn and me with her brow furrowed, as if Quinn and I were a calculus equation she couldn’t quite figure out.

Beside her, Tom sat in a smaller bag chair, staring down at his phone as if oblivious to anyone around him.

Molly stood beside Ray, roasting her own marshmallow while she gazed over at Quinn and me, smiling her motherly approval. If she only knew the truth about our lecherous afternoon make-out session, her reaction would have been far different.

But it was Olivia’s gaze that bore down on us as if we were ants under her magnifying glass. It was like she knew there was something going on between Quinn and me. When we arrived back home from our little rendezvous to paradise, we had drawn suspicious stares from Olivia. Stares that had continued through dinner and into the night where, even now, she couldn’t take her eyes off of us.

“Hold on. I’ll get the gram crackers,” Quinn said. “Can you take over roasting duties? Or is to brazen to ask you to grab hold of my marshmallows?” She giggled at the sexual innuendo as her blue eyes twinkled with mischief.

I raised an eyebrow and leveled my gaze at her wondrous tits. “Don’t mind if I do.” I whispered it low enough for only her to hear and Quinn’s smile climbed her face and touched her eyes as she revealed two rows of gleaming white teeth.

She giggled again and handed me her roasting stick. “You’re a sicko.” She whispered, her voice radiating sarcasm. Then she turned and went for the box of gram crackers, blatantly shaking her ass in my direction.

“What’s wrong with you two?” Quinn asked as her furrowed brow turned into a hostile glare.

Quinn grabbed a gram cracker from the box beside Mike and turned around to meet her big sister’s judgmental stare. “What?”

“You two are acting like boyfriend-girlfriend,” Quinn said. “That’s what.”

“God, Liv, get your mind out of the gutter. Project much?” Quinn said.

“Girls, that’s enough,” Molly said, shooting her daughters a warning glare.

“Whatever.” She rolled her eyes, mumbled something indistinguishable under her breath, then elbowed Tom. “Make me a s’more.”

Tom dutifully put away his phone and stood before grabbing a metallic roasting skewer. With a vacant look in his eyes, he robotically shoved a marshmallow on the end and headed for the fire.

Quinn ignored Olivia and approached me with the gram cracker while she tucked a long lock of her glistening blonde hair behind her ear. Her smile melted my insides while she split the cracker in half and held it out. “Go ahead.”

“Uh… aren’t you forgetting something?” I asked her.

She frowned. “What?”

Mike watched me from where he reclined on the lawn chair with a beer can balanced on his belly. He looked bored and on the verge of falling asleep when he let out a deep burp.

Molly rolled her eyes and Ray shot him a disapproving look while Quinn did her best to ignore the repugnant oaf.

I stepped up beside him and grabbed a chocolate bar from the open bag beside the gram crackers. Knowing Quinn was watching me, I glanced at Mike, then back at her before raising an eyebrow.

Quinn giggled and let out a soft snort, causing Mike to open his eyes wide enough to frown in my direction. “Bro, keep that stick away from me.”

“Stick?” I asked him, knowing full well what he meant.

“That big metal rod.” Mike’s words came out groggy and fused with alcohol.

“You don’t want my big rod in your face?” I nodded and scratched my chin. “Can’t say I blame you.”

“Dude don’t even go there,” Mike said as his eyes reddened with anger.

Quinn giggled again, and I tiptoed away from him. Even Molly snickered as she glanced at Mike before returning her attention to the fire.

When I returned to Quinn, I leaned over and whispered. “Apparently, I have a big metal rod.”

She came closer to me and giggled in a fit of laughter, still holding onto the crackers.

I grinned and snapped the chocolate bar in half. I placed a slice on the gram cracker in Quinn’s hand, then broke the second piece in half again, offering a piece to Quinn, who opened her mouth and let me slide the chocolate wedge onto her outstretched tongue.

“What the fuck?” Olivia asked.

Quinn turned, and I gazed over at Olivia.

“What’s wrong now?” I asked.

“Why don’t you two get a room?” Oliva’s tone matched the disgusted look on her face.

“We already have a room,” I said. “You’re welcome to join us.”

Quinn laughed, and so did Molly. Even Ray snickered as Olivia shot me a withering look. Mike had quickly lost interest and snored lightly in his chair while Tom seemed lost in his own world, no doubt trying to get through another moment in his never-ending hellscape serving as Olivia’s punching bag.

We finished assembling our s’mores and returned to the loveseat sized campfire chair that doubled as a gliding swing. As we ate our s’mores, Quinn curled up beside me while the rest of the group, other than Mike, ate their own s’mores.

The minutes rolled by with only the sound of the crackling campfire to break the silence. Quinn kept staring over at me, inching closer until she leaned in and placed her head on my shoulder.

She was on the verge of falling asleep when Ray spoke up. “Who wants to hear a ghost story before bed?” Ray asked as he put away his roasting stick and stood before the fire.

Olivia groaned while Tom had re-engaged with his smart phone. Mike was sound asleep, and Molly was curled up under a blanket in her lawn chair.

“I’d like to hear one, honey,” Molly said.

“Me too, daddy,” Quinn said as she grabbed a blanket from the nearby pile and pulled it over her. Then she turned to me and whispered. “Want to share?” She offered me half of the blanket while my stomach swirled with a fresh bouquet of butterflies.

“Sure,” I said, taking the blanket from her and pulling it over both of us.

Under the blanket, Quinn stretched her long legs across my lap and leaned back against the chair as Ray launched into the story.

“It all started with a murder in an old lake house just like this one,” Ray said as he threw himself into storytelling mode. “In fact, the real estate agent who sold us this house told me our house was built on the very same lot.”

“That’s not true, is it?” Olivia asked, her expression worried as she turned to Molly.

Molly shrugged and glanced up at Ray. “Ask your father.”

Under the blanket, I slid my hands over Quinn’s bare legs, riding my palms up and over her knee before I reached mid-thigh and retreated down her leg, cupping her shapely calf muscle as my cock pulsed under a fresh inflow of blood and turned stiff in an instant. I let my hands wander over her shins across her feet before I reached her toes, where I gently massaged each one. My cock roared its approval, turning to bedrock as Quinn shifted her leg, sliding her calf muscle over my steel-hard shaft.

Our eyes met, and she smiled knowingly before she bent her leg, sliding her foot across my lap until she curled her toes over my throbbing manhood. Then her eyes widened with surprise, and I grinned, palming her calf as I ran my hand up and down her leg.

Ray continued with his story and Olivia’s gaze locked on him, her expression equal parts terrified and fascinated.

Meanwhile, under the blanket, Quinn reached over far enough to unhook the button fastening my jeans. Flashing me a lecherous smile, she dipped her toes under the waistband of my boxer briefs, in search of my aching cock.

I slid my hand high up her inner thigh and let my fingers trail over the outside of her jean shorts before landing on her pussy. I used my thumb to rub her slit in slow circles as the heat from her kitty radiated over my open palm.

Quinn’s eyes took on a feverish look, and she gyrated her hips, pushing her pussy into my hand. She found my bare cock with her toes and slid the sole of her foot along my raging shaft.

Ray continued his ghost story while Mike snored softly, a few feet away from Quinn. Even Olivia had turned her prying eyes away from us, as Ray’s storytelling left her mesmerized.

I slipped my hand inside the bottom of Quinn’s jean shorts, but they were too tight for me to reach the promised land. Meanwhile, her soft feet stroked my throbbing cock while my head buzzed with an aching desire to move this party up to our bedroom.

Quinn’s breathing turned short and rapid, and her eyes glazed over with a sheen of pure lust. Her lips parted, and she gyrated her hips as if willing my hand inside her pants.

She added a second foot to the first and the movement beneath our blanket was more than obvious for even a casual glance in our direction. But that didn’t stop Quinn. She stroked my cock between her feet as the friction built and my cock pulsed on the edge of orgasm.

I stiffened as I braced for the end just as Ray’s story ended and Olivia gasped from across the fire.

Quinn dropped her feet away from my manhood and a surge of fear washed over me, instantly deflating my raging hard-on. I locked my gaze on Olivia, but her attention was focused on a grinning Ray who appeared to revel in his daughter’s enjoyment of his ghost story.

“Good story, dear,” Molly said as she let out a tired yawn. “I think I’m going to bed.”

“Us too,” Quinn added a little too quickly, drawing her sister’s attention like a moth to a flame.

“Already?” Olivia gazed at us, surprised. “Mike, Tom, and I were thinking about grabbing a beer down at Vic’s. You in?”

Vic’s was Vic’s Tavern. A hole in the wall pub in the rinky-dink town a few miles from the lake house.

Mike seemed to rise from the dead as he sat up and shook off his sleep. “I’m in. Who’s driving?”

“No one is driving drunk,” Molly said, shooting both Quinn and Olivia a warning gaze.

“Tom is our sober driver,” Olivia said without even consulting her husband.

“I am?” Tom frowned and let out a sigh. “Whatever.”

Mike set aside his empty beer can and glanced over at Quinn. “Let’s go.” He pushed out of his chair and glanced across the fire toward Tom and Olivia. “You guys ready?”

My cock deflated entirely as my mood soured. I wasn’t twenty-one yet and couldn’t get into Vic’s, but of course, Olivia knew that and planned all of this on purpose just to exclude me.

Quinn glanced over at me as I stuffed my cock back inside my jeans and zipped up my pants. “If you want to go….” I shrugged.

Then Quinn surprised me. She let out what was clearly a fake yawn and shook her head, turning on Olivia and Mike. “You guys go on without me. I’m exhausted.”

I glanced across the fire at Olivia, who was clearly irritated by Quinn’s response. “God, Quinn. You are such a buzz kill,” she said.

Mike chuckled. “That’s exactly what I told her earlier.”

“You were a complete dick earlier. You’re lucky Quinn didn’t cock punch you,” I said, unable to remain silent.

Molly sat up, her exhaustion gone. “What happened earlier?” She turned her gaze on Quinn, along with everyone else.

Mike shot Quinn a warning glare, as if she would regret calling him out in front of the family.

Quinn curled up in the glider’s corner and shook her head. “Nothing. It was just a stupid fight.”

Molly gave her daughter a long hard stare while Ray pretended to tend the fire. Then Molly turned a hard glare on Mike. “I’ll remind you to treat my daughter with the respect she deserves. Is that understood?”

Mike averted his gaze, kicked at the grass between his feet. “Yes, ma’am.”

We all sat there in awkward silence for a few minutes more before Tom stood. “I’ll meet you guys in the car.”

Mike latched on as if looking for an escape. “Hold up. I’ll go with you.”

The two of them disappeared while Olivia tossed aside her blanket and stood. Then she turned on her little sister. “If you don’t like him, cut him loose. I’m sure he won’t have any problem finding a new girlfriend.” Then Olivia turned her glare on me. “Besides, you have a new boyfriend now. Right?”

My stomach flip-flopped while a surge of anger welled inside of me. But unlike the real world, where I was only a family friend. Here, in this reality, I could take the gloves off. Well… at least a little. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Olivia looked at me with disgust. “I think you know… brother.” She spit out the last word like it was poisonous.

I looked her up and down. “You’re too young to be such… a Karen.”

Molly laughed, Ray snickered, and Quinn grinned.

Olivia’s cheeks turned red, and she huffed off toward the house with her nose up and her tight ass out.

Molly pushed herself up off her chair and glanced over at us. “Do you two need anything before I go to bed?”

“We’re good, mom. Thanks,” Quinn said.

Quinn and I left for the house while Ray put out the flames and Molly collected the blankets and trash.

We made our way into the house and upstairs to our bedroom before we dared to speak.

“Why is Olivia being such a bitch?” I asked.

Quinn chuckled without humor. “You don’t know my sister very well.”

“She’s definitely onto us,” I said.

Quinn shrugged. “None of this is real, anyway. Well, at least none of them are real.” Then what looked like a real wave of exhaustion settled in her eyes. “Jack. How do we end this? Sex? Do you still believe that?”

“I don’t know,” I said as I stepped up to her and wrapped my arms around her body, drawing her into a hug. “It may be more complicated than that.”

“After what happened outside tonight, I’m not really in the mood.” She pulled me in tight. “But if you think it will work, I’ll try it.”

There it was. The offer of a lifetime right there for the taking. Quinn Harper had just offered to have sex with me, straight up with no strings attached. But it didn’t feel right, and somehow, I didn’t think it would work. At least not in that way. “We still have two more days,” I said. “Let’s see what tomorrow brings.”

“But only one more night alone together,” Quinn said. “Maybe we should just do it.” She gazed up into my eyes and draped her arms around my neck. She studied my face as she curled my neck hair around her finger. “You’re very handsome. I’ve never told you before, but I’ve always thought so.” She perched on her tiptoes and gave me a slight kiss on the lips.

It came from her heart and that simple sentence buoyed my confidence like nothing else could. “It’s no secret that I think you’re the most beautiful woman in the world.”

Quinn smiled and kissed me again. “That doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy hearing you say it out loud.”

I sighed and pulled her up against my chest, rubbing her back in slow circles. “Does this mean you’re done with Mike? Back in the other world, I mean.”

She squeezed me tight. “Does this mean you’re asking me to be your girlfriend?”

My stomach dipped as a wash of adrenaline surged through my veins. I took her hands in mine and she eased back until our eyes locked. “Will you be my girlfriend? For real?” I asked as hope surged inside me.

“If we get out of here, I’ll be your girlfriend, Jack Baron.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me again. “But in this reality, I can’t date a man who the world sees as my little brother.”

A smile crept across my lips. “That gives me even more incentive to get us out of here.”

“Let’s go to bed. We have all day tomorrow to figure it out,” she said.

“Here’s to tomorrow.” I leaned over and kissed her warmly on the lips.

As Quinn grabbed her nightclothes from the drawer, which consisted of a baggy t-shirt and a pair of loose gray shorts, she didn’t bother going into the bathroom like she had this morning. As she pulled off her sweatshirt and stood before me wearing her lace bra, I whirled around, turning my back on her, completely stunned by her bold move.

“Sorry,” I said. “Let me know when you’re done.”

Quinn laughed and came up behind me, touching my back with her open palm. “Jack, I don’t care. Besides, you’ve seen me already, right? Just look. It will be less awkward that way.”

I turned around to face her just as Quinn reached behind her back and unclipped her bra. It fell away, revealing her big, round, perfect tits that had zero need for the bra that propped them up. Her pink areolas were slightly puffy and tipped with nipples that stood at attention.

She eyed me as she squeezed her boobs together and cupped them from underneath. “It feels good to get that bra off.”

My cock shifted in my jeans, thickening as it sprang to life, surging into a full hard-on. “They’re perfect.”

“Thanks.” She eyed my chest and then lowered her gaze to my cock. “Aren’t you getting undressed?” She raised an eyebrow and my jaw dropped.

“Me? You want to see me?”

Quinn laughed. “Yes, silly.” She peeled out of her shorts, revealing her matching white lace panties.

I stripped off my t-shirt and unbuttoned my jeans. “My body isn’t what you’re used to.”

Quinn drank me in with her deep blue eyes. “Oh, I think you’re doing just fine in that department.” Then her gaze dropped to my cock. “Especially down there.” She slipped out of her panties and stood before me, completely naked. “I need to shave down there.”

But her pussy looked immaculate without a hint of stubble. I shook my head as I drank her in. “God, you’re so beautiful.” My jaw hung slack as I stared at her unabashedly, soaking her incredible body from head to toe. My cock throbbed, once again stiff as a board.

She stepped toward me, eyeing the bulge in my jeans. “Don’t leave me out here hanging.” She cupped the bulge in the front of my jeans before sliding her index finger over the outline of my massive hard-on. “I’ve been waiting all day to get a closer look.”

My breaths came in short, husky pulls as I unbuttoned my jeans. I guided them over my hips while Quinn lent a hand, pulling away my briefs until my cock sprang free.

Like Quinn, I preferred keeping my cock manicured, mainly for hygiene. Now, I was glad that I did. My cock glistened under the warm lamplight, swaying like a steel girder before Quinn’s hungry eyes.

She sucked in a sharp breath and licked her lips. Her nipples stiffened to twin points and her areolas turned even puffier than before. She reached for my cock with both hands, taking it gently into her palms before tracing a heavy vein that crisscrossed my pulsing shaft. “Jack. It’s magnificent.” She circled my cock between her warm hands and gently stroked both sides, before tracing the outline of my knob with her fingertip.

I moaned quietly. My pulse sped up, and my legs wobbled beneath me. “That feels amazing,” I said, then licked the cotton from my dry lips.

She edged closer, stroking my cock in both hands, forcing her tits together as they jiggled before me, round, soft, and perky. I filled my hands with her bare tits and ran my fingers over her nipples, savoring the sensation of them hardening against my skin. Goosebumps flashed across her chest and her breaths came out short and fast.

Quinn gave a nervous smile. “Your hands are so warm.” She continued stroking me as she leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips.

We instantly deepened the kiss, and our tongues swirled together. Quinn’s magic hands continued milking my stiff cock. The scent of her floral shampoo competed with the campfire smoke left behind after an evening outside. I breathed her in, squeezing her big tits as her nipples dug blissfully into the soft skin of my palms. My cock throbbed inside her nimble fingers and my legs half buckled under the influx of hormones surging through my body.

Quinn broke off the kiss and edged backward as a thin strand of saliva connected her lip to mine. She gazed up at me, her blue eyes swimming in a pool of lust. Then, without a word, she lowered herself, sliding her soft tits over my stomach. Her hard nipples grazed my belly button, then rode my shaft before she wrapped her tits around my cock. She slid my shaft through her warm cleavage, pressing her tits together as my legs shook involuntarily from the overwhelming pleasure buzzing through me.

But that was only the beginning. Quinn dropped to her knees, letting her tits spring back into place before she came face to face with my throbbing manhood.

Quinn liked her lips as she gazed at my cock like a giant lollipop. Her eyes glistened as she circled her fingers around the base of my cock, leaned forward and licked away a bubble of pre-cum oozing from my tip. She licked my knob, using the tip of her tongue to trace a full circled then drew the flat of her tongue over my glans.

When she wrapped her lips around my tip and gently sucked, I groaned as she gazed up into my eyes. Pleasure rolled over my body in waves, turning by brain fuzzy while my legs nearly gave out under me. There were lots of firsts happening all at once. I had never received a blowjob, and I was still a virgin. That both firsts might go down to the girl of my dreams made all of this magic seem too good to be true. Was I dreaming? In reality, were we back in France where I was sleeping in my hotel room? It wasn’t the first time I had dreamt of having my way with Quinn.

If it was a dream, it was the most vivid experience of my life. But it wasn’t a dream. This was truly happening. I slipped my fingers through her lush, golden blonde hair and tucked a thick lock behind her ear so I could watch her lips sliding up and down my swollen shaft.

Quinn slipped my engorged knob between her lips and across her slippery tongue before riding the length of my shaft and back up again. Sloshing and sucking sounds filled the quiet room as she went to work, using her lips, tongue and mouth in a frenzy of oral stimulation. She worked her tongue over my glans, gazing up at me, then came off my cock with a loud smacking sound. With one hand circling my shaft and the other fondling my balls, she continued stroking as she glanced up at me, her eyes heavy with lust. “Your cock tastes as amazing as it looks.”

What should I say to that? Thanks? I gazed down at her and it was all I could do not to melt into the floorboards. “Cardiac arrest, here I come.”

Quinn giggled. Her lips glistened as she extended the tip of her tongue and rolled it over my pulsing knob. “Now I’m going to make you explode.” Her confident grin said it all before she sealed her lips around my shaft and went to work.

With virtually no sexual experience, I had nothing to compare it to other than the mind-warping pleasure lighting up my cock like a pinball machine. Her tongue was everywhere all at once, while she sucked, causing her cheeks and lips to wrap around my throbbing cock. Her tits jiggled, swaying from side to side as Quinn bobbed up and down on my cock, following close behind with her warm, nimble fingers stroking my shaft.

I pumped my hips, fucking her beautiful mouth as I grabbed fistfuls of her hair and watched my wet cock slide in and out between her succulent, pink lips. A massive orgasm loomed on the horizon and my brain warned it was seismic in scale.

She came off my cock, pulling in a deep breath as a thick string of cum-filled saliva stretched from my tip to her bottom lip. She continued pumping my shaft in her fist, then leaned over to lick up the errant strand and kiss my swollen knob. “I can feel you throbbing inside my mouth.”

Before I could respond, she descended onto my manhood, sucking and slurping with renewed vigor.

My brain told me I had passed the point of no return. My cock twitched so hard and fast inside Quinn’s mouth it was like a runaway freight train with the brakes cut. I groaned and pumped my hips, face fucking the gorgeous blonde, before I found my inner resolve to give her fair warning. “Quinn, I’m coming.” It was all I could muster through my heavy breaths, but Quinn didn’t back off.

Instead, she went all in. Quinn sank lower, engulfing my cock deep inside her mouth, until I felt my tip slide into the back of her throat. Her tongue circled my shaft like a tentacle, and I erupted inside her closed mouth, releasing a primordial moan.

A tidal wave of orgasmic energy rolled over me and I grunted as heavy ropes of pent-up cum surged from my swollen balls and filled Quinn’s mouth. Again and again, I spurted with what felt like an ocean of hot, thick cum. It was easily the biggest load of my life, and my legs nearly gave out as she continued slurping and sucking every drop from my massive cock.

Her tongue flashed over my knob and rode my shaft, as she gobbled down my seed as if unwilling to spill a single drop. She bobbed up and down, milking my shaft with her hand, giving her all until my cock finally stopped twitching.

Quinn finally let go of my cock and sat back on her knees, smiling up at me before she opened her mouth and presented me with her grand prize.

Thick, pearly cum pooled inside her mouth, filling her tongue as she smiled proudly. Then she swallowed every drop before grabbing hold of my cock and milking the excess onto her outstretched tongue.

I jolted under the exquisite pleasure, and my breath caught in my throat, causing Quinn to giggle.

“That was a religious experience,” I said.

Quinn licked me dry and then came off my cock with another loud smack. She kissed my tip, then stood before stepping forward and wrapping her arms loosely around my neck. “You were so hard all day long. I felt bad for you, and it was the least I could do. Now you can sleep.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips.

I gave her a sheepish grin. “You felt my hard-on?”

Quinn laughed. “It would be impossible not to feel him poking and prodding my ass in the lake, in the kitchen when we baked the pie, at dinner, then after dinner during our boat ride and finally by the fire.” She kissed me again, as if sensing some shame on my part. “Don’t feel bad. I loved it. I’ve never felt a guy get as hard as you. It turns me on knowing you want me that much.”

“It’s kind of impossible not to get worked up around you,” I said. “You know how I feel. It’s no secret.”

Quinn gave me a sweet smile. “Forgive me for not coming around sooner?”

“Oh… I suppose I can forgive you.” I pulled her into a warm embrace and gently patted her bare ass. “You need to let me return the favor.”

Quinn stepped back and took my hands. “For sure, but right now, I’m exhausted. Can we go to bed?”

“Twist my arm,” I said before Quinn led me over to our bed and pulled back the covers.

She slipped under the crisp white sheet and moved over to give me room to join her. “I like to sleep naked. Is that okay?”

“You’re asking me that?” I slipped into the bed after her and pulled her in tight, cupping her bare tit in my hand as Quinn nestled up against me, spooning.

I reached over her body and switched off the bedside lamp. “Night, Q-Ball.”

She signed contentedly and squeezed my arm. “Night, J-Dork.” It was her old nickname for me. She hadn’t called me that in at least ten years.

A minute later, the soft rhythm of Quinn’s sleeping breaths filled the room, and as I drifted off, I wondered if she could ever love me as much as I loved her.





Chapter 12
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W
 e woke to a sharp knocking sound coming from our bedroom door. Quinn’s bare breast filled my palm, and her thighs enveloped my stiff cock where it pulsed against her wet slit.

She wriggled her ass backward against me and grabbed her pillow before flattening it over her ear. “Jack, make them go away. It’s too early.” Her voice came out muffled and groggy.

Her recognition was a welcome change. I couldn’t believe that only a single day had passed since she woke up beside me and thought I was Mike. I raised my head off the pillow and gazed toward the bedroom door. “Go away. It’s too early.”

Quinn giggled and rubbed her thighs over my aching, hard cock, sending my head into a tailspin.

My breathing quickened, and I gently kneaded her soft tit in my hand. “You’re driving me crazy,” I said in a whisper.

She flipped over to face me, which regrettably forced my cock from between her thighs. Then she pulled the pillow over both of our heads, came face to face with me, and smiled warmly.

Her dazzling blue eyes sent my stomach turn head over heel.

“Maybe if we’re quiet, they’ll go away.” She leaned over and kissed me before reaching down and enveloping my cock inside her warm, soft hand. “Are you always this hard in the morning?”

“With you, it’s extra hard,” I said before leaning in and giving her another soft kiss on the lips.

The knocking came again, more urgent this time. “Quinn. Open up.” Mike’s booming voice carried through the closed door. “Why did you lock the door?” The handle rattled, and Mike pounded his fist again.

Quinn sighed and gave my cock a playful squeeze. “If we can make him leave, I’ll blow you again.”

My cock twitched in her hand, thickening inside her tight grip. “Yes, please.”


Pound, pound, pound.


“What the hell is going on in there?” Mike said before rattling the door against the door frame.

Quinn rolled her eyes. “Fuck my life.” She sighed heavily and tossed back the covers before slipping from the bed. With a dancer’s grace, she pranced naked across the bedroom floor, then grabbed her white silk robe from the hook behind the bathroom door.


Knock, knock, knock.


Quinn shot an angry glare toward the closed bedroom door while she tied the sash on the front of her robe. But there was no concealing the mouthwatering jiggle of her all-natural tits barely contained beneath the thin layer of silk. “Hold on,” Quinn said, raising her voice. “People are trying to sleep.”

I sat up in bed and pulled the covers tight around my neck, fixating my attention on the confrontation to come.

Quinn opened the door a crack and peered out. “What do you want?”

“That’s no way to speak to your boyfriend.” Mike forced the door open and pushed past her, striding into the room like he owned the place. He shot me a dirty look and then glanced back at Quinn, who stood in front of the open door with her arms crossed over her chest, glaring at Mike.

“What the fuck is going on in here?” His gaze lingered on me before returning his attention to Quinn. “And can I say for the record, it’s weird as fuck that your mother put you two in the same bed.”

“It’s our bedroom,” Quinn said. “What do you think is going on in here?”

“You’re naked,” he said, gaping at her before he turned and sneered in my direction. “Are you hitting on your own sister?”

Quinn rolled her eyes. “I was getting ready to step into the shower,” she said. “Get your mind out of the gutter.”

I grinned at him sheepishly, offering him a friendly wave. “I slept like a baby in this warm fluffy bed beside my big sister. How was the daybed?”

“Fuck you.” Mike jabbed his index finger in my direction. “I will fucking end you.”

I rolled my eyes and faked a yawn. “Steroids cause powerful mood swings. By the way, how’s the back acne?”

His eyes turned a murderous shade of red, and he balled his fists as if ready to pounce.

Quinn gazed over at me. “Stop it, Jack.” There wasn’t a hint of anger in her tone.

Her slight grin betrayed her words. If I wanted to get her back in bed, we had to get rid of Mike. My antagonizing him would only prolong his unwanted presence in our cozy little sex palace. “Right. Sorry,” I said. “You two talk and pretend I’m not here.”

“What’s so urgent that you need to break down the door?” Quinn asked.

Mike turned away from me and met Quinn’s questioning gaze. “Why are you acting like you don’t know what the plans are? Rick has been blowing up my phone, and Sally can’t reach you. Where’s your phone?”

“I left my phone downstairs,” she said. “I didn’t think I would need it to sleep.”

Mike shook his head and gave her a disgusted look. “Don’t you remember? We’re supposed to meet them at the marina this morning. We’re spending the day on their boat.” The tone in Mike’s voice matched the annoyance parked on his big, dumb mug. “This was the only reason we came to your family’s stupid lake house this weekend. It was your idea. How could you forget?”

Quinn’s cheeks reddened. Obviously, the Quinn standing before us wasn’t the same Quinn Mike had come to the lake with. She didn’t know about the plans with their friends, and her stunned expression revealed as much. “I… um….” She turned to me as if looking for an escape hatch.

I raised an eyebrow and stared at her, as if making sure she really wanted me to insert myself into the conversation. Judging by the blank expression on her face, I leapt in with both feet.

Following Quinn’s gaze, Mike swiveled to face me before I spoke. “Mom would be pissed if you bailed on the family during Memorial Day weekend. Especially since you never come to the lake. Do you remember how excited she was when you agreed to come?”

Quinn nodded along and a thin smile tugged at her lips as she picked up on my lead. “You’re right, Jack.” She turned to Mike. “I’m sorry. I can’t just up and leave the family smack dab in the middle of the trip. Mom made plans for us to go out on the boat today.”

“What the fuck?” He glared at Quinn with a face so red I expected to find steam curling from his ears. “You expect me to hang out with your family all day? If I have to hear another one of your dad’s lame jokes, I’ll kill myself.”

I almost told him where he could find the rope to hang himself but thought better of it. I was still naked under the covers, and he was angry enough to straight up attack me.

Quinn recoiled from Mike as if he might hit her. Then an ember of anger flared in her eyes. She pulled the bedroom door open wide and pointed toward the hallway. “You’re not invited on our boat, and you are no longer welcome in this house. I think it’s a good idea for you to go with Rick and Sally today. You might as well hit them up for a couch to crash on, because you aren’t staying here anymore.”

“Hallelujah,” I said, and clapped my hands together.

Mike thrust his finger toward Quinn. “Think long and hard about this decision. Once I walk through that door, I’m not coming back, no matter how much you beg.”

Quinn opened the door wider and stepped aside. “Please. Just, go.”

With his chest puffed out, Mike stormed past her. He stomped down the hallway, down the stairs, and a moment later, the back door slammed shut.

Quinn turned to face me with a look of relief on her face. “He’s gone.” Her grin widened, and she leaned back against the door before releasing a held breath.

That’s when Molly popped through the open bedroom door, wearing a concerned look on her face. “Honey, are you okay?”

Quinn nodded. “I take it you heard?”

“Sweetie, the entire house heard,” Molly said. “Does this mean Mike’s gone for good?”

Quinn’s face brightened. “Gone and already forgotten.”

A smile pushed away Molly’s look of concern. “Wonderful. In that case, you two need to get into your swimsuits. We’re heading out on the boat.”
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T
 he midday sun hung high over Lake Confidence. Light sparkled where the waves danced, kicked up by holiday boaters throwing off the shackles of their mundane lives. They were weekend warriors pursuing a carrot few would ever catch. With any luck, I would be one of those chosen few.

The roar of boat engines and a distant jet ski droned across the lake while quiet wind shuffled the lush oak branches and sycamore trees lining the bank.

Aboard the Harper’s pontoon boat, I reclined on a cushy bench seat near the bow where Quinn wedged in beside me. I stole the occasional whiff of her apple blossom shampoo as it swept over me and savored the feeling of having her warm body pressed up against mine. We floated atop a tin can bobbing in the middle of a deep lake, but that fact hadn’t seemed to bother her as much as I expected. Quinn had remained mostly relaxed, but she remained within an arm’s length of me at all times. She had refused both Olivia’s attempts to get her out on a pair of water skis and Molly’s coaxing to try her luck at the giant inflatable tube Ray had tucked in near the back rail.

I had a hard time taking my eyes off Quinn and she seemed to enjoy my attention more than she ever had back in the real world.

Quinn’s blonde hair whipped in the warm summer wind and a pair of dark, stylish sunglasses rested atop her pert nose. As the boat skipped the waves, her tits jiggled slightly where they were lovingly encased in a tight black bikini top. She sat upright with one of her never-ending legs crossed over the other while she tucked her toes behind my calf, playfully wriggling them into my muscle. She had caught herself twice, lacing her fingers in mine like she would her boyfriend, before the realization hit her that I was forbidden fruit in this version of reality.

Ray Harper sat in the pilot’s seat captaining the boat he had somehow named The King’s Harem. I knew the goddess was behind the name because Ray couldn’t recall exactly why he had chosen such a seemingly odd name for a G-rated, family cruiser. As he pushed down on the throttle and shot forward at a dizzying angle, a smile stretched across his stubbled face and wind whipped his short, salt and pepper hair.

Molly sat on a cushioned bench that crossed the stern acting as a spotter for her oldest daughter, who held fast to a toe line as she displayed boss level skills riding a single slalom ski.

With the skill of a skier on the pro circuit, Olivia cut back and forth across the wake churning under the boat’s huge outboard engine. Her dark hair streaked behind her, wild and alive, as if caught on a ribbon of air. She wore a shiny white bikini that hugged her fit, perfectly toned body to perfection. It was such a waste for a woman as smoking hot as Oliva to act like such raging bitch.

Olivia Harper was born to live on a lake. She could ski, swim, dive, and even fish better than anyone I knew. The woman loved the outdoors so much, that when she spent hours out on the lake, she occasionally slipped up and came across as a halfway decent human. But those moments had grown increasingly sparse as her relationship with Tom slowly deteriorated. I think she knew her marriage was a dumpster fire but didn’t have the guts to end it.

But in that moment, on the lake where she rode her ski like a pro, she radiated pure joy. Olivia flashed a confident grin that made her eyes sparkle before she did a spectacular jump, skying over a wave before bending her knees and touching the ski to her tight little ass. She landed with the grace of a ballerina, held tight to the tow rope, and zipped back across the wake, letting the momentum slingshot her from one side to the other.

“I wish I could do that,” Quinn said as she watched her sister put on a show.

Tom looked bored. He sat on the bench across from us and gazed out over the bow, seeming to want to look anywhere but at the show his wife put on a few feet away. He sipped on a can of Pabst Blue Ribbon, his expression blank, his eyes dead.

“I bet you could do even better,” I said. “You were always the best athlete.”

“But Liv is a fish,” she said. “It’s all I can do not to freak out on this boat.”

I reached for her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “You’re doing great.”

She flashed me a nervous smile. “If you weren’t with me, I wouldn’t have come at all.”

“Maybe this is all part of passing the goddess’s trial,” I said.

Quinn frowned. “What? Riding a boat?”

“Partly,” I said. “Maybe the trial requires that we face our fears and conquer them.”

She raised a dubious eyebrow. “Is that so? What fear are you trying to conquer?”

“You,” I said. “I’m intimidated by your entire personal.”

She laughed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Your popularity, your energy, your friends, and your beauty,” I said. “You radiate an aura that’s….” I shrugged. “Intimidating. Especially to neophytes like me.”

“You aren’t a neophyte, Jack.”

“I’m getting there,” I said. “You’re doing wonders for my self-confidence.”

“What happened to your theory about us having sex? Do you still believe that’s the key to returning to our regular lives?”

I shrugged, but I held back what I really thought. Quinn had to fall in love with me to pass the trial or break whatever spell we were under. My telling her that wouldn’t make it happen. But if we had sex, that might tip the scales enough to make it happen. Physical contact was a big part of being in a healthy relationship. I turned and met her gaze. “I don’t think it could hurt to try.”

“She’s done.” Molly called out over the whipping wind and the engine’s steady roar.

Ray throttled back and the pontoon boat quickly lost speed before he whipped the boat around to fish out Olivia, who bobbed in the lake holding onto her ski.

Ray pulled the boat up alongside her and Olivia climbed the ladder at the stern before sauntering onto the deck, dripping equal amounts of confidence and lake water. She wrung out her long hair and gazed at the three of us. “Who’s next?”

“Two rounds are enough for me,” I said.

“I’ll pass,” Tom said as he hoisted his beer. “A beer buzz and water skiing don’t mix.”

Olivia rolled her eyes and turned to Quinn. “What about you Quinnie?” For once, her tone was warm and encouraging.

Quinn smiled nervously. “No thanks. You know me and water. I’m lucky to be here at all.”

Ray rubbed his chin. “How about the tube? It’s big enough for two. I bet you can convince your mom or Olivia to join you.”

Olivia wrapped herself in a big fluffy white towel and perched on the seat beside Tom, directly facing Quinn. “I’ll go with you, little sis,” she said, displaying a rare moment of humanity

“Me too,” Molly said from her seat in the back.

“I appreciate it, but no,” Quinn said, shaking her head.

I took her hand and squeezed. “I’ll ride with you,” I said. “And I bet we can even talk your dad into going slow.”

Olivia turned her gaze on me and frowned. “Your dad? That’s an odd way of referring to your own father.” Her gaze fell to our hands as Quinn laced her fingers in mine.

Quinn gazed at me for a long few seconds. “Do you think I should do it?”

“I do,” I said. “It’s the next step.”

“Are you in love with her?” Olivia asked, staring at me with her brows knitted together.

“Olivia, we talked about this,” Molly said before she leaned forward in her seat and stared at Quinn and me. “You’ve got this Quinnie. I know you can do it.”

Quinn squeezed my hand in hers. “Only if Jack goes with me and only if daddy drives slow.”

Ray lifted his hands off the wheel. “I’ll make Driving Miss Daisy look like a drag race.’

Quinn giggled and stood, pulling me up off the bench without releasing my hand. “Let’s do it.” She let out a held breath and chuckled nervously. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

“I’ll get the tube ready,” Ray said as he scrambled from his seat.

Molly handed each of us a life jacket. “You each have to wear one.”

Quinn and I slipped on our life jackets, then headed to the back of the boat where Ray had placed the tube beside the deck for easy access.

I climbed into the first spot and sat up on my knees, holding out my hand while Quinn nervously stepped up to the edge, grabbing onto Ray’s hand. She eyed me nervously. “Jack, do you have me?”

I held out my arms. “I’ve got you, babe.”

“Babe?” Olivia raised an eyebrow, gazing down at me suspiciously. “Since when is she your babe?”

“Shush,” Molly said as she focused her attention on Quinn. “You’re doing great, honey.”

“Just take one step onto the tube and fall forward,” Ray said. “Jack will catch you.”

Fear sat heavy in Quinn’s eyes, and she looked ready to turn back. She froze, with one foot hovering over the tube. “I can’t….”

I edged forward until I could almost touch her hand. “You can. I’ve got you.” Our eyes locked, and we stared at each other for a long few seconds. “I promise.”

Something in Quinn’s eyes shifted. She nodded at me, then stepped forward, sinking down onto the tube while I took her hand. She fell forward into my arms with a giggle, and I wrapped her tight, squeezing her to my chest. “Gotcha,” I said.

Quinn relaxed and draped her arms over my shoulders while she buried her head into my neck. “Never let go.” She whispered into my ear.

Her breath tickled my neck and curled my toes. I resisted the urge to bring my face around and kiss her. “I won’t. Let’s get you into position.” I helped Quinn shift around on the tube until she lay stretched out beside me, face down, with her hand squeezing mine tight enough to snap bones.

Ray scrambled up onto the captain’s seat. Molly held up her phone, recording the moment while she simultaneously wiped away tears streaming down her face.

“The hard part is over,” I said.

Quinn laughed nervously. “If you say so.” She edged closer to me until our bodies touched.

“Ready?” I ran a hand down her back and gave her tight ass a gentle pat.

Despite having Olivia’s eyes locked on us, she leaned over and gave me a quick peck on the lips. “Ready.”

On board the boat, Olivia’s jaw dropped while Molly smiled warmly.

“Awww… that’s so sweet.” Molly’s eyes, once again, welled with tears. “You two are making my mama’s heart swell.”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “That’s not the only thing swelling on that tube.”

Molly ignored Olivia. “Are you sure you’re ready, sweetheart?”

Quinn smiled up at her mother. “I’m good, mom. Just tell dad to go slow.”

Molly gave Ray the thumbs up, and the engine purred to life. We set out at a snail’s pace, hugging the shoreline as we went slow enough to stay inside the no wake zone.

Quinn draped her toes into the water, letting her foot drag while a smile curled her lips. “This isn’t bad.”

“See… you’ve got this,” I said.

Her expression turned serious. “But don’t you dare let go of me.” She squeezed my hand in a death grip.

I laughed and feigned a pained expression. “I won’t… mercy.”

“Wrap your arm around me,” she said.

I did as she asked, curling my arm around her waist before settling my palm on her firm, ripe ass. I tucked my fingers inside the waistband of her bikini bottoms. “What will eagle-eye Olivia make of this action?”

“I don’t care,” she said. “If grabbing my ass helps you save my life, then grab away.”

I slid my hand lower, cupping her bare ass in my palm before giving a full, firm squeeze. My cock lurched in my shorts, expanding beneath me while it dug painfully into the tube. “We’ll have to stay on long enough for this hard-on to fade.”

Quinn giggled. “Then you better take your hand out of my swim bottoms. I can’t very well blow you in front of my entire family.”

As Ray guided us up the shoreline, Olivia had taken a seat near the front of the boat by Tom. She flashed us an occasional glance, and I was sure she had seen me massaging Quinn’s ass.

Molly had done the same thing, chatting with Ray while she kept one eye trained on Quinn. Yet, she gave no sign that my having my hand down her daughter’s swim bottoms bothered her.

The minutes ticked by, and Quinn grew more comfortable on the tube, but she never let herself go. And when we were finished, Ray pulled up alongside the deck before Quinn deftly climbed out, all smiles and high-fives.

We took off our life jackets and settled into our spots across from Tom and Olivia while Ray pushed the boat into high gear, and we made our way across the lake toward the cottage.

After the whipping wind and the roaring engine drowned out any chance of Molly overhearing us, Olivia leaned forward and glared at me.

“I saw you rubbing Quinn’s bare ass,” she said to me before she turned her gaze on Quinn. “And I saw you kiss Jack more than once. Something is going on between you two and I’m going to prove it. And when I do, you better believe I’m going to mom with video evidence.”





Chapter 14

[image: Chapter Separator]




Q
 uinn and I brushed off Olivia’s threat. We had much bigger problems than Olivia catching us red-handed. Such as a ticking clock and no way out of here. Quinn’s threat only had teeth if we didn’t make it out of this twisted version of reality.

Ray cooked out again for dinner. This time it was ribs on the grill, sweet potatoes, and a huge salad the girls made together using ingredients from Molly’s trip to the farmer’s market. We ate around the campfire, but Quinn’s nervous energy had spread to me, and I found it difficult to relax and enjoy myself. Time was ticking, and soon enough, I would have to force the issue with Quinn.

Night fell on the lake house and Ray stoked the fire as we took up our familiar seats. Quinn snuggled with me in the sliding chair, slipping her legs onto my lap, this time without the cover of a blanket. After spending two full days together, we had bonded far more than I ever dreamed possible, but clearly, it wasn’t enough.

Ray was on the verge of launching into another ghost story when a pair of headlights appeared at the bottom of the gravel driveway.

The car came in hot and fast, careening from side to side until the make and model became visible by the firelight. It was a convertible red Jeep… Mike’s Jeep.

“Shit.” I mumbled under my breath as I sat up and turned to face the Jeep.

It slammed to a stop halfway into the yard, missing the back porch by inches.

“Why is he here?” Quinn snuggled in tighter against me, wrapping her arm in mine while she kept a wary eye on Mike’s Jeep.

He stumbled out of the Jeep shirtless, still wearing his swim trunks. Judging by his parking job and his less than stellar motor skills, the guy was three-sheets shit-faced.

“Where’s Quinn?” He mumbled drunkenly as he stumbled toward the fire. “Quinn!” He cried out, stopping in the middle of the yard where he swayed from side to side.

“The dude is polluted,” Tom said and chuckled as he tucked away his phone. It was the most alive I had seen him all weekend.

Molly jumped up from her seat and rushed across the yard. “Mike, what are you doing here?”

Ray took a few cowardly steps toward Mike and paused once again, letting his wife go to battle.

“I can’t live without Quinn,” Mike said, his voice cracking. “I’m sorry, baby. Please take me back.” That’s when he broke down into the ugly cry. His shoulders sagged, and he sobbed like a wretch, with snot pouring out of his nose and alcohol drifting off him in waves.

Quinn, who had sat rigid beside me, wore an expression that morphed between pity, anger, and disgust. “I don’t want to talk to him,” she said to me before she got up and, without another word, disappeared into the darkness where she headed toward the lake.

It was probably a good thing she left to avoid a useless confrontation with a pathetic loser whose low self-esteem was finally on full display. “It looks like those crows have finally come home to roost,” I said, unable to hide my smug grin.

Olivia gazed at Mike with pure contempt and folded her arms over her chest before she leaned over and whispered something in Tom’s ear.

Molly reached mike and grabbed hold of each arm. “She’s not here. Quinn went home this morning after your argument.” Then she gazed at Ray over her shoulder and whispered. “Turn off his car and get his keys.”

Ray jumped to action, giving Mike a wide berth as he hustled across the lawn and carried out Molly’s order.

I stood up and took two steps toward Mike when Molly’s hard glare shut me down in my tracks. As Mike sobbed, she propped him up while she spoke to me. “Go check on your sister.”

Mike was too far gone to connect the dots, and Molly turned back to face him. “Come on Mike. Let’s get you to bed.”

“I need to go find Quinn,” he said between broken sobs. “I love her.”

Molly rolled her eyes. “You can talk to Quinn tomorrow. Come on. Let’s go.” She turned Mike around and pushed him toward the house.

Olivia locked her gaze on me. “Where are you going?”

“You heard, mom. She wants me to check on Quinn,” I said.

“I’ll check on Quinn,” Olivia said, standing up and starting toward the lake.

Out of nowhere, Tom latched onto Quinn’s wrist and held her tight. “The fuck you will.” He looked past her toward me. “Go, Jack. I’ll make sure she stays away.”

“Thanks, Tom.” As I headed away from the fire, Olivia flew into a tirade, lighting up Tom with a bevy of cuss words fit to make a sailor blush.

I walked across the lawn, leaving the hot mess behind me until I reached the pier, where I found Quinn sitting on the end with her feet dangling over the side.

As I walked along the pier, I went over what I could say to her. I knew Mike was the least of her worries. This was about the time that was slipping away from us. Every passing hour drew us closer to staying in this world forever.

When I reached her, I wasn’t sure if I should sit down or leave her alone. But she hadn’t turned me away, which I took as consent for me to sit with her for a while. I sat down beside her on the end of the pier and followed her gaze to the horizon, where a full moon hung amid a field of stars.

“I’m surprised to find you so close to the water,” I said.

Quinn glanced over at me and smiled. She was painfully beautiful under the starlight. She picked up my hand and my stomach swooned.

“I have an excellent teacher.” She leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Thank you, Jack.”

“You did all the work.” I slipped my arm around her shoulders and squeezed her tight.

She laced her fingers in mine before leaning up against me and sighing contentedly. “It’s easy being with you. Why is that?”

“Because I’m not a colossal douchebag,” I said, causing Quinn to giggle and squeeze in closer.

“No. You’re not.” She lifted her head off my shoulder and stared into my face for a long time, as if searching for the right words. “I misjudged you. I’m sorry.”

My stomach flipped again as I gazed into her beautiful blue eyes. “Apology accepted.”

“Do you really think sex is the only thing holding us back from going home?” She asked me.

“Quinn, I don’t know. It might be more complicated than that.”

“If that’s not it, then what’s left?”

I let out a heavy sigh. Should I tell her the truth? It could ruin everything. If she didn’t love me, then she didn’t love me. I couldn’t force that, no matter how much she liked me. Love was electric and slippery. It came without reason or rationale. No matter what I did or said, I couldn’t make Quinn love me. “I think it’s part of it,” I said. “I mean, we have a connection, right?”

She wrapped both of her hands around mine and kissed me again, this time on the lips. “Definitely.” Then she stood, not letting go of my hand before she helped pull me up. “Come on,” she said.

“Where are we going?” I asked as she led me up the pier.

She glanced back at me over my shoulder. “We’re going to have sex.”
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B
 y the time we made it back to the house, we found Mike passed out face down on the daybed, snoring loudly.

Quinn ignored him completely and led me by the hand through the house and up the stairs.

My heart beat so hard and fast in my chest I could feel it thunder in my ears. Meanwhile, my cock had predictable taken the news as reason enough to turn brick hard while visions of me sliding my cock in and out of Quinn Harper’s tight pussy raced through my fevered mind. My virginity was on the line and had more than a gambler’s chance of falling to the house.

As we reached the landing at the top of the stairs, my gazed traveled along her smooth, golden legs to the succulent pop of her perfect ass. Her long blonde hair hung freely over her shoulders and shimmered like spun gold under the warm light coming from the hallway lamp. She wore a thin pink jacket with a white V-necked top beneath and a pair of black form-fitting shorts that showcased her thoroughbred legs.

Quinn led me down the hall, over the squeaky floorboards, until she pushed open our bedroom door, taking care to move as silently as she could. She flicked on the light switch, which was linked to twin bedside lamps on either side of our queen-sized brass bed.

My heart pumped with nervous excitement and my breaths came in short, shallow pulls. I felt as if I’d just finished running a fucking marathon. The twitching bulge in my jeans left no doubt to my state of arousal, which now included a growing wet spot courtesy of the pre-cum leaking from my cock.

Quinn dropped my hand and peeled off her pink jacket before draping it over a nearby reading chair. She gazed back at me, where I stood motionless before the open bedroom door, gawking at her like a raving idiot.

A thin smile quirked her lips. “Aren’t you going to shut the bedroom door?”

I licked the cotton from my dry lips and turned around as if seeing the door for the first time. “Right. Sorry.” With a trembling hand, I pushed the bedroom door closed and turned the lock until it clicked into place.

“You’re as white as a sheet,” Quinn said from behind me.

I turned around to find the voluptuous blonde standing before me wearing a black silk bra as she worked her shorts over her tight hips. The action forced her tits together where a mountain of her golden cleavage piled up like a five-star delicacy.

I chuckled nervously. “Sorry. I’m not exactly a Casanova.”

Quinn pushed her shorts down where they collected in a heap around her ankles. She stepped out of them, revealing a matching pair of black silk panties. She epitomized a blonde bombshell with big, soft tits, an hourglass frame, and a tight, sumptuous ass. To top it all off, she was way the hell out of my league.

I gawked with my jaw scraping the floor. “Holy mother of God.” I whispered under my breath, but Quinn’s broadening smile told me she had picked up on my unabashed praise.

She tossed her hair back over her shoulders, causing her tits to jiggle inside her sleek black bra. “I love it when you look at me like that.”

My cock pulsed, aching for release from its denim cage. “Like what?”

“Like there’s no one else on earth but me.” She reached behind her back and unclipped her bra, letting it tumble forward. As the bra came loose, the straps fell limp over her shoulders, revealing her spectacular tits in all their resplendent glory.

I gaped at her chest before my gaze traveled up and down her body, soaking her in from head to toe. “Words fail me.”

She giggled and tossed her bra aside before closing the distance between us. “You are way overdressed.” She picked up the bottom of my sweatshirt and guided it and my t-shirt over my head in one fell swoop.

I gazed down at Quinn as she ran her hands over my smooth chest, then lower, brushing her fingertips over my abs before touching the button securing my jeans. The warmth from her body radiated over my skin and her scent, apple blossoms and wildflowers, drove me dizzy with lust. Her stiff nipples raked my ribs before she inched closer, mashing her soft tits against my body.

“I’m really nervous,” I said as I searched her eyes.

“I can tell,” she said. “You’ll never forget your first. Don’t worry.”

Had I told her I was a virgin, or was it that obvious? Of course, it was obvious. “I’m pretty amped up.”

“You’re in my hands now, lover.” Her tone was soothing and turned my cock hard enough to crack diamonds. She leaned in and kissed my nipple before kneeling and unhooking the button on my jeans. She slid her hand over my bulging cock and her eyes widened as if in surprise. “You’re already so hard.”

My head flashed, and a wave of dizzy lust swept over me. My legs wobbled beneath me. “By now, that shouldn’t surprise you.”

“I guess not.” She smiled at me demurely, then unzipped my pants and pushed my jeans down over my hips until my cock sprang free, its tip glistening with pre-cum. My manhood, gloriously free, bounced forward happily and met resistance against Quinn’s soft belly.

As I kicked my jeans free, she stood as she wrapped her fingers around my cock, working the pre-cum over my shaft until it glistened. “I can’t wait to feel this giant inside me.”

My head swooned, and my legs buckled. This was really happening. “That makes two of us.”

She gazed into my eyes and hesitated before she spoke. “But you can’t come inside me, okay? I haven’t taken my birth control in a couple of days.”

“You don’t have it here?”

She shook her head. “Maybe the goddess wants you to knock me up.”

The thought of impregnating Quinn set my cock pulsing in her hand, and she raised an eyebrow, smiling up at me.

She giggled. “You want to knock me up?”

“Not today,” I said, lying through my teeth. “But who knows down the road?”

She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “You’ll make an incredible daddy.”

“Thanks. But you’ll make an even better mom.”

She slowly stroked my cock, squeezing a pearl of clear pre-cum onto my tip. “When we get back, you can come inside me. Okay?”

My cock pulsed again, throbbing in her hand, causing her to giggle.

“Right.” The word came out of me, throaty and raw as my breath caught in my throat.

“We better do this before you come all over my hand,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, barely able to breathe.

Quinn released my cock and took my hand, leading me to the brass bed where she tossed back the covers and crawled inside. She peeled off her panties and tossed them onto the floor beside her bra, then pulled back the covers, revealing her naked body.

Quinn parted her legs and gazed up at me. “Climb aboard, captain. This ship is ready to set sail.” She grinned and held her thighs open, revealing a pussy so perfect it looked crafted by the hand of God. Her pussy was smooth and her slit tight and pink. Her wetness glistened on the thin strip of her tender pink labia peeking between her outer lips. “You aren’t the only one who is fit to burst.”

I climbed between her parted legs and sat up on my knees as I inched forward with my cock in hand. My legs trembled beneath me, and my hands shook with overloaded adrenaline.

As I crept closer, Quinn reached down and grabbed my cock until my tip met her warm, wet pussy.

Pleasure swept over me, and I let out a soft groan with my cock pulsing already on the brink of orgasm. “I might not last long.”

Quinn rubbed the soles of her feet along the back of my thighs. “It’s okay, baby. Just come when you want to come. Don’t worry about me,” she said. “It’s all for science. Right?” She giggled, causing her big, soft tits to jiggle and sway atop her chest.

I sat back on my knees and guided my tip up and down her glistening trench. Her soft, warm pussy glided over my throbbing knob, unleashing a barrage of goosebumps that sprang up over my entire body.

Quinn gyrated her hips in time with my thrusting cock. Her juices flowed like a swollen river, and her breathing quickened. Under my watchful gaze, her nipples stiffened, and her eyes took on a soft, glassy sheen of unbridled lust. “Fuck me, Jack.”

Not that I needed the extra prompting. My head was swimming with an animalistic need to penetrate her. I slid my tip lower, glided through her warm pink pussy meat until my cock nestled just inside the entrance to heaven. With slight resistance, my knob carved a path for my cock to follow, and I slid home, entering Quinn’s honey hole while a tidal wave of ecstasy crashed onto my shore, coaxing a primordial moan from somewhere deep inside me. I watched, spellbound, as my cock snaked forward, inch by inch, stretching out her tight pussy. Her inner walls clamped down on my cock, squeezing my manhood in a velvet vise. “God, Quinn. You’re so tight.” I hovered over her, with my cock halfway home and my arms pinned to the bed on either side of her jiggling tits.

“Your cock is splitting me apart.” Quinn’s words came out in a breathy push. Her voice strained with exertion as she coiled her hands around my triceps and dug her fingers into my lean muscles. “Mmmm….” She arched her back and squeezed my throbbing manhood with her golden-touched pussy, nearly turning me into a bowl of warm gelatin.

“Are you okay?” I asked. “I can pull out, if —”

“No,” she said, cutting me off. “It hurts, but it feels so fucking good. Go deeper, baby.” She seemed to relax beneath me and loosened her grip on my arms before lovingly running her fingers up and over my shoulders.

My cock thrummed inside her, pulsing and twitching as I swiveled my hips to loosen her incredibly tight pussy. Rationally, I knew she would be tight. But I never imagined she would struggle under the meaty weight of my rigid cock. I gazed into her vivid blue eyes and with a soft grunt, my cock slid home, enveloped completely in the velvety depths of her warm, welcoming pussy. I struggled not to come, willing away the urge, as I regained my composure. “You took my V-card.” I grinned down at her and sucked in a shallow breath.

Quinn smiled, sliding her fingers through my shaggy hair.

“How does it feel?” She searched my face as she rocked her hips, micro-fucking me while I accustomed myself to the waves of ecstasy cascading through my body.

“Unreal and amazing,” I said between pants of air.

“Move your hips,” she said as she slid her hands down my back and cupped my ass. “Fuck me slow and deep. If you need to come, just pull out.”

Those were words I never imagined Quinn would direct to me. In fact, just hearing her tell me to fuck her slow and deep nearly made me nut inside her. “Okay.” I moved my hips with measured deliberation, sliding my cock in and out, savoring the sensation of her inner walls clinging to my cock as she clamped down and the heat built.

That’s when the old brass bed’s rusty springs let out a sharp squeak of protest.

Quinn’s eyes widened. “That’s so loud,” she said. “God, what if my mom hears us fucking?”

I was too far gone to care and kept up a slow steady rhythm, thrusting my cock in and out as the sounds of her ass clapping off my thighs mixed with the sing-song rhythm of the rusty bedsprings. “They can’t hear,” I said, knowing damn well that was a lie.

“Jack, you’ve got to hurry.” She whispered, expressing no shortness of urgency. Then she slid her fingers up through my hair and pulled me down into a tongue fueled kiss, grinding her hips as we moved faster, and the bedsprings wailed their protest.

Finishing fast wouldn’t be a problem. My head already swam with the need to empty my seed. Quinn’s soft tits floated on her chest with her stiff nipples raking my stomach and chest. Her tongue tasted like fresh honey and her warm breath curled over my upper lip, turning me feverish with lust. I reached under her hips and cradled her ass, squeezing her flesh in my palms as I fucked her harder and faster.

With each driving thrust, my pulsing knob met the sweet resistance of her cervix. I was in deep and going deeper, grinding and thrusting as Quinn’s soft moans bubbled up into my ear.

Quinn locked her ankles around mine, using the leverage to grind her hips and meet my pounding thrusts with hard upward pushes. Our bodies moved in synchronicity and my orgasm pounded on my consciousness like a hammer.

Quinn released her hold on my shoulders and fell back on the bed. She reached over her head and grabbed hold of the brass poles that lined her headboard. Her tits jiggled, gently slapping together as I rocked forward and groaned, savoring the wet heat and tightness squeezing my pulsing cock.

Quinn’s golden hair spilled around her head and shoulders forming a golden halo and her blue eyes turned glassy with lust. As I gazed into her eyes, her mouth hung open and her breaths came short and quick. Her soft moans were broken only by her sharp grunts as I bottomed out inside her.

“Oh, baby… I’m coming,” Quinn said a moment before she arched her back and locked onto me with her powerful legs. She did her best to stifle her moans, but her effort was futile. Her moans were loud enough to alert half the house. Her eyes half rolled back into her head while her pussy squeezed my cock in rapid micro-bursts that ended me.

My mind warped with pleasure that split me open like a burst pinata. My cock twitched wildly, and the biggest orgasm of my life slammed into me like a freight train. “Fuck.” I groaned out the word as I pulled my cock out without a second to spare. Thick ropes of hot jizz rocketed from my balls, landing on Quinn’s jiggling tits and stretching down to her heaving tummy. I came again and again, groaning as I milked my cock, coating her stomach, tits and even her diamond studded belly piercing.

The bed went quiet, the silence broken only by our heaving breaths. I sat back on my knees and gazed down at the sight before me.

A massive load of cum coated Quinn’s tits and stomach while her chest heaved in time with her contracting and expanding lungs. My half-hard cock glistened with Quinn’s juices where it rested atop her mons, still twitching and leaking a thread of pearly cum that drizzled over her ravaged slit.

Quinn pushed up on her elbows and gazed down at the lake of cum painting her body. She looked up at me and giggled. “That’s the biggest load I’ve ever seen.”

I chuckled. “It was twenty years in the making. Sit tight and I’ll grab a towel.”

“Do you think they heard us?” Quinn asked as I made my way across the room to fetch a towel.

I grabbed a fresh towel from the linen closet in the bathroom and came back to the bed. “With any luck, it won’t matter.” I opened the folded towel and wiped away the cum staining Quinn’s tits and stomach.

“But we’re still here,” she said, giving me a worried look. “If us having sex worked, wouldn’t we be back by now?”

She had a point. I finished mopping her up before I answered. “Maybe we have to sleep on it? Like the clock resets at midnight or something like that.” I shrugged.

“But it’s our last night here. Tomorrow it’s Memorial Day. What happens if we wake up, and this didn’t work? What if we’ve been wrong this whole time and there’s something else the goddess expects from us?”

I cleaned my cock, then tossed the towel aside before climbing into the bed beside her. In my heart, I still believed that Quinn falling for me was the key to passing the trial. That we were still here meant that in her heart, she still hadn’t fully given herself over. Or at least that was my working theory. “If we’re still here in the morning, we’ll come up with a new plan. Until then, we should get some sleep. Either way, we’ll need our wits about us tomorrow, no matter if we’re back in France or still here at the lake.”

The worried expression on Quinn’s face didn’t go away. Instead, she crawled in close beside me, and rested her head on my shoulder. She traced the faint outline of my abdominal muscles with her fingertip as she rubbed her feet together with mine. A long time went by before she spoke again. “By the way, you were amazing. I came as hard as you did.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Maybe next time we’ll do it in our hotel in France.”

She sighed. “I hope you’re right.” Then she leaned over just long enough to turn out her bedside lamp while I did the same on my side.

In the dark cover of night, Quinn slid up beside me, cuddling in close. She wrapped her arm over my chest and slung her leg over my midsection, including my sated cock that, for the first time all weekend, wasn’t hard enough to crack walnuts.

I pulled the covers up over us while Quinn nuzzled into the crook of my neck. “Night, Jack. I….” She hesitated and never finished her sentence.

Was that a cut off I love you? If it was, she had intentionally held it back. I wrapped my arm around her, cupping her pert ass while I pulled her in tight. Then I gave her a kiss on the forehead and sighed contentedly. “Night, baby. I’ll see you at home.”
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A
 fter a restless night, I woke the next morning to sunlight streaming through the bedroom window. But which bedroom was it? Quinn wasn’t in her usual spot where she slept, curled up tight against me. Her absence left a hollow pit in my stomach. Instinctively, I reached for her side of the bed and found it painfully empty.

A wash of adrenaline chased away the sleep in an instant. Was it all a dream? I sat up in bed and took in my surroundings.

A tangled mess of sheets wrapped around my body like a Roman toga, and the bedspread lay in a crumpled heap at the foot of the bed. The familiar brass poles of Quinn’s foot board were there along with her silk robe which hung on a hook behind the open bathroom door. Through the window appeared the Harper’s lawn and the lake beyond.

Part of me relaxed. By that I meant, the part that hoped this was all some sort of lucid dream or an alternate reality that would evaporate and Quinn would return to the girl who barely acknowledged me. That was a fate worse than staying trapped in this world forever. The thought of losing Quinn left me feeling queasy, while the knowledge that I hadn’t lost her filled me with relief.

Where the hell was she? “Quinn?” I called out to the empty room but there was no reply, and the bathroom light was dark.

I pushed myself out of bed and quickly dressed, throwing on a t-shirt and a pair of shorts. A quick glance out the bedroom window, revealed Ray, Molly, and Tom walking across the lawn toward the lake. What time was it?

The bedside clock flashed 9:48 a.m. “Holy shit.” I ran my fingers through my hair while a sinking feeling filled my gut. I may not have lost Quinn, but this wasn’t normal.

Without wasting another second, I pulled open the bedroom door and hustled down the steps, nearly running headfirst into Olivia, coming back up the stairs.

“Where’s Quinn?” I asked, frantic with worry.

Olivia folded her arms over her chest and glared at me. “I figured she was still sleeping after you two spent half the night fucking.”

My jaw dropped and a wash of fear left me too stunned to speak.

She grinned in triumph. “Oh, I know you were fucking.” She held up her phone. “I even recorded the audio. Want to hear Quinn scream out your name?”

“Where’s Quinn?” I repeated the question, disregarding her bullshit.

“You two are pretty fucking twisted. You know that, right? She’s your sister. I’m going to Molly with —”

“She’s not my sister, and neither are you.”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “Seriously, Jack? After last night, you two will need intensive therapy.”

“For once in your life, can you not be a bitch and just tell me if you’ve seen your sister?”

Her jaw dropped, and she glared at me before putting her hands on her hips, acting as if I’d physically struck her. “Fuck you. I’m telling mom what you said.”

“Whatever.” I pushed past her and heading for the back door.

“Don’t think you can run away from this.” Olivia called out from behind me. “I have almost all the evidence I need.”

I hurried through the kitchen and into the front room where I encountered Mike, who was still sprawled out on the daybed, half covered in a thin sofa blanket, loudly snoring.

At least she wasn’t with him. I pushed open the back door and ran across the lawn before yelling toward Molly and Ray, who were now halfway down the pier.

I cupped my hands around my mouth and shouted. “Molly.”

Molly turned and frowned. “Since when do you call me anything other than mom?”

I rolled my eyes. “Sorry. Have you seen Quinn this morning?”

“No, sweetheart. I thought she was still asleep. Maybe she went out for a morning run? How about you join us for a cruise around the lake?”

Where the fuck was she? “Uhh… no thanks. I’m going to find Quinn. You guys go ahead.”

Behind me, Olivia pushed past, intentionally shouldering me as she went by. A fresh pair of sunglasses adorned her face as she glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Time’s ticking, sicko. You’ll be swinging from the gallows before you know it.”

I ignored her and sighed, staring at the ground, then her words hit me like a bolt of lightning. A flash of insight filled me with hope and a wide smile split my formerly grim visage. “That’s it. Thanks for the assist, Liv. And good luck with the pregnancy.”

“Fuck you, asshole,” she said.

But I ignored her. I knew where Quinn was, and I knew what I had to do.
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T
 en minutes later, I turned the SUV onto a thin country road that ended at a dead end. I pocketed the keys and spilled out of the SUV, slamming the door behind me.

A short trail led to a long, mostly grassy slope, sparsely wooded, with the lake glistening like a jewel beyond. I turned past a huge sycamore I’d seen a thousand times and came out onto the slope of a grassy field that ended with a giant oak tree that grew just off the shore of a secluded cove rarely visited by boaters.

Quinn sat under the oak tree close to the rope swing strung high on the tree’s thickest branch. She sat with her arms wrapped around her knees, staring contemplatively at the lake while her loose golden hair fluttered in a light breeze.

I let out a breath of relief and slowed my jog, attempting to collect myself as I prepared for the admission of a lifetime. It had occurred to me I had waited two days for her to spill her guts while somehow exempting myself from the same requirement. Of course, the reason for my hesitation was her outright rejection, but it was way past the time I told Quinn exactly how I felt about her.

If she heard me approach, she didn’t let on, but as I grew closer, I heard her sniffle before she wiped her cheek with the back of her hand. When I went to sit down next to her, she didn’t look at me, yet didn’t seem surprised to see me.

“We’re never getting out of here,” Quinn said, her voice wobbling with emotion. She finally turned to look at me and tears welled in her eyes. “I don’t understand. What does she want from us? Why can’t we have back our old lives?”

I slipped my hand around her shoulder and tenderly squeezed her, drawing myself closer to her. “Do you remember that time when you were twelve years old, and you crashed your bike trying to catch the ice cream truck?”

Quinn shook her head and gazed at me as if I were crazy. “Jack, what are you talking about?”

“Humor me,” I said, giving her a warm squeeze. “Do you remember?”

She stared at me for a long time, searching my face as if trying to figure out why I was asking her about that old bike wreck. Finally, she relented and answered. “I remember. I was with Olivia and another girl.” She gazed up as if searching for her memory. “Her name was….”

“Debbie Baker,” I said.

“Right.” She smiled for the first time. “I’d forgotten about her.”

I reached over and ran my finger over the faint scar still visible on her knee. “That’s how you got this.”

A faint smile flickered on her face as she gazed down at the decade old scar now nothing more than a faded line. “You’re right.”

I reached over and placed my hand on her knee, stroking the scar with my thumb. “Ryan and I brought you that ice cream cone you wanted.”

“Chocolate dipped vanilla with nuts,” she said. “And I seem to recall that it was you who brought me the ice cream cone.”

“The bike you crashed was the greatest Christmas present you ever received,” I said. “Well, at least according to you. It was a pink Barbie bicycle with yellow flowers on the frame, a big white basket, and a silver bell.”

Her jaw hung open. “How do you remember that?”

I reached over and tucked an errant lock of her hair behind her ear and gazed into her eyes for a long time, trying to summon my courage. My heart beat so hard and fast I thought surely she could hear it. “I know everything about you.”

She gave me the biggest smile yet. “In a creepy way or a good way?”

I let out a genuine belly laugh. “I hope in a good way.”

“If you know so much about me, what’s my favorite color?”

“Azure blue,” I said without missing a beat. “It was the color of the necklace you made at Girl Scout camp, and it stuck with you ever since.”

Her jaw hung open as I continued. “Your favorite movie is Ironman. Actually, you’re a big fan of all the Marvel movies. You cried at the end of Endgame when Ironman died.”

“Everyone cried during that scene,” Quinn said, but the rosy hue in her cheeks told me I had hit the nail on the head.

“Your favorite song is Bohemian Rhapsody by Queen, and you love singing it in the shower,” I said. “Strike that. You love belting it out in the shower and in the car.”

Quinn laughed, and her nose crinkled, giving her blue eyes a spark of life.

“You love kids, and you have a soft spot for those who can’t help themselves. You prefer dogs over cats, but you’re an animal lover through and through.”

Her smile faded, and she studied me closely. “Jack… how do you know all this?”

I met her gaze. “You want a big wedding, and you don’t want to wait long to have kids. You’re the smartest person I know, even though you’ll never admit it, and sometimes I think you don’t know how beautiful you really are.”

Her eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered. She picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine. “Why are you telling me all this?”

“Because I love you,” I said. “I’ve loved you so long that I don’t remember a time I didn’t love you. I’ve just been terrified to tell you because if you turned me away, it meant I couldn’t see you again. The thought of that is too painful to bear.” My voice hitched on the last sentence, and I paused, collecting myself as my vision blurred with tears.

“Oh, Jack. Why didn’t you tell me?” She rubbed her thumb over the back of my hand and kissed me softy on the cheek. “That’s the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me. I could never cut you out of my life.” She reached over and brushed away a tear rolling down my cheek. “Do you know why I chose Mike and a string of all those losers, just like him?”

I let out a deep breath and turned to face her before shaking my head.

“Something inside me broke the day I nearly drowned,” she said. “I didn’t think I was strong enough or brave enough to face the world on my own. My confidence took a big hit.” She gave my hand a gentle squeeze. “My idea of a strong, confident man was a muscle bound jerk who liked to take charge. So, I gravitated to men like Mike, much to my mother’s dismay. It wasn’t until this weekend that I could even articulate that about myself.”

“What changed?” I asked.

She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “I finally met a real man.” She kissed me again, slower this time, before edging back just enough to meet my gaze. “That day you showed me your private beach, and you helped me out into the water. You were so kind and patient with me. That’s when it hit me. The way you treated me was how I deserved to be treated. You showed more strength in your empathy than the combined muscle density of every loser I ever dated.”

I laughed and leaned forward, kissing her again. This time, our lips lingered, and we opened our mouths just enough for our tongue to dart together before we broke off the kiss.

“I’m brave enough to do this,” she said before she stood up and grabbed the rope hanging from a hook near the giant oak tree. Before I could stop her, she kicked off her shoes and swung out, letting out a wild cry of joy as she sailed through the air and over the lake.

My stomach plunged into my shoes, and I reached for her out of instinct.

When she let go of the rope over the lake, I memorized the look of pure joy on her face, and I committed it to memory. She hit the water with a splash, and I didn’t hesitate to grab the rope on its return.

I kicked off my shoes and launched myself off the hill.

Quinn emerged from the water, laughing and waving at me. “Jack, I did it!”

I let go of the rope beside her and hit the water with a giant ker-thlunk. When I surfaced, Quinn was there, wrapping her arms around my neck before she found my lips with hers.

Our tongues swirled together, and Quinn wrapped her legs around my waist, making it difficult, but not impossible, to tread water. She ran her fingers through my hair and lost herself in the kiss, moaning into my mouth while she ground her hips against my aching cock.

As the minutes stretched by, our make-out session continued until Quinn came away, sucking in a sharp breath, her eyes glazed over with lust.

“I need you inside me,” she said before diving back in for another kiss. Her hand went to my jeans while another one snaked up the back of my shirt.

As we ground against each other, my cock turned rock hard, and we let our hands roam free. I broke off the kiss, suddenly aware of a cat call coming from a speed boat buzzing by on the lake just outside of the cove.

Quinn didn’t care. With single-minded determination, she seemed intent on undressing me right there in the lake.

“The house is empty,” I said. “Let’s go back to your room.”

She gazed at me with a look of growing sexual frustration. “I can ride you.” She nodded at me. “Yes. Let’s go. I want to ride that giant cock until I scream.” Then she started swimming toward the shore like she hadn’t missed a beat.
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I
 n the car, Quinn was all over me, kissing me and pulling off my clothes while I did my best to stay on the road. We made it back to the house, and we were out of the car in a flash with Quinn once again, leading me by the hand through the house.

We passed Mike, who remained passed out on the daybed, and raced upstairs while we both stripped down to nothing. I barely got the door shut before Quinn threw me onto the bed and peeled off my shorts and underwear in a single pull.

My stiff cock sprang into view, swaying back and forth as I stretched out on the bed. As I got comfortable, I drank in her lush form and readied myself for the ride of a lifetime.

Quinn towered over me, wearing nothing but her bra and a damp pair of shorts with the front button open. She reached behind her back and popped off her bra, tossing it aside while her tits sprang free, barely jiggling as she squirmed out of her wet shorts.

Her eyes were ravenous as she consumed me with her gaze. She wasted no time tossing aside her panties and shorts before she crawled onto the bed like a jungle cat stalking her prey. On all fours, she eyed my cock and licked her lips as her damp hair hung haphazardly over her shoulders. She circled my cock with her hand and gave it a firm squeeze. Before my eyes, goosebumps sprang to life across her chest, turning her nipples into twin pebbles that look sharp enough to draw blood.

“Don’t hold back,” she said as she slowly stroked my cock, squeezing pre-cum from my tip. “Fuck me hard, Jack. Like you own me.”

Her words unleashed a cage of wild butterflies in my stomach, and I wasn’t sure if I was man enough to handle the voluptuous blonde goddess. “Don’t worry. I’ll fuck your legs off.” It was false bravado, but I wasn’t about to come off like the inexperienced dweeb I was. I filled my hands with her big, soft tits and kneaded them together as she crawled up my body.

She straddled my thighs, and I tweaked her nipples, giving them a sharp tug. She cooed softly and bit her lower lip. “Nipple play makes me so wet,” she said, then sat up on her knees and dragged my cock over her mons. Quinn tugged and pulled my cock, swirling her thumb over my knob until my tip rested on her slippery slit where she used my man meat like a sex toy. “I love your cock, Jack. It’s the most beautiful cock in the world.” She ran my knob along her outer lips while she ground her hips and worked my it deeper through her soaking wet labia.

Her juices drenched my tip, and she rocked on my cock, furrowing her brow as her eyes turned heavy with pent-up lust. “Ask me again?” She sat up as far as her knees could take her and lined my tip up with her forbidden entrance, before edging lower, letting my tip sink into her velvety folds. But before she impaled me, she paused, eyeing me expectantly, as if waiting for me to respond.

My cock throbbed and twitched, strobing at the mouthwatering possibility of fucking Quinn for the second time in twelve hours. “Ask you what?”

She released my cock and leaned forward, resting her hands on my chest while her big soft tits slithered over my ribs. With her hips raised high, she teetered on the edge of spearing herself with my manhood.

Her ass rose high in the air, perfect in every conceivable way. She was a masterpiece of femininity, and I ached for far more than simply fucking her. I needed her by my side, always and forever. I ran my hands along her supple back to the steep arch where her golden hips rose like a skyscraper. The perfect canvas of her skin was marred only by twin strips of pale flesh where her high-cut bikini bottoms had left behind diving tan lines. That they were for my eyes only made me want her that much more.

“Ask me if I’ll be your girlfriend,” she said, grinding her hips, letting her pussy gobble up my aching cock.

I cupped her ass and gave it a playful smack before squeezing both cheeks with my greedy palms. It took every bit of willpower I could muster not to drive my hips upward and fully penetrate her. Instead, I played along. “Will you be —”

“Yes,” she said, not letting me finish the sentence. She lowered her face to mine and kissed me softly on the lips, backing off just enough to level me with her smoldering gaze. “I am your girlfriend. In this reality or any other. If you’ll have me.”

I ran my palms over her hips and up her back to her shoulders before tucking an errant lock of her golden hair behind her ear. Rather than answering, I pulled her into a kiss. Our tongues lashed together, hot and hungry. She devoured me, deepening the kiss as our tongues ran wild, slipping and sliding over lips and teeth. Her warm breath curled up my nostrils and my head buzzed with desire.

Quinn, sucked my tongue between her lips and moaned softly in my mouth as she finally lowered her hips, swallowing my cock with her hot, tight pussy. Her tits bulged from either side of my chest, and she rolled her hips in slow circles, working my cock deeper with every revolution.

My manhood throbbed inside her, straining against her inner walls while pleasure reverberated through my lizard brain better than any drug. I slid my hands back down Quinn’s back before grabbing thick handfuls of her booty and riding the wave of her gyrating hips. I matched her rhythm with my hips, timing my thrusts with her smooth motion until the bed, once again, started its happy, sing-song chant.

This time, there was no pushback from Quinn about being quiet. Rather, she broke off the kiss long enough to sit upright where she gazed down at me. With her mouth hanging open, she moved her hips forward and backward, fucking me slow and deep. “Baby, you’re filling me so full.” Quinn closed her eyes and rode the wave, picking up speed as the bedsprings howled in protest.

Her perfect tits bounced before me, round, full, and firm. Her pink nipples, stiff and engorged, protruded from her swollen areolas while her tits bounced and clapped together. I gazed at her pussy where my cock slid in and out, glistening with a wash of her female juices. My soft grunts turned louder when Quinn picked up the tempo and her ass bounced off my upper thighs.

As we sped off in hot pursuit of our inevitable orgasms, the bed wailed in protest, much louder than at any point during last night’s virgin frolic. Quinn’s moans turned sharply louder, and she repeatedly chanted my name, telling me to fuck her, in a tone loud enough to hear her from the outdoor fire pit.

Quinn’s mouth hung open and her eyes lost focus as she careened on my cock like a runaway train bouncing faster. Her howls of ecstasy shuddered the rafters as she rode my cock like a Gilley’s mechanical bull.

The bed rocked on its rickety frame, and the headboard thumped against the wood-paneled wall, adding to the cacophony of sex practically boiling out of Quinn’s upstairs bedroom.

My cock sizzled with her sex, fever hot with the mounting friction spurred on by her incredibly tight pussy. I locked my hands on her hips, gritted my teeth, and rode the wave of pleasure, barely hanging on while Quinn bounced on my cock like a pogo stick. My low grunts and stiff moans mingled with her cries of ecstasy, leaving no doubt to anyone near the house that our relationship had arrived at a new plateau.

Her hair flew around her head and shoulders, wild and free, and her breaths came in ragged tugs, her chest heaving. Quinn’s tits glistened with a healthy glow of perspiration, lending her a radiance that left me intoxicated as she pumped me again and again.

“Are you close?” She huffed out as she down shifted her hips, slowing our break neck speed before her body went rigid. Before I could answer, she stiffened and grunted, leaning forward just enough to dig her fingers into my chest. A massive orgasm swept over her, and she gasped as her breath caught in her throat. A sudden release of wetness left my cock visibly doused in her excitement.

I was closing in on my orgasm but was so caught up in watching her move that my mind had switched off the fervent need building in my loins. But her sweet, lilting voice turned on a light switch in my libido and a sudden, overwhelming need to come nearly caused me to blow my stack deep inside her unprotected womb. I slowed my hips, backing away from the orgasmic edge as Quinn’s own orgasm seemed to crest and tail off, awaiting an encore performance amid our grand finale.

It was time I took the bull by the horns, or in this case, the blonde by her shapely hips. In one smooth motion, I sat upright, leaving Quinn pinned to my cock as I deftly slid her onto my lap, and we came face to face.

Her eyes lit with excitement, and she coiled her arms around my neck before running her fingers through my hair. “Smooth move, lover.” She leaned in and kissed me, nibbling on my bottom lip as she wrapped her long, powerful legs around my waist and drew herself in.

I grabbed her ass, cradling it in my palms while I guided her up and down my meat pole, fucking her slow and deep. We broke off the kiss and fell into a new rhythm, slower this time, while we gazed into each other’s eyes. “I enjoy fucking you in my lap.”

She raised an eyebrow. “I love fucking you wherever and whenever.” She came in for another light kiss, mashing her big tits into my chest as she moaned in my mouth and clawed the back of my head.

I reached up and cupped one of her tits with my hand, rolling my thumb over her stiff nipple as we deepened the kiss and slow-rolled our fucking. This was heaven, as I had imagined it in my fevered pre-teen mind. Me, Quinn, and a squeaky bed with a full day of non-stop sex on the horizon.

We broke off the kiss and touched our foreheads together as I released her tit and once again grabbed hold of her shapely ass. “After this, we can fuck in the shower,” I said.

“As long as you bend me over,” she said, before brushing her lips over mine. “I only want you, Jack. Now and forever.”

I grabbed hold of her ass and slowly lifted and lowered her, pinning her to my cock as I penetrated her more deeply than I ever had. Every inch of her pussy clung to my cock, igniting waves of pleasure that ran deep to my core. With soft grunts, I thrust upward, mingling my labored breathing with the squeak of the rusty springs and the soft clap of Quinn’s ass bouncing off my thighs. “Baby, I’m close. Where should I —”

“Inside me,” she said, holding my gaze. “I want to feel you gush inside me.”

My sex addled brain was too far gone to protest or consider the ramifications of seeding her with enough sperm to father a small city. Besides, I wanted to come inside Quinn. Even if I got her pregnant, I didn’t care. She was all I ever dreamed of having in a woman. With my mind freed from the burden of pulling out, I let myself go, fucking her harder and faster, savoring the soft sensation of her warm tits, gently bouncing off my chest.

With each deep thrust, her moans turned louder until her eyes glazed over with the telltale sign of a looming orgasm. She ran her fingers over my scalp and grabbed fistfuls of my hair as the rhythmic slapping of our bodies pushed us both past the point of no return.

Quinn leaned in and arched her back as she pulled on my hair and cried out, “Jack, baby, I’m coming again.”

My vision turned white, and my head went woozy with the need to come. My cock twitched deep inside the stunning blonde as my orgasm swept over me and my balls erupted with thick ropes of hot cum that geysered into Quinn’s womb with enough force to break the sound barrier. “Baby, that’s it. God, I’m coming so hard.” I squeezed her ass and held her down on my stiff rod, as I spurted again and again, grunting in her ear as my mind went numb, registering nothing but an animalistic need to fill her with my potent seed.

Quinn went slack, falling into me as I propped her up and continued pumping her full of hot jizz. My orgasm crested and faded as my cock lurched inside her, delirious with sated pleasure. I held her tight and breathed in the floral scent of her shampoo while I ran my hands over her glistening back.

She breathed in short, fast breaths, kissing my neck as she ran her fingers through my hair. With her legs coiled around my waist, she squeezed me tight as if willing my cum deeper inside her. “You came so hard,” she whispered in my ear. “I’ll have your cum dripping out me for a week.” Her soft giggle tickled my neck, and I nuzzled in tight, nibbling on her ear.

“We’ve got a lot of lost time to make up for,” I said, before I drew back just enough to meet her gaze.

She searched my face with her big blue eyes, and I knew with no doubt in my mind that she loved me. It was right there on the surface, plain as day, for anyone with half a brain to see.

The way she looked at me sent a wave of goosebumps flashing up my back. “Quinn, I —”

She pressed her finger to my lip, cutting me off. “Me first.”

I nodded and cradled her bare ass as my cock remained stiff as a board inside her.

She paused before she spoke, and her eyes welled with tears. “No man has ever looked at me the way you do, or cared for me like you do, or loved me even half as much as you.”

I held still, waiting for her to speak again, studying every soft curve of her angelic face.

“I’m not perfect.” She chuckled softly. “I think you know that.”

“Yeah. You snore,” I said, causing her to smile and slap me playfully on the chest.

Then she gazed at me and ran her fingers up my chest before touching my cheek. “The moment you told me you loved me, I knew I loved you, too.” She brushed a lock of hair off my forehead and leveled me with her bright blue eyes. “I love you, Jack. For the first time in my life, I understand what that means.” Her eyes welled with a fresh round of tears, but they were good tears, coupled with a smile that lit up her entire face.

We kissed, soft and slow, while our hands wrapped around each other, and a wave of warm energy seemed to lock us in place.

That’s when all hell broke loose.

From the hallway, I heard Olivia’s voice first. “Now, do you believe me?”

“There must be a logical explanation,” Molly said.

“Mom, they were making out in the lake. You saw the video, and I heard them fucking last night. Do you want me to replay it?”

“What the hell?” Mike said. But his voice seemed to come from further down the hall. “Wasn’t that you fucking up here just a minute ago?”

“Me?” Olivia asked, her voice incredulous. “As if.”

“There’s one way to know for sure,” Molly said. “We’ll ask them.”

A gentle knocking came on the bedroom door.

Quinn and I turned around to face the door, caught in a lover’s embrace. But neither of us moved.

“Fuck that,” Olivia said. “I’m going in.” She pushed the door open and when her gaze fell on Quinn and me, her eyes lit with triumph. “I knew it.”

Behind her, Molly gasped, and Mike’s face eroded into a mask of disbelief.

“Jack, make them go away.” Quinn buried her head in my chest while I pulled a sheet up around her to cover her backside from prying eyes.

I gazed up at Olivia and sighed. “Go away, Olivia. We love each other, and there’s nothing you can do to stop us.”

Then the world faded to black.





Chapter 19
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T
 he world came into focus, with Quinn’s face buried in my chest and her arms wrapped around my neck. But unlike her lake cottage, we were fully clothed and standing, once again, before the strange pedestal with our custom-made handprints.

“They’re back.” It was Molly’s voice who cried out as she rushed forward and threw herself at Quinn. “Sweetie, are you okay?”

Quinn and I backed away from each other. She wore a stunned expression while we both gazed around the strange temple.

It was as if I were seeing the place and the people surrounding us for the first time. The three pedestals were still there but the one Quinn and I had placed our hands on, now glowed with a soft gold light.

Molly pulled Quinn into a hug while Mike and Ray hovered over her shoulder, each wearing a concerned expression.

“Jack, are you okay?” A familiar voice said from behind me.

I turned to find Ryan staring back at me, his expression concerned. Relief flooded through me, and I stepped forward before pulling my friend into a tight hug. “Thank God, you’re alive,” I said.

Ryan let out a nervous laugh. “Uh… yeah?” He patted me on the back as if he were humoring me before I broke off the hug and met his gaze.

“What happened?” I asked him.

“That’s what I want to know,” he said.

Quinn darted past me and jumped into her brother’s arms, squeezing him so tightly she nearly knocked Ryan off his feet. “Oh Ry, you’re really here?”

“What the hell is wrong with you two?” Ryan said as he chuckled nervously and returned his sister’s embrace.

“You both fucking vanished,” Olivia said from where she appeared over my shoulder.

Quinn released her little brother and turned around, frowning at Olivia. “For how long?”

Ray peered down at his smart watch. “Thirty-two seconds,” he said.

Quinn and I traded a shocked expression.

“That’s impossible,” Quinn said.

“Some strange time compression,” I mumbled under my breath, frowning as I rubbed my chin.

“Time what?” Mike said as he lumbered forward and elbowed past me before he pulled Quinn into a hug. “Are you okay? I was so worried about you.” His robotic tone conveyed zero empathy or even a whiff of worry.

As I watched him maul her, my heart dropped into my shoes and a sinking feeling welled up inside me. Would she forget everything we just went through, or did she truly love me?

“How long do you think you were gone?” Ray asked me, eyeing me warily as if I were some sort of science experiment gone wrong.

I turned away from Mike and Quinn long enough to answer Ray. “Two and a half days,” I said. “We were at your lake house, and it was Memorial Day weekend.”

“Mike, let go of me,” Quinn said as she struggled to free herself from the bruiser’s grasp.

“What the hell? I can’t show you some affection?” He unceremoniously dropped her before she brushed past him and picked up my hand. A moment later, she laced her fingers in mine and a surge of pure joy sent me soaring to the moon.

I squeezed her hand and smiled down at her. “Quinn got over her fear of the lake.”

“Why are you holding his hand?” Olivia asked as she folded her arms over her chest and gave us an odd look.

Molly’s jaw dropped. “You swam? Quinnie, that’s amazing.”

Quinn beamed and nestled in close to me. “Jack, helped me get over my fear.”

Mike scoffed over my shoulder. “Fucking dweeb probably did a math equation to figure out the right trajectory for entry.” He mumbled under his breath.

Quinn spun on him like a tempest, her eyes blazing with fury. “Fuck you, Mike. Don’t talk to my boyfriend that way.” She physically shoved him in the chest, causing him to reel back in shock.

A look of horror washed over Mike’s face as his complexion turned white. “Boyfriend? What the fuck are you talking about?”

A smile crept up Molly’s face. “Finally. My prayers have been answered.” She clasped her hands together as a look of pure joy blossomed on her face.

Ray chuckled. “It looks like you did more than get over your fear of swimming,” Ray said.

Quinn turned to face me with a twinkle in her eye. She picked up my hand and gazed over my shoulder at her father. “We sure did, daddy. Jack and I fell in love.”

“Bullshit,” Mike said as his eyes turned red with rage. “It was all in your head. You weren’t even gone for a full minute.”

As much as it pained me, Mike had a valid point. Was it all in our head? Had we shared a mutual dream implanted by the goddess?

Quinn barked out a short laugh and shook her head. “You are so full of shit, Mike. I can’t believe I ever let you touch me.” She gazed at him as if he were a parasite trying to infect her with some deadly disease.

Mike stepped forward, fists clenched. “How do you know it’s real? Prove it.”

Quinn coiled her arm inside mine and stepped close to me. “Because I still have Jack’s cum running down my leg.”

“Now it’s a party,” Ray said, while Ryan snickered.

“You what?” Olivia looked dumbstruck. “You had sex with him?”

“Of course, I did,” Quinn said. “And he’s going to fuck me again when we get back to the hotel.”

“That’s enough,” Molly said. “Nobody is having sex until we figure out a way out here. Look around you, everyone. We’re still trapped.”

We fell silent as we gazed around the windowless room with no obvious way out except for unlocking the two remaining pedestals.

“There’s only one obvious way out of here,” Olivia said as she stepped forward and eyed the pedestal with a handprint matching hers. Then she turned her glare on me. “Get over here, Casanova. Let’s get this shit over with.”





Also by Rex Sterling





[image: MILF Maker: Complete Box Set]


MILF Maker: Complete Box Set


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09XTBC4K1




A breezy Rocky Mountain summer, a college stud home for vacation, and a trio of young sister-in-law with babies on the brain…


Jack Lawrence can’t wait to go home for the summer and visit his brothers. But before he leaves college for summer break, Jack’s best friend begs him to ask out his gorgeous French teacher
 , Gabrielle Monet.





When Gabrielle surprises Jack by asking him out, sparks fly, and Mademoiselle Monet teaches Jack the most important lesson of his life
 .





Now Jack’s off to visit his three brothers who live in Colorado staring with his brother, Max. When Jack’s busty blonde sister-in-law
 , Jenny, tells Jack that Max can’t make babies, Jack steps in and offers his services
 to make Max and Jenny’s dreams come true.





After a night out on the town, Jenny discovers that Jack has a hot girlfriend the same age as her
 . The revelation has Jenny seeing red, and the green-eyed monster sinks its claws into the stunning blonde pixie
 .





Now it’s up to Jack to unwind his smoking hot sister-in-law
 to find out what’s got her so worked up. Between Jenny’s jealousy and her dream of becoming a mommy, Jack has his work cut out for him. Can he appease his fantasy sister-in-law
 while hanging on to his stunning French goddess
 ?





MILF Maker contains the series entire three volume set
 including Man of the House, Bumpy Ride, and Birthday Boy
 . This full box set tells the complete story that follows inexperienced college student, Jack Lawrence, on his journey to turn his three beautiful sisters-in-laws into the MILFs of his dreams.





18+ Only!
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Stand-In Daddy Five-Book Box Set


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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