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It turned out, Lillie wasn’t kidding when she promised me free use whenever and wherever the mood struck. Only I wasn’t the first one to pop that balloon. It happened the very next morning when Lillie and I arrived at the drugstore to pick up a morning-after pill.

In the backseat of my SUV, right there in the drugstore parking lot, Lillie sat atop me, my cock stuffed deep inside her. Her breathy moans rose above the air conditioner running full tilt and the radio spitting out a pop song I didn’t recognize.

Her white tank top and denim skirt circled her waist, leaving her completely exposed. To my pure delight, she hadn’t bothered with a bra and encouraged rampant groping. I barely had time to pull her panties aside before she had my cock in hand, then halfway inside her.

Lillie’s ripe, round breasts bounced in my face, and pure ecstasy contorted her angelic face. Her soft moans and broken grunts put an exclamation point on what was already the best sex of my life.

I grunted, my brain fuzzy with a lethal dose of high-octane pleasure. I leaned forward and inhaled one of her fat nipples, gently nibbling as I sucked her areola between my lips. With my cock jack hammering her insides, I palmed Lillie’s ass and kneaded her flesh between my open fingers. She did most of the work, but I helped by guiding her up and down motion.

“Baby, don’t stop,” Lillie said. “I’m so close.”

Her words came out in a breathless rush. She grabbed fistfuls of my shaggy hair, using my locks like a crash bar on a roller coaster ride.

Even at the risk of our getting caught, or even arrested, she was absolutely irresistible. Wisps of her golden hair floated from the back of her neck and escaped her ponytail holder, where her long ponytail swayed from side to side.

Her scent was equally addicting. She smelled like a mix of tropical flowers, fresh baby powder and dryer sheets. The way she peered into my soul with her big blue eyes, turned me into a mass of congealed goop, completely at her mercy.

My tinted windows didn’t stop the shocked looks directed our way from customers heading into the drugstore. Those jaw-dropping stares were likely fueled by my car, rocking on its overworked shocks, and the orgasmic cries from Lillie as she threw caution to the wind.

I released my suction hold on Lillie’s nipple and sat back to watch her move atop me. Her tits rolled in tight circles, slapping together as the leather seats squeaked under my bare ass.

Lillie leaned forward and found my mouth with hers. Our lips met and our tongues swirled together. Her moans filled my mouth as she pumped her hips, milking my sizzling hot cock.

Even after our fifth round, there was only so much I could take before blowing another massive load inside the voluptuous blonde co-ed.

Lillie broke our kiss and wrapped her arms around my neck. She rested her forehead against mine and we locked eyes. With each upward thrust, I bottomed out inside her, where my knob met her cervix, causing Lillie to grunt.

Her eyes took on a hazy, faraway look, and she bit her lower lip. “Baby, I’m coming so fucking hard.”

Lillie barely got the words out before she stiffened and her pussy spasmed. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she fell forward, mashing her jiggling breasts against my chest as she buried her face in my neck.

Her warm breath tickled my ear, and her tongue swirled over my earlobe. “Come inside me.”

Just like the four times before, my rational side told me to pull out, but my lizard brain overruled. I cupped her bare ass in both hands and pinned my cock inside her to the root. My head swam with an urgent need to come, and I grunted, exploding inside her as I drew her toward me.

The dopamine release was heaven sent with pleasure spiking to an all-time high, sending me into the stratosphere. I came again and again, pumping my cock as I unloaded thick ropes of potent spunk directly into her unprotected womb.

I buried my nose behind her ear and breathed in her addictive scent. My head swam with ecstasy as my orgasm crested and I hung at the apex, savoring the moment until I came back down the mountain.

Lillie slumped forward, her chest heaving as she relaxed against me. She kissed her way up and down my neck, and when she reached my ear, she whispered, “I love you.”

I cupped her ass and nuzzled her in tight. Her pussy spasmed around my cock with aftershocks, milking the jizz still leaking from my overworked cock. “I love you too, my fairytale princess.”

Lillie kissed her way along my jawline, running her fingers through my hair until her eyes met mine. “I love it when you call me your princess.”

I grinned and kissed her softly on the lips. “Well then, princess, do you think you can hold out for five minutes while we’re in the drugstore?”

Lillie shrugged, and she averted her gaze, finding a sudden interest in a loose button on my shirt. She picked it up and rolled it between her fingers.

I kissed her cheek. The mood had taken a nosedive. Had I said something wrong? “Baby, what’s wrong?”

“You promised to take me to breakfast,” she said. “We can do this later.”

“Lill, we’re kind of on the clock here. There’s a reason they call it the morning-after pill. It’ll take five minutes and then we can go wherever you want to eat breakfast.”

She nodded but wouldn’t meet my gaze. “Or we can just go home and go back to bed.”

For whatever reason, Lillie didn’t want to go into the store. Was she embarrassed? “I’ll go in and pick it up. You stay here.”

She grabbed my arms and squeezed, her eyes panicked. “No.” She looked up and met my gaze, once again crushing me with her amazing blue eyes. “We’ll go in together. Like a proper couple.”

I picked up the straps of her tank top and guided them up and over her shoulders. I neatly tucked away her breasts before adjusting the straps, making sure she was exactly as I found her when we left home earlier.

A billowy mound of braless cleavage swelled from her top. And her stiff nipples poked through the thin cotton material. Less than twenty-four-hours ago, it was a sight that would’ve stopped me dead in my tracks. Now, I could play with them whenever the mood struck.

I frowned at her. “Are you saying we aren’t a proper couple?”

I meant the question as a joke, but Lillie’s eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. “That’s not all what I’m saying. Yes, we’re a proper couple. One-thousand percent proper. I only said that because I’m not sure if you believe we’re a real couple.”

“We just had sex five times in less than eight hours. That’s as real as it gets.”

Lillie giggled and nodded, her eyes twinkling as if whatever was bothering her had passed. “I want to go to that new pancake place. The one where they serve a hundred different styles of pancakes. Afterward, we can go home and play in the pool and hot tub together.”

“Your sister might have words with you.”

Lillie sighed and sagged forward. “Do you really have to go on that stupid date with Becca?”

“How would you feel if I canceled one of our dates at the last minute?”

“I would understand,” she said.

I laughed and smacked her ass. “You’re such a liar.”

Lillie giggled again, then came off my cock, taking a river of fresh cum with her. It oozed from her pussy, leaking down her leg before dripping onto my black leather seat.

“That’s a lake-sized load,” Lillie said.

“If you weren’t so pretty, it wouldn’t be a problem,” I said.

Lillie slipped her white cotton panties over her pussy and ignored the cum leaking down her leg. “Who said it was a problem? I love feeling you explode inside me. There’s nothing better in the whole word.”

She rolled off me and onto the seat beside me before pulling her dress back into place and adjusting her boobs. There was something off about her expression. Something sad.

I frowned and picked up her hand, squeezing it in mine. “Baby, what’s wrong?”

She gave me a forced smile and squeezed back. “Nothing that a stack of chocolate chip pancakes won’t solve. Come on. Let’s get this over with.”

Lillie climbed out of the car and shut the door behind her. We crossed the parking lot together, hand-in-hand, before making our way into the drugstore. There were only a handful of customers so early on a Saturday morning, which suited me just fine.

I led her through the store until we found the family planning aisle.

“This is it,” I said.

Lille remained silent, letting me lead her by the hand as if she were a death row inmate facing the executioner’s ax. I stopped in front of the shelf holding a variety of birth control options, including several brands of morning-after pills.

She gazed at the boxes, her expression flat. She let go of my hand and folded her arms over her chest, staring blankly ahead. “Pick whatever. I don’t care.”

That’s when it hit me. It was so obvious. Why hadn’t I picked up on it earlier? She wanted to get pregnant. Meanwhile, I assumed she was too young to want that. Especially with me.

I had always wanted a big family. It was Angie who wanted to stop after she got pregnant with Max. If Lillie wanted to get pregnant, I would happily knock her up.

“You know… we don’t have to do this,” I said.

Lillie whipped her head around and frowned at me. “We don’t have to do what?”

I unfolded her arms and took her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “Lillie, do you want to get pregnant?”

Her expression softened, and her eyes welled up with tears. “It’s not that….” Her voice broke with raw emotion and her chin quivered.

I turned her around to face me and picked up her other hand, taking them both in mine. “It’s okay. Tell me what’s going on.”

She took a deep breath and let it out before meeting my gaze. “The thought of erasing a baby we made from our love makes me sick. I love you so much….” She had to pause a moment to collect herself. “If we get pregnant, I wouldn’t mind. It’s not that I’m trying to get pregnant, it’s just….” She shrugged. “Would it be so bad to have a family with me?”

She gazed up at me, her eyes pleading and hopeful. “It would be wonderful having a family with you. If this is what you want, I’m on board. Is it crazy and impetuous? Hell yes.” I grinned. “Let’s do it.”

A smile broke across her face, and she clapped, squealing with delight, before she leaped into my arms and wrapped me in a bear hug. “I love you so, so much.”

I laughed and hugged her tight before a familiar voice shook me to my core.

“Dad? Lillie? What are you guys doing here?”

I set Lillie down and we whirled to find my son, Max, standing in the aisle with his friend Thomas and Thomas’ mother, Karen Harding.

Max wore a stunned expression and gawked at Lillie and me as if he’d just seen a ghost.

“Hey, Max,” I said. “How was the sleepover?”

I spoke before I could even think, and the words tumbled out of me with cringe inducing awkwardness.

“Your dad is taking me to breakfast,” Lillie said.

Unlike me, Lillie spoke with unwavering confidence. As if finding us together in the family planning section of the drugstore at 8 AM on a random Friday morning was the most natural thing in the world.

Meanwhile, Karen folded her arms over her chest and glanced down her nose at Lille and me.

I never liked Karen Harding. Angie and I went out with her and her ex-husband twice, but the connection never clicked. Karen was the type of person who got into other people’s business, then gossiped to anyone who would listen.

“Hi, Mrs. Harding. How’s your summer going?” Lillie smiled at Karen, who was also Lillie’s old high school English teacher.

“Hello, Lillie. My summer just got a lot more interesting.” She smiled between us, raising an eyebrow as if she’d busted me with my hand in the cookie jar. Then she turned her full attention back to me. “Where’s Angie? Does she know you’re… going to breakfast?”

Her words oozed with so much sarcasm they could have performed their own eye roll. “Yep. Angie was the one who sent us to the drugstore. Lillie’s helping me pick out the right… uhhh… brand.”

Max’s shoulders eased, and he seemed to relax. “We’re going to Thomas’ soccer game.”

“You need anything? Money for lunch maybe?”

“Mom already handled it,” Max said. “But thanks.”

Karen’s eyes flickered between us as if trying to figure out just how full of shit we were. “It’s too bad you’re married. My charity is holding a bachelor auction in a couple of weeks. You could’ve single-handedly helped us beat our fund raising goal.”

That came out of left field. I turned my attention to the aptly named Karen. “Yeah. Too bad.”

“Oh, he could totally do it,” Lillie said. “It’s for a good cause, right?”

Karen’s eyes lit up. “All proceeds go to the women’s shelter.”

“Angie wouldn’t mind,” Lillie said. “She’s super cool about that kind of stuff.”

Karen raised an eyebrow and grinned at me. “Is she now?”

“She may be cool with it, but I’m not,” I said. “I hate that kind of stuff. It makes me feel like a slab of raw meat.”

“Come on, dad. It’s for a good cause,” Max said.

“I agree with Max,” Lillie said. “You should totally do it. I’ll bid on you myself.”

“You and every other woman in town,” Karen said. “I’ll text Angie the details.”

“There’s no need for that,” Lillie said. “I can sign him up.”

I forced a smile, my anger rising. “By the way, how’s Brad doing? Now that we’re back in town, we should all get together again.”

Brad was Karen’s ex-husband. Karen caught him having sex with one of his co-workers in their bed. They divorced after we left town, but Karen didn’t know that I knew that.

Karen’s smile fell as she eyed me with a murderous look. “He’s remarried. You’ll have to ask him.”

I forced a frown, but I was certain she read the smile in my eyes. “Oh? I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Come on, mom,” Thomas said. “We’re going to be late.”

Karen turned her attention back to Lillie. “The deadline for sign up is tomorrow. I’ll text you the information. If we don’t see Steve on the list, I’ll call Angie and make sure she does.”

She wouldn’t be so cocky with her blackmailing innuendo if she knew Angie knew all about Lillie.

“No problem,” Lillie said.

“Bye, dad. Bye, Lillie,” Max said, grinning at Lillie as his eyes locked on her chest.

Karen walked away, nose up, with my son and his friends following close behind.

After she was gone, Lillie turned around to face me. She dropped the phony smile. “She’s such a fucking bitch. Can you believe she threatened us? How do you think she would react if she knew me and Angie are planning a threesome with you?”

My jaw dropped. “Threesome? What? Since when?”

“We texted last night. Come on, baby. Let’s go.” Lillie picked up my hand and pulled me toward the door.

“Does that mean we can skip the whole bachelor auction thing?”

Lillie frowned at me over her shoulder and shook her head as if I were crazy. “No. We’re totally signing you up.”

“But —”

She pulled me by the arm. “Come on. Let’s have sex one more time before breakfast.”
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When Lillie and I arrived home, we had barely stepped through the front door when a familiar voice caught me by surprise.

“Steve, got a minute to chat?”

I inwardly winced. Nothing good ever came from that phrase. The voice belonged to Jim Fields, who stood under the archway of his nearby office, gazing at me with unreadable eyes.

As I soaked in the gaze of my oldest friend, my stomach dipped with a wave of despair. The jig was up. It was time to pay rent for my sexual dalliances with Jim’s youngest daughter.

Lillie smiled over at her father as if she hadn’t a care in the world. She made zero effort to conceal our interlocked fingers. “Morning, daddy.”

Jim smiled at his daughter. “Morning, princess. Looks like you two have already been up and out.”

The phrase implied I had spent the night with his daughter. Which, of course, I had, all the while, violating her using a dozen different sexual positions.

“Yep,” Lillie said, her voice chipper. “Uncle Steve took me to breakfast.”

Jim seemed to force a smile. “Good. You look radiant this morning. I assumed after last night’s… activities, you might still be asleep.”

Jim looked in my direction as he spoke, his eyes twinkling with amusement. I could only pray he meant the party and not what came after Lillie dragged me up to her bedroom.

“I’ve never felt better,” Lillie said. “Anyway, it looks like you have something important to discuss with Uncle Steve. I’ll let you two talk.”

Lillie’s next move outright shocked me. She picked up my other hand, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me full on the mouth. It wasn’t some sweet and innocent kiss, either. It was a kiss that lingered for a few terrifyingly long seconds.

“Thank you for a wonderful night, Uncle Steve. I had an amazing time. Come find me after your date with Becca.”

A Mike Tyson haymaker couldn’t have landed with anymore force. The blood drained from my face, and my head went dizzy with horror. I felt Jimmy’s eyes bore into my back, and I prayed he didn’t have a loaded weapon in his office. “It’s not a date. It’s an outing.”

Lillie giggled. “Whatever. Just find me as soon as you get home.” She perched on her toes and kissed me again, this time for even longer while I was powerless to resist. When she finally released me, she smiled up at me, her eyes twinkling before she bounced off as happy as a woman who held a winning lottery ticket.

She had not only thrown me under the bus; she had backed up onto my corpse, revved the engine and peeled out. With extreme trepidation, I turned back to face Jimmy. “Before you say anything, know that I care deeply for Lillie.”

Jimmy’s grin touched his eyes, and he smirked. “You think I don’t know what my daughters had planned this entire time? Come on Stevie, give me a little credit.”

My jaw dropped. “You don’t want to kill me?”

Jimmy laughed. “Au contraire. It pleases me to see that sparkle in her eye and hop in her step. Although you may not care what I think after we chat.”

What was worse than me shacking up with Jimmy’s youngest daughter? “That sounds ominous.”

Jim glanced past me, checking both right and left before waving me into his office. “Come on inside. I’ll explain everything.”

I followed Jimmy into his office, and he shut and locked the door behind us. Rather than sitting behind his desk, he sat down on a brown leather love seat and gestured toward the chair across from him. “Please, sit.”

I sat down across from him with adrenaline pumping through my veins. What the hell was this all about? “I don’t see a gun, so I assume you don’t have murder on your mind.”

Jimmy laughed nervously. “No killing or even maiming. But I need a favor.”

“What gives?”

He let out a held breath and held my eye for several pregnant seconds before speaking. “It’s no secret that I’m a bad husband, and while I’m always there for my daughters, I haven’t exactly been present in their lives.”

“Jim, you don’t owe me any explanations.”

He waved me off. “I’m not trying to explain anything to you. Really. I’m simply stating facts.”

I shifted nervously in my seat and frowned at him. “Okay. I’m listening.”

“Gretta and I can’t sustain the performance we’ve put on for you and Angie since you arrived. We aren’t happily married, and she might have even told you that herself.”

I nodded. “She mentioned something about it.”

“Right. Well, there’s more that Gretta doesn’t know. For now, I’d like to keep it that way. Can you promise me that what I tell you in this room stays between us?”

“Is Gretta or any of the girls in danger? I won’t allow any harm to come to them.”

“No. It’s nothing like that. But, it’s bad. I’ll just tell you and hope you show mercy to your oldest friend.”

“Jesus, Jimmy. What are you wrapped up in?”

Jimmy hesitated, rubbing his chin as if considering. “I have another family in Denver.”

My jaw dropped. “You what?”

Jimmy winced. “I have a three-year-old son and my fiancé is ready to give birth to our daughter.”

“Fiancé? You’re fucking married, Jimmy. Most people get divorced first. And you have a son? What the hell? Do you have any other kids I should know about?”

Jimmy frowned. “None that I’m aware of, but I’ve paid for a few abortions over the years.”

Suddenly, I felt no remorse for taking Lillie’s virginity. In fact, I felt good about it. “I’m not sure I even want to know. You need to tell Gretta so she can move on with her life.”

He nodded. “I know, and I’m planning on telling her. It’s the timing I’m having a problem with.”

“We can call her into the office right now and tell her everything.”

“Steve, my fiancé is ready to give birth, and she wants me there. Not only for the birth, but for the first few months of my daughter’s life.”

“Does she know you have a whole other family?”

“She thinks I’m divorced.”

“Fucking hell, Jimmy. I thought I had skeletons in my closet.”

“Fucking my daughters behind my back doesn’t exactly give you the moral high ground,” Jimmy said.

“At least my wife knows about it.”

Jimmy raised a questioning eyebrow. “Really? She’s not pissed?”

“Let’s get back to what you need from me. So, you have this other family, and you need to be with them. Where do I come in?”

Jimmy nodded. “It would really help me and Gretta if you could be the man of the house while I’m away.”

I frowned. “Man of the house? Your wife and daughters don’t need me to protect them. They’ll do just fine on their own.”

Jimmy shook his head. “I’m speaking about Gretta. I need you to be the man of the house. Please don’t make me spell it out.”

I flopped back in my chair, utterly stunned. He wanted me to fuck his wife? “That’s some twisted shit.”

He shrugged. “I’ll feel better knowing she’s in your expert hands.” He grinned. “Pardon the pun. Also, having you in her life will help soften the blow when I return. Besides, deep down, we both know that she always wanted you over me.”

I wasn’t touching that conversation. “Where does Gretta think you’re going?”

“She thinks I’ll be in Singapore establishing our new southeast Asia office.”

“When will you be back?”

“In about eight weeks, give or take. I’ll tell her everything then. With any luck, you’ll have planted your flagpole, so to speak, and everyone’s happy.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Jesus, Jimmy. You’re fucking crazy.”

He shrugged. “Will you do it? I’ll owe you big time.”

I stood. “Whatever. I’ll do it, but if she asks me anything directly about your… situation, I’m not lying.”

Jimmy stood and breathed out a sigh of relief. “Great. You don’t know how relieved I am to hear you say that.” He checked his watch. “Now I’ve really got to go. My flight leaves an hour.”

I left Jimmy’s office, wondering if I’d ever see him again. I didn’t believe in the slightest that he planned to return in eighteen weeks, let alone eight. Now wasn’t the time to ruminate on Jimmy’s failings. With just over an hour until my planned date with Becca, I had to get ready.

Back in my room, I took a quick shower. When I returned to the bedroom to dress, I found a vibrant, suntanned goddess sitting on the edge of the bed with one long leg stretched over the other.

I grinned at my wife. “Why didn’t you join me in the shower?”

She wore a red bikini that left very little to the imagination. When she sat up and smiled back at me, the action pushed her breasts together, forming a golden mound of mouthwatering cleavage. “Lillie didn’t completely drain you?”

I blatantly gawked at her breasts and licked my lips. “I suddenly feel rejuvenated.”

Angie giggled and stood. She crossed to me, and she met my eyes before giving the towel wrapped around my waist a sharp yank. As the towel fell to the floor, she feigned wide-eyed innocence. “Oops.”

I leaned in and kissed her, my cock already stiff and hardening by the second. She pried open my lips with hers and our tongues flashed together just as Angie wrapped her warm fingers around my cock.

I inched closer, running my hands over her shoulder and down her back, ready to untie her top and throw her back on the bed.

She moaned with a hint of frustration and stepped back, eyeing my cock as her eyes churned with unquenched desire. “Baby, not now. Save it for your date with Becca.”

I frowned at her, confused. “I’m not eighty. If that moment arrives with Becca, I’ll have plenty of juice.” I stepped closer. “And you look way too good to pass up.”

Angie pressed her hands against my chest, keeping me at arm’s length. “As much as I want to ride that fat hog of yours, you have to meet Becca in fifteen minutes. For what I have in mind, we’ll need the rest of the afternoon.”

I sighed in frustration. “Fine. But when I get back —”

“Lillie and I will be waiting. Just make sure you save some strength.”

“What are you two planning?”

“Nothing sinister outside of signing you up for a bachelor auction.”

I rolled my eyes. “Did Lillie tell you?”

She shook her head. “Not yet. Max told me. And he told me you ran into Karen. How is the old shrew?”

“Earning her name,” I said, drawing a laugh from Angie.

“The woman needs to get laid. Seriously. What crawled up her ass?”

“Did Max mention anything else?”

Angie grinned. “Such as you shopping for birth control with your hot little girlfriend?”

I winced. “Sorry. I didn’t want you to find out that way.”

She shrugged. “You always wanted a big family. If Lillie wants to join forces, I’ll welcome her with open arms.”

I paused to take a read on my bullshit detector, but it remained strangely silent. “Are you setting me up for some big fall? If you are, can you please cut to the chase?”

Angie laughed and leaned in, kissing me again before backing away, searching my face with her eyes. “I’ve never been more in love with you than I am at this moment. Go have fun with Becca. Spend the night somewhere. Make love under the stars. Meanwhile, I’ll keep myself busy with your little blonde hottie.”

“So, you and Lillie are a thing?”

She shrugged. “We’re two women who love the same man. She’s also not afraid to dip her toe in the lady pond. Let’s see where the night takes us.”

“Where’s Max in all this?”

“Summer camp,” Angie said. “He wanted to go with Thomas and some of Thomas’ friends. He’s already on his way.”

A twinge of guilt flashed through me. “It feels like we’re sending him away so we can indulge ourselves in a sea of hot bodies.”

Angie giggled. “So what if we are? We’ve raised him as two dutiful parents and it brought us a world of misery and deprivation. I’m done living in the dark ages. Aren’t you?”








  
  Three

  
  
  Marmalade Adventure

  
  
    
  




When I stepped into the kitchen, I found Becca there, waiting for me. She sat atop a kitchen stool with her hands resting atop a wicker picnic basket sitting in front of her on the counter.

I was technically early, but it looked like she had been waiting for a while. “Am I late? I’m sorry, I —”

Her face lit up, her green eyes twinkling with a spark that sent butterflies fluttering in my stomach. “No,” she said, cutting me off. “You’re right on time. I was just so excited about our date that I got here early.”

When she smiled, my head spun like a lovesick teenager on his first date with a lifelong crush.

Becca’s silky raven hair tumbled over her shoulders in luxurious waves, and her soft skin glowed with just enough color to offset her white sundress. The dress ended just above her knees, highlighting her hourglass hips and glossy smooth legs. The dress had a round neckline that dipped just enough to expose the soft swell of her mouthwatering cleavage. She was the quintessential wholesome, all-American girl next door with a body built for sin.

My pulse quickened, and my mouth dried. I licked the cotton from my lips and tried to find my center. She was everything any man could ever want, and she wanted me. That thought left me reeling. “You look amazing.”

Becca stepped up, closing the space between us. She rested her palms on my chest, perched on her tiptoes and gave me a sweet peck on the lips. “Thank you. You look pretty amazing yourself.”

I placed my hands on her slender waist and inched closer. Her scent, wildflowers and honey, enveloped me, sending my head floating into the clouds. Despite Lillie draining me dry, my cock thickened in my jeans as a lust-fueled craving for the reigning Miss Illinois threatened to take control of my senses.

I beat back the sudden ferocity of my desire and took a moment to compose myself. I glanced past her at the picnic basket. “You weren’t kidding about our picnic date. Let me at least bring some wine.”

Becca ran her palms over my broad chest and back again, leaving her hands resting on my pecs. “I packed wine and everything else we’ll need.”

I let my hands wander, sliding my palms over her hips and giving her ass a playful squeeze. “What does everything include?”

Becca giggled and kissed me again, making no effort to stop my wandering hands. “You’ll have to wait and see.”

I grinned at her as I memorized every golden fleck in her bright green eyes. “In that case, we better get going. But I insist on driving.”

Becca stepped away and scooped up my hand in hers before we intertwined our fingers. “Fine. I’ll feed you the directions as we go.”

I picked up the basket, and we headed out. Over the next hour, we chatted about everything from Becca’s job, to her friends, and her plans after her college graduation. All the while, she gave me turn by turn directions without revealing our destination. The conversation was so effortless that it surprised me when an hour had elapsed, and we were still driving.

I navigated my Land Rover along a bumpy two-lane highway wrapped by farm fields, the occasional forest, and more than one blink-and-you’ll-miss-it town. When we stopped at a flashing light where two highways met, we were the only car on the road.

“We’re almost there. I promise,” Becca said.

“I’m enjoying the company and the drive,” I said before I stole a glance in her direction. “I could drive all night with you riding shotgun.”

She picked up my hand in hers and squeezed. “If my memory falters, we may end up doing just that.”

True to her word, five minutes later, we arrived at our destination, which is where we had our first surprise. After turning down a gravel, one lane road that seemed to end in a copse of trees, we came upon a fleet of bulldozers, dump trucks and mounds of dirt turned over by heavy construction. We pulled into an empty gravel parking lot fronting what looked like a functioning farmer’s market.

The farmer’s market was closed, and, in the distance, heavy machinery rumbled across acres of upturned earth, terraforming a stretch of land next to a lake.

Becca climbed from the passenger seat and slammed the door shut behind her. She gaped at the earth movers, her jaw hanging open and her eyes wide with horror. Her smile sank, and she seemed to deflate before my eyes. “What in the world happened to this place?”

I stepped up beside her and gazed across the broken earth. “My guess is a golf course.”

Her shoulders drooped, and she sagged against me. “Well, fuck.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you swear.”

She forced a smile that didn’t touch her eyes. “This place used to be a summer camp. I came here as a kid and was a counselor in high school the year before the camp went out of business. After that, my friends and I used the place to swim and have picnics. Nobody knew about it.”

I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and held her close. “Except for the greedy land developers.”

She chuckled and shook her head. “Sorry. It looks like our date is a bust.”

I gazed over at her and frowned. “Says who?”

Becca met my gaze and tried her best to put on a happy face. “I had the whole day planned. I even picked out a place to….”

Her voice trailed off as her cheeks turned pink and she averted her gaze.

I grinned. “To do what?”

She grinned up at me, and this time the smile touched her bright green eyes. “You know what.”

Rather than push things, I changed course, trying to find some way to cheer her up. “Some of the best days of my life happened organically. You never know what’s waiting around the next bend.”

Becca peered past me toward the farmer’s market lined with empty stalls. “We’re in the middle of Nowhere, Illinois. Unless you’re up for some corn de-tasseling, I say we head back to civilization and figure out how to salvage our date.”

I followed her gaze and frowned as my eyes landed on a flier pinned to the side of a stall. “What’s that?”

Becca frowned. “What’s what?”

I picked up her hand and pulled her over to the stall where we read the flier together.

Annual Milford Marmalade Festival, June 3rd. Live music, art show, and auction. Fun for the whole family. Noon - 10 PM.

I plucked the flier from the wall, turned to Becca, and grinned. “Guess what today is?”

Her face lit up. “Today is June 3rd.”

“That’s right. Today we’re going on a marmalade adventure.”
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I navigated my Land Rover through downtown Milford with the festival in full swing. As I creeped down the crowded main street, Becca stared out the passenger window, swiveling her head left and right to take it all in.

“They have art booths,” she said, her voice bubbling with excitement. “And look. There are food trucks and there’s a place selling pies.” She whirled on me. “I love homemade pie.”

I chuckled as I scanned the street for an empty parking spot. “Maybe they’ll have homemade ice cream to go with the pie.”

Becca’s eyes widened. “You really think so?”

“You’ve got to put that marmalade on something, right?”

She laughed. “Right.” She picked up my hand and gazed back out the window. “There’s a bandstand. I wonder who’s playing.”

“We’ll find out.” I pulled into a parking place in front of the old courthouse and killed the engine.

Like so many old Midwestern towns, the courthouse marked the center and the heart of the quaint little town. Tents, booths, and food trucks bordered three of the four streets surrounding the stately courthouse. Antique shops, boutique clothing stores and mom-and-pop restaurants lived in the brick and mortar buildings. All of them had their doors open, with people milling in and out.

The scent of fair food and music floated above the crowd where sunshine drenched the streets and left the lawn fronting the courthouse, basking in flickering shade. A light breeze kicked up, rustling the lush trees surrounding the square, each ancient and proud, towering high into the sky. With low humidity and pleasant temperatures, the day was an absolute dream for an early summer festival.

Becca climbed out of my car and stood on the sidewalk with her dark hair floating in the breeze, glistening in the bright afternoon sunlight. She turned in a slow circle, taking it all in with a huge grin brightening her angelic face. “This is so much better than what I planned.”

I climbed out of the car after her, closing and locking the door behind me. While I watched her, a surge of butterflies flooded my stomach. She was so breathtakingly beautiful that, for a moment, everything else faded away.

Arms out, she twirled in place, giggling like a schoolgirl. She moved effortlessly with a dancer’s grace and a celebrity presence. Her entire aura radiated an innocence so pure yet so sexual it left me intoxicated with dream-fueled lust.

Her white sundress floated around her upper thighs, caught in the breeze. It was gasoline and a match for my pent up lust. In that moment, I had wanted no one as badly as I wanted Becca. My cock shifted in my jeans, pulsing as it hardened. What did a stunning young woman like Becca see in a dinosaur like me? It was the same with Lillie and Jenna. Did all three of them have daddy issues? Was that it? Was I the strong male figure Jimmy wasn’t? Or was there more to it?

Sure, I had money and looks. But Becca had rich and handsome men tripping over themselves to spend five minutes with her. Her ex-boyfriend, Jeremy, was a prime example. He was smart, handsome, kind and came from a rich family. Yet, she had dumped him like a soggy filter of spent coffee grounds.

Becca herself was pre-med with a 4.0 GPA and plans to attend medical school. Was that the resume of a woman with daddy issues? She didn’t need me or any other man to take care of her. She was as self-sufficient as she was, humble, kind, and drop-dead gorgeous. Jimmy had thrown money at his daughters like it came out of a Monopoly game, yet Becca worked anyway.

Was I ruining her life? Was I stealing her youth like some old vampire, grooming her for my own selfish desires? I’d given her every opportunity to back out, yet she had doggedly pursued me for years. Now with my wife not only giving the green light but fanning the flames, turning her away was like asking me to hold my breath until I died.

As if sensing my eyes drinking in her lush curves, Becca turned to me, blushing. “What? Do I look stupid?”

I shook myself back to reality and frowned. “Hardly. You just look so… happy.”

Becca skipped toward me and picked up my hands, squeezing them in hers. “That’s because I am happy.”

“You’re sure this is what you want? I mean me. If I’m pressuring you —”

She perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips, cutting me off. She let the kiss linger for a long moment before dropping to her feet and settling her gaze on me. “If you’re done saying stupid things, I would like to see the fair with my boyfriend.”

I squeezed her hands back and smiled. “I’ve achieved boyfriend status?”

She tilted her head and gave me an appraising look. “I’ll keep you around so long as you tend to my base needs.”

My gaze flickered to her abundant cleavage, swelling inside the front of her sundress. My hard cock twitched in my pants, hungry for the buxom brunette. “Twist my arm, why don’t you?”

Becca giggled and kissed me again. “Let’s go. The day’s wasting away.”

With that, she pulled me forward, and we melted into the crowd.

As we perused the tents and shops where artists and vendors hocked their wares, one undeniable fact became painfully clear. Becca drew a lot of attention. Given that she was as beautiful as a Maxim model, it came as no surprise. But intellectually knowing that fact and experiencing it firsthand were two entirely different things.

Men weren’t her only admirers. She drew attention from the young and the old, male and female, across ethnicities, cultures and sexual identities. Some ogled her with unabashed gawking while others stole furtive glances at her face, hips, or chest. What shocked me the most was that Becca seemed blissfully unaware of it all. She went about her business, chatting happily with me, commenting on a piece of art or jewelry, all the while leading me around by the hand. That she didn’t know or simply had grown so used to the attention that she paid it no heed, endeared me even more to the happy-go-lucky twenty-one-year-old beauty queen.

Inevitably, some of the hungrier stares shifted from Becca to me, their longing looks replaced by scorn or outright jealousy. Not that I cared. In fact, I welcomed their disapproving looks. I rippled with satisfaction, knowing the goddess wanted me when she literally could have any straight man on the planet doing back flips just to please her.

But those stares were just that until we ventured into an artist’s tent selling bejeweled wine goblets and beer steins. Becca showed scant interest in the gaudy drinking paraphernalia, and we were just leaving when she bumped into one of a trio of male twenty-something’s. They were holding aluminum beer cans and talking loud enough to make it clear they were somewhere between buzzed and outright drunk.

Their ringleader, a kid around Becca’s age wearing a gray tank top and a Bulls baseball cap worn backwards, seemed oblivious to his surroundings. He was handsome with shaggy blonde hair and a fit, muscular frame. His blue eyes and square jaw highlighted a handsome face, and he exuded a general aura of masculine confidence.

When the guy had his head turned talking to his buddy, he walked straight into Becca, who had tried and failed to veer out of the way. She bounced off him and back into my arms, where I caught her, leaving my hands planted on her waist.

“Oops. Sorry,” Becca said.

The guy turned, and his eyes flashed with anger until his gaze soaked the object of his scorn. He froze, and the harsh edge of his fury faded. He shifted his can to his other hand and shook off the few drops of beer that dotted his wrist.

“Now look what you did,” he said. “You spilled half my beer.”

Becca hadn’t spilled half his beer. The tiniest amount had sloshed out of the top. Besides, the entire incident was his fault for not watching where he was going. I was about to speak up, but Becca beat me to the punch.

“Maybe you should watch where you’re going,” she said. “You ran into me.”

Score one for team Becca. I squeezed her waist reassuringly.

“You owe me another beer,” the guy said. “I have witnesses who will back me up.”

But there was no heat in his reply. Rather, his words came out as flirtation, backed by a confident grin. On either side of him, his friends chuckled, their eyes locked on Becca’s chest.

I pulled a twenty out of my wallet and handed it to the ringleader. “Here. This will pay for your beers and your inconvenience.”

The guy eyed my twenty, ignoring me, before returning his gaze to Becca. “How about we forget the whole thing? We’ll take your dad’s twenty and buy us both a drink.”

Becca inched backward until her shoulders met my chest. She pulled my arm around her waist as if using it as a shield. “Thanks for the offer, but he’s not my dad. He is my boyfriend.”

Her tone was non-confrontational, and the blond man gazed between me and Becca, wearing an incredulous expression. “No fucking way.”

His buddies laughed while he eyed Becca like a predator with a bloody hunk of raw meat.

“Here.” I dangled the twenty, willing the guy to take it before he ruined our afternoon with an alcohol infused confrontation. “Just take the money and we’ll call it even.”

Becca’s eyes smoldered as she glared at the drunken blond, but she seemed unwilling to further engage with the man. Instead, she pulled both of my arms around her protectively, mashing her backside against me as we intertwined our fingers.

Finally, the guy sighed and snatched the twenty from my outstretched hand. He eyed me with a mix of envy and contempt, shaking his head as if in disgust. “Fucking sugar daddies.”

As he and his friends laughed and stalked away, Becca tried to lurch toward the guy as if she wanted to say something.

I held her tight. “Just let them go.”

Becca fumed and turned around to face me. “Those guys were total assholes.”

“Drunken assholes,” I said. “I won’t let them ruin our afternoon.”

The tension drained from Becca’s face, and her body relaxed. “You’re right. This day is about us.”

Becca stepped forward, perched on her tiptoes, and wrapped her arms over my shoulders and around the back of my neck. As she ran her fingers through my hair, she drew me into a kiss, parting her lips before our tongues flashed together.

When she backed away, her eyes were hazy with lust. “Thank you for sticking up for me.”

I smiled. “I’m just glad they took the twenty.”

Becca giggled, and her bright mood returned. “Come on. I’ve been dying to check out that jewelry tent.”

She pulled me into an artist’s tent filled with necklaces, bracelets, rings, and custom piercings. Most of the jewelry was out on display, perused by a handful of festival goers. The artist, a woman with long gray hair, round eyeglasses, and a warm smile, sat in a lawn chair behind a rack of glass-topped display cases. Her higher end offerings were under glass where she could presumably keep an eye on them while she attended to customers.

All of her pieces were high quality, tasteful, and seemed custom made for those who liked their jewelry on the understated side. Becca qualified as her target market, and it showed as we spent more time inside the little tent than we had at any other booth.

Becca found a turquoise ring and a matching bracelet she set aside to purchase, but there was a piece inside one of the glass display cases that kept drawing her attention. After Becca’s third return trip, the artist finally spoke up.

“Dear, is there something you’d like to try on?”

Becca’s cheeks flushed pink, and she shook her head, looking like the woman had just accused her of shoplifting. “You have some wonderful jewelry. My sisters would love your work.”

The old lady nodded her appreciation. She gestured toward the turquoise bracelet in Becca’s hand. “That bracelet suits your beautiful complexion. The turquoise helps bring out the green in your eyes.”

Becca smiled. “You think so?”

“I know so. That’s my job.”

While Becca and the artist continued chatting, I glanced at the jewelry inside the display case, trying to figure out which piece had caught Becca’s attention. As soon as my gaze landed on a floral pendant, I knew I had hit pay dirt.

I picked up one of the woman’s business cards for future reference, noting her name, Leslie Bishop. I pointed at a gold pendant shaped into a daisy. “Ms. Bishop, may we try on that necklace, please?”

Leslie Bishop truly had a gift. She had meticulously detailed the gold petals of the daisy, inlaying silver veins so small they, at first, escaped notice. But what really brought the piece to life were the gemstones at the center. Yellow sapphires ringed a glittering diamond, causing the entire piece to light up like a miniature sun.

But the setting wasn’t gaudy. Like the rest of the artist’s work, the flower and the gemstones didn’t scream in-your-face opulence, rather they spoke of quiet elegance. The piece was regal and classy, just like Becca. The price tag read $1,750, which didn’t bother me in the slightest.

Becca’s eyes widened, and she whirled on me, shaking her head. “No. That’s too much.”

I grinned as the artist stood and moved to the case.

“I just want to see how it looks on you. It reminds me of the pendant I bought you for your high school graduation.”

“Your dad has a good eye,” Ms. Bishop said.

I wasn’t sure if that was true or she was trying to make a sale, and really, I didn’t care. Becca loved it, which was all that mattered.

Ms. Bishop fished the pendant out and rested it atop a piece of black velvet for us to see.

Becca’s face lit up as she glanced down at the pendant. “It’s the most beautiful piece of jewelry I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

If Becca had picked up on the woman’s faulty assumption that we were father and daughter, she didn’t let on. Becca turned to me, smiling. “That’s why I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. It reminded me so much of the one you gave me.”

For nearly a year after I gave Becca that necklace for her high school graduation, she wore it in nearly every picture she posted on social media. Then, during her freshman year of college, Becca called me in tears. Someone had broken into her locker at the gym and stolen the necklace while she was working out. She apologized up and down as if it were her fault.

The event left Becca utterly devastated. I searched far and wide for a suitable replacement but couldn’t find anything. Ultimately, I gave her a pair of diamond earrings, but I never stopped looking. Today was our lucky day.

I picked up the necklace and slid it around Becca’s neck, clasping it in the back.

As she glanced at the pendant in the mirror, her eyes welled with tears, and she smiled. “It’s beautiful.”

“We’ll take it,” I said.

Ms. Bishop smiled and nodded. “Excellent choice.”

Becca turned around to face me. “Steve, it’s too much.”

“That smile is worth every penny,” I said.

Becca’s entire face radiated pure joy. “Thank you so much. I’ll wear it every day.”

Becca perched on her feet and drew me into a long and very unfatherly kiss on the lips, making no bones about our relationship status.

The move seemed to catch Ms. Bishop off-guard. For a moment, her smile faltered before she regained her composure. “I’m sorry. I assumed she was your daughter. Never mind me.”

I cleared my throat and waved her off. “It’s fine.”

Becca turned back to the woman, her face giddy. “He’s the best boyfriend in the world.”

The woman smiled in understanding. “He’s a keeper. Would you like to wear the piece out?”

Becca nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, please.”

Afterward, we took in the rest of the art show and ate a light dinner at a nearby restaurant. To cap off the day, we bought dishes of homemade ice cream and watched a local band play as afternoon turned into evening.

We sat back, away from the stage, under the gargantuan limbs of an ancient oak tree. I leaned back against the massive trunk while Becca sat between my legs with her back resting against my chest. Together, we watched the band play a mixture of soft rock covers dating back to the eighties up to the current day.

Becca finished her ice cream and sighed contentedly. She rested her arms on my legs as she nestled into my arms that were wrapped around her waist. The position offered me an unobstructed view directly down the top of her dress, where I eyed the lacy white cups of her bra and her massive breasts bulging outward. The diamond pendant nestled inside the majestic swell of her upper cleavage, glittering under the starry, moonlit sky.

I tightened my grip around her waist and rested my chin on her head. “This turned out to be a pretty awesome day.”

“The best,” Becca said.

She dragged her fingers up and down my legs, gently caressing me as she took in the show. “I don’t want it to end.”

I nuzzled in just behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck. “Who says it’s over?”

Becca giggled and opened her neck as an invitation for me to keep going. “It better not be over.”

I playfully nibbled on her earlobe while Becca inched backward, pressing her ass up against my crotch. “Can I ask you something?”

Becca moaned softly and sighed. “What is so important it can’t wait?”

I kissed her again and drew back, gazing down at her. “It’s nothing, really. I’m more curious than anything.”

Becca ran her hands up and down my leg, clearly aroused by my affection. “Go ahead. Ask.”

“Twice today you’ve corrected people who assumed I was your father. I want you to know that it doesn’t bother me if people think that. I only care what you think. Is there a reason you want to make our relationship status clear to strangers? Or is it just a coincidence?”

Becca sat for a long moment, caressing my legs as if considering my question. She then pushed herself up and stood, and I wondered for a fleeting moment, if I had somehow fucked up.

Becca quickly abated those fears when she turned, stepped forward, and slid onto my lap. She straddled me, wrapping her legs around my waist as she draped her arms over my shoulders. Face to face, she met my gaze, her green eyes searching me as if committing the moment to memory.

“It’s because I love you,” she said. “I’m proud to be your girlfriend, and I want to scream it for all the world to hear.” She smiled happily and brushed an errant lock of hair away from my eye. “I still can’t believe you said yes to being with me.”

I could no longer resist temptation. I slid my hands up and under her dress and cupped her round, panty-clad ass. As I squeezed, an equal measure of cotton and flesh filled my palms. My cock thickened, rising fast and throbbing where it ached inside my shorts.

I smiled. “That’s a compelling reason.”

Becca giggled and brushed her thumb over the back of my neck. “Do you have a problem with it?”

She raised a questioning eyebrow as she searched my face, daring me to answer.

“I love you too,” I said, then leaned in just enough to find her lips with mine.

Becca leaned into my kiss and parted her lips before our tongues swirled together. We deepened the kiss and Becca moaned into my mouth, grinding against my hard cock as she ran her fingers through my hair.

My cock swelled and stiffened where it pressed against her soft ass as she moved atop me, her sense of urgency growing. I slipped my hand inside the waistband of her panties and palmed her bare ass, squeezing her flesh between my outstretched fingers. I had to have her. Waiting a minute longer was impossible.

Becca broke off the kiss and gazed at me, panting for breath as her eyes swam with feral lust. “I don’t want to go home. Let’s find a hotel or something. I need you right now, and I can’t wait another second.”
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There was only one hotel in Milford. Not that it came as any surprise. After all, the place was the size of a postage stamp.

Hand-in-hand, Becca and I pushed through the glass double doors and entered the hotel lobby. With the festival in full swing, the place was bustling. Conversation buzzed from people filling the modestly sized lobby and the adjacent, three-table-sized cafe.

A set of antique elevator doors chimed before the door slid open. Four people came out while three more went in. Chances were slim the inn had any vacancies, but it didn’t hurt to ask.

Becca leaned into me, cradling my hand in both of hers. She frowned at me, wearing a look of concern. “What if they’re out of rooms?”

I glanced down at her and met her big green eyes. “You never know. Maybe they had a cancellation. If not, there’s got to be another hotel somewhere nearby, right?”

Becca breathed a sigh of relief and squeezed my hand affectionally. “Good. Otherwise, I will jump your bones in the car.”

I grinned. “I’ll let them know it’s an emergency.”

Becca giggled, perched on her toes, and kissed me on the lips. “I’ll follow your lead.”

We approached the front desk where a balding, middle-aged hotel clerk sat behind the counter surfing his phone. As we stepped up, the man smiled and casually glanced at our interlocked hands.

“Welcome to the Milford Inn,” the clerk said

“We’d like a room,” I said.

The man moved to his computer. “What’s the name on the reservation?”

“We don’t have a reservation,” I said.

The man winced and frowned. “I’m sorry, sir. But we’re booked up for the festival. We have been for weeks now.”

Becca sagged against me and frowned at the man, giving him her best puppy-dog stare. “There’s no late cancellations or, like, an extra room tucked away somewhere?”

“I’m willing to pay extra,” I said.

The man took in Becca, his gaze flickering over her swollen cleavage, before he looked at me with a pasted-on smile. “If I had a room, I would absolutely rent it to you.”

Becca shifted from one foot to the other, clearly impatient.

“Are there any other hotels in the area?” I asked.

The man hesitated for a moment and then shook his head. “The festival has claimed every room within a twenty miles radius. But you never know, maybe there was a cancellation at the Super Eight in Eastham. It’s about a thirty-minute drive from here. You’re welcome to call them.”

Becca groaned and buried her head into my shoulder.

Something about his initial hesitation made me think he was holding back. “I understand. If you can think of any other alternative, I would gladly pay.”

He hesitated for another long moment, then let out a resigned sigh. “A block down, my cousin runs the Marmalade Bed and Breakfast. She called and told me about a last-minute cancellation and asked for me to send a well-qualified couple her way should the pair appear before me.”

Becca grinned. “We are an amazing couple. Aren’t we babe?” She perched on her toes and kissed me lightly on the cheek.

The main frowned but made no comment.

I studied his dour expression. “What does well qualified mean, exactly?”

His face froze with angst, his lips thin and pursed. Finally, he spoke. “It means that you and your….” He tipped his head in Becca’s direction, “daughter would be welcome guests. Just tell her that Mitch sent you.”

The way he stretched out the word, daughter left me feeling uneasy. It wasn’t hard to read between the lines. I took a twenty out of my wallet and handed it to Mitch. “Thanks for the tip. My daughter and I will leave an excellent review of your hotel.”

Becca rolled her eyes. “I’m not his daughter, okay? I’m his girlfriend, and he is my boyfriend. If anyone has a problem with it, they can —”

“Thank you, Mitch,” I said, cutting her off. “We’ll be on our way now.”

Mitch pocketed the twenty, flashed us a nervous smile, and nodded as I dragged Becca out of the lobby. “Good luck,” he said after us.

Outside, Becca squeezed my hand so hard I thought it would break. “Why does everyone have to be so judgmental? So what that you’re a few years older than me? What’s the big deal? We’re both consenting adults.”

I was literally twice her age, but I wasn’t stupid enough to say it out loud. “While I agree with you entirely, it’s the only room available. But if it bothers you that much, we can always head back toward Chicago and find a hotel along the way.”

Becca rubbed her chin, and her eyes glimmered with mischief. “I have a much better idea. Come on, let’s go get that room.”

Wearing a look of determination, she stormed off, dragging me by the hand down the street. I had a sinking feeling it wouldn’t end well.

A few minutes later, we appeared outside the Marmalade Bed and Breakfast. A white sign with black stenciled lettering read that the place was owned and operated by William and Marjorie Thomas.

A row of neatly trimmed hedges hugged a wraparound porch littered with rocking chairs and two wicker love seats. Towering oaks dominated the front yard, and a white picket fence separated the well-manicured lawn from the sidewalk.

The inn itself was three stories tall, with a pseudo-Victorian style of architecture. It appeared as if a series of add-ons had muddied the original architecture while allowing the B&B to house more guests.

We stood together on the sidewalk, gazing up at the place.

“It looks inviting enough,” Becca said.

I frowned, gazing toward the front door lined with thick pains of stained glass. “We’ll see what kind of reception we get.”

With the hour quickly approaching 9:00 PM, it was time to make a move.

Becca squeezed my hand. “Come on, daddy.” She grinned up at me. “Are you ready for some carnal knowledge about your baby girl?”

I winced. “Really? You have to go there?”

Becca giggled and pulled me forward, pushing her way through the spring-loaded gate and dragging me up onto the porch. As she opened the front door, she released my hand as I followed her inside.

The entry way came straight out of the early twentieth century, and the place made me feel as if we had stepped back in time. Dark wood and minimal lighting dominated the walls, adjacent staircase, floorboards and registration desk. Behind the check-in counter, thin lamps coated the space in oily light. The only other source of illumination came from twin Gothic style table lamps resting atop a long black table casting shadows on a bronze sculpture of Jesus pinned to the crucifix.

Another crucifix hung on the wall behind the counter where a thin elderly woman glared at us behind wire-rimmed spectacles and a gray beehive hairdo. She glared at us as if we had just floated out of the River Styx manned by a team of oar-rowing prostitutes.

She had a severe, angular chin, a skeletal face, and sunken eyes. The crypt keeper had nothing on this lady.

She gazed between Becca and me, her eyes judging, and a moment later, she seemed to come to some sort of internal decision. “Sorry. Inn’s full.”

“That’s too bad,” I said. “Mitch from down at the Milford Inn highly recommended the place. He thought you might have a vacancy.”

“He thought wrong,” the old woman said, her voice more than a little unfriendly.

“Are you Mrs. Thomas?” I asked, daring to step forward.

She inclined her head. “That’s me.”

“We’ve been enjoying your lovely town all day long, and the time got away from us. All we’re looking for is a place to sleep for the next few hours before we drive back to Chicago. We’ll take anything available.”

“We’re full. Besides, we have a strict policy for couples. We only take married men and women. I don’t see any rings on your fingers.” She pursed her lips and deepened her glare. “And we don’t rent rooms by the hour.”

The insinuation nearly made me laugh out loud, but I composed myself, maintaining a stoic expression. “I think you have the wrong impression of us.”

The old woman raised an eyebrow. “I saw you two holding hands outside before you came in. I’m not stupid. You’re a pair of sinners. She’s young enough to be your daughter. You should be ashamed.”

I started to interject when Becca finally spoke up. “Daddy, it’s fine. We already visited mom’s grave. Let’s just go home.”

The woman’s jaw dropped. “You two aren’t a couple?”

Becca put on her most innocent face, including her saddest, puppy-dog eyes. “No ma’am. He is my daddy. We were in Eastham visiting my mother’s grave and came to the festival to honor her memory. This has always been her favorite place in the world. Through God’s grace, I’ve felt close to her all day. It’s as if she was the one holding my daddy’s hand, which is why you saw what you saw. My daddy and I hoped to spend the night in your town so I could keep her close to me for just one more night.”

She was a natural-born actor, and I rubbed my chin to keep myself from grinning. I put on my deepest frown and stared at the God-fearing owner. “We were married for twenty-five years. I’ve had so many sleepless nights. But today, it’s as if I’ve had an angel perched right on my shoulder.”

“Amen,” Becca said softly as she lowered her gaze.

The old woman stared at us long and hard, as if taking a reading from her bullshit detector. We must have passed because her expression softened, which was really a sight to behold on a woman as skeletal as Marjorie Thomas. Twenty years fell off her face in a single moment. “May the Lord forgive me. Why didn’t you say so? We have one more room, but I’ll warn you it has just the one bed.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “My daughter will take the bed. I’ll sleep on the floor.”

Mrs. Thomas checked us in, ranting the whole time about sinners, adultery, and the sexual deviants of Becca’s generation. Becca and I nodded along until finally the old woman turned over our room key.

“We serve breakfast at seven. You two are on the second floor, the last room on the left. I’ll have William bring up a second set of sheets.”

With that, we took our leave. We ascended the stairs, each ancient step creaking as we went. As soon as we had escaped the prying eyes of Marjorie Thomas, Becca picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine.

Our second-floor room was quaint in an old-fashioned kind of way. A king-sized, four-post bed dominated the space. Pillows and an Amish style quilt adorned the bed. A plain wooden dresser sat on the far side of the room under a window fashioned with heavy lace curtains and drawn blinds. The last touch was the massive oak crucifix hanging over the bed, with Jesus looking down on us from the cross.

I looked around the room. “Does this place give you the creeps? I can’t decide if the room reminds me more of a museum or a haunted house.”

Becca giggled. “In the fourth grade, we went on a field trip to one of those places where they recreate what it was like to live in the 1800s. This room reminds me of that trip.”

“Better that than the sight of a mass murder. Maybe that’s why she has all the creepy crucifixes everywhere. Hopefully, they had a priest perform an exorcism to rid the place of demons.”

Becca giggled as she hooked her arm inside mine. “As long as I can curl up beside you, I’m fine. But yeah… this place is definitely giving off creepy vibes.”

“It’s not too late for me to book a hotel somewhere closer to home.”

Becca shook her head. “This place isn’t perfect, but our day was.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Besides, we’ll have a great story to tell everyone when we get home.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her in tight, sliding my hand over her ass before giving it a playful squeeze. “If Mrs. Thomas knew about all the lecherous things you wanted to do to your father, she would turn over in her grave.”

Becca giggled and nuzzled in tight. “She’s not dead.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow. “You sure about that? I never saw her take a breath.”

Becca grinned as she curled her arms around my neck and kissed me, letting it linger before she languidly parted her lips and our tongues flickered together. She backed away, eyes smoldering. “I’m so going to smash my daddy tonight.”

Before I could retort, a soft knock sounded on our door.

I released my grip on Becca’s sumptuous ass, and she backed away before I turned and opened the door.

A thin, elderly man with snow white hair and a matching mustache stood in the open doorway holding a set of sheets, a blanket, and two extra pillows.

He grinned and held out the bundle, his blue eyes twinkling. “Special delivery.”

Unlike his wife, William Thomas had an open, inviting smile and radiated good vibes. It was like coming face to face with an elderly Mr. Rogers.

I reached out and took the bundle of sheets. “Thank you. You must be Mr. Thomas?”

He waved me off and stepped back, taking in Becca, who came up beside me and smiled at the grandfatherly man. “Please, call me Bill. Marj is the only one who calls me William.”

I nodded. “Thanks, Bill. My daughter and I appreciate the hospitality.”

Bill grinned, and his eyes twinkled with mischief. “If you don’t use the sheets, you can just leave them on the dresser. I’ll pick them up in the morning.”

I frowned for a moment before I picked up on his not-so-subtle hint. “You called Mitch, didn’t you?”

Bill nodded and leaned in conspiratorially before whispering. “What Marj doesn’t know won’t hurt her. You two make a lovely couple.”

Becca picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine. “Thank you for understanding.”

The old man smiled reassuringly. “I’ll keep Marj out of your hair. You folks have a good night.”

We shut the door, and I placed the sheets on the dresser as a wave of butterflies took flight in the pit of my stomach. That’s when it hit me. There was nothing standing in our way. There were no more obstacles. No more hurdles to clear. We were both consenting adults, and we had arrived at our moment of truth.

As I turned to face Becca, a wash of adrenaline surged through my veins. She stood before me, looking every bit as fresh and innocent as she had on the day we arrived.

She stepped forward and picked up both of my hands. “Suddenly, I’m really nervous.”

“Becca, there’s no pressure. If you don’t want to —”

Becca pressed her finger against my lips to cut me off. “Just because I’m nervous doesn’t mean I’m uncertain. Being with you is not why I’m nervous.”

I frowned. “What’s wrong?”

She flashed a nervous, lopsided smile. “This is my first time.”

My stomach dropped, and my head swooned. I gazed at her in sheer disbelief. “You and Jeremy never… you know… had sex?”

She shook her head. “It never felt right. In the back of my head, I saved myself for you.”

First Lillie and now Becca? Was Jenna a virgin, too? I gazed around the room. “You’re sure this is where you want to give away that gift? Surrounded by antiques? Present company excluded.”

Becca giggled, then stopped. She chewed nervously on her lower lip and leveled me with a sultry gaze. “I’ve never been more certain. The entire day was perfect, and now I want you to make love to me.”

A million horny guys would gladly donate a kidney to have a woman as beautiful as Becca Fields utter those words. My cock stirred, twitching as it thickened in my briefs. The look in her eyes left no room for doubt. She was mine. Now and forever. I nodded and licked the dryness from my lips. I felt like a nervous teenager standing before a girl way out of his league. Did I just start stripping off clothes or what? “Now I’m the one who’s nervous.”

Becca smiled at me reassuringly. She released her hand hold and stepped back just enough to raise her arms over her head. “Can you help me with my dress?”

My heart pounded in time with my quickening pulse. My cock shifted and stirred in my pants, hardening and pulsing. With my hands shaking, I stepped forward and guided Becca’s dress up her body and over her outstretched arms.

She stood before me wearing a white lace bra and matching panties. Her dark silky hair tumbled over her shoulders, contrasting exquisitely with her pale complexion and deep green eyes. A mound of deep cleavage sprouted from her lacy cups, producing a heavenly valley of mouthwatering cleavage.

Becca’s flawless tummy was ivory smooth and perfectly flat. Her tapered waistline gave way to hourglass hips and a heart-shaped ass I’d spent countless hours worshipping around the pool.

As my gaze traveled over her lush hills and succulent valleys, I licked the dryness from my lips as a look of uncertainty swept over Becca’s face.

She frowned and glanced down at her body, scooping up her bra-encased boobs and giving them a firm squeeze. “Is something wrong? It’s my boobs, isn’t it? They’re too big.”

As if. I tried to chuckle buy my breath caught in my throat. I shook my head and stepped forward, erasing the short distance between us. “You’re absolutely perfect.”

The unease vanished from her eyes, replaced by a shy smile. “As perfect as Jenna or Lillie?”

I placed my hands on her hips and drew her toward me. “Every molecule as perfect.”

Becca wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed herself up against me. Her tummy met my concrete hard cock, and her eyes widened. “Wow.” She gazed down at my cock, then back up at me. “I did that?”

With any other woman, I would call bullshit. But not Becca. She honestly didn’t understand how achingly hot she was. I slid my hands over her hips and cradled her ass in both hands before giving her cheeks a full squeeze. “You’ve been responsible for many an unused erection.”

Becca giggled and pushed herself up on her tiptoes before kissing me on the lips. She locked her twinkling green eyes on mine. “Such a waste of a perfectly good penis. We can’t let him feel unloved.”

Cock throbbing, I slipped my hands inside the back waistband of her panties and squeezed her bare ass. “Best to not let this erection suffer the same fate as his ancestors.”

She bit her lower lip and tugged the front of my shorts, popping the button free. “It’s like you’re reading my mind.”

“Good. Then let’s take this horizontal.”

I grabbed hold of her ass and effortlessly scooped her off the ground, causing Becca to squeal with delight. She giggled and coiled her long legs around my waist while clutching hold of me around my neck.

I walked her over to the big, four-post bed until we reached the foot. I lowered her back onto the bed, sliding between her open legs.

Becca’s hair splayed out on either side of her head, forming a dark halo that contrasted with the white quilt and lacy pillows. She drew me down and pulled me into a kiss.

Our lips met and parted. Our tongues coiled together while Becca worked the zipper on my shorts.

I reached under her back and unclipped her bra, my head dizzy with desire. My cock throbbed, pulsing like a madman in a straitjacket, oozing pre-cum into my poor briefs that had spent a long day fighting off a dozen different erections.

Becca pushed down my shorts and stuffed her hand inside my briefs. As she moaned into my mouth, her tongue swirling and exploring, her warm fingers circled my shaft, meeting the towering presence of my steel-hard cock.

I ground my hips, sliding my cock inside her loosely coiled fist. I removed her bra and her beautiful breasts, at long last, jiggled into view.

Becca pulled at the elastic waistband of my briefs, lowering them and my shorts over my hips until my cock met with fresh air. She coiled her tongue around mine and slurped me up, tasting my lips and moaning with rapturous delight. All the while, Becca ground her hips, humping my upper thigh.

Heat from her pussy radiated over my flesh, but it was the round mounds of her perfect breasts that had captured my attention. With Becca feverishly kissing me, I couldn’t fully appreciate her upper half. When her stiff nipples raked my chest, I couldn’t take it any longer.

I broke off the kiss, breathing heavily as Becca gazed up at me, her eyes hazy with confusion and her hand clutching my shaft. I sat up on my knees, gazing down at her mostly naked body before I peeled off my t-shirt and tossed it aside.

With the sudden shift of weight, the antique bed frame groaned, and the rusty bedsprings squeaked with complaint. Then the sound faded as I steadied myself between her parted legs, leering at Becca’s incredible rack.

Becca’s breasts jiggled with the natural grace humankind had yet to achieve through plastic surgery. They were big, but not too big. More than a handful yet sized right for her petite frame. They were perfectly round and symmetrical. The faintest hint of a tan line ran diagonally over her chest just above her nipples, but her alabaster skin tone was otherwise unmarked. Becca’s pastel-pink areolas were smaller and more well-defined than I imagined for a woman her size. They were each roughly quarter-sized and, like her breasts, perfectly symmetrical. Her stiff, fat nipples stood at the center of each, stiff and proud, inviting me to taste them.

Becca’s chest heaved, rapidly rising and falling, while her jaw hung open and her pink lips glistened with our saliva. She turned her gaze downward to where her eyes landed on my stiff cock, pulsing and throbbing where it lay nestled atop her flat tummy. It oozed clear pre-cum, leaving a sticky snail trail on the milky white skin below her navel.

Becca raised her hips off the bed and turned her attention back to me. “Take off my panties.”

I tucked my thumbs on either side of her panties and lowered them over her hips, revealing the smooth creamy expanse of her shaved pussy.

Becca parted her legs, revealing her hidden treasure to me in all its wondrous glory. The tight pink slit of her labia glistened with her own wetness, and I found myself unable to move as I drank in her perfect body.

I licked the newly formed dryness from my lips and reached out, touching both of her inner thighs with my open palms as Becca’s eyes glazed over with lust.

She lowered her middle finger to her clit, rubbing a tight circle as she locked her gaze on me. “Please, no more waiting. No more foreplay. Fuck me now.”

Eyeing her jiggling breasts and tight little pussy, I wanted to taste the appetizers before jumping straight into the main course, but the sexually frustrated look in Becca’s eyes told me that was a mistake. There would be time for all that later. She had an itch to scratch and so did I.

I crept forward on my knees, positioning myself between her legs as Becca propped herself up on her elbows, gazing down the length of her body. With my cock in hand, I rubbed my swollen tip along the thin pink slit of her labia and moaned while pleasure dive bombed my brain with a rush of dopamine and endorphins. Using my free hand, I leaned forward and squeezed one of her fat tits, teasing her swollen nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

Becca moved her hips in a tight circle, forcing my tip up and down her pussy as a well-spring of her freshly released wetness coated my knob. Her breathing turned short and rapid, and her green eyes swam hazily with lust.

“Come inside me,” she said. “I want to feel everything.”

“What if you get pregnant?”

“It doesn’t matter. I want your babies.”

Her words came out breathless and halting, stilted by moans as she watched my tip slip deeper into her silky pink folds.

Her words released a rush of adrenaline as my head spun. The idea of impregnating the twenty-one-year-old beauty queen left me so delirious with lust, I could barely process my emotions. Was Jenna as eager to get pregnant as her sisters? Suddenly our new house didn’t feel big enough to house my harem of the Fields’ women and our inevitable offspring.

My temples pounded with the rapid assault of my racing heart, and my hands shook with a raging torrent of adrenaline. Visions of filling Becca’s womb with loads of sticky, sperm-laden cum nearly made me come all over her stomach and tits.

Her pussy was soaking wet to where I slipped inside her without even trying. I groaned with pleasure as my cock throbbed inside her entrance, where I met a warm wall of soft resistance.

“Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word while pleasure wrapped me in an orgasm-inducing cocoon of ecstasy. “Baby, you are so tight.”

Becca moaned as she pushed herself to the upright position, resting on her hands. She dug her heels into my ass and gyrated her hips, taking my cock deeper. “God, you feel so hard inside me.”

She swiveled her hourglass hips, working me deeper with each rotation. “You’re stretching me out. It feels so fucking good.” She tossed her head back and groaned, causing her tits to jiggle before me. Her hair spilled backward over her shoulders, with errant strands framing her beautiful face.

With our combined weight, the bedsprings came to life, squeaking loudly, rhythmically singing with the cadence of Becca’s hip thrusts. With my cock buried halfway deep, all thoughts of creaky beds, noisy mattresses and their future implications fled from my mind.

I grabbed Becca’s hips and squeezed, guiding her up and down as my cock inched deeper. With a throat moan loud enough to carry through the bedroom walls, Becca bottomed out with my pulsing cock buried in her warm, tight pussy.

She raised her hips off the bed and slid forward onto my thighs, where she caught my shoulders in both hands. Becca gazed into my eyes as she shifted her weight in my lap, forcing my cock deeper until she leveled out where we met face to face.

My cock twitched inside her, pulsing and throbbing as I swiveled my hips, plumbing her exquisitely tight pussy. Her sweet, clean scent enveloped me, igniting my libido with hazy lust. Her tits wobbled slightly as we moved, with her stiff nipples grazing my bare chest and visibly hardening. I cupped her ass and guided her down as I pushed my cock deep, burying my manhood at the root.

Becca moaned and slid her fingers up the short hair on my neck. She drew herself forward, flattening her tits against my chest as she found my ear with her open mouth. Her tongue swirled inside, her warm breath igniting my nerve endings with gouts of exquisite pleasure. All the while, she he moved her hips, fucking me with slow deep circles. She coiled her legs around my waist, locking herself in for the ride of our lives.

“You took my virginity, baby,” she said, whispering into my ear. “I’ve always dreamed of giving it to you. You feel amazing inside me. I love you so much.”

She licked, kissed, and sucked her way in and out of my ear, and up and down my neck. My head reeled and my cock throbbed, sliding in and out as we started fucking.

The bed squeaked, high-pitched and wailing. It was loud enough to wake the dead, including the ancient Marjorie Thomas. I only hoped her husband would hold her back because an act of God couldn’t stop me from fucking Becca.

Becca buried her head in my neck and latched onto my skin with her mouth, sucking with wild abandon as if to stop herself from moaning. A teenage hickey was incoming, but I didn’t care.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Squeak. Squeak. Squeak.

Becca bounced up and down on my sizzling hot cock, fucking me hard and deep. Heat radiated off my cock like an inferno as I cupped her ass, squeezing her milky white flesh between my fingers as we picked up the pace.

Ten minutes in, I was ready to blow. My head swam with the promise of a truly violent orgasm while Becca remained glued to me, heaving for air as a slick sheen of sweat formed on her brow.

She found my mouth with hers and our tongues lashed together, hot and panting. I pounded her pussy with the same primal ferocity as I had with her little sister. Her unspoiled innocence, purity, and extraordinary beauty made me want to protect her, fuck her, and marry her all at the same time.

Becca’s loud moans and stiff, broken grunts rose to match, then exceeded the volume of the bedsprings. Her tits rolled in time with our motion, slapping together with a satisfying clap. The minutes ticked by, and her skin glowed with perspiration, leaving strands of her dark hair matted to her forehead while her green eyes shone hazily with intoxicating lust.

She moved in sinuous motions, riding me like a mechanical bull, using my shoulders to hang on. Her chest heaved and then abruptly, she went rigid in my lap. She gasped for breath as she dug her fingers into my shoulders and her pussy pulsed, spasming around my cock. Becca’s eyes rolled back in her head and a torrent of goosebumps arose across her chest, leaving her nipples as stiff as concrete lamp posts. “Oh daddy, I’m coming all over your fat fucking cock.”

She yelled out the words, then screamed out, “Daddy, fuck me! You’re fucking me so good, daddy!” The dirty words rolled out of the normally prim and proper princess and forced me over the edge. I had spent all day with a raging hard-on and the last twenty minutes fighting off a mind-blowing orgasm. The battle was over, and I gave in to the inevitable.

I paused, pinning her down onto my cock as her body shook with orgasmic ecstasy. I brought my gaze even with hers and peered into her smoldering green eyes, then erupted inside her.

With a primal grunt, I pushed my hips off the bed, lifting Becca as I fully impaled my best friend’s daughter. Then I came as hard as had with Becca’s little sister. My mind went black as I spurted, gushing thick ropes of sperm-laden cum into her unprotected and extremely fertile womb. Again and again, I came, filling her full as the orgasm seemed to stretch out forever.

Becca squeezed her pussy, milking my cock as she moved her hips, holding my gaze as she tried to catch her breath. Finally, I came down the other side, my cock twitching as I pumped her full of my forbidden seed.

The bed fell silent as our labored breathing and passionate kissing filled the void. Becca kissed me long and slowly, taking her time as our tongues once again coiled together. We stayed that way for a long time, with Becca on my lap, my cock buried inside, while I freely explored a body that had, until today, been frustratingly off limits.

Fantasy had met reality and reality won. Neither of us was eager to move. Occasionally, her pussy twitched with an aftershock, squeezing my half-hard cock and sending a chill up my spine.

When my arms finally gave out, I lay her back on the bed and followed her forward, laying between her parted legs with my cock still inside her. I cupped her breast, squeezing it in my hand before I lowered my mouth and finally tasted her nipple. I gave it a playful suck, then nibbled on her nipple, eliciting a giggle from the busty brunette.

“That tickles,” she said.

Her nipple stiffened between my lips, and my cock flinched, hardening inside her.

Her eyes widened. She flexed her pussy, squeezing my cock with her inner walls as it thickened inside her.

“You’re already hard?”

I grinned. “You are way too sexy to resist. I’m ready for round two, but we’ve got to do something about these bedsprings. The old lady might come in here with a shotgun if we haven’t already induced a stroke.”

Becca giggled. “Maybe you’re just a daddy who really loves his little girl?”

I laughed and moved inside her. Becca knew what she was doing. All the daddy talk had its intended effect. I hardened, turning to granite as I groaned and pushed deep.

Becca coiled her legs around my waist and drew me in deep, pumping her hips as she cupped my ass in her hands.

“You are really twisted, you know that?” I told her between heavy moans.

She giggled again. “I have a hidden dark side.”

As I picked up the pace, Becca bit her lower lip and grunted, her face contorting with pleasure. “Maybe if we don’t move as much, the bed won’t squeak so loud.”

The bed squeaked, mocking us before we both laughed.

“Guess not,” I said.

Becca shrugged. “She’ll have to wear earplugs,” she said before she pulled me into a kiss.

For our third time, we took our act to the floor where I took Becca doggy style. It wasn’t as loud, but even with the makeshift bed we had concocted, it wasn’t comfortable. We had sex again for a fourth time just before dawn when we had both woken from a slumber ravenous with sexual desire.

By the time the sun rose, exhaustion had settled in, but our elation about consummating our relationship washed it away. We got up and tried to leave before the house stirred where we would face Marjorie’s wrath. After dressing and stripping the well-used sheets from the bed, we tiptoed from our room and down the stairs.

The stairs creaked under our weight. When we reached the landing, we came face to face with a stern faced Marjorie Thomas.

My stomach dropped, and Becca gasped. She squeezed my hand and pinned herself against me as if we’d run into the crypt keeper himself.

The old woman glared at us with her arms folded over her chest. “Please tell me she’s not really your daughter. That will make this shit show at least a little easier to bear.”

Becca sighed and turned her gaze between the old woman and me, seeming to regain her confidence.

She cleared her throat and confidently stuck out her chest, meeting the old woman’s gaze head on. “My daddy and I have grown really close since my mother’s death. Last night, it was as if her spirit took over and she was inside me.” She giggled as if laughing at her own joke. “Well, to be sure, my daddy was inside me too. I mean… he was really, really inside me.” She perched on her tiptoes and pecked me on the cheek, her face a mask of pure innocence. “Weren’t you daddy?”

I was too stunned to move, and stood there, staring frozen at the old crow.

Becca sighed contentedly, laced her hand in mind, and turned back to face a stunned Marjorie Thomas. “With any luck, my daddy got me pregnant last night, and we’ll have you to thank for it. Isn’t that great?” She grinned, her smile lighting up the room. “But we’ll always treasure the memories we made here. After all, it was the night I gave my daddy my virginity, and we have you to thank for it all.”

I inwardly winced while a bead of sweat trickled down the nape of my neck. Becca had balls of steel, but it wasn’t like the judgmental old bat didn’t have it coming.

Marjorie Thomas visibly shook with rage. She pointed toward the door and spoke through gritted teeth. “Go. And never come back.”
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I sighed and relaxed into the smooth hot tub wall. Twin jets of hot water massaged my lower back, and if it wasn’t for the beautiful naked blonde straddling me, I would have let my exhaustion take over.

“Then the old bat chased us out the front door with a broom,” I said.

The blonde in question was Lillie, who sat on my lap, facing me, wearing nothing but a ponytail holder. My rock hard cocked pressed against her flat tummy and pulsed inside her loose grip.

As I recalled the details of my date with Becca, Lillie had played with my cock, teasing it to hardness while she hung on every word. She wore her golden blonde piled atop her head, where she secured it with a ponytail holder. Her bare breasts jiggled, her nipples taut, as she coiled her fingers around my shaft and gently stroked.

“I can’t believe Becca actually said those things to that poor woman. What happened next?”

I cupped Lillie’s tight little ass in both hands and squeezed. Despite my exhaustion from sleep deprivation and the relentless sex, I craved the bodacious little blonde and savored her attention.

“Thankfully, we didn’t have any luggage. Her husband was outside, working in the garage and just kind of shrugged at me.”

Lillie released my cock and leaned forward, resting her forearms against my chest. The action bent my cock slightly where it mashed up against her tummy. Her glistening breasts squeezed together, forming a valley of deep cleavage, and her nipples raked my chest. She studied my face, her blue eyes questioning. “It sounds like you and Becca had an amazing trip.”

Was there a hint of jealousy in Lillie’s voice? Thankfully, I had expected this response and planned accordingly. “You know that trip to Charleston we’re planning with your friends?”

Lillie furrowed her brow and nodded. “What about it?”

“I hope you don’t mind, but I extended the trip a few days longer. It’s just the two of us, if you’re okay with that.”

Lillie’s face lit up as she clapped, and she squealed with delight. She bounced up and down on my lap, forcing my cock to slip and slide with exquisite pleasure. The bouncing motion took her tits on a wild ride of their own. Despite my calm exterior, her infectious energy and perfect ten body had me reeling.

“You are the best boyfriend ever.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed in tight to kiss me. Our tongues met as her bare pussy slid over my meaty shaft.

My cock twitched as Lillie ground her hips and moaned into my mouth. I cupped her ass in both hands and raised her just enough so that my knob glided along her pussy. When my cock slipped into place, I lowered her hips as I pushed upward, grunting softly as I entered her.

Lillie moaned and swiveled her hips, grinding me deeper. Her slippery tits writhed against my chest and waves sloshed, lapping against the fiberglass walls as she moved atop me using a circular motion.

Her pussy hugged my cock, squeezing when I met a soft wall of warm resistance. My head swooned with hazy pleasure.

The heat from the hot tub, Lillie’s tropical scent, and the taste of her minty tongue exploring my mouth all conspired to tilt the world sideways. My cock throbbed inside her, impossibly hard, as I stretched her out and fought back the urge to come.

Lillie broke the kiss and inched backward and gazed at me as we amped up our rhythm. She placed her hands on my pecs, bracing herself against me as she writhed, her face contorted with pleasure.

I reached up and cupped her tits, squeezing her fat nipples between my fingers as I filled my palms with her forbidden flesh.

The sound of laughter floated in from the kitchen and Lillie paused, gazing toward the house, suddenly alert. She sighed with frustration and paused with my cock fully impaling her. “I think my mom and Angie are home.”

A week ago, that statement would have terrified me. Now, it barely registered as a blip on our radar.

“They’ll probably want to use the hot tub,” I said.

Lillie shook her head. “They’ll grab a bottle of wine and head up to my mom’s room. They were pretty hot and heavy earlier on the couch.”

“Is that so? Angie told me you and her had something going. I expected both of you to greet me when I got home. Not that I’m complaining.”

Lillie shrugged. “We played together a little in the sauna. Then my dad talked to mom, left, and after that, it’s been the Gretta and Angie show.”

How much had Jimmy told Gretta? And how much did Gretta already know? That Gretta wanted Angie for comfort, didn’t surprise me. I thought it best to steer clear of any topic involving Jimmy.

I grinned. “Are you jealous?”

She micro-pumped her lips, moaning slightly as she worked my cock deep inside her. “I was more jealous of Becca. Especially right after she got home. But now that we’re together, I want you all to myself.”

I ran my hands up and down her body, squeezing her breasts before curling a hand around to her backside and palming her ass. “What did Becca do to make you jealous?”

On the surface, the question was absurd. I had spent twenty-four hours on a romantic getaway with Lillie’s sister. A getaway that included copious amounts of sex. Lillie had every right to feel jealousy, but until now, the sisters seemed fine with sharing.

Lillie stopped grinding me and gazed into my eyes as if considering my question. “She wouldn’t stop talking about all the sex you had. You know she is blatantly trying to get pregnant, right?”

“Isn’t that what we’re doing?”

“Well… yes, but I haven’t been actively planning it for a year like Becca.”

I frowned. “She didn’t mention it to me, although she was clear that she didn’t want to use protection.”

Lillie resumed her forward, backward motion, grinding my cock, her eyes on full tilt. Water churned around her waist and the hot tub lights flickered over her chest and face. Under the night sky, she looked radiant.

“Becca was the ultimate cock tease. She was every guy’s fantasy girl but kept them all at arm’s length. Now that she has you, she’ll want you all the time. I have to steal every moment that I can.”

My cock throbbed deep inside Lillie as my shaft slid in and out, hot with friction. I wouldn’t last much longer. “Baby, I’m getting really close to popping.”

Lillie moved her body in an S-wave, grinding my cock as her tits wobbled and the frothy water churned. “I thought tomorrow we could go dancing. I want to introduce you to more of my friends.”

Her eyes took on a glassy sheen. Her heavy breathing and stiff grunts made speaking difficult.

I grabbed her hips and held on, riding the wave like a pro surfer in Oahu’s North Shore. My head throbbed in time with my cock, my vision flashing. She was way too hot and way too tight to hold out for much longer. I couldn’t talk, let alone plan a full response, but Jenna had already filled my calendar for the next two days. Tomorrow we were going together to Queen’s Pilates class, followed by a day on the boat, and a night camping under the stars.

Lillie leaned forward and grabbed my shoulders in both hands. Her chest heaved, and the water slapped the sides, the waves cresting like miniature tsunamis. Her forehead creased, and she furrowed her brow as a looked of orgasmic pleasure took hold. “Baby, I’m coming so fucking hard.”

She grunted as her pussy twitched, naturally milking my cock. The sensation induced a massive orgasm, and I grunted as my head strobed with pleasure. I thrust my hips forward and came hard, blasting her unprotected womb with a geyser of sticky spunk. Again and again, I spurted, leaning forward and latching onto her nipple with my mouth as Lillie’s hot breath filled my ear.

She slid her fingers through my damp hair, grabbing two fistfuls while she went to work on my ear, sliding her tongue in and out. “I love you,” she said on repeat.

I sucked her nipple between my lips and pulled her entire areola into mouth as I continued pumping my hips, emptying my balls inside her.

Slow and relaxed, Lillie moved her hips front to back, pumping my cock until it stopped pulsing. When she went still, she found my mouth with hers and we kissed, tenderly and slowly, while steam curled up around us.

The sound of the churning water and heavy breathing filled the silence. A few minutes later, I broke our kiss and sat back long enough to meet Lillie’s beautiful blue eyes.

“Let’s go take a shower and go to bed,” I said.

Lillie smiled and nodded. “I want to sleep in your bed tonight.”

I raised my eyebrows. “You’re hoping for a threesome with Angie?”

She grinned and leaned forward, mashing her tits against my chest. “Would that be so bad?”

“I have a feeling Angie will end up sleeping with Gretta tonight.”

“Not if I text her,” Lillie said.

The sound of the back door opening preceded the giggling voices coming from the house.

“Speak of the devil,” I said.

Lillie coiled her arms around my neck and gazed into my eyes. “Let’s give them a show, shall we?”

I drew her hips forward, my cock still impaling her, and met her lips halfway. Our tongues coiled together just as a voice broke the silence.

“Ewww… get a room,” a woman said.

A woman who was neither Angie nor Gretta. Rather, the voice belonged to Jenna.

Lillie and I broke off the kiss and turned to face our visitors.

A grinning Jenna and her best friend Brooke Lowe, who went by the nickname Queen, gazed at us from a few paces away.

Lillie slid off my lap and lowered herself into the hot tub, concealing her naked body from view. “Jesus fucking Christ, Jenna,” Lillie said. “How about a warning next time?”

I slid into the water, neck deep, and turned to face them. Lillie came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my chest, mashing her fat tits into my back.

“How was I supposed to know you two were fucking in our very accessible family hot tub?”

Queen rolled her eyes. “Because we could hear Lillie moaning from inside the house?”

Jenna laughed and slapped her friend a high five.

Lillie glared at her sister from where she rested her head on my shoulder. “You’re just jealous because my boyfriend isn’t a pencil dick like Lex.”

The smile on Jenna’s face faded. “You’re calling Uncle Steve your boyfriend now? I think Becca has already staked that claim.”

“Don’t pretend you don’t want him just as much as Becca and me. Besides, we all agreed that —”

“Enough,” Jenna said. “I don’t want to hear about your sex life.”

Queen frowned, gazing back and forth between the bickering sisters. “Agreed to what?”

“We agreed to share him,” Lillie said. “Jenna included.”

“I’m right here,” I said. “You two are treating me like the spoils of some sibling war.”

“Can I get in on that action?” Queen asked, turning her full attention to me. “Does your wife consent to all of this?”

Lillie stared daggers at her sister. “Don’t act so innocent, Jenna. I know all about the little sauna show you put on.” She turned her attention to Queen. “As far as sharing, that’s up to Uncle Steve. But I’m fine with it, unlike some people.”

I winced at her casual usage of the familial moniker. “I’m not really your uncle. We’re not even a little related.”

A glared replaced Jenna’s faded smile. “Who gave you permission to invite Queen into his bed?”

Lillie barked out a sarcastic laugh. “You have a boyfriend, or did you forget? What do you care if Uncle Steve fucks Queen’s brains out? She’s single, and so is he.”

I was far from single, but I wasn’t about to call that out.

Queen’s green eyes twinkled with excitement. “You and Becca are both shagging your uncle?”

“I’m not their uncle,” I said.

“Yes,” Lillie said. “And Aunt Angie knows everything.”

“I didn’t even come out here to argue,” Jenna said.

Queen raised her hand. “Can I be in the harem? I’ll contribute free Pilates classes.”

I laughed, and despite her faux outrage, Lillie laughed too. Jenna, on the other hand, fumed.

“Nobody is fucking Uncle Steve,” Jenna said.

“It’s kinda too late for that,” Lillie said. “Including sex in the back seat of the Range Rover yesterday morning and the hot tub sex tonight. We’re in for at least….” She gazed up as if doing mental math before she turned back to her sister and shrugged. “I don’t know, but we’ve fucked a fuck-ton of times.”

“You’re such a little bitch,” Jenna said, her voice quivering with emotion.

“Enough,” I said. “You two are sisters and you are supposed to love each other.”

“She started it,” Lillie said.

I swiveled my head sideways to stare at Lillie, who still had her naked body pinned to my back. “Really? Are you two?”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Fine.” She gazed at her sister and sighed. “Sorry, Jenna. I was angry. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

Jenna’s shoulders eased, and she smiled weakly. “I should have warned you I was coming out here. Queen’s right. We could hear you two going at it. I wanted to play a joke.”

“I’m just sorry I’m not in the hot tub,” Queen said. She grinned in my direction. “But there’s always tomorrow.”

Lillie frowned. “Tomorrow?”

“That’s why we’re here,” Jenna said. “I wanted to find Uncle Steve and make sure we’re still on for tomorrow. We’ll go to Pilates at nine, then go straight from there to the boat.”

“Don’t forget about the camping,” Queen said. “I totally bought the stuff to make s’mores.”

Lillie’s jaw dropped. “I’m taking Uncle Steve out tomorrow night. We’re going dancing, and I’m introducing him to Jess and Lainey.”

“No way,” Jenna said, shaking her head adamantly. “Between the secret blow job and stealing Uncle Steve on the night of the party, I’m falling way behind.”

Queen’s eyes widened. “What’s this about a secret blow job?”

“Falling behind what?” Lillie asked. “You have a boyfriend, Jenna. It’s okay to admit you would rather be with Uncle Steve. Becca and I both dumped our boyfriends.”

Jenna fumed. “Never mind that.” She looked in my direction. “You promised me you were going.”

I nodded. “And I intend to keep that promise.” I gazed over at Lillie as her eyes drooped with disappointment. “We’ll go out with your friends in a couple of days when I’m back.”

Jenna smiled triumphantly while Lillie sighed.

“Fine. But I’m still sleeping with you tonight.”

Lillie turned to face Jenna as she spoke that last sentence, but Jenna didn’t rise to the bait.

I turned back to Jenna. “Who’s going?”

“Me, you, Queen, and Lex,” Jenna said.

“It’s a double date,” Queen said. “You’re my date.”

“Jesus, Brooke, you’re practically frothing at the mouth,” Jenna said. “And Uncle Steve is not your date.”

Lillie giggled. “I think I can freely speak for Becca and Aunt Angie by giving you our full permission to do whatever comes naturally.”

“Nobody is fucking anybody,” Jenna said.

“So, it’s the standard operating procedure for Prince Blue Ball? Poor bastard,” Lillie said.

Was it true? Was Jenna holding out on her boyfriend just like her sisters? She seemed so forward and confident the other morning in the sauna. Had it all been an act?

Queen giggled, and Jenna huffed, clenching her fists. “I do not blue ball him. Besides, you were all about blue balling every guy you ever met. Becca too.”

Lillie leaned in close and kissed me on the lips, flashing some tongue for good measure. “Baby, are you blue-balled right now?”

“Uhhh… negative,” I said, drawing another fit of giggles from Queen.

“Your sisters drained the poor man dry,” Queen said to Jenna, before turning to Lillie. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I will hydrate your uncle before we return.”

“I’m not their uncle,” I said.

“Thanks, babe. Why don’t you come out clubbing with us? It’ll be fun.”

“You know what? I’ll take you up on that offer,” Queen said, staring at me the whole time she said it.

The redhead was scorchingly hot with an incredible Pilates toned body. She wore a pair of black yoga pants, a matching black sports bra and had a body built for sin. She was lean and lithe, but Queen still had plenty of curves all tucked into a dynamite body.

“Anyway,” Jenna said, looking at me. “Be ready to go at 8:30 with a bag packed. I’ll deal with all the camping gear.”

“I’ll be ready,” I said.

Lillie wrapped her arms around my chest and coiled her legs around my waist, staring over my shoulder at her sister. “He might not get much sleep tonight, but I’ll make sure he’s up and ready to go, big sister.”

“Thanks, Lill,” Jenna said.

“Love you, girl,” Lillie said. “And if the mood strikes, join the harem. Becca and I are making t-shirts.”

“I want a t-shirt,” Queen said. “Can I be in the harem too?”
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After a very active evening with Lillie, I managed enough quality sleep to feel human by the next morning. Lillie fussed over me while I packed a bag for the camping trip.

An hour later, Jenna and I rolled up to the Pilates studio where Queen worked. Dozens of high-priced SUVs and cars packed the parking lot while a steady stream of suburban moms flowed into the place.

Jenna and I climbed out of my Range Rover and walked side-by-side to the front door.

“Her class looks popular,” I said.

“She’s the best,” Jenna said. “Her class fills up fast, and she always has a wait list.”

As Jenna and I crossed the parking lot, I realized once again how much she looked like Lillie. The resemblance was uncanny, and had I not known better, they could have been twins. The only minor differences between them were their hair color and muscle tone.

While Lillie was a golden blonde, Jenna’s hair was a mix. Streaks of sandy brown mingled with her golden blonde locks. Had one of them colored their hair? Or were they both natural? None of the sisters used any sort of cosmetic surgery, and they all kept their makeup to a minimum. In Jenna’s case, she only wore makeup on special occasions.

Then there was Jenna’s body. While Lillie had honed her physique through hundreds of hours of competitive swimming, Jenna had earned hers in the gym. Through a steady diet of cross-fit, Pilate’s, and yoga, Jenna had sculpted a body straight out of a fitness magazine.

She was lean, but not excessively so. Her muscles complimented her overall look. Just like Becca and Lillie, she oozed femineity. She wasn’t a hard body, but a toned body. I knew from firsthand experience that Jenna’s breasts were identical to her little sister’s. But it was Jenna’s ass that left the competition in the dust. She had the kind of ass one earns through dedication to a strict, daily practice. Thousands of squats and core exercises went into building her jaw-dropping ass. Not that there was anything wrong with Lillie’s or Becca’s rear ends. They were superb. But Jenna’s ass made me stop in my tracks.

Today was no exception. She wore a pair of black, form-fitting yoga shorts, a matching sports bra, and a pair of flip-flops. Her breasts bulged inside the tight confines of her top, sprouting a healthy dose of cleavage. She wore her hair in a casual ponytail that she spent all of five seconds pulling back. Unlike some women entering the studio, she wore no makeup.

We approached the door, and I glanced through the picture window into the packed lobby. “It’s all women? Is this a women’s only studio?”

Jenna laughed. “No. It’s for men too. They just never come for whatever reason.”

It was because guys viewed yoga and Pilate’s as stretching exercises. In my experience, most guys had the attitude that if you were going to put in time at the gym, you may as well spend that effort on strength or cardiovascular exercise. But the stretching was equally, if not more, important. Over the years, I had built a regular yoga practice which played a huge part in keeping me young.

I held open the door for Jenna. “It’s been a while since I’ve done Pilates. I’m more of a yoga dude.”

Jenna smiled at me as she gave me the once over. Her smoldering blue eyes lingered on my midsection. “Oh, I think you’ll do just fine.”

We went inside, and Jenna checked us both in. She chatted some with Queen, who was making small talk with a few women gathered around her. I couldn’t make out their conversation, but Queen pointed to the studio, nodded, and held up two fingers.

Queen glanced across the lobby, and we made eye contact. A bright smile blossomed on her pretty face, and she waved at me as her green eyes twinkled.

Butterflies swooned in the pit of my stomach. I smiled, nodded, and waved back.

She was insanely gorgeous. She wore her long red hair in a tight braid that spilled over her shoulder to the front. Even from a distance, her freckles were clearly visible amid her tanned complexion.

The door to the studio opened, and the crowd filed in. I was near the back but noticed others setting up mats and quickly filling the open room. Jenna met me at the door.

She greeted me with a smile. “Queen set up our mats right in front of her.”

Having Jenna beside me and Queen in front of me would be more than a little distracting, but I wasn’t about to complain. “I’m a little rusty. No making fun of my form.”

Jenna laughed and surprised me by picking up my hand and lacing her fingers in mine. “I’ll go easy on you, old man.”

Hand-in-hand, we entered the studio and found our place up front. Queen wore the same black sports bra and form-fitting shorts as Jenna, and they looked every bit as good. While Queen’s breasts were slightly smiler than Jenna’s, she had a lean, lithe body with an ass tight enough to crack walnuts. Her long legs and toned abdomen drew my lingering gaze and Queen seemed to notice.

She winked at me and approached. “I thought you might chicken out.”

While Queen and I chatted, Jenna let go of my hand and took a moment to adjust our mats, adding water bottles and sweat towels.

Queen took the opening as an invitation. She took both of my hands in hers and stepped forward, right into my personal space.

I didn’t move or resist, curious to see what she would do next.

Her green eyes twinkled as she closed the space between us, then perched on her tiptoes and casually gave me a peck on the lips. “I can’t wait to spend the day together.”

Jenna paused, turned on her friend, and frowned. “What are you doing?”

Queen met her friend’s gaze, seeming completely unfazed. “Saying hello to Steve. What are you doing?”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “You’re such a horn dog.”

Queen shrugged. “There isn’t a woman in this room who wouldn’t rip his clothes off and you know it.”

“Whatever,” Jenna said. “Don’t you have a class to start?”

Queen gave me another quick peck on the lips and released me. “I hope you’re ready. I won’t go easy on you.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow, unsure if she meant the class or something else.

Five minutes into the class, she winked at me and blew me a kiss. For the next hour, I tried and failed to stop myself from leering at the perfection of both women’s awe inspiring physiques.

Every time Jenna caught me staring at her, she smiled back at me as if my attention pleased her. When Queen caught me looking, she blew me a kiss, then eye fucked me until I looked away.

By the end of class, I dripped with sweat but held my own. While the class slowly filed out, I sat on my mat and mopped myself up with a hand towel, drawing the occasional sip from my water bottle.

Jenna sat beside me on her mat, her face glowing with a light sheen of perspiration. “There are two private locker rooms with a shower. We’ll clean up and then head to the lake.”

My stomach sank with disappointment. I had hoped to share a shower with Jenna, but that didn’t look like it was happening. “Sounds good. It won’t take me long.”

Jenna led me along a corridor next to the studio with two doors clearly marked as unisex showers. With our bags in hand, we each took a locker room and made plans to meet in the lobby after.

The locker room was small, with a toilet, a shower, and a changing bench. I set my bag aside, stripped off my sweaty clothes, and started the shower.

Hot water and billowing steam hissed from the shower head. I stepped inside, closing the shower curtain behind me. After the tough workout, the shower felt amazing, and I stood under the high-pressure blast, letting the heat soak into my shoulders and back. With a contented sigh, I relaxed, taking in the last few moments of peace before another wild day ensued.

The locker room door clicked shut.

My ears perked, and I raised my head, frowning as I stared at the closed shower curtain. “Jenna?”

There was no response.

The seconds ticked past, and I stepped forward, ready to pull aside the shower curtain when it flung open, and a figure appeared before me.

A very naked Queen grinned up at me. She had pulled her long braid loose and her silky red hair flowed over her shoulders in glossy waves. Her green eyes sparkled with mischief, and she did nothing to hide her amazing body from view.

She had high, tight, C-cup sized breasts with small pink areolas and bite-sized nipples. Tan lines crisscrossed her chest and hips, marking the clear boundary of her swimsuit. Not a single stubble marred her cleanly shaven pussy, where a hint of her slit and a flash of pink were visible to my wandering gaze.

“Brooke? What the hell?”

Queen stepped into the shower, closing the curtain behind her. “I’m freezing. Let me in, Uncle Steve.”

I rolled my eyes as I let her pass. “I’m not your uncle. Why are you here? Does Jenna know?”

Queen giggled and sidestepped me, meeting the full force of the hissing shower head full on. The hot water blasted her chest. She dipped her head beneath the high-pressure stream, letting the shower wash over her head and face. A moment later, her red hair glistened and stretched halfway down her back.

She turned around to face me and dropped her gaze to my thick cock. “No wonder Becca and Lillie like you so much.”

I gazed at her in disbelief. I had too many miles on the engine to let a woman’s blatant gaze shake me up. “If you wanted to share a shower, all you had to do was ask. I’m sure Jenna would have agreed.”

Queen raised her arms over her head, grabbed her long in both hands, and squeezed away the excess water. The sight was breathtaking. Her creamy underarms came into view while the move lifted her already perky tits, causing my cock to twitch and harden.

I gazed at her, spellbound by her incredible beauty and jaw-dropping body.

She wrung the water from her hair and grinned. “I thought this was a great way for us to break the ice. I like you and you clearly like me. Instead of wasting the day flirting, let’s just cut to the chase.”

She lowered her gaze to my half-hard cock and licked her lips before continuing. “Besides, I wanted to have a private chat about Jenna before we embark on our adventure.”

My cock twitched, thickening as my pulse quickened. We were an hour into our date and already everything had spun out of control.

“Okay. What’s up?”

Jenna grabbed the bottle of body wash off the nearby rack. “Let’s get soapy first. Turn around and I’ll do your back.”

My head flashed with desire, and my cock thickened, quickly arriving at a full erection. Completely stiff, I turned my back on the sexy redhead. “I don’t think Jenna would approve.”

Behind me, Jenna squirted body wash into her open palm and stepped forward. She started with my shoulders, rubbing the soap into my flesh while gently working on my shoulders. “Which is why I’m here. Well, it’s one reason. The main reason is that I’m totally into you. I’d like to see where we can go together.”

Her hands felt like magic, and I closed my eyes as I relaxed under her expert care. “Again, I don’t think Jenna would go for this.”

Queen worked the soap into my lower back before she squeezed my ass and lathered that up, too. “You have an impressive body. I can honestly say I’ve never been as attracted to anyone as I am to you.”

I let her have her way. “So, you don’t normally jump into showers with married men?”

Queen laughed and stepped closer, pressing her body flat against mine. Her hard nipples pressed into my back and her warmth spread through me like a salve. “How many wives encourage their husbands to fuck hot twenty-year-olds? Let’s stop pretending your wife doesn’t wholeheartedly approve of your lecherous behavior.”

She wrapped her arms around me and massaged my chest with soapy suds. “To answer your question, this is my first time jumping into the shower with a man who isn’t already my boyfriend. I’m bold, but not usually this bold. But with the Fields’ ladies already on the playing field, I need to be bold. I’m here mainly for my selfish reasons, but I’m hoping today might spur Jenna into dumping Lex.”

I ran my hands along Queen’s forearms, rubbing her soft skin with my thumbs. She lowered her hands, lathering my six-pack with soapy suds. “That’s why you’re here? To make Jenna jealous?”

Queen moved her hands lower, picking up my stiff cock in both hands and lovingly caressing my throbbing knob. “I love her, but she has awful taste in men. She likes you…. Strike that. She loves you but needs a little nudge in the right direction.”

Queen slowly stroked my rigid cock as I groaned. Ripples of pleasure ran through me, leaving my legs weak and rubbery. “You want me to hit on her?”

“I want you to hit on me,” she said, pumping my cock as her breathing turned short and shallow. “I will throw myself at you today, and I want you to go with it. Not that you would have turned me away otherwise.”

She quickened her pace, stroking me with fervor as my toes curled with exquisite pleasure. “Kind of like you’re doing now?” With her stroking my cock, I had a hard time asking her the question.

I felt her lips on my shoulder as she writhed up against me, grinding her hips into my soapy ass. “Jenna’s not here. This is entirely for my benefit.”

Before I came too quickly, I wriggled loose of her grip and turned around to face her. Her green eyes swam with barely contained lust. I lowered my mouth to hers and our lips met. Our tongues flashed together, hot and probing as Queen moaned into my mouth.

My cock slipped and glided across her flat tummy, leaving a white trail of suds in its wake. A full minute later, we came up for air, both of us panting for air.

“I want you so badly, but we can’t go all the way. Not yet. Jenna will forgive a lot, but she wouldn’t want me having sex with you before her.”

I picked up the bottle of body wash and squirted a glob onto my palm. “And if your plan fails?”

“We’ll fuck all night long. But it won’t fail. She’s right on the edge. She just needs a little push.”

I lathered her backside with body wash until white frothy lather coated her shoulders and back. The minty scent filled my nostrils and my stiff cock pulsed with pent up desire.

Queen reached down and took my cock in both hands, stroking me off as she gazed into my eyes. “That doesn’t mean we can’t get each other off.”

I ran my hands down her back and cupped her bare ass in both hands, squeezing her golden-toned flesh. “What did you have in mind?”

She slipped my cock between her thighs, guiding my knob along her slippery trench, letting out a moan while her face contorted with pleasure. “We can’t keep Jenna waiting.”

I thrust my hips forward and drew back, teasing her pussy with my swollen tip as her eyes wilted with lust. “You are way too gorgeous to last long.”

She squeezed her legs together and clamped her Pilate’s toned thighs around my throbbing manhood.

The sensation was sublime. Slippery warm flesh enveloped my cock, leaving my head fuzzy with a release of endorphins. I pumped my cock between Queen’s clamped thighs and ran my soapy hands over her perfect curves.

I filled my hands with her breasts, squeezing them as I rolled her nipples between my open fingers. She draped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss.

Our tongues swam together, exploring and probing while we pumped our hips, finding a steady rhythm. Our skin slapped together, and water sloshed as the steady hiss from the shower head produced clouds of billowing steam around us.

I ran my hand over her flat stomach and lower, sliding a finger over her slippery sex until I found her swollen clit.

Queen moaned with pleasure and deepened our kiss. With her tongue probing my mouth, she writhed under my touch as she pumped her hips, forcing her pussy into my hand.

I swirled my fingertip over her cherry bud, eliciting groans of pleasure from the nubile twenty-year-old. Her legs wobbled beneath her as she lowered her hands to my ass. She grabbed fistfuls of each cheek and pulled me into her, thigh-fucking me with reckless abandon.

My cock sizzled, strobing under the heat and slippery friction. My head flashed just as Brooke’s body went rigid.

She broke the kiss with a gasp and buried her head in my shoulder as she dug her fingernails into my ass. Her body trembled and bucked as I erupted with orgasmic bliss.

I grunted and pressed my hips forward, spurting cum between her thighs as I reached around and cupped her bare ass. Again and again, I came, gushing sticky jizz down her thighs and over her slippery pussy.

Queen leaned in and sucked my neck, using the same spot Becca had marked the day before with a purple hickey. She continued pumping her hips, milking my cock until the contractions stopped.

We remained together, touching, kissing and exploring, savoring the hot shower until Queen finally broke it off. She stepped back, gazing at me through green eyes far more intensely than I’d ever seen them.

“Are you okay?” I asked, reaching for her hands.

She let me take them, lacing her fingers in mine, and held them tight. “That was far more… intimate than I expected. If I’m not careful, I’ll lose myself to you.”

I grinned. “What happened to the girl who wanted the official t-shirt?”

“Oh, she’s still here, wanting that t-shirt and everything it represents more than ever. When I saw you and Lillie together in the hot tub last night, I had never been more turned on in my life. Maybe it’s the taboo nature of what you all are into. Whatever it is, I want in. For real. No jokes.”

She gazed at me, waiting for my reaction. There wasn’t a hint of sarcasm in her voice. She meant what she said. I stepped forward, leaned into her and kissed her full on the lips before backing up a step and meeting her gaze. “Good. I’ll put you down for a size small.”
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Hand-in-hand, Queen and I exited the locker room, each of us holding a gym bag in our free hand. We strolled down the corridor toward the lobby, making small talk.

Queen wore a gray tank and a pair of cut-off jean shorts with glimpses of her pink bikini top coming into view as she walked. Her damp red hair hung loosely over her shoulders, and she seemed completely at ease after our casual hookup.

“When we walked in on you and Lillie last night, that look on her face was priceless,” Queen said. “But it all worked out in the end. I can’t wait until we go clubbing together.”

We rounded the corner and stepped into the lobby, where we found Jenna sitting alone on a bench by the front door waiting for us.

Jenna’s gaze locked on our coupled hands, and she frowned before gazing up at her friend. “Why is your hair wet?”

“Uhh… because I showered,” Queen said. “You didn’t expect me to go out on the boat all stinky, did you?”

Frowning, Jenna folded her arms over her chest and stood, glaring at her friend as she gazed between us. “Did you two take turns or something? I didn’t see either of you in the hallway.”

Queen rolled her eyes but didn’t release the grip on my hand. “Steve and I shared a shower. What’s the big deal?”

Jenna’s jaw dropped. “What do you mean you shared? As in, you were in the shower at the same time?”

“We’re in a hurry,” Queen said. “So, we shared a shower. We’re both adults and it’s not like Lillie and Becca didn’t already sign off on this whole date thing.”

Jenna fumed. Her blue eyes smoldered with heat, and she looked ready to pounce on her best friend. “You could have shared a shower with me.”

Queen grinned. “No offense, but Steve is more my type.”

I chuckled, and Jenna glared at me. “You could’ve kicked her out.”

“Or you could have shared a shower with him instead,” Queen said, coming to my defense. “The poor guy looked like a beaten puppy when you sent him into the second stall all alone.”

Jenna gritted her teeth. “You know why. Alex and I have an agreement.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Agreement?”

Jenna unfolded her arms and turned to face me, sighing. “I didn’t tell Alex about the day we were in the sauna together, but it didn’t take a genius for him to pick up on my feelings for you. He threw a major fit, and to make a very long and dramatic story short, we agreed to go all in on our relationship. That’s why I’ve been a little standoffish lately. I’m hoping you and Alex can form a friendship. That way we can spend time together, and he won’t worry so much.”

Queen rolled her eyes. “Only you’re the only one keeping up your end of the bargain. He hits on women constantly. You should see him at the gym. He walks around like the mayor of poon town.”

Jenna glared at her friend. “They hit on him. It’s not like he can help it. Just like you jumped in the shower with Uncle Steve. He didn’t ask you to do that.”

“I didn’t send her away either,” I said.

Queen turned, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me on the lips. “That’s why I like this man so much. He has my back.”

I could piratically see the steam coming out of Jenna’s ears.

Jenna glared daggers at her best friend. “By the way, this isn’t a date. It’s an outing. You and Steve are not dating. He’s already with my sisters.”

“Who gave me their permission to pursue him.” She held up her phone. “Lillie, Becca, and I have a group chat going. Here, feel free to read our texts.”

“I don’t need to see the fucking texts,” Jenna said, snapping at her friend.

I let go of Queen’s hand and stepped forward. “JJ, take a breath. Everything is fine.”

Jenna’s expression softened as she turned her blue eyes on me. “She knows how I feel about you. She’s just trying to piss me off.”

I picked up her hands and held them. Jenna’s shoulders visibly eased.

“If you tell us to stop. We will.” I gazed over my shoulder at Queen. “Right, Brooke?”

Queen frowned and thought for a moment before nodding. “Absolutely. Jenna, you’re my best friend. If you don’t want me to date Steve, just say the word. It’s just….” She let out a deep breath and seemed to find her center. “You’re with Lex. I didn’t think you’d care. That’s especially true because of the…umm… arrangement Steve has with your sisters. You’ve made me feel like a sister to you. Since Steve and I share a genuine connection, I didn’t think you would mind.”

Jenna’s entire body relaxed, and she smiled at her friend. “Sorry. I don’t own Steve, and I want to see you happy. If Lillie and Becca are okay with it, so am I.”

I let go of Jenna’s hands and the girls embraced, telling each other how sorry they were until the moment finally passed.

“Now that the drama is over, let’s roll,” I said, even though I knew the drama was just getting started.

Queen and Jenna chatted happily, their differences forgotten as we made our way to my car.

Thirty minutes later, we arrived at the marina, where we found Lex waiting for us. He leaned up against his Porsche, shirt off and sunglasses on. His muscled body glistened under the noonday sun and his wavy blonde hair tumbled in the breeze.

For all his faults, Alex Lawson was at the very least handsome. It was easy to see why he made a living as a professional model and social media influencer. Honestly, I hadn’t spent more than five minutes with the guy, but he had all the trademarks of a roaring narcissist starting with his choice of car.

I pulled up my Range Rover beside Lex’s Porsche, and the girls spilled out. Jenna greeted her boyfriend with an enthusiastic hug while Lex held back, patting Jenna on the shoulder like a stranger off the street.

As I climbed out my driver’s side door, Queen was there to greet me. She took my hand in hers and pulled me aside. She gazed through my car windows toward Lex and Jenna, who were having a quiet conversation on the other side of my car.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

She nodded and met my gaze, smiling at me conspiratorially. “It’s show time. You ready?”

“This is silly. Why don’t I just tell her how I feel? Didn’t we put her through enough back at the studio? I feel horrible about how that went down.”

Queen’s eyes widened with horror. “That is the worst thing you can do. Trust me. I know my best friend better than anyone. The only way she’ll get rid of him for good is if breaking up is her idea.”

I sighed. “Fine. Lead the way.”

Queen grinned, popped up on her toes and kissed me on the lips. “Great. Let’s get going. The day’s wasting away.”

She dragged me around the car by the hand until we came up on Jenna, frowning at Lex.

“Come on Jenna. Let’s go,” Queen said.

Jenna didn’t look at us. Instead, she glared at Lex, who held up his phone between them like a shield. “Why did that girl DM you a naked picture of herself?”

“Christ, Jenna. Why are you so possessive? Girls send me unsolicited naked pictures all the time. I’m an influencer. You, of all people, know that it comes with the territory.”

“But I don’t have dick pics pulled up on my phone,” she said, her anger rising. “I delete them.”

Lex took off his mirrored sunglasses and rubbed the bridge of his nose. “Tom wanted to see the picture, so I pulled it up for him. That’s all.”

“You exchanged like ten messages back and forth with her.” She thrust her finger at the phone in Lex’s hand. “I literally just saw your phone.”

“Tom messaged her, posing as me. Can we not do this right here in front of your best friend and your uncle?”

I sighed, fighting the urge to correct him.

Jenna rolled her eyes. “Steve is not my uncle.”

I had to intervene before they got into a huge fight. I popped open the trunk of my SUV. “JJ, I’ll grab the bags and meet you at the boat. It’s still in the same slip?”

Jenna turned away from Lex. “Yeah. Hold on. I’ll help you.”

She marched away from Lex and met me by the trunk, leaving Queen alone with Lex.

Queen folded her arms over her chest and sneered at Lex. “Jenna isn’t stupid. Why do you treat her like she is?”

Lex glared at Queen while he slipped his phone in his pocket but didn’t rise to take the inflammatory bait.

I wouldn’t answer for Jenna, but the reason Lex treated her like dirt was because she let him get away with it. When she stopped giving him a free pass, he would either change his behavior or leave. In my experience, guys like Alex Lawson rarely changed their stripes. They would talk a big game about changing when they inevitably got called out for their destructive behavior, but I had never seen it happen. They went from young narcissistic assholes to middle-aged narcissistic assholes to grumpy old bastards. The only way to handle them was to remove the power you gave them over you.

Queen launched into Lex again, making a comment about his multiple girlfriends before Lex shot back, calling her a prick tease. The bickering continued, and I tuned them out.

I grabbed the beach bag and the cooler from the car while Jenna took a grocery bag filled with snacks. I glanced over at her and studied her face.

She looked somewhere between pissed off and hurt, and the thought of piling onto her anguish by making her jealous made me feel more than a little uneasy.

“Hey,” I said, speaking softly enough for only Jenna to hear.

She turned to face me. Her chin quivered with emotion and her eyes welled with tears.

I picked up her hand and stepped closer. “I’ll send Alex and Brooke home. You and I can spend the entire day together, alone. Just like old times.”

Jenna sniffled and forced a smile. “Thanks, but Brooke has been looking forward to today. I can’t do that to her.”

I nodded. “I’ll gladly toss Alex off the dock. We’ll make it the three amigos.”

Jenna laughed and stepped closer. She perched on her toes and stole a quick kiss on the lips. “That you’re here makes everything okay. If I send him away now, it will be worse on me later.”

“JJ, you shouldn’t be in a relationship where you can’t be honest with your partner.”

“Now you sound like Lillie and Becca.”

Now wasn’t the time to broach that subject. Not with Lex and Queen still arguing only a few feet away. Jenna clearly wasn’t happy, and I would only let the matter rest for a short time before we had a long talk. I studied her face for a long moment, reached out and brushed a tear off her cheek with my thumb. “I won’t let him disrespect you.”

She set the grocery bag down and wrapped her arms around my waist. With her head resting flat against my chest, she let out a breath and relaxed.

“I love you,” she said, squeezing me tight.

I kissed the crown of her head and embraced her. “I love you, too, J-Bunny.”

It was a nickname I hadn’t used for her in at least a decade. Jenna laughed and stepped back, gazing up at me, her blue eyes sparkling. “I forgot all about that nickname.”

Queen came around the back of the car and eyed Jenna, still hugging me. A smile formed on her lips. “What’s this? I leave you alone for two minutes and you make a move on my man?”

Jenna released me and whirled on her friend, who was clearly joking. She laughed and leaned back against me, resting her head on my chest. “Too bad. He’s mine now.”

Lex came around behind Queen and gazed at Jenna, his expression stone faced. “Are we going out on the boat or what?”

The four of us made our way onto Jimmy’s speed boat and pushed off. Jenna took the wheel while Lex sat at the rear of the boat tapping away at this phone.

Queen and I sat up front, where she leaned back against me and placed her hand on my inner thigh. The angle offered me an unfettered view of her beautiful C-cups ensconced in her bright pink bikini top. Sunshine drenched her already tanned chest while her red hair whipped around her face and neck.

The roar of the engine, whipping wind, and slapping waves made conversation difficult, so we kept mostly silent during the ride. Queen pulled my arm around her waist and tucked her hand in mine. She brushed her thumb over the back of my hand while she lovingly caressed my inner thigh.

My cock responded, stiffening against her tight, bikini-clad ass. Even though, Queen was trying to make Jenna jealous enough to dump Lex, her affection felt genuine. Of course, she had said as much when she walked into my shower earlier that morning.

Out of the corner of my eye, I felt Jenna’s eyes on us, even through her dark sunglasses. She wasn’t alone. Lex sat at the rear of the boat, his phone now tucked away with his arms folded over his broad chest, glaring at us as if we were doing something wrong. He shifted his focus to Jenna and back to us, his aura radiating jealousy.

Jenna turned the boat into an empty cove and cut back on the throttle. Our speed dropped off sharply, taking the noise with it. The wind and the roar of the engine dissipated, leaving only the sound of the waves lapping against the hull.

Queen wriggled up against me and tossed one of her legs over mine. She pinned her ass to my raging hard-on, leaving her all but sitting on my lap, grinding my cock.

“Jesus Christ, Brooke,” Jenna said, her voice registering frustration. “Give the man a molecule of space to breathe. You’ll need birth control if you get any closer.”

Queen frowned at her friend. “Steve doesn’t mind, do you, baby?”

She swiveled around to look at me, using the moment as an opportunity to rest her hand on my stiff cock.

Jenna barked out a bitter laugh. “Would you like to see me drape myself all over Lex?”

Lex sipped on his beer and grinned. “You wouldn’t hear me complain.”

I inwardly grimaced. It felt wrong to manipulate Jenna this way, no matter what Queen believed. That said, I loved the attention Queen gave me, and if it bothered Jenna that much, she could have called things off with Lex. It wasn’t like Lillie or Becca were out there getting jealous, and I was in an actual relationship with both of them.

Jenna ignored Lex and moved to pull out the anchor.

Queen stood and my eyes locked on her pink bikini bottoms, riding up her ass crack. She turned around to face me and rested her hands on my shoulders, pushing her perky tits into my face. “I’m hot. Let’s go swimming.”

“Let me help JJ with the anchor first,” I said.

Queen leaned forward and kissed me full on the lips. “I’ll grab our refreshments.”

Queen moved to the back of the boat while Jenna slipped past her, completely ignoring her friend.

Despite the friction, I couldn’t help but take in Jenna’s body packed into her neon-yellow bikini. In true Fields’ family form, she filled out the bikini like very few women on earth could. Her natural breasts bulged inside her tight top and her ass popped like a champagne cork. Her bikini bottoms hugged her rear end so well, the material looked painted on. Jenna wore her blonde hair back in a messy ponytail while her dark sunglasses rested atop her pert nose. Her lips were full and pouty, and in that moment, she reminded me so much of Lillie they could have been identical twins.

She was truly a breathtaking beauty. That she was jealous of anyone seemed so absurd it bordered on ridiculous.

I pulled the anchor from storage and handed it to Jenna. “Sorry. I’ll ask her to dial it back.”

I kept my voice low enough for only her to hear. Jenna wouldn’t even look at me. She shrugged and tossed the anchor into the water with a splash. “If Becca and Lillie don’t care, why should I?”

I found it somewhat amusing that my legally bound wife wasn’t enough of a concern for her to even mention. But we all knew the score. I no longer belonged only to Angie, and everyone knew it. My wife was even more of a free agent than me, and I was happy for her.

“You seem like you mind,” I said.

“It’s a free country. You can fuck whoever you want, even if she’s my best friend.” She spoke with a clipped tone that came out so icy, I shuddered. She wouldn’t even look at me.

“JJ, if we can take a minute to talk, I —”

“Steve, come on,” Queen said from the back of the boat, cutting me off.

The sultry redhead held two drinks in one hand and an oversized inflatable raft in the other. She grinned at me while Lex gazed intently at Jenna and me, his forehead creased with obvious concern.

“Better go,” Jenna said. “You don’t want to leave your girlfriend waiting.”

If her tone was icy before, it was downright hostile now. This wasn’t how I imagined my date with Jenna would play out. I sighed and nodded. “If that’s what you want.”

She looked at me and forced a smile. “It definitely is.”

I moved past her and met Queen at the stern near the ladder. I forced a smile and took a bottle of beer from her outstretched hand. “Thanks.”

“Is everything okay with Jenna?” Queen stared at her friend, feigning concern.

“She seems a little angry,” I said.

Queen sighed. “She’s just jealous because she wants you and won’t admit it.”

Lex swiveled sideways and glared at Queen. “Shut the fuck up, Brooke.”

“You said it yourself last week,” Queen said. “That’s when you pinned Jenna down. Remember? You made her swear loyalty to you, even though you know she doesn’t really love you. To make matters worse, we both know you fuck around on her every chance you get.”

Lex clenched his jaw so tightly I thought he might have an aneurysm.

“Let’s get in the water,” I said.

Queen turned around to face me and smiled, seeming not the least bit angry. “Let’s go.”

We jumped into the water and climbed onto the raft. The inflatable raft had a middle section made of mesh that allowed two people to lie side by side with a built-in head and shoulder rest.

As we floated together a short way from the boat, Lex thrust an angry finger at Jenna, and they launched into a heated argument.

Queen rested one hand on my abs while she sipped her drink with the other. “God, I hope she comes to her senses sooner rather than later. Doing this to her is killing me.”

“Maybe we should stop. I don’t think I have the stomach for this.”

“It’s a little pain now for a long-term reward.” She turned on her side to face me. “And the sooner she gets with you, the sooner I’ll have that big dick of yours making me scream out your name.”

I nearly spit out my drink. “You don’t mince words, do you?”

She giggled and shrugged. “They don’t call me Queen for nothing.”

“Is that why they call you Queen? Because you always get your way?”

She pushed her sunglasses up, resting them on the crown of her head, and leveled me with her beautiful green eyes. “Not exactly. And it’s not because I’m the blowjob queen, either. Even though you’ll find out soon enough that I give an amazing blowjob.”

“Now you have to tell me,” I said.

“It’s actually a sweet story. My dad used to call me princess when I was a little girl. I think all good dads call their daughters princesses, but he called me his little royal princess all the time. When I was four, I dressed up for Halloween as a princess with a glittery tiara and a frilly pink dress. My dad told me I was the prettiest princess he had ever seen, and I told him I wasn’t a princess, I was a queen.”

He laughed for five minutes straight. She smiled fondly as she recalled the memory. “Ever since then, the name has stuck.”

“He still calls you queen?”

Her smile faded. “My dad passed two years ago. Bladder cancer. It took him quick.”

“Shit. I’m sorry.”

She leaned in and kissed me. “Don’t be. He lived an amazing life full of love and good times. He loved me and my mom right up to the very end. Now, whenever anyone calls me Queen, it reminds me of my dad. It’s like carrying a piece of him with me wherever I go.”

“You’re right. That’s a very sweet story and much more G-rated than I imagined.”

She laughed. “Yeah. I don’t share that tale with very many people. It’s fun to make people wonder. When guys discover I didn’t earn the name by handing out free blowjobs, you can see the disappointment in their eyes.”

“It sounds like your dad was a pretty special guy.”

“He was special,” Queen said. “You two have a lot in common.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Yeah?”

“He was married to my mom, but they had a very special relationship with two other women. They were also with him to the end.”

“No shit?”

“Oh, it gets better,” she said.

“I’m not sure I want to hear this.”

Queen laughed. “The two women were his best friend’s daughters. They were twenty-three and twenty-five years younger than him.”

“Oh my. Really?”

Queen nodded and studied my face intently. She brushed a lock of hair off my forehead before she leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “I could fall for you, Steve Erickson.”

My cock twitched and thickened inside my swim trunks. I placed my hand on her hip, leaned in and kissed her again, this time letting my lips linger. She parted her lips and our tongues coiled together as if we’d kissed a million times before. Unlike the kisses we shared on the boat, this one wasn’t about making Jenna jealous. It was just for us.
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For the rest of the afternoon, Jenna’s mood remained sour. Even Queen thought we had gone too far with our attempt to meddle in her relationship. After we docked, she took Jenna aside and apologized. Queen suggested to Jenna that we forget about camping and call it a day, but Jenna insisted we go through with it.

Jenna’s hope that Lex and I might bond during this trip had crashed and burned along with our day on the boat. The guy was perhaps the most self-absorbed human I’d ever met and had the conversational skills of an inebriated monkey.

Spending the evening with Lex promised to be as much fun as a poison ivy outbreak. Other than their love of fitness, I couldn’t imagine what Jenna saw in the guy. She was smart, funny, confident, and stunningly beautiful, and she was wasting her time with the juiced-up dolt.

While our time with Jenna and Lex had been painful, I grew more comfortable and increasingly attracted to Queen. After letting me in on the secret behind her endearing nickname, we spent the next hour floating on the raft, engaging in effortless conversation.

Eventually we floated back to the boat and found Jenna sunning near the front, wearing her earbuds, while Lex sat at the back talking on his phone. Jenna’s anger had subsided, and she even apologized to me for the way she treated me earlier.

After discussing our next move with Jenna, we chose a secluded island at the center of the lake as our next destination. The place had a broad sandy beach that the girls liked to use for tanning.

Jenna fired up the engine and a few minutes later we anchored the boat off the island and stripped down to prepare for a swim to the beach.

“Babe, I’m not swimming,” Lex said. “Besides, we have beer and tunes right here on the boat. Let’s just cruise for a while. I’ll drive.”

Jenna stared at him, her face a mask of frustration. “Where were you when we discussed this ten minutes ago?”

Lex shrugged. “How about we let Steve and Queen swim to the beach while you and I go cruising? Those two need to blow off some steam, anyway.” Lex grinned at me. “Am I right?”

I stared at him impassively while Queen answered for both of us.

“The three of us want to go to the beach. I want to spend time with my best friend without screaming over a roaring engine and your speaker cranked up to max.”

Jenna shrugged off her tank top and stripped away her shorts until she stood barefoot in her bikini. She glared at Lex, clearly fed up with him while she pulled the keys from the engine and wrapped them around her wrist. “You can either go to the beach with us or wait in the boat. It’s your call.”

“This is fucking lame,” Lex said. “I should have gone golfing with Tom and Rick.”

Jenna turned her back on him and marched to the back of the boat while Queen and I stood there waiting for the conflict to play out.

Jenna glared back at us over her shoulder. “Are you guys coming or not?”

We wasted no time scrambling across the deck to follow Jenna’s lead. A few seconds later, the three of us dove into the water and swam the short distance to the beach.

The sun shone high in a clear blue sky. Cool waves lapped at the sandy beach and birds chipped in the highest branches of the forest covered island. The three of us sat in the surf, letting the waves wash over our legs while we gazed out across the lake.

We spent a few minutes making small talk, but Jenna’s mood remained foul. After Jenna and Lex’s earlier argument, Queen and I decided not to further flaunt our physical relationship. Rubbing our budding romance in her face felt cruel and unnecessary. We had an authentic spark and using that as fuel to erode Jenna’s already broken relationship would only tear her down. Jenna’s relationship with Lex was heading for an iceberg sooner rather than later, and she didn’t need us to blow up an already sinking boat.

With the silence stretching out, the three of us sat in the surf with the only sound coming from the waves lapping over our legs. A warm breeze picked up and stirred the tree branches as it dried our wet skin. Jenna sat to my left and Queen to my right. As the minutes ticked past, we watched distant boats buzz by with the sound of their engines reaching us a half-second later.

I wanted to say something to Jenna to make things better, but I didn’t know where to start. If she wanted my advice, she would ask. Otherwise, I would be there for her when she needed me. In the meantime, I had a question rattling around in my brain that only Queen could answer. It had been a question that came to mind immediately after she told me of her father’s harem.

I sat up and wrapped my arms around my knees, squinting toward the horizon. “Queen, can I ask you an uncomfortable question?”

Jenna snapped her head around. She gazed at me and frowned, her expression curious.

Queen sat back with her legs stretched out. She propped herself up on her arms with her chest out and a smile on her pretty face. “Ask away.”

“It’s about your family situation,” I said, trying to tap dance around the question.

“Which situation? The harem?”

Queen giggled, and Jenna’s eyes bulged.

Jenna gazed over at her friend. “You told him?”

“It seemed relevant,” Queen said. “He’s shacking up with your sisters and let’s be honest here, you’re next. Why wouldn’t I tell him?”

For the first time since we left the marina, Jenna smiled. “You think I’m next?”

“Sweetie, I know you’re next. You love him and he loves you. Right, Steve?”

My cheeks flushed with heat, and I kept my gaze straight ahead. “I thought I was the one asking the uncomfortable questions?”

Queen laughed and slipped her hand in mine. “You don’t have to answer. Every time you look at Jenna, it’s written all over your face.”

Jenna turned her attention from her friend to me. “Is that true?”

I turned sideways and met Jenna’s gaze. “You really have to ask?”

Jenna’s smile widened. “I want to hear you say it.”

“Exactly,” Queen said. “Come on, Steve. Tell her how you feel.”

I sighed. “Fine.”

I sat upright and turned to face Jenna. Our eyes met, and I held her gaze for a moment before I spoke. “I have very strong feelings for you. Happy?”

Jenna’s entire face lit up, and she nodded.

“Not good enough,” Queen said. “Tell her how you really feel.”

I glared over my shoulder at Queen. “You’re pushing things, lady.”

Queen leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “That’s kind of my entire persona.”

I turned back to face Jenna.

She gazed at me intently, leaning forward as if she didn’t want to miss a word.

I picked up her hand and held it in mine. Even after rehearsing the words in my head, they came out corny. “I love you. I’ve always loved you and nothing will ever change that. You deserve better than that ass hat on the boat.”

Jenna grinned mischievously. “You love me like a daughter or a girlfriend?”

“I love you like I love your sisters, which is very much not like a niece or a daughter.”

Jenna grinned, and her eyes welled with tears. “I love you too. So, so, so much.”

She leaned forward, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me.

Our lips met, and a current of sexual energy spiked inside me, turning my arms and legs to mush. I wrapped my arms around her waist, fought the urge to palm her ass, and drew her closer.

We parted our lips and our tongues swirled together before we deepened the kiss, and Jenna ran her fingers up through my hair, pulling me into her.

“Okay,” Queen said. “I don’t want to watch you two fuck on the beach. Besides, we’ll have every boater within a mile recording everything if you go on for much longer.”

We broke the kiss, and Jenna pulled back. She giggled as she wiped a line of broken saliva off her chin and gazed at her best friend. “You just want him all to yourself.”

Queen rolled her eyes. “I spent most of the day trying to make you jealous so you would dump that idiot boyfriend of yours. But I’m not gonna lie. I have feelings for Steve, too.”

Jenna’s smile never faded. “Duh. I knew exactly what you were doing the whole time, and it pissed me off. And as for the feelings part, sharing is caring. Right?”

Queen laughed and leaned into me. She propped her chin on my shoulder and wrapped her arms around my waist. “You’re not mad. Like really, you’re not?”

Jenna shook her head. “He’s not the one woman kind of guy, and I’m okay with it.”

I cleared my throat. “Now that we’re all friends again, can I ask Queen my question?”

The ladies both laughed and inched closer, each taking one of my hands in theirs.

“Ask away,” Queen said.

I paused for a moment to collect my thoughts. “How old were you when your dad and mom… uhhh… integrated your family?”

“Fourteen,” Queen said. “Before that, they were both pretty miserable.”

“How did you respond when you found out?”

Queen studied me for a moment. “Is this about Max?”

I nodded.

“At first, I was pretty freaked out. It’s a hard thing to explain to your friends, but it’s also an easy way to weed out the fake friends from the real ones.”

My stomach sank. “How freaked out were you?”

“I didn’t speak to either of them for a week,” Queen said. “But eventually I came around. I saw how happy they were, and my aunties were both so fucking awesome. How couldn’t I love them all?”

A feeling of relief washed over me. “Any advice on how to break the news to Max?”

“Baby, I’m pretty sure he already knows, but my advice would be to treat him like an adult. Never talk down to him. Be open and honest at all times, even when it hurts. Especially when it hurts.”

“That sounds like good advice for all of us,” Jenna said. “I haven’t been open or honest about my feelings for a long time.”

“There’s no better time than the present,” Queen said.

Jenna frowned and nodded. “I’ll pull Lex aside later today and break it off with him.”

Queen threw her arms up and pumped her fists. “Hallelujah!”

That opportunity didn’t present itself on the boat or after we returned to the marina. Before Jenna could talk to him, Lex took off in his Porsche. He told us he was picking up beers and would meet us later.

Jenna hoped he wouldn’t come back at all.

After we reached the campsite, Queen and Jenna helped me set up two tents and build a campfire. The extra tent was for appearance in case Lex returned, but none of us said that part out loud.

Unfortunately, Lex arrived an hour later, by which time all the setup was done. He came in hot carrying a fresh six-pack of beer, which he claimed took up the entire hour and he was sorry he wasn’t there to help set up camp.

Since she had already emotionally moved on, Jenna wasn’t angry with him. Rather, she shrugged, greeted him with apathy, and returned to the salad she and Queen were working on for dinner. The ladies chatted happily, having set aside their differences.

For dinner, I made steak and baked potatoes accompanied with Queen’s famous salad, packed with veggies and her sensational homemade dressing. By the time we cleaned up dinner, evening had given way to night and a clear, star-strewn sky.

Lex’s presence in the camp grew more awkward by the minute, but Jenna couldn’t seem to find the right moment to send the guy packing. As night marched onward, the issue would come to a head sooner rather than later. Bedtime and the separation by tent loomed in the not so distant future. Jenna had no intention of spending the night with the guy.

I fed the fire with fresh wood and poked the logs into place until they spit and cracked while a rush of fresh flames danced. Queen and Jenna had armed roasting sticks with marshmallows. Nearby, a plate of gram crackers and chocolates squares sat, waiting to become world famous campfire s’mores.

Lex sat on the opposite side of the fire from me, sipping on a beer while he surfed his phone. The girls made small talk while they roasted their marshmallows, giggling and chatting about something, while they eyed me conspiratorially.

The evening air carried a slight chill, and both women had thrown on sweatshirts to accompany their cut-off jean shorts. Queen’s silky red hair glimmered in the firelight and spilled over her shoulders in thick, glossy waves. The light from the flames danced off her smooth, toned legs while a day under the sun caused the freckles bridging her nose to pop with renewed energy. Every so often, her green eyes shimmered in the firelight, and I lost myself staring at her, completely sucked in by not only her beauty but her presence. It was the sound of her voice, the way she moved, and her mannerisms all rolled up into the complete package.

Twice, I’d caught Jenna staring at me while I gazed at her best friend, and feelings of guilt washed over me. But I simply couldn’t stop myself. Brooke Lowe had hooked me — big time.

But any signs of jealousy from Jenna had disappeared. When she caught me staring at her best friend, she only smiled and winked.

I returned to my seat by the fire, which was one of four giant outdoor chairs Jenna had brought from home. Meanwhile, the ladies had finished roasting their marshmallows and wedged them between gram crackers and a thick slab of milk chocolate.

Queen appeared before me armed with two s’mores. “I made one for you.”

“Looks amazing,” I said and took the treat from her outstretched hand.

Jenna had also made two s’mores and Lex held out his hand to accept one before Jenna turned away from him and headed straight for me.

“Hope you’re hungry,” she said. “Queen and I are in bake off and you’re the judge.”

“God, don’t make me choose,” I said.

They both laughed while Lex gawked at us as if he couldn’t believe what was happening?

Lex glared at his soon-to-be ex-girlfriend. “What the hell, Jenna?”

Jenna sat down on the arm of my chair and leaned into me, resting her elbow on my shoulder while she nibbled on her sweet treat.

Like Queen, Jenna wore her blonde hair down. A day under the sun had added even more blonde, turning her into a virtual clone of her little sister.

I resisted the urge to place my hand on her ass and waited while Lex glared at her from across the fire.

Queen skipped the arm of my chair and sat directly on my lap, squaring her ass on my knees as she leaned forward and ate her s’more.

Jenna sighed and swallowed the last bite of her dessert before meeting Lex’s gaze head on. “Alex, we need to talk.”
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Queen’s sweet moans filled my mouth. Her tongue twisted with mine, swirling over my lips and slipping past my teeth. I ran my hands over her cut-off denim shorts, hugging her tight little ass. I dipped my fingers inside the back of her sweatshirt where I met her warm, supple skin.

Ten minutes earlier, we dragged a massive double-sized sleeping bag from the tent and set it up near the roaring campfire. We chatted, flirted and held hands and occasionally kissing while we waited for Jenna’s return. As time dragged on, Queen slipped into my lap, straddling me while we kissed and played touching games with our hands. One kiss had led to another and rapidly escalated into a no-holds-barred make-out session.

Now I was rock hard with my hands up her shirt. I flattened my palms and moved them up her back, searching for a bra to unhook. To my utter delight, I found nothing but a smooth stretch of supple skin.

My cock pulsed and thickened, turning to concrete. She wasn’t wearing a bra or a bikini top. I was already achingly hard and now my head spun with desire.

Her hand cradled my thick shaft, still constrained by my shorts, and I felt her thumb brush over the underside of my tip, causing me to groan with pleasure. Queen’s mesmerizing scent swam in my nostrils. She smelled of wildflowers, with a hint of honey and lilac. I ached to be inside her, grinding away until we both exploded.

Her silky red hair tickled my cheek, and I slid a hand around to her bare chest, cupping her perky breast in my open palm.

Queen’s nipple hardened under my thumb, and I tweaked it, causing her to unleash a breathy moan in my mouth. She opened her mouth wider and deepened our kiss while she ground her hips, dry-fucking my cock as she went to pull off my t-shirt.

With my free hand, I tugged on her sweatshirt, pulling it over her ass and higher to expose her sweet treats beneath.

Queen groaned and pulled back, breaking off our kiss as she gazed at me, her green eyes swimming as she panted for breath. “Steve, we can’t. Not without Jenna.”

Reality came crashing back. Breathing heavily, Queen slipped off my lap and pressed up against me. She gazed into the campfire, still crackling before us. A thin layer of smoke curled upward, disappearing into the night sky. Overhead, the stars twinkled, and the quarter moon glowed, bathing the trees in a purple haze.

I sat up, my cock rapidly deflating and rested my hand on the back of Queen’s neck. I lovingly caressed her skin as I inhaled a deep breath. “We got a little carried away. How long has it been?”

Queen retrieved her phone from where she left it, tucked into one of her sandals, sitting by her chair. “Twenty minutes.”

I gazed into the darkness where Jenna had disappeared with Lex. “How long does it take to break up with an asshole?”

Queen sighed and rested her hand on my thigh. “That asshole is probably trying to talk her out of it. He did it the last time she tried to kick him to the curb.”

“Let’s give JJ some credit. She won’t make the same mistake again.”

Queen leaned against me, resting her head on my shoulder. “I hope you’re right.”

I rubbed her back. “In the meantime, there’s no reason we shouldn’t have a little fun.”

“I so want to rip your clothes off and ride you all night long, but not without Jenna. In fact, when she returns, I’m leaving so you can have some much needed alone time.”

I frowned and gazed over at her. “No way. That’s not happening.”

She sat up, turned to face me. “That was the plan from the very beginning. Remember?”

“That was your plan. We’re the three musketeers. You aren’t going anywhere.”

She smiled at me, leaned in, and kissed me on the lips. “You are a very sweet man.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and kissed her again, holding my lips against hers, longer this time. “And you are as addictive as high-octane meth. I want more. A lot more.”

Once again, Queen crawled into my lap and straddled me. She draped her arms over my shoulders and ground her hips, causing my cock to swell beneath her. She grinned as she searched my face with her vibrant green eyes. “Maybe we have time for a little fix before mom gets back.”

She tucked a lock of her thick red hair behind her ear, leaned in and kissed me. This time, she didn’t hesitate. She parted her lips and our tongues twined together while she rocked in my lap, grinding my cock like a mechanical bull set to slow motion.

A throat cleared, followed by a not-so-subtle cough. We broke the kiss and turned our attention to the gorgeous blonde who had emerged from the darkness.

Jenna grinned at us. “Should I take a ticket and get in line?”

Queen’s eyes widened. “Jenna. I….” She swallowed hard and shook her head. “No. I mean — you don’t need a ticket.”

Queen slid backward off my lap and landed with a thump on the sleeping bag.

Jenna and I laughed as Queen gazed up at her friend, her expression horrified.

“We were waiting for you,” Queen said. “We just got carried away. I’m so, so sorry.”

Unlike earlier in the day, there was no heat behind Jenna’s eyes. The envy she showed earlier was gone. This was how Lillie and Becca acted and how Jenna likely would have acted without Lex in her life.

I held out my hand to Jenna. “Come here and tell us what happened.”

Jenna stepped forward and slipped sideways onto my lap. She curled her arm around my shoulder, gave me a big kiss on the lips, and turned her attention to her best friend.

“Relax,” Jenna said. “You and Steve are adults. You don’t need my permission to fool around.”

Queen sat facing us with her legs parted as she propped herself up on her arms. “This wasn’t about making you jealous.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “I’m well aware Queen Lowe.”

I coiled my arm around Jenna’s waist and placed my hand on her hip. She wriggled her amazing ass against my cock and giggled as she looked at her friend. “He’s already nice and hard. Now, will you relax, please?”

Queen sighed, and her body seemed to decompress with relief. She sat upright and crossed her legs in front of her. “Fine. But I’m leaving you two alone for the rest of the night.”

Jenna glared at her friend. “You will do no such thing.” She turned to me. “Steve, tell her.”

I laughed and shook my head. “I tried to tell her, but she’s stubborn like every other redhead I’ve ever known.”

Queen smacked me on the leg. “I am not stubborn.”

Jenna and I exchanged a look and cracked up while Queen folded her arms over her chest and glared at us. “You guys are not funny.”

“In all seriousness,” Jenna said. “I would be super hurt if you left. Besides, there’s something I need to tell you.” She turned her blue eyes on me and hesitated. “Both of you.”

“Shit,” Queen said. “I don’t like the sound of that.”

I rubbed Jenna’s back and tried to pick up on any hint of conflict in her eyes. There was nothing. “What’s going on, JJ?”

Jenna sighed and turned in my lap until her back rested against my chest while she stretched her legs out in front of her. She pulled my hands around her waist and laced her fingers in mine.

Jenna swiveled her head enough to kiss me on the corner of my lips. “I love you,” she said.

I frowned as I studied her face. Where was this coming from? “I love you too, and now I’m officially worried.”

Jenna laughed and shook her head. “It’s not that big of a deal, but I’ll cut to the chase.” She locked eyes with her best friend. “This morning when you showered with Steve, I didn’t care about you two showering together. Really, I didn’t even care if you guys had sex.”

“We didn’t have sex,” Queen said, blurting out the words.

Jenna went on, ignoring her friend. “I was for sure jealous. That was part of it. I was also angry with myself for giving Lex a chance when I should have just dumped him when Steve came back into my life.”

I kissed Jenna high on her neck, behind her ear. “If you didn’t care that Queen and I were together, what made you so jealous?”

“I had a hard case of FOMO,” Jenna said.

I gazed at Queen, hoping she might translate. “FOMO?”

Queen rolled her eyes. “Get with the times, grandpa. FOMO means fear of missing out.”

“You wanted to shower with us?” I asked, turning my attention back to Jenna.

She nodded. “I wanted to be with you.” She squeezed my hands before turning her attention back to Queen. “With both of you.”

Queen’s eyes widened. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

Jenna laughed. “I’m bisexual, and I’ve had a thing for you for as long as I’ve known you. Please don’t hate me.”

Queen grinned, and her eyes twinkled. “How bisexual are you exactly? How many times have you dipped your toe into the lady pond?”

“That’s the thing,” Jenna said. “I haven’t. I mean… I’ve always liked men.” She pulled my arms around her and nuzzled her back up against my chest. “Especially this man. But when I met you, I felt a sexual attraction that kind of took me by surprise.”

“You’ve just made Angie’s year, and she’s not even here,” I said.

Jenna laughed. “Your wife is hot.”

“Amen to that,” Queen said. “I’d switch hit for a piece of that ass.”

I chuckled and played out the varied threesomes and foursomes coming down the pike. Things were looking good for Team Erickson.

“Would you really?” Jenna asked.

“You can bet that tight little ass of yours I would. Why didn’t you tell me? We could have been fooling around this whole time.”

“You’re my best friend first. I didn’t want to scare you away.”

Queen smiled and glanced at me with a mischievous twinkle in her eye before turning back to her friend. “If you had to choose between Steve and I, who —”

“Steve,” Jenna said, cutting her off.

“Ouch,” Queen said. “You didn’t even let me finish.”

“Steve is my everything,” Jenna said. “I want to spend my life with him.”

Jenna gazed at me and smiled. “I hope I’m not scaring you away.”

“I’m all in,” I said. “And I feel the same way about you.”

“So, what am I then?” Queen asked. “Your side piece?”

“I love you too,” Jenna said. “Love is crazy like that. I have enough to go around.”

Queen smiled, appearing not even a little offended. “Speaking as the offspring of a guy who had three wives, I get you. Believe me, I do. Can I ask you a serious question? Don’t get mad, okay?”

Jenna nodded. “Ask.”

“What if I end up feeling the same way about Steve as you? Are you okay with us… sharing a life?”

Queen looked at me for reassurance and I nodded.

“I would love it,” Jenna said. “Our kids could grow up together. How cool would that be?”

“I’m definitely going to need a bigger house,” I said.

The ladies laughed and there was a long pause while Jenna and Queen gazed at each other as if they were waiting for the other to make the first move. Finally, Queen came forward on her hands and knees, crossing the sleeping bag, until she reached Jenna perched atop my lap.

Queen stretched forward and Jenna leaned in. Their lips met, and they kissed. Jenna went rigid, but she didn’t pull back. She let the kiss play out, all the while squeezing my hands in hers.

They seemed hesitant at first, like toddlers taking their first steps into a vast ocean. But then Jenna relaxed, letting her shoulders ease as Queen shifted her body forward, putting more weight into the kiss. Their lips parted and their tongues brushed together, hesitantly exploring the once forbidden fruit.

My cock pulsed under Jenna’s ass, hardening as I watched the best friend’s heated lip lock. Jenna released my hands and wrapped her arms around Queen’s waist, pulling the gorgeous redhead closer.

Soft moans and heavy breathing mingled with the sound of spitting wood and crackling flames. Queen slid her fingers up the nape of Jenna’s neck and cradled the blonde’s head as she deepened their kiss.

My cock expanded in my briefs and pulsed, rock hard, under Jenna’s tight ass. I slipped my hands inside Jenna’s sweatshirt and swept my palms upward, touching the warm flesh of her tight tummy before drifting upward. My hands met the soft curves of her bare breasts and my head flashed with primal lust.

Like Queen, Jenna wasn’t wearing a bra, and for the first time, it truly hit me. I stood on the precipice of my first threesome. It was happening, and the realization hit me like a lightning bolt. My head spun, crazy with desire. I filled my palms with Jenna’s glorious D-cups and squeezed. The space between my fingers bulged with her sweet flesh as her nipples stiffened under my thumbs.

Jenna moaned in Queen’s mouth and ground her hips against my cock, rocking in my lap as the temperature around the campfire soared.

I pressed in close and nuzzled in tight behind Jenna’s ear. I inhaled her intoxicating scent as I kissed her high on her neck. Her hair radiated coconut and jasmine mixed with undertones of vanilla. My cock throbbed against her ass, and I shifted my hips, grinding my cock as I manhandled her breasts. I nibbled on Jenna’s earlobe and swirled my tongue over her skin, savoring her warmth as my world turned sideways with pent-up lust.

Firelight drenched Jenna and Queen in flickering shades of gold and orange. Jenna’s tongue slipped and twined with Queen’s, and her moans rose, barely muted inside Queen’s mouth. The best friends went all out, touching, sucking and tasting as years of walled up desire crumbled to dust.

Frustratingly, my cock throbbed inside the tight confines of my shorts, aching with a mixture of pleasure and pain. I released my hold on one of Jenna’s glorious breasts and slid my hand lower, descending over her tummy until I reached the top of her cut-off jean shorts. With a flick of my wrist, the button securing them popped loose, and I flashed my fingers lower until I met the edge of her silky G-string.

As if sensing my desire to escalate, Queen broke off her kiss with Jenna, sat back on her knees and peeled off her sweatshirt. Her red hair tumbled through the opening before she tossed it aside.

The flickering firelight danced over Queen’s golden chest as her perky C-cups bounced into play. Taut nipples, as delicate as they were tantalizing, topped her bite-sized areolas.

As I eyed the stunning Pilates instructor, my insides wailed with a fresh wave of desire. Tan lines crisscrossed her perfect breasts, and as she reached for the bottom of Jenna’s sweatshirt, they jiggled ever so slightly.

Jenna met her best friend’s gaze and raised her arms over her head, assisting Queen with the removal of her thick gray sweatshirt.

Queen pulled Jenna’s sweatshirt up and over her head. Jenna’s glossy blonde hair spilled through the opening and tumbled over her back and shoulders like spun silk.

With her back facing me, I eyed Jenna’s jiggling left breast where it bounced into view, glowing golden from the flickering firelight. I cupped her right breast in my open palm and gave it a full squeeze as Queen flashed me a mischievous grin.

The gorgeous redhead whispered something into Jenna’s ear and they both giggled before Jenna responded loud enough for me to hear.

“Totally,” she said.

Intrigued, I eyed Queen warily as Jenna slipped from my lap. As much as I didn’t want her to move, my cock breathed a sigh of relief. While I wanted nothing more than for the buxom blonde to grind my gear, there was the matter of the pesky layer of clothing preventing us from going all out.

The girls stood and faced me, both of them full-on topless. Jenna’s shorts were already open from where I had popped the seal moments ago. Now, she finished the job. She unzipped her shorts and wriggled her hips as she guided them down her legs before they dropped and collected around her ankles.

As Jenna disrobed, Queen did the same. She unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them over her round, shapely hips until they dropped. Unlike Jenna, Queen went commando. She stood before me with her unreal body on full display. Her tight little slit disappeared between her legs without so much as a hint of stubble anywhere in sight. Like her breasts, tan lines crisscrossed her hips and pubic area, marking the forbidden boundary enforced by her bikini bottoms.

I licked the cotton from my lips and eyed each of them, wondering if I was man enough to tag team the twin goddesses.

Jenna wore a white silk G-string that rode high on her hips with just enough cloth to cover the tight V-shape between her athletic thighs. She smiled at me, seeming to enjoy my eyes roaming over her swaying D-cups and round little hips. Her tight body was the perfect blend of curves and muscle, leaving me spellbound as I watched her guide her panties over her hips, where they joined her shorts around her ankles.

It was my first view of the last of the three Fields sisters wearing nothing but her extraordinary birthday suit. Unlike Queen, a thin layer of neatly trimmed golden blonde hair covered Jenna’s pussy. The barest hint of her sweet pink labia peeked out of her tight slit.

I sucked in a sharp breath as I drank in her incredible form. My jaw dropped and my cock pulsed, rock hard in my shorts. Her thatch was golden blonde, exactly the same color as Lillie’s hair. Was Jenna’s normal dishwater blonde achieved via highlights? Was the golden blonde her natural color? The carpet didn’t match the drapes, and I wanted to know why. The inane questions swirled in my mind as I shifted my attention between the voluptuous twenty-one-year-old beauty and her lithe redheaded counterpart.

“Look at him,” Queen said. “I think his brain might short circuit.”

“Too much boobies,” Jenna said, giggling as she picked up her breasts and squeezed them together.

I shook my head. “Impossible. There’s never too much boobie.”

“I think the poor man deserves some relief,” Queen said.

Jenna’s eyes dropped to the bulge in my shorts. “I’ve been dying to taste that giant cock.”

“That makes two of us,” Queen said. “Let’s have an appetizer before the entrée.”

“From where I’m sitting, it’s all dessert,” I said.

The girls both giggled as they dropped to their knees. Jenna crept forward on my left and worked loose the button on my shorts. On my right side, Queen leaned over me and scooped up my shirt, pressing her breasts into my face as she did.

I sat up so Queen could take off my shirt and inhaled her nipple where it pressed into my lips. With a suck and nibble, I swirled my tongue over her taut little nipple, teasing her as she pulled my shirt up and over my head.

Queen tossed my shirt aside and remained pressed up against me, rubbing her breasts over my face as I sucked and squeezed, burying my face between her all-natural C-cups. Meanwhile, I lifted my hips off the ground as Jenna guided my shorts and briefs beneath over my hips and down my legs.

My cock sprang free of its murderous confines, and instant relief washed over me. My towering manhood, flexed and stretched, swaying over my midsection like a primordial forest dweller. Firelight played over my bare chest and gave my cock a glowing, golden aura as if a clan of wandering forest pixies had granted it their blessing.

This was Jenna’s first unabashed view of my stiff cock in all its glory. Her eyes widened slightly as she leaned in close to get a better look. “That’s way bigger than the way Lillie described it.”

She reached out and gave it a tentative poke, as if it might latch on and bite.

Queen had no such reservations. She shifted to her knees, where she hovered over my midsection. She lovingly coiled her fingers around my shaft and caressed the soft skin of my glans with her thumb. “Sweetie, you’re used to that steroid-shriveled flap of skin between Lex’s legs. This is what a real man’s dick looks like.”

I was nothing more than a bystander. A human shell connected to the rippling manhood that held the lady’s unwavering attention. I leaned back against the mound of pillows Queen and I had constructed and relaxed, stretching out with my hands behind my head.

Through their hard and God given DNA, they had honed their bodies into icons of feminine perfection. I let my eyes wander over their considerable hills and dimpled valleys. As I soaked in the visual feast, my cock pulsed inside Queen’s loosely coiled grip.

Jenna leaned in closer, her expression hesitant, as if she was being asked to tame a boa constrictor. “That thing will fit inside me?”

Queen gently squeezed my shaft, forcing a dollop of clear pre-cum onto my knob. She leaned over and licked my tip, cleaning my knob before giving it a loving kiss. “Even though you’re a virgin, it will fit,” Queen said. “But this cock will spoil you for life.”

That confirmed what I already knew. Just like her sisters, Jenna was a virgin. I was moving in on a Fields sister’s hat trick. Three sisters. Three virgins. Wham, bam, SHAZAM.

“I don’t want any other penises but Uncle Steve’s,” Jenna said, eyeing her friend with a look of pure innocence on her pixie perfect face.

Jenna was the ultimate blend of her sisters. She had some of Becca’s innocence, with a dash of Lillie’s spunk. But unlike Jan Brady, there was no overlooking this middle sister. She was as hot as a jalapeno-infused firecracker, and no man’s third place prize.

“That’s good,” Queen said. “I’m sure Steve won’t complain about having you all to himself.”

Queen eyed me with a mischievous grin while I sighed contentedly. “Guilty as charged,” I said.

Jenna giggled and gazed up at me, frowning. “It keeps twitching and pulsing. Doesn’t that hurt?”

“Now that it’s free of my pants, it doesn’t hurt at all. In fact, Queen’s hand feels amazing.”

Queen grinned, her expression supremely satisfied. She caressed my shaft, gently stroking as her thumb swirled over my tip. “You’ve given Lex hand jobs before, right? Go ahead. Stroke him. He won’t bite.”

Jenna frowned as Queen released her grip, letting my cock sway in the wind. Jenna took her place and grabbed hold of my cock like she was picking up a hammer. “Like this?”

Queen’s jaw dropped. “You’ve never given a hand job?”

Jenna’s cheeks turned crimson. “Lex never lasted long enough. As soon as I touched him, he came all over himself.”

Queen burst out laughing, and I couldn’t suppress a grin.

“Mr. Blunderspunk,” Queen said. “I didn’t know Lex was a preamy creamy, but why am I not surprised?”

Jenna couldn’t hide her thin smile before she burst out laughing. “You could say I dishonorably discharged him.”

Queen howled with laughter, and I snorted, unable to contain my amusement despite our sexy situation.

Meanwhile, Jenna clung to my cock like she was opening a car door. While I was nowhere near going soft, I missed Queen’s supple grip.

Queen picked up my balls with her hand and gently caressed them between her soft, nimble fingers. “Baby girl, you aren’t shaking hands with the president. Loosen up a bit.”

Under Queen’s touch, my brain turned fuzzy, and a fresh wave of lust caused my cock to pulse inside Jenna’s hand.

She let go of my man meat as if jolted by an electric shock. She whipped her head around, her eyes round with horror. “Baby, did I hurt you?”

I chuckled. “No. It throbs when I’m excited.”

“He likes it when I play with his balls,” Queen said. “After we blow him, he’ll go fucking crazy.”

Even the thought of it caused my cock to jump. It swayed from side-to-side causing Jenna to turn back to it with a soft gasp.

“See?” Queen said as she leaned over and kissed my pulsing rod, gazing at it reverently. “I love this penis with my whole heart. It’s like the penis fairy came to visit me in the middle of the night for being such a good girl.”

“I want to please him like that,” Jenna said.

“Sweetie, you’ve got the body of a Victoria’s Secret supermodel with a face only Da Vinci could paint. You’d please him wearing a burlap sack.”

“That’s one hundred percent true,” I said.

“Just take your time and touch him the way you would like for him to touch you,” Queen said.

Jenna bit her lower lip and reached for my cock, her face scrunched up with concentration. “Like this?” She circled her fingers around my shaft, keeping her grip loose while she swirled her thumb over my glans, much the way Queen had a moment earlier.

I groaned with ecstasy and shifted my hips, pumping my cock inside her hand. “That’s perfect, baby.”

Queen grinned at her friend, her eyes twinkling with excitement. “See? Do what comes naturally. Don’t think too hard.” She shrugged. “He’ll love whatever you do. Trust me.”

“Thanks, babe,” Jenna said. “We should have done this a long time ago.”

“Done this a long time ago with me,” I said. “Not Lex.”

“Eww… gross,” Queen said, frowning at her best friend. “No offense, baby girl.”

Jenna giggled. “I didn’t mean Lex. I meant my Uncle Steve.” She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock, letting her lips linger while she sucked up more pre-cum oozing from my slit.

“Looks like you’re ready for the next lesson,” Queen said.

Queen released my balls and shifted her body so that she stretched out flat on her stomach facing my cock. She bent her legs at the knee while her perfect little bubble butt took center stage in my field of view. Tan lines crisscrossed each of her perky little buns, and I vowed to take her doggy style before the night was through.

Jenna leaned all the way over and snared my cock between her big, soft tits. She forced my steel-hard rod up and down through her velvety soft cleavage, sending a jolt of pleasure racing down my spine.

I groaned with ecstasy while my toes curled. “Fuck, JJ. That is the good stuff.”

Jenna giggled and gazed up at me. Her blue eyes glimmering with satisfaction. “I know you can’t resist my big boobs.”

My cock pulsed, throbbing as she stroked. I ground my hips, fucking her cleavage as more pre-cum oozed onto her golden tits.

“The pope himself couldn’t resist that rack,” Queen said. “Those are the kinds of tits that topple empires.”

Jenna slid my cock from her cleavage and worked her swollen areolas and stiff nipples over my tip. More pre-cum oozed forth, leaving her nipples glistening with my excitement.

Queen leaned forward and popped one of Jenna’s fat nipples in her mouth, licking my cum off as she nibbled on Jenna’s fat nipple.

Jenna gasped with pleasure as goose bumps flashed across her chest. She stuffed my cock between her tits and rolled her tits in opposite directions, sending my head into the clouds.

My brain flashed a warning for an incoming orgasm. The tit job hit me with the force of a flash flood, completely unexpected, as it was unpredictable. It was the first time Jenna had edged me since our time together in the sauna. Only this was a million times better. “Baby, if you keep that up, I’ll blow my top for sure.”

Queen released Jenna’s nipple with a loud pop and backed off. “Your body is a sexual Disney Land on crack,” Queen said. “There isn’t a single millimeter of you that’s not fuckable.”

Queen gazed up at me. “I hope you brought your A-game, Uncle Steve. Otherwise, you’ll end up the next two-pump chump.”

“No pressure,” I said, chuckling nervously.

Queen giggled. “I wouldn’t blame you if you did. It will take a sexual savant to tame that filly.”

Jenna mercilessly worked my cock between her buttery smooth tits. “Becca and Lillie aren’t complaining.”

“Good point,” Queen said. “Maybe that’s why Lillie blindfolded him. Otherwise, he would have shot his load just by looking at her.”

“She stole my idea,” Jenna said. “A couple of years ago, I told her how I wanted to blindfold Uncle Steve and fuck him silly.”

I groaned as my cock strobed on the edge of a monster explosion. “JJ, I’m so close to coming.”

“Oops, sorry,” Jenna said. She released my cock, taking her round mounds of perfection with her, leaving my blubbering form on the edge of annihilation.

“Fuck him blindfolded,” Queen said and laughed. “You’re such a little ho.”

Jenna giggled and stretched out flat on her stomach, mimicking Queen’s pose on the other side of my hips. She rested her chin on her hand and blew on my cock as if she was trying to cool it down. Her objectively perfect ass stuck up in the air, round and tight. It was a work of art, and the thought of splitting her open from behind did nothing to quell my urgent need to come.

I rested flat on my back and gazed up at the sky, resisting the urge to look at Jenna’s ass. Relief had to come quick because I wouldn’t make it through another edging. Recovery time wasn’t an issue. Not with the abundance of stimuli at my disposal. If they brought me to the edge of orgasm again, I would come so I could take the time I needed to satisfy them both.

“Girls, we need to let some steam out of my engine. Otherwise, I’ll never make the cross-country trek.”

Jenna frowned, completely confused by my stupid code words. “Huh?”

Queen giggled and kissed my throbbing rod. “He means he wants to come so he can fuck us silly all night long.”

Jenna’s expression brightened. “Oh, okay.”

Queen gently stroked my cock while she rolled my throbbing between her fingers. “After talking to Becca, I know your man has enough stamina to last all night.”

“Our man,” Jenna said, correcting her. “He’s your man as much as he is mine.”

“That’s true. I already ordered your official t-shirt,” I said, grinning at Queen. “Size small, if I recall correctly.”

Queen grinned and raised a questioning eyebrow. “I’m an honorary Fields sister? Does this mean I’ll need a boob job to fit in?”

“They don’t have boob jobs, and your boobs are perfect as is,” I said. “Don’t you dare touch them.”

Queen gave me a satisfied smile and kiss my broiling-hot cock. “Yes, daddy.”

Jenna inched forward, resting her swaying breasts on my hips. She stretched forward and used the tip of her tongue to trace a line up the side of my shaft, then smacked her lips with satisfaction. “Let’s make him come into our mouths.”

I moaned with pleasure as I turned my attention on Jenna’s wriggling pink tongue. “It won’t take much.”

“Blowjob incoming,” Queen said.

Queen raised her hand for a high five and Jenna giggled, meeting her best friend’s hand over my teetering cock.

“This isn’t a pickup basketball game,” I said.

The girls laughed and eyed each other as they both used the flat of their tongues to lick their way up and down my shaft.

Pleasure rolled over me in waves, and I groaned under their double assault. “Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word. “That feels amazing.”

Queen licked her way down the base of my cock and slurped up one of my balls, sucking it between her lips while using her tongue to tease my flesh.

Jenna wrapped her lips around my cock, forming an air-tight seal and sucked, using her tongue to tease my swollen knob. She swirled her tongue around the tip of my cock, tasting every millimeter of my sensitive flesh.

Overwhelming pleasure spiked everywhere, all at once. Lips, mouths, and tongues seemed to be everywhere, teasing, tasting, and stroking. I clenched my teeth and grabbed fistfuls of the sleeping bag beneath me. I had already resigned myself to coming, but I wanted to enjoy as much of the double blowjob as possible.

Queen licked her way around my ball sack while she stroked the base of my cock. Her warm breath curled out her nostrils and tickled my flesh as her tongue caressed the most sensitive parts of my most sensitive region.

The sensation went beyond mere pleasure. It was mind blowing. I tempted fate by gazing down the length of my body to watch the scene unfold.

Jenna lowered her mouth on my cock, sliding up and down as her tongue danced over my shaft. She had pushed herself up to her knees and her big soft tits dragged across my midsection, with her hard nipples leading the way. Her blonde hair spilled over her shoulders and tickled my thighs. She came off my cock with a slurp, leaving behind a glistening sheen of saliva.

Jenna met my gaze and smiled at me seductively before she went back to work. She licked my knob like an ice cream cone before descending once more and taking my cock so deep into her mouth I felt my head touch the back of her throat.

The sensation was nirvana, and I groaned with unhinged ecstasy. My brain was overloaded as my pleasure senses went wild. My cock pulsed, thrumming with orgasmic energy. There was no coming back from the edge.

I wasn’t some sex God. I was a mortal man who had reached his limit. My breathing turned ragged, and my head flashed as dry cotton coated my lips. “I’m going to come.”

I blurted out the words as my orgasm hit me like a freight train. With a moan that started in my soul, I lifted my hips off the blanket and erupted.

A geyser of cum bubbled from my overworked cock. JJ was there with her mouth open, and her tongue extended. She locked her eyes on mine as she rested the tip of my cock atop her lush pink tongue and drank in my spurting seed.

Jenna stroked my cock, and Queen appeared beside her. The redhead opened her mouth and guiding my still spurting cock over her lips as I pumped her mouth full of sticky sweet cum.

Queen smiled at me as she drained me dry, holding onto the pearly treat as she wrapped her mouth around my shaft and sucked me clean.

My rock hard cock remained as stiff, towering over my body where it glistened in the firelight. A feeling of sweet relief washed over me. I inhaled slow, measured breaths as my orgasm receded, then pushed up onto my elbows to gaze at my two beauties.

Queen and Jenna sat up on their knees, facing me. They each opened their mouths and presented me with the prize of their effort. On cue, they giggled and turned to each other, leaning over my still towering cock before their lips met.

Their tongues swirled together, bathed in my cum while their hands dropped to my shaft, stroking me while they exchanged fluids. The kiss went on for a few moments longer before they swallowed my load, having split it evenly between them.

I gazed at the spectacle, my jaw hanging open while firelight danced over their exquisite bodies.

They pulled away from each other and turned back to me, presenting me once again with their now pristine mouths.

I grinned. “How long have you two planned this?”

“While we were making s’mores,” Jenna said.

Queen nodded. “It was Jenna’s idea.”

It was Jenna’s idea to blindfold me, and it was Jenna’s idea to make me come with a double blowjob? The girl oozed with sexual creativity. How else could we harness that power for the good of humankind?

“So that’s what all the whispering and giggling was about?” I asked.

Queen shrugged. “Actually, we started talking about it while we were in the tent changing. I filled Jenna in on the details of our shower this morning.”

“And I said I wanted to suck your cock,” Jenna said. “How do I compare to Lillie?”

I frowned. “There were two of you, so it’s not really a fair comparison. You’ll each have to do it again solo for me to have any gauge of accuracy.”

They both giggled. Jenna leaned over and kissed the tip of my cock, causing it to sway from side to side. “The best part is that you’re still hard.”

Queen leaned in close to Jenna and whispered something in her ear. Jenna giggled and nodded.

“What are you two planning now?”

Jenna crawled up my body, straddling me as she went. Her tits wobbled over my cock and her blonde hair spilled over my stomach, tickling me as she got into place. She smiled at me, her blue eyes twinkling as she inched her way forward, dragging her nipples over my chest until we came face to face.

My heart pounded so hard it drummed in my ears. My pulse raced and my cock twitched with an influx of pure desire.

I smiled at her. “Hi, gorgeous.”

Jenna leaned over to kiss me. “Hello back, my handsome man.”

I ran my hands over her shoulders and down her back. My cock twitched and slid along her slippery trail. “Are you sure about this?”

She bit her lower lip and grinned at me, eyes twinkling. “I want you to be my first and my last.”

I cupped her tight ass in my hands and my cock ached so hard it jumped, twitching against her warm, wet slit.

Jenna shifted her hips, grinding my tip up and down her slit. She moaned softly as she gazed down at me, her hair tumbling over her shoulders like spun silk. She lowered her mouth to mine and nibbled on my lower lip while she kept her eyes open, gazing at me the entire time.

My pulse galloped, and my head spun with fevered desire. I squeezed her ass in my open palms and guided my tip into through her wet warm folds, sinking lower with each pass.

Queen seemed content to watch from where she sat on her knees near the foot of the sleeping bag. The redheaded beauty worked her fingers over her pussy, twirling her clit as she watched us, her green eyes hazy with lust.

Jenna lowered her mouth to mine and our tongues met, hot and eager. She rocked up and down on my cock, moaning in my mouth as my cock glistened with her wetness.

I left a hand on Jenna’s incredible ass and cupped her breast with my other, filling my open palm as I savored its natural weight. Her nipple hardened, and I tweaked it between my fingers. Her scent enveloped me, and I groaned as I pushed my hips upward, sliding into her honey hole where I met a wall of warm, buttery soft resistance.

Jenna paused with my tip inside her and broke off our kiss before she gazed at me with love in her eyes. “I love you,” she said, whispering.

“I love you too,” I said, even though the words couldn’t adequately convey my raw emotion and the love I felt for her in my heart.

She lowered herself onto my cock, taking me deeper while her face contorted with pleasure.

My cock throbbed inside her, halfway buried and enveloped by a warm wrapper of smothering tightness. Pleasure pulsed up and down my spine, turning me to jelly beneath her.

She held my gaze and rocked atop me, inching me deeper with each pass until she took all of me right down to the root. With my cock fully impaling her, she paused, and we kissed, our tongues floating together as my head spun on a magic cloud.

I squeezed her breast in one hand and her ass in the other. My cock throbbed deep inside her, strobing with rhythmic pulses as I savored her virginal tightness.

Behind Jenna, Queen moaned and chewed on her lower lip, with her fingers swirling over her clit. She shuddered and gasped as her eyes widened and what looked like an orgasm turned her eyes into slits.

Jenna rocked on my cock, slowly at first, as she worked me inside her buttery depths. Her moans filled my mouth before she sucked my tongue into her mouth and held it tight.

The gentle sounds of her ass slapping off my thighs filled the night air and my cock sizzled with heat as it slid in and out of the blonde bombshell.

Jenna broke off our kiss and pushed herself into a full, upright position. She rode atop me, grinding me deep as her labored breaths and stiff grunts flowed with mine. Her beautiful tits bounced, full and natural, slapping together with the rhythmic motion of our sex.

Her blonde hair tumbled loose and free of her shoulders, swaying as the firelight danced across her electric body. Despite recently coming, the urge to come again rose from my depths. I reached up and cupped her bouncing breasts in both hands, kneading them between my open fingers as we intensified our pace.

Jenna bounced atop me, moaning loudly as my cock pistoned in and out of her tight little pussy. Then, abruptly, she stopped. A rash of goosebumps rose across her chest, and she gasped while she shuddered and dug her fingers into my chest.

Her pussy quivered, swallowing my cock as her wall muscles squeezed and flexed. A gush of wetness drenched my cock as Jenna trembled atop me. My head pounded with an urgent need for release.

“Baby, I’m coming,” I said, finding the words difficult.

“Come inside me,” Jenna said, still lost in the throes of orgasmic bliss.

The sound of her voice and the acceptance of my seed pushed me over the edge. With a stiff grunt, I thrust deep inside her and pinned my cock to her cervical wall. My head flashed and a seismic orgasm boiled up from my soul.

My balls contracted, my cock throbbed machine-gun style, and I erupted, coming with the force of a volcanic eruption. My head flashed and the world momentarily turned white.

My cock pulsated, spurting rope after rope of sticky, sperm-laden cum directly into Jenna’s awaiting womb.

Jenna took every drop, rocking her hips as she slowed her pace. She squeezed her pussy, tightening her hold on my cock and kicking my orgasm into fifth gear.

I pumped her full of a load even bigger than the one I’d fed her and Queen. My legs turned to rubber, but I kept pumping, filling her with a never-ending supply of hot jizz.

Finally, my orgasm faded, and Jenna rolled off of me, seeming completely spent. She crashed onto her back, positioned sideways from me, her chest rapidly rising and falling as I sat up to check on her.

My cock towered above me, soaked with her juices, while pearly cum oozed from my tip. A quick glance at Jenna revealed a thick string of baby batter seeping from her ravaged hole.

Queen hovered over her friend on all fours, checking on Jenna’s well-being before the two traded words and muted laughter.

But my eye caught the stunning redhead’s world class ass, complete with her mind blowing tan lines crisscrossing her supple cheeks. Something inside me flicked on. It was as if I had tapped into some secret reserve of strength only available under emergency conditions.

As spent as I was, I wanted to fuck Brook Lowe and make her mine. At that moment, more than ever, I needed to be inside her. I sat upright, then went to my knees, scrambling sideways until I reached the lithe redhead. My cock swayed as I grabbed her hips and lined my cock up with her perfect little pussy.

Her swollen slit glistened with her internal wetness, still ripe from the finger fucking she gave herself only moments earlier.

I squeezed Queen’s hips, and the redhead jumped as if surprised. She glanced back at me over her shoulder, and her green eyes twinkled as her face lit up. She parted her legs and stuck out her ass, presenting herself to me before leaning over Jenna and finding the blonde’s waiting mouth.

I slid my tip along her sensitive pink slit, eliciting fresh moans as Queen worked her hips. My tip glistened with a mixture of Jenna’s and Queen’s excitement.

Jenna’s hands went to Queen’s breasts and their tongues swirled together, a mesh of wriggling pink and sliding lips.

With my cock poised at the precipice of Queen’s tight little hole, I eased my hips forward and slid inside her with one smooth, soul satisfying motion. Her pussy throbbed and swallowed my cock whole.

Her tightness caught me by surprise, and I hissed in a sharp breath as I clamped down on her toned hips. Unlike Jenna, Queen wasn’t a virgin but she sure as hell felt like one.

My head reeled as I tried to contain myself, pushing deep inside as I watched my cock split her round, tight ass like a grape. With my chest heaving and my breathing labored, I paused only briefly to savor her unbelievable pussy.

Queen rocked forward and backward, slowly fucking me. My cock glided in and out, pulsating where it glistened under the firelight.

I gave her ass a playful smack and Queen squealed, jumping slightly as she broke off her kiss with Jenna.

Queen pushed herself up onto all fours, groaning above Jenna before throwing herself, full throttle, into a proper doggy-style pounding.

I rammed into her pussy, grunting as I thrust in and out. With a second playful swat, I smacked her ass again and Queen groaned, seeming to love every second.

Her silky red hair spilled over her shoulders and Jenna rose from the sleeping bag, latching onto Queen’s nipple with her mouth.

The minutes ticked by while I continued piston fucking Queen’s pussy. She matched me stroke for stroke, pushing back against my cock to meet my forward thrusts. I penetrated her repeatedly, with my tip pounding her cervix, broken by Queen’s stiff grunts.

Without warning, Queen stiffened. She arched her back and tossed back her head as if to howl at the moon. “Baby, I’m coming all over your big fat cock. Don’t you fucking pull out.”

Her words trailed off with a moan and a grunt. A fresh release of glistening wetness coated my cock, and my head swam with the need to come. While Jenna had already milked the monster load from my depths, I had plenty in the tank for the stunning redhead.

I pushed forward and squeezed Queen’s hips, pinning my cock to the root as her ass cheeks flattened against my midsection. I exploded inside her, grunting as my cock throbbed, geysering again and again with liquid heat.

“That’s it, baby. You fuck me so fucking good,” Queen said, rocking her hips as her wall muscles contracted around my cock.

My legs trembled beneath me, and I moaned as I pumped my hips. A slick sheen of pearly cum, coated my shaft where I watched it slide in and out. Her pussy melded to my shaft with an airtight seal, sucking in my potent jizz.

“That was super hot,” I heard Jenna whisper before the two women once again locked lips and lost themselves in a kiss.

With my orgasm done, I slid from Queen’s pussy and dropped back onto my knees. I glanced at the scene before me and managed a weak smile.

Jenna lay stretched out on her back with her legs parted and cum still leaking from her slit while even more had pooled beneath her. Queen lay atop her best friend, with her legs open and a thick line of cum drizzling from her freshly fucked hole.

The ladies had drained me. Even with my energy siphoned, my spirit had never been higher.
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With fresh logs on the fire, I climbed into the sleeping bag, still naked from our tryst, and claimed my place between Queen and Jenna.

The girls pressed up against me, flattening their naked bodies against my sides.

Jenna tossed her leg over my now limp cock and rested her head on my shoulder. Queen slipped her arm over my chest and curled in tight on my other side.

I sighed with satisfaction and cradled a hand on each woman’s bare ass.

“I think I still have cum leaking out of me,” Queen said.

Jenna giggled. “I do too. How’s your birth control situation?”

I leaned over and kissed Jenna on the forehead. “How’s your birth control situation?”

“I’m not on birth control,” Jenna said. “I haven’t needed it in the past.”

“I’m not either,” Queen said. “I haven’t had sex in months.”

“You two could be pregnant,” I said, without a hint of worry in my voice.

I had already resigned myself to looming pregnancies. I couldn’t have relations with such young women and ask them to put their lives on hold.

“Steve is knocking up all his girls this summer,” Queen said. “I feel honored to take my place among the pantheon of your most treasured harem wives.”

I chuckled and rolled my eyes. “Is that what you’re calling them now?”

“I don’t care if I get pregnant,” Jenna said. “We’ve all talked about it, and we all agreed to let the chips fall where they may.”

“Technically, it’s a safe day for me,” Queen said. “But I’m not worried about it. It may be fast, but this feels right. I feel home for the first time since my dad died. Is that crazy?”

“No,” Jenna said as she wriggled in tight, mashing her tits even more against my ribs. “You’re part of our family now.”

There was a long pause before Queen spoke. “Does that mean I get to bid at the bachelor auction?”

Jenna giggled, and I groaned.

“Not that again,” I said. “Do I really have to go through with it?”

“My mother would kill you if you pulled out,” Jenna said.

“And we all know you’re the champion of not pulling out,” Queen said.

“Wow. That’s harsh,” I said, but I smiled at her sharp wit.

The girls giggled. Queen leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “You can put your load in me every time. I love it.”

“Me too,” Jenna said before she also kissed me. “In fact, I’ll be sad if you don’t.”

“Gretta Fields, the last of the Fields women to fall,” Queen said. “What will big Jim think?”

Technically, she was the first, but I wasn’t about to give them any more ammunition.

“He’s gone for a long time,” Jenna said. “It’s some work trip, but none of us really believe it. Mom says he has another family.”

I held perfectly still, afraid to speak. Gretta knew? But of course, she would. She wasn’t stupid.

“No shit? I thought Steve collecting sister wives like souvenir cups was wild, but that is even more crazy.”

I rubbed Jenna’s bare ass, caressing her with my fingertips. “What makes you think Jimmy has another family?”

“It’s what mom said,” Jenna said. “You’ll have to ask her.”

There wasn’t even a hint of concern in her voice. It seemed the girls had long since turned the page on their father.

Jenna yawned and kissed me on the side of my lips. “Baby, I’m super tired, and I’m about ready to fall asleep. Can you make pancakes over the fire tomorrow morning?”

Queen squeezed me tight and kissed me from the other side. “I like mine with blueberries, please.”

As the girls drifted off, my mind turned to Gretta. I’d have to find out what she knew about Jimmy. My thoughts shifted to Angie and Max. I’d barely spent any time with either of them since we arrived home. That needed to change. Angie seemed content exploring her bisexuality, but we couldn’t keep ignoring my son. What would he think about all this? How could I explain it to him without him hating me?

Then there was my upcoming trip with Lillie, followed by another trip with Becca. How could I possibly balance everything? Something had to give somewhere. I couldn’t keep leading a charmed life, or could I? Only time would tell, but in the meantime, I had plenty of beautiful women to keep happy.
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            Early retirement in the sunny Caribbean or a star-spangled life with your best friend’s daughters?




Daniel Pierce ditched his nine-to-five corporate life for swim trunks and a beach house in the sunny Caribbean. But now, a year after his best friend and former business partner’s premature death, he’s back in Atlanta to confront his former company’s board of directors.




When Reggie Raven passed away, he left his oldest daughter, Brooke Raven, in charge of the company. But when the board votes to replace her with a more seasoned veteran, Dan steps in to plead her case. The board agrees to let Brooke continue as CEO on one condition… Dan must spend a year grooming her for the job.




Now Dan’s up to his ear in spreadsheets and quarterly reports, but it’s Brooke’s sizzling beauty and infectious charm that truly turns his world upside down. Brooke isn’t his only distraction. Brooke’s younger sisters, Lillie and Elle, insist that Dan live with them while he’s back in town.




It doesn’t take long until Dan discovers the hidden torch Brooke’s carried for him over the years. But Dan’s guilty feelings stop him from pursuing the stunning young redhead. Undaunted, Brooke doesn’t back away from the challenge and won’t stop until Dan gives in.




Dan must navigate the dangerous currents of his simmering feelings for Brooke and his budding infatuation for her blonde and busty sisters while teaching Brooke what she needs to know to run her father’s company.




Read the entire story with this entire, three-volume box set that includes Personal Assistant, Caribbean Queen, and Stand-In Groom! My Best Friend’s Daughters follows retired entrepreneur, Daniel Pierce as he reluctantly pursues his best friend’s three daughters and builds the harem he never knew he needed.
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            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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            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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