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I didn’t enjoy tutoring kids, but given my current losing streak, every dollar mattered. Besides, I had met some of the hottest young MILF’s in the Chicagoland suburbs through mind melding basic math facts into their offspring.

Eight-year-old Ben Baker was no exception. He squirmed in his seat and sighed. “Why do I have to learn this stuff, anyway?”

The truth popped into my mind first — because your smoking hot mom paid me a pretty penny. “Why? I’ll tell you why. It’s so the other kids don’t cheat you.”

Ben contorted his face into a confused frown. “Cheat me?”

“Sure,” I said. “Who’s your best friend?”

“Ricky Francis,” Ben said, grinning. “But mom doesn’t like him very much.”

That was a kettle of worms better left untouched. “Let’s say you and Ricky made a bet.”

Ben’s eyes widened. “Have you been talking to my mom?”

I grinned and decided Ricky Francis was my kind of people. “Pay attention, buddy. This is important stuff. You don’t want Ricky treating you like a sucker, right?”

“No way.” Ben pushed his math textbook aside and leaned forward on his elbows, his eyes glued on me.

“Let’s say Ricky bets you five bucks that he drains a free throw before you.”

“I like that bet,” Ben said. “Ricky sucks at basketball.”

“Stay with me, Ben.” I pushed away from the kitchen table, stood, and mimed bouncing a basketball. “In one smooth motion, you sink a free throw,” I shot an invisible ball at an invisible hoop located somewhere near the Baker’s massive kitchen island.

Ben grinned. “Nothin’ but net.” I high-fived the little guy and he smiled rapturously.

“Exactly,” I said excitedly. “Now, let’s say Ricky wants to bet you double or nothing. How much is the bet?”

“That’s easy,” Ben said. “Ten bucks.”

“There you go.” I leaned back against the kitchen island, folded my arms over my chest, completely satisfied while I let the lesson sink in.

Ben frowned. “There I go, what?”

“You used multiplication. Double or nothing. Five bucks doubled down is the same as five times two, right?”

Ben’s eyes widened as a light bulb seemed to flicker and brighten over his little head. “Right.”

“That’s why you have to learn this stuff,” I said.

“Woah,” he said, as if blown away. “No wonder my Aunt Jen likes you so much. You’re really smart, Matt.”

“Betting analogies? Really, Matt?” A female voice said from behind me.

Ben and I turned toward the hottest MILF I had ever met.

Ben’s smoking hot mom, Samantha Baker, stood in the kitchen holding a bottled water while she leaned against the doorjamb.

My stomach swirled with a flurry of butterflies and I tried my best not to stare at her sensational figure.

At twenty-nine-years-old, the golden-haired stunner looked five years younger than the date scribed on her birth certificate. She wore a black sports bra and matching yoga shorts that barely covered her perfectly thick mommy ass. With big firm tits, a toned flat tummy, and strong thick thighs, her body held not an ounce of fat and had long since left the gangly girl phase behind. She had the face of an angel with round blue eyes, a pert nose, and full pink lips. And as the older sister of my long-time girlfriend, I had lusted after Samantha Robin long before I ever dated her little sister.

After just coming in from a run, a light sheen of perspiration covered Samantha’s face and exposed midriff. She wore her hair back in a tight ponytail and pursed her ripe full lips before she casually sipped on her bottled water. She gazed at me with one hand on her hip, her expression half amused, half irritated.

How did one casually converse with a goddess? No matter how many times I saw Mrs. Samantha Baker, I grew tongue-tied and weak-kneed in her presence. Today was no exception. “Yeah… I… uhhh… thought it might help Ben associate his multiplication tables with real life.”

“You’re not teaching him to gamble, are you, Matt?” Samantha asked. Her tone implied a less than enthusiastic reaction to my teaching style, but she wasn’t angry. At least I hoped she wasn’t angry.

“Who, me?” My cheeks flashed hot. “No way. Right, Ben?”

Samantha stared at me, her expression blank. “Ben, can you take your homework up to your room? I need to speak with Matt.”

My stomach cratered, and I watched as Ben gathered his math book, notes, and pencil before backing away from the kitchen table with a heavy sigh. “Are you talking about grown-up stuff?” Ben pushed away a lock of his moppish brown hair and gazed up at his stunning mother.

“Yes, and if I catch you eavesdropping, I’ll taking away the XBox for a week.” Samantha invoked the threat while training her gaze directly on me. That wasn’t good.

I held my tongue and watched Sam’s son disappear around the corner and up the stairs. A few seconds later, we heard his door shut with a gentle thud.

I licked the dryness from my lips and gazed at her, my stomach a jumble of knots. Was she going to fire me? “Samantha, I wasn’t —

She held up her hand and cut me off. “I know you weren’t. Do you want something to drink? Water? I think I have diet coke in the garage.”

“No, thanks.”

Sam pulled out the kitchen chair adjacent to mine and when she sat the gentle swell of her natural tits bubbled from the top of her sports bra although I didn’t dare look. She settled her cool blue eyes on me and sighed. “I’m worried about you.”

Despite her workout, the scent of her girly body lotion set my head buzzing with lust and my cock shifted in my jeans. Sam smelled equal parts sweet and clean, like the wholesome, blue-eyed, all-American mommy she was. I expected a grilling, not her concern, and the shift in direction caught me off-guard. “Worried?” I frowned. “About?”

Her big blue eyes softened, and she furrowed her eyebrows. “You.” She reached across the table and took my hand. “Are you in over your head with school?”

My stomach swooned, and my head flashed. I didn’t dare move a muscle. Her touch, warm and buttery, electrified my senses and a wash of adrenaline turned my legs into runny pancake batter. “I’m a clean 4.0,” I said. “You know this. I have one semester left until I graduate and I’m already getting job offers.”

“I’m talking financially.” She rubbed her thumb over the back of my hand and squeezed my fingers in hers. “I know you’ve dipped into your savings.”

Shit. She and her sister had been talking about me. “What did Jennifer tell you?”

“I don’t talk to my little sister about you.” Her tone turned icy, and she abruptly released my hand before sitting back and folding her arms over her chest. The action caused her firm tits to jiggle and sway.

I believed her. So, where was this coming from? “I admit that I’m living through a fairly lean period in my life,” I said. “My luck has shifted for the worse at the card table, but I always cut my losses early and I never wager more than I am prepared to lose.” I held her gaze and my stomach fluttered while she stared back. “I have enough money for school,” I lied.

Sam let out a deep breath, and her shoulders relaxed. She offered me the faintest smile. “That’s a relief. You are way too smart and you’ve worked way too hard not to see it though.”

The truth was that I was barely hanging on financially, but I didn’t want to air my dirty laundry to a goddess. “Thanks for worrying.” I gave her my warmest smile. “It means a lot.”

Sam pursed her lips and nodded before averting her gaze. “Matt, can I ask you one more question?”

Her tone made me uneasy, and I raised my mental guard. “You can ask me anything.”

“It’s about you and Jen,” she said, picking at the ruffles of the place-mat before her. Sam leveled her crisp blue eyes on me. “How serious are your intentions toward my little sister?”

I chuckled. “It’s usually the mom or dad doing the grilling,” I said. “Sam, I’m only twenty-one. I love Jen, and when the time is right, I’ll propose.”

Sam ever-so-slightly flinched before pursing her lips and resuming fondling the placemat. “I’m not asking you because I want you to propose.”

I had burned through the rest of my savings to buy Jennifer an engagement ring. I planned to pop the question this coming weekend, but if I told Sam, she might tell Jen. Or she might tell her husband Jason who could blab to Jen. “You don’t want me to propose?”

Sam shrugged without meeting my eyes. “I want you to be careful,” she said. “When it comes to women, sometimes you wear rose-colored glasses. I mean that in the kindest way possible.”

Her questioning left me more than a little uneasy. “Is there something I should know about your little sister?”

She shifted in her seat and picked up her water bottle before spinning it around in her hand. “Just an intuition. I think she’s hiding something.” Her big blue eyes drew me in like a sold-out concert.

I averted my gaze before she read me like an open book. My eyes drank in the delicious cleavage bursting from her yoga bra and I noticed a hint of a tan line where golden-toned skin met the secret, creamy, melt-in-your-mouth goodness of her mommy mounds. What I wouldn’t give for five minutes alone with her bare breasts. My cock hardened in my pants and I lost my train of thought while I lost myself in her cleavage.

“Earth to Matt. You in there?” Sam said.

I snapped out of my reverie and shifted my gaze from her tits to her eyes. “I hope your intuition is wrong.”

She sighed. “Me too. Hey, I’ve got a favor to ask.”

“Name it,” I said.

“Ben has a test on Monday. Would you mind coming over on Sunday for an extra tutoring session? He could use the extra help.”

“Consider it done,” I said.

“Great, because I already Venmo’d you the extra cash. By the way, don’t forget about dinner next Saturday night,” she said.

“Dinner?” I frowned.

“Didn’t Jen tell you?”

Maybe Sam’s intuition was right. Jen had mentioned nothing to me about a dinner. “Uhhhh… no.”

“I’m making dinner for me, you, Jason, and Jennifer. Ben has a sleepover, so I thought we could break out the good wine for a real, honest-to-goodness adult night.”

“Doesn’t Jason have to work?” Sam’s husband was a surgeon and spent the vast majority of his time at the hospital. I rarely saw the guy, so nailing him down for a dinner was a big deal.

“He promised,” Sam said. “I’ve reminded him every day.”

“And Jen knows about this?” I asked. “Because she didn’t utter a word.”

“Yeah,” Sam said. “She confirmed this morning.”

“She’s been busy with her internship at the hospital,” I said. “It must have slipped her mind.”

“You can come, right?” Sam bit her lower lip and waited for me to answer.

Between her pert little nose, juicy lips, and stunning blue eyes, she was impossible to turn down — not that I wanted to. “I wouldn’t miss it.”
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With the extra tutoring money burning a hole in my pocket, I went home and spent the next three hours in an online poker room. Despite playing only hands with the odds stacked heavily in my favor, my unlucky streak continued and I got bounced, my buy-in having vanished into the virtual ether.

I stared blankly at my screen with the online poker lobby blinking at me invitingly. Maybe I wasn’t cut out for my dream life as a professional online poker player.

I hadn’t lied to Samantha about my job offers. They were real, I just had accepted none of them and had no plans to. They were mind-numbing corporate affairs where I would churn through mounds of boring statistics with an eye on fattening already fat corporate profits. I dreamed of traveling the world, visiting exotic places and sharing life-altering experiences with the love of my life, Jennifer Robin.

But if I couldn’t start winning again, those dreams would vanish in a puff of gambling debt. My problem was that as a player, I had incredibly hot and cold streaks. That wouldn’t sustain me as a pro. I needed steady, reliable winnings or at least something in between feast or famine.

At twenty-one, adulthood had long since arrived, and it was time I got my shit together. With a heavy sigh, I turned off my computer just as my phone buzzed with an incoming text.

Dwayne: u have plans tonight?

I didn’t and since Dwayne was asking, he probably wanted to hit the bars in Lincoln Park. I picked up my phone and rattled off a response.

Me: Jen is working the night shift. I’m free. What do you have in mind?

Dwayne: wing man for me? I’m meeting a new girl at Ceasars.

Me: What time? Funds are limited.

Dwayne: Drinks on me. Meet me there at 9. C u soon. (thumbs up emoji)

That gave me just enough time for a quick run, some light weights, and a shower. I threw on a pair of shorts and laced up my shoes when my phone buzzed again. This time it was my big brother, Luke.

Luke: Hey. Lacey and I have tickets for the Northwestern football game on Saturday. You and Jen want to join?

Samantha had mentioned dinner a week from Saturday, but as far as I knew, this Saturday was wide open and Jennifer had the night off.

Me: Yeah. I’m in. What should I bring?

Luke: Booze for the tailgate. Lacey and I will cover the rest. Meet at our place at 9 AM.

Cheap beer wouldn’t be a problem. A few more tutoring sessions should cover the cost, plus I would make my famous Bloody Mary’s that Lacy liked so much. Once she had a few drinks in her, you never knew what might happen.

Me: Cool. See you then.

Poker may have broken my dreams of professional gambling, but at least my social calendar was full.
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After working out, I hopped in the shower, changed, and then made a quick call to Jen and got voicemail. Her summer internship had extended into the early fall, and it looked like her job prospects were steadily improving. She was graduating next semester with a degree in nursing and had pinned her hopes on landing a job downtown. Putting in the extra hours now would pay off down the road.

I got dressed and checked my watch. I had just enough time to grab a quick bite to eat and head to the bar to meet Dwayne. After scarfing down some reheated mac and cheese, I left my studio apartment and trekked through Lincoln Park and found Caesar’s Sports Bar already cranking with a short line stretched out the door.

Inside, the music thumped and the steady drone of loud conversations were nearly deafening. Two dozen big screen TV’s hung from every nook and cranny showcasing a variety of sports with a heavy tilt toward basketball and American football. A huge square bar dominated the center of the space. Bar stools surrounded it on all four sides, followed by a mix of stand-up tables and a row of booths. A second tier of booths circled the first, giving the place the feel of a stadium with the bar taking center stage. Behind the bar, a thin corridor ended with a room filled with pool tables and dart boards. The place was enormous and one of our favorite hangouts.

Inside, I pushed through the crowed and spotted Dwayne standing outside a row one booth near the back. I waved at him and he turned back to the table, said something to the girls sitting there, then made his way through the crowd toward me. His expression looked grim and my spider senses tingled.

He shoved his way past a big guy in a leather jacket and a short girl with a pixie haircut while I eased my way past clusters of drunk twenty-somethings. Somewhere in the middle we met.

Dwayne stood before me stone-faced, his lips set into a thin straight line. At over six-feet tall, he was an imposing figure with red hair and thick muscles, but he was all teddy bear on the inside. The guy would literally give you the shirt off his back, and he was graduating from the Northwestern business school next semester with honors. Normally, he would have had some boozy shot waiting for me at the table along with a beer chaser and three stories of shit that happened to him since he arrived. The guy coming toward me was not that guy. Something was seriously wrong.

A pit formed in my stomach. Something had happened. I tried my best to play it off with a shit-eating grin. “Dude, you look like you just lost your best friend.”

“We’ve got to go, bro,” Dwayne said, taking my arm and trying to lead me toward the door.

I resisted and pulled my arm from his grip. “Go? What the hell? I just got here.”

“Matt, you don’t want to be here. Trust me. Don’t ask questions.” His face was solemn. He was not fucking around with me.

The smile slid from my face, and my head buzzed with sickening apprehension. “Tell me what’s going on.”

Dwayne’s eyes flickered past my shoulder. It was only for an instant, but it was the opening I needed.

I whirled and followed the direction of Dwayne’s eyes.

On the second tier, in a cozy little booth set in the back corner, a stunning woman with long silky raven hair and legs that went on for miles smiled at the man across from her. She wore a black dress cut deep in the middle, showcasing eye-popping cleavage. She laughed and her eyes laughed along with her. She said something to the guy sitting across from her before she leaned forward and pulled him into a kiss. Their tongues darted over their lips and she opened her mouth, deepening the kiss before breaking it off and sitting back in her seat all bubbly and warm.

My legs turned to mush, and I felt bile rise from my stomach into my throat. The world closed in on me and the droning music and voices spun together in a dizzying cacophony of swirling sound and overloaded sensation.

I felt Dwayne’s hand on my shoulder and he said something, but it came out as an annoying buzz.

My Jennifer was fucking around on me. The woman I loved and who had professed her love to me sat in a booth making out with a guy like it was an ordinary Wednesday.

The man with her turned, and I glimpsed his face. The face of Samantha’s husband, Dr. Jason Baker, flickered into view and a wave of revulsion roiled through me.

Searing heat flashed through my head in waves, and my vision turned red. My world erupted in a violent rage of heat, anger, and the absolute will to harm. I lunged forward, letting loose a guttural roar, and felt thick arms grapple me into a crushing bear hug.

“Let me fucking go,” I tried to say, but the words came out hot and filled with spit. My head throbbed, and I felt veins bulge in my neck.

“Stay with me, Mattie,” Dwayne whispered in my ear. “I’ve got you, pal.” He squeezed me tight and lifted me off my feet while the surrounding crowd parted.

I lost track of Jennifer and Jason while the lights and faces merged into a giant sickening blur of motion. Bile seared my throat, and I struggled for breath.

Dwayne rushed me toward the entrance, his thick arms locked around me in a vise grip.

The crowed shifted, staring after us while Dwayne led me out.

“Let go of me, Dwayne,” I said.

“Don’t give her the fucking satisfaction,” he said. “Let’s go outside and you can get your head screwed on.”

I stopped fighting him and the bouncer held the door open while Dwayne carried me outside before he let me go on the sidewalk. “Breathe, Matt.” He positioned himself between me and the door.

I stumbled away from Caesar’s and toward a trash can, where I bent over and vomited up the mac and cheese. I spit out strings of bile while I leaned forward and sucked in deep cleansing breaths.

“I tried to call you,” Dwayne said. “But I just got here myself.”

My breaths came in long ragged pulls while visions of Jason Baker fucking my girlfriend swirled in my head like a nightmare on steroids. “How could she fucking do this?” I asked but didn’t expect an answer.

“We can talk truths later, Matt. But this just happened. Right now, you need to get far away from this bar before you burn it down.”

I turned to face Dwayne and wiped the vomit from my mouth. “Did you know about this?”

He clenched his jaw tight, and his eyes filled with compassion. “No, but I’m not surprised.”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“You know how I feel about Jennifer,” he said. “I don’t like the way she plays with your head.”

“I love her,” I said, and my chin quivered while tears welled in my eyes.

Dwayne stepped up to me and pulled me into a hug. “I know you do.” He sighed while I broke down sobbing.
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I woke up the next morning and felt like I had chewed gravel while simultaneously getting beat with a two by four. I blinked and stared at the ceiling while the memories of last night crashed into existence. My stomach filled with vile dread and I squeezed my eyes shut as if I could will it all away. But I couldn’t and life went on. People cheated every day. I wasn’t special, but my heart didn’t get the memo.

I sighed, and my phone buzzed on my bedside table.

I rubbed my head and reached for my phone. It was 9:28 AM, and I had five unread texts and a missed phone call. The phone call was from Jennifer and so were four of the texts.

She had called me at 7:23 AM and left no message. Her texts read in order.

12:03 AM

Jennifer: Just got home from work. Love you. Night.

7:23 AM

Jennifer: I just tried calling. Where are you?

8:06 AM

Jennifer: You want me to bring over some coffee?

8:52 AM

Jennifer: Now I’m worried. Plz answer me. R u okay?

“No, Jennifer — Jen,” I said aloud, spitting out her name. “I’m not fucking okay.” I held the phone an inch from my nose and screamed, “Fuck you.”

My anger flashed and so did my throbbing head. I closed my eyes and pulled in a deep breath. How the fuck could she have done that to her sister? It was one thing to do that to me, but she and Jason had forever wrecked Sam’s home. There was no walking back that dog.

The last message was from Dwayne.

Dwayne: I’ve got bagels and coffee. Meet me downstairs, there’s someone I want you to meet… and no you sick fuck, I’m not already setting you up on a date.

I laughed out loud, and it felt amazing. Tears welled in my eyes and I gazed toward my window and the morning light cast a warm glow on my desk. Even through this, life would go on. I sat up, threw my legs over the bed, and met the morning head on.
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“Who are you trying to set me up with?” I asked, staring at Dwayne dubiously.

My redheaded friend had skipped his morning shave and grinned while he held a coffee in his outstretched hand. “I told you. It’s not a setup.”

I took the coffee and sipped. The brew was just right, and the rich, smooth flavor hit my lips like a shot of adrenaline. “Thanks, man.” I held his gaze for a long moment. “You’re a lifesaver.”

Dwayne tipped his head in acknowledgment. “You can pay me back when it’s my guts spread across Halsted Street.” He held up the bag. “I got your favorites.”

“Everything bagels?” I took another sip, and the pain receded while my vision cleared.

“Toasted with mango cream cheese,” he said while he held the bag open. “We can talk while we walk. I’m parked around the corner.”

“Parked? We’re driving?” I took the bagel and frowned at him. “How long will this take?”

“Did you have anything better to do?”

“Not really, but why do I feel like you’re getting ready to pitch me Amway.”

Dwayne laughed and shook his head. “Such a smartass. Believe it or not. I’ve given your situation a lot of thought.”

“My situation?”

“I’m talking about your losing streak, not Jennifer.”

“I don’t want to discuss either.”

“Here me out,” Dwayne said before turning and walking down the street.

“Fine. How can I say no to a guy who brought my coffee and bagels?” I fell in beside him while the sounds of the city played out around us.

“Matt, let me ask you, when do your losing streaks always start?”

I searched my memory. Streaks were streaks. Sometimes I got hot and sometimes I got cold. “I don’t know, every few months.”

“I’ll answer for you,” Dwayne said. “They start when you fall in love.”

“What? No?” I sipped my coffee and attempted to mentally verify his observation.

“You’ve fallen in love with Jennifer about ten times,” he said. “Then there was the girl from Indiana. What was her name?”

My cheeks flushed. “Lucy. I still DM her from time to time.”

“Every time you break up, what happens?”

I stopped on the street and looked up at him. “I start winning.” It was a thunderbolt moment — a revelation so startling it shook my rafters.

Dwayne pistol-pointed his finger at me. “Bingo.”

Suddenly I was famished. I bit into the bagel and my mind spun. “Holy shit, you’re right,” I said with my mouth full.

“I’ve got a hundred dollars that says you kill it later today,” he said.

“I don’t have a hundo.” I glanced at him, irritated.

Dwayne pulled a hundred-dollar bill from his wallet and shoved it in my shirt pocket. “That’s a loan. You can Venmo me later after you’ve cleaned up.”

“Must be nice to have rich parents,” I said.

“Your dad is an asshole,” he said. “That’s not my fault.”

I rolled my eyes. “Thanks, I think. So, if you’re so sure I’ll start winning again, then where the fuck are we going?”

We turned the corner and headed toward Dwayne’s BMW parked in front of a hydrant.

“You’re lucky you didn’t get a ticket,” I said.

Dwayne slapped me on the back. “I don’t need luck, I’ve got you.” He pressed a button on his key chain and the car blipped a greeting and the locks clicked open.

I stood on the passenger side while Dwayne circled the car to the driver’s side. “Seriously, where the fuck are we going or I’m boycotting.”

He rolled his eyes and opened his door. “We’re going to get some fucking answers. Now shut up and get in.”
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Thirty minutes later, we pulled into a suburban Schaumburg neighborhood. Towering oaks and soaring maple trees lined the cozy, quiet streets. The houses were modest by rich suburban standards, but still nice enough to be far out of my pay grade.

“Where is this?” I asked. “You taking me to a kids’ soccer game or something?”

“Or something,” Dwayne said before glancing over at me. “We’re meeting a friend of my aunt’s.”

“Which aunt? The hot one or the old one?”

Dwayne chuckled. “The old one.”

“Fuck,” I said. “Why?”

“You believe in luck, right?”

“I plead the fifth,” I said.

“You are so full of shit. I’ve heard you spout off plenty of nonsensical platitudes in the past. You believe in the spiritual world, which includes luck.”

“I don’t believe in Bigfoot or the Loch Ness monster,” I said. “What kind of crazy are we walking into?”

“We’re going to see a woman named Leslie Bane. She’s a psychic and dabbles in the paranormal,” Dwayne said.

I rolled my eyes. “Turn this shit around right now. I hope you didn’t burn good money on this bullshit.”

“She doesn’t charge for her services. It’s referral only,” Dwayne said. “My aunt set this up for you, so don’t make me look like an idiot, okay?”

I sat silently staring out the window. He was right that I believed in the spiritual world, but hucksters and con artists were not part of that world.

“She’s good,” Dwayne said. “Please, just go with me on this. Keep an open mind and if you hear nothing that helps, then you got a free hundred dollars out of the deal.”

I turned to face him. “You said it was a loan.”

“It’s only a loan if you’re an asshole,” he said.

I sighed and folded my arms over my chest. “Whatever.”

“Lighten up. You might actually learn something. Wouldn’t you like to know how to stop losing?”
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My visions of an old, wart-nosed gypsy woman with a humpback and long flowing robes vanished when I met Leslie Bane. Leslie was a retired schoolteacher in her mid-sixties with short gray hair and competed in Iron Man competitions in her spare time. She decorated her house with a tilt toward the modern, but plenty of family pictures hung from walls and sat on mantles. Big glass windows dominated her family room, allowing the warm, mid-morning sunshine to bathe the space in cheery yellow light.

After dispensing with the pleasantries, Leslie led Dwayne and I along a well-lit corridor and into her study.

“Have a seat,” she said, gesturing toward a round cherry table empty of any knickknacks.

Dwayne and I sat. My stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation and my palms felt cold and sweaty.

“Nerves are a good sign,” Leslie said, smiling at me. She settled into a high-backed white leather chair, and her wrinkled face exuded warmth and comfort. “It means your mind is open.”

Dwayne elbowed me and grinned. “I told him —

Leslie raised her hand, cutting him off. “You can stay, but only if you’re quiet. I need Matt to relax, and you’re not helping.”

Dwayne’s cheeks reddened, and he cleared his throat. “Yes, ma’am. Sorry.”

Leslie turned back to me. “Give me your hands.” She held out her hands, palms up, and I placed my fingers on top of hers.

She squeezed gently and closed her eyes before she went silent.

I gazed down at the table and didn’t dare look at Dwayne for fear of laughing.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” Leslie said without opening her eyes.

“My loss?” I asked.

“Your mother. She was sick for a long time.”

I glanced at Dwayne and he shook his head and shrugged.

“Yes,” I said.

“You were a boy… six when she passed.”

“That’s right.”

She let out a long sigh. “Her death strained your relationship with your father.”

It wasn’t a question. She was telling me and she was right. My father changed after my mom died. Her death broke him. He cared for me, but stayed aloof and rarely hugged me the way he did before mom passed. I remained silent, and Leslie’s expression changed from pain to joy.

“You have a big heart and love easy,” she said. “That’s a good thing. Your aura is very bright. It’s nearly overwhelming.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

Leslie’s eyes fluttered open before she settled her gaze on me. “Your aura reveals your tendency for good and bad and your power to hold sway and influence other. Your aura is bright and clean, which means you are a good person. I don’t mean that lightly. You’re good when it counts.” She shot a sideways glance at Dwayne and I noticed him nodding out of my peripheral vision.

Leslie studied my face for a long moment before smiling faintly. “And it’s bright, meaning others find comfort in your presence… or even love. You don’t realize the impact you’re having on those around you.”

I had some serious doubts but remained silent and let Leslie continue.

“Your hand will tell me more. Let’s have a look, shall we?” she smiled cheerfully.

I nodded dumbly and my head felt hazy with her reading. Had Dwayne tipped her off about my parents? That wasn’t his style. He was a lot of things, but he wasn’t an asshole. He wouldn’t pull that shit with my mom. And what did she mean about my aura? If I had such a powerful aura, then why had Jennifer cheated on me with her brother-in-law of all people?

Leslie turned my hands over and put on her reading glasses. She bent over slightly and gazed into my palms. “Oh my. This is unusual.”

Goosebumps flared across my back, and I resisted the urge to retreat from her touch. “What?”

“This explains your aura,” she said as if to herself. She squinted and ran her finger over several lines crisscrossing my palm.

“What is it?” I asked.

She glanced up at me as if she’d forgotten me entirely. She paused a moment before she spoke. “Your wealth line intersects with your love lines in an unusual manner. You’re a gambler.” She frowned. “Have you had trouble making money?”

“Yes,” I said. “You can tell that from the lines on my hand?”

She gazed up at me without letting go. “It’s a bit more complicated than that. It has to do with your aura, my ability as a psychic and the lines on your hand. I can’t fully explain it myself. It just is.”

Now I was curious. I didn’t want to give her too much information for fear she would use it to piece together a believable foretelling. “What else do you see?”

Leslie frowned and gazed down at my palm. “Your wealth line is right here.” She traced her finger across a long line running horizontally across my palm. “It intersects with your love lines right here.” She traced her finger down a series of lines running vertical down my palm stretching nearly to my wrist.

“Don’t you mean love line?”

“That’s what’s so unusual,” she said. “Most people have one love line, but you have five.”

“Five?” I frowned. “That’ a lot of divorces.”

Leslie grinned and peered at me over her glasses. “Not divorce. Five true loves… all at the same time.”

“Woah,” Dwyane said. “Dude, you’re killing it.”

Leslie glared at Dwayne. “Do I have to remove you?”

“Sorry,” he said sheepishly.

“If I’m supposed to have five great loves, I’m off to a shaky start,” I said. “I just caught my girlfriend cheating on me.”

Leslie nodded. “I’m not surprised.”

“So, I’m doomed?”

Leslie laughed. “Let me show you.” She held out my palm and traced the long line vertically bisecting the middle of my palm. “This is your fate line, otherwise known as your luck line.”

That got my attention. I leaned forward and studied my hand with renewed curiosity.

“Your love lines, your wealth line and your fate line weave a fine web,” she said, tracking the myriad lines crisscrossing my palm. “The trunk of your love lines blocks your fate line right here.” She marked an X-shape on my palm. “Your wealth line flows from your fate line, which is how I knew you were a gambler.”

My stomach swooned, and Dwayne and I exchanged a wide-eyed stare.

Leslie laughed. “You’ve got a gambler’s heart, Matt. But you need to fill it with the love of women strong enough to help you unlock your full potential.”

There was no use holding back now. She had nailed the heart of my problem. “I don’t have a problem winning when I’m single,” I said.

“It’s a matter of scale,” Leslie said. “When your single, your aura can feed your fate line and indirectly your wealth line. The blockage is removed.”

“Then I’m good, right?”

“For earning small stakes… yes. For a time, anyway. But to unlock your full potential, you must find your five great loves and in turn, they must find you.”

“That’s easier said than done,” I said. “My track record sucks.”

“You’ve already met them,” she said. “I’m sure of it.” She let go of my hand and I sat back.

“I don’t know….” I shook my head, rolling through the possibilities. I had dated off and on throughout my rocky relationship with Jennifer, but nobody stood out.

“I have one more tool that might help us,” Leslie said.

“Thank, Christ,” Dwayne said, leaning forward. “We need names.”

Leslie laughed. “If only it were that easy.” She opened a drawer before her and pulled out a stack of oversized cards. “These are Tarot cards.” She placed the stack before her face down. “Five cards will reveal five symbols. You can use them as a road map.”

“So, I match the symbol with the woman?” I asked.

“Well… yes,” Leslie said. “But beware of false alleys and dead ends. Just because you find a symbol, doesn’t mean you’ve found one of your five soul mates.”

“How will I know,” I asked.

“Two ways. One involves your fate line. If you’re winning and you’ve fallen in love, then odds are you’ve found your match.”

“What if I don’t love them back?” I asked.

“Then she’s not the one for you,” she said before she smiled warmly. “That’s the second way. Trust your heart. You’ll know when you know.”

I nodded and let out a deep breath. “Let’s see the cards.”

One by one, Leslie flipped over five cards and laid them out before me.

She pointed to the first card. It showed two goddesses reaching for a gleaming star between them. “The reversed star symbolizes one with unfulfilled hopes, disappointment, and crushed dreams. It’s your job to turn that star upright. With you in her corner, your partner will find hope, optimism, insight, and balance.”

“I don’t know any women connected to a star.” I frowned.

“You’ve never been looking,” Leslie said. “Perhaps now, you’ll see the world with a fresh eye.”

She pointed to the second card. It showed a picture of a goddess with a fiery sun behind her. “The reverse sun symbolizes unhappiness, doubt, canceled plans, or an uncertain future. It’s up to you to help her find her way.”

I sighed. “This won’t be easy.”

Leslie pointed to the third card. It showed a god, and a goddess embraced in a passionate kiss. She grinned. This is a good one. “The lovers represent love, harmony, trust, honor, the beginning of romance, and optimism.”

“Wow. That sounds great,” I said.

“When you unlock this love, it should come easy and your love will flourish quickly. This card is at the center, meaning she will anchor you and your other loves. She’s the lynchpin of your future family.”

“That’s a lot of pressure on one card,” Dwayne said, leaning forward without a hint of sarcasm.

Leslie gazed at him as if searching for signs of sarcasm. After a moment, she honored him with a reply. “Not for the woman this card represents. She will thrive in the role.”

Leslie eyed the fourth card and frowned. “Interesting.”

“What does it mean?” Dwayne asked before he inched his chair closer and leaned over the table.

I shot him a sideways glance and arched an eyebrow.

He met my gaze, shrugged, and returned his attention to Leslie.

“The tower represents a sudden, massive change,” Leslie said. “Whoever this card represents, will find herself in an unexpected situation. It’s your job to guide her to your safe harbor.”

“Safe harbor. Got it.” I nodded as if I actually understood, but I couldn’t imagine who, in my sphere of influence, the card might represent.

Leslie gazed at the last card. “Oh, dear.”

My stomach fluttered, and I licked the cottonmouth from my lips. “What is it?”

The last card showed an image of a skeleton holding a scythe.

“Death,” Leslie said. “But that doesn’t mean true death. It symbolizes transformation, making way for the new, loss, failure, illness or death, and bad luck.”

“Bad luck?” I turned to Dwayne, and he looked even more distraught than me.

“It doesn’t mean you will experience the bad luck or that your potential mate will experience bad luck. It could be any of those things she may deal with when the time comes.”

“Speaking of time, when will these ladies float into my life?”

Leslie shrugged. “It could be tomorrow or twenty years from now. But generally speaking, once you discover the first, the others fall in line. Keep your eyes open and your head sharp. Look for the signs and beware false flags.” She scooped up the cards and put them back in her drawer. “Good luck, Matt, and let me know how it all turns out, will you?”
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I arrived home to find Jennifer sitting on my doorstep. She wore a white tank-top showcasing her incredible chest. Her cleavage billowed deliciously from the confines of her shirt and she wore a pair of black shorts revealing plenty of her firm toned legs. She wore her dark hair pulled back in a crisp tight ponytail and her eyes were red and puffy as if she had been crying. She was truly stunning, even if she stood in the shadow of her spectacular older sister.

I stood a dozen feet away. My heart raced while my stomach performed double back flips. There was no putting this off any longer. I walked toward her. “Jennifer, we need to talk.”

Jennifer jerked her head up, and her eyes widened. She flew off the stoop and rushed toward me before wrapping her arms around my neck and holding me tight. “Thank God you’re okay. I’ve been trying to reach you all day.”

She smelled faintly of fresh lilacs and my cock triggered despite what she had done to me. But this time my heart and my brain ruled the roost. Part of me wanted to hug her back, take her inside, and fuck her brains out. But she and I had been down that road one too many times and enough potholes pocked that desolate road to last a lifetime. I didn’t hug her back, but stood there until she let go.

Sensing my resistance, she stepped away from me, her eyes watery and her chin quivering. “What’s wrong?”

“I was at Caesar’s last night,” I said. “I saw everything.”

The color drained from her face, and her eyes widened in shock. “It was nothing. After work, Jason and I went for drinks.”

I sighed. “I saw you kissing him. Look, I won’t argue with you. We’re done. At this point, it’s up to you to do the right thing, and that includes telling Sam that you’re fucking her husband.”

Her sadness turned into a hostile glare, and she folded her arms over her chest. “I won’t tell her that. First, it’s not true, and second —

“Fine,” I said, cutting her off. “I’ll tell her.” I stepped past her and unlocked my front door.

“You’re a fucking loser anyway,” she said from behind me. “The next great poker player,” she laughed icily. “What a joke.”

The words stung, but I didn’t turn around to confront her. I opened the door, walked inside, and let it swing shut behind me.

“He’s a better lay than you anyway,” she yelled loud enough for me to hear through the closed door.

I squeezed my eyes shut as I ascended the staircase and whispered under my breath, “Fuck my life.”








  
  
  Chapter 9

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




In two hours, I turned Dwayne’s hundred-dollar bill into five hundred and the losing streak had officially ended. Two hours after that, Dwayne appeared on my doorstep.

After I buzzed him in, he pushed open the door to my studio apartment, hoisting a six-pack in one hand and a bottle of Jack Daniels in the other. “Pizza is on the way. Break out the Call of Duty. It’s time to get fucked up and play video games.”

I held out the hundred-dollar bill. “You were right.”

Dwayne grinned and nodded. “Fuck yeah, I’m right. Keep it, but do me a favor? Don’t spend it.”

I frowned. “The fuck I won’t spend it.” I peeled a beer free from his hand and popped the top.

“Frame it or whatever. Put it somewhere to remind you of the bottom.”

Had I reached the bottom? Maybe I had. I nodded. “Yeah. Deal.” I stuffed the hundred-dollar bill in my pocket and took a long pull from the beer.

Dwayne set down the bourbon bottle and cracked open a beer. “Bottoms up my good man.”

We spent the next three hours getting shit-faced, eating pizza, and playing video games. He didn’t bring up Jennifer once, and for that he was a true friend, so I brought him up to date with my encounter with Nurse Ratchet earlier in the day.

“Good riddance,” Dwayne said before handing me a full shot glass. He raised his in the air and tipped his head toward me. “To new beginnings.”

I grinned. “To new beginnings.”

We slammed the shot and slid the empty glasses onto the coffee table.

“Any signs of a star yet?” He asked.

“Not yet, but I’ve got my eyes peeled.”
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By the time Saturday morning rolled around, I was up two-thousand bucks. I couldn’t lose and it felt great. What didn’t feel great were the text messages and phone calls that had poured in from Jennifer. First came the apologies which I ignored, then came the pleas for me not to tell her sister which I ignored but saved the screenshots. Finally came the message of hate and belittling. That’s when I blocked her on my phone, social media, and anywhere else I could think of. Good riddance to crazy-hot trouble.

I showed up on my brother’s doorstep promptly at 9AM, complete with a beer-packed cooler and pre-made Bloody Mary’s that I knew Lacy loved.

My brother’s wife opened the door wearing a sweet smile and my heart dropped into the pit of my stomach. Her big juicy tits tested the seams of her Northwestern t-shirt, and her green eyes sparkled with pure joy. It was an early season game, and Lacy wore a pair of cut-off jean shorts that barely covered her firm ass. Her legs were long, smooth, and muscular, and at twenty-seven she didn’t look like the mother of a three-year-old. She wore her dark hair back in a ponytail and she had a wildcat emblem painted on her cheek. Lacy was crazy-ass hot and my brother was a lucky man.

She pulled me into a warm hug and the contour of her tits conformed to my pectoral muscles. My cock came out to play, hardening slightly while I returned her hug in the least sexual way possible.

“I’m so glad you came,” she said, still embracing me.

I inhaled the fragrant scent of sweet vanilla floating from her hair, and my head swooned. Lacy and my brother Luke had been childhood sweethearts. I’d known her since I was eleven when she and my brother started dating at seventeen. They carted me around everywhere, and I grew infatuated with her to the point of obsession. I’d dreamed about her constantly and during my formative years, my earliest wet dreams all starred the stunning brunette. She was sweet, kind, and represented everything rainbows and lollipops the world offered. I had long since kept my feelings bottled up, never wanting to risk my big brother’s wrath. Besides, I chalked it up to childhood infatuation. But now, in light of Leslie Bane’s reading, I gazed on Lacy with fresh eyes and an open heart.

We broke the hug and Lacy gazed down at the cooler near my feet. “Please tell me you made your Bloody Mary’s.”

I put on my best offended expression and grinned. “Do you not know me at all?” I scanned her body for stars and found none. That left me feeling both disappointed and relieved at the same time. What I wouldn’t give for one night in Lacy. My cock stirred as my imagination concocted visions of me pounding a very naked Lacy from behind. Her big tits swayed and her soft grunts caused me to explode inside her.

“Good. I’ll take a fresh one after we get to the tailgate.”

“Huh?” I muttered before I snapped back to reality and actually processed her words. “Absolutely.”
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An hour later, the tailgate was rocking. Music pumped from my brother’s BMW SUV and the beer flowed. Every so often a stunning former sorority girl and present-day MILF would stop by and shower Lacy and Luke with hugs and kisses.

I loved football as much as the next guy, but I couldn’t take my eyes off Lacy’s rack and amazing ass.

She was three drinks deep into some pretty powerful Bloody Mary’s and her words grew more slurred by the minute.

My brother didn’t seem to mind as he was more occupied with the big screen TV he had set up than his hot wife handing out full-body hugs like tic-tacs. With an hour and a half left until game time, I wasn’t sure Lacy would make kickoff.

I sat on a folding chair and sipped on a beer while I watched her work the crowd, but when she settled her green eyes on me, my stomach fluttered, and when she headed in my direction, my face went numb.

Lacy smiled and plopped down on my lap before she wrapped her arm around my shoulder while cradling her Bloody Mary in her free hand.

A buzz of sexual energy flashed across my face and when I felt her ass squirm on my cock, I knew I was in trouble.

“Do you what to know a secret?” Lacy said, slurring her words.

“A secret? Is it the good kind?” I asked.

She ground her ass against my cock and pressed her tit firmly against my chest. “Definitely.” She giggled and sipped on her Bloody Mary.

“Then spill the tea,” I said.

Lacy’s eyes glittered, and she adjusted her weight on my lap, seeming to make sure my thickening cock rested firmly inside her ass crack. “My little sister thinks you are so hot.”

My pulse quickened, and I slid my arm around Lacy’s waist. She didn’t flinch and seemed to encourage me by tightening her grip on my shoulder and leaning in closer, sliding her tit up and down my rib cage. “Stella? No way.”

“Yep. I always knew you would grow up hot, but my God, you are a handsome man.” She twisted her finger around the hair at the nape of my neck and brought her face within an inch of mine.

I resisted the urge to squeeze Lacy’s tit and kept my hand wrapped loosely around her waist. There was no point in trying to hide my bulge. She knew what she was doing, and it was working.

“Should I stay here until it goes down?” She smiled and my cock pulsed, hardening further in my shorts.

“Maybe you should get up before Luke gets the wrong idea,” I said.

She shrugged. “Maybe you’re right.” She sighed and sat up, grinding her ass against my bulge. “But now that you’re single, don’t be surprised if Stella makes a move.”

As if on cue, Stella Simpson, Lacy’s little sister, walked up to the tailgate. At twenty, Stella was a year younger than me but she looked closer to her sister’s age than mine. Her long shiny brown hair hung past her shoulders in silky looping curls. She wore a silver and blue sequin top and a pair of navy-blue shorts. Her big tits stretched the front of her costume and the shiny material tapered down to a tiny waist and firm curvy bubble butt. Her long tanned legs were firm with lean muscle but still smooth and supple. Stella wore a copious amount of performance makeup and her eyelashes were thick with mascara.

“Is that Stella?” I asked before licking the dryness from my lips. She looked like a goddess and nearly as hot as her big sister.

“Don’t tell her what I told you,” Lacy said. “She’ll kill me.”

“I won’t. I promise,” I said. “Is she on the dance team?”

“She is the dance team,” Lacy said. “The Stars are performing at halftime and Lacy will be front and center.”

Goosebumps rifled down my spine, and a spike of adrenaline washed through my legs. “She’s on the Stars?”

“She sure is,” Lacy said. “Isn’t she gorgeous?”

Stella turned her face toward us, and our eyes locked. She smiled at me. Her green eyes sparkled and her full lips glistened with bright-red lipstick. She offered me a little wave and turned toward me, fully revealing her entire face.

I stifled a gasp, and the blood drained from my face.

Like the wildcat painted on Lacy’s face, her little sister also sported face art — a half-dozen silver and blue stars decorated Stella’s cheek.

Lacy climbed from my lap and I slid my hand over her hips before cupping her entire ass in my hand and giving it a gentle squeeze and pat. Maybe I was out of my mind or caught up in the moment. Maybe I was dizzy with lust or dizzy with prophecy revealing itself before my eyes. The move was one I had performed on Jennifer a million times, but if Lacy minded, she had a strange way of showing it.

Without uttering a word, the stunning brunette glanced over her shoulder and winked at me.

Lacy crossed the short distance between her and her sister before the two embraced and struck up a conversation that seemed to go a million miles an hour.

I watched both of them but fixated on Stella. The signs couldn’t have been any clearer unless Leslie Bane herself appeared in the sky and spray-painted a neon arrow over Stella’s head. While I would never turn away Stella Simpson, her big sister had starred in every one of my dirtiest fantasies. But who was I to second-guess fate?

Lacy took her sister’s hand and led her toward me.

Nervous energy surged through my body, and I stood on rubbery legs to greet them.

“Hi, Matt,” Stella said. She pushed a lock of her wavy brown hair behind her ear and opened her arms for a hug.

“Hey, Stell. It’s been a minute.” I embraced her in a gentlemanly, purely PG kind of way. I felt her tits press against me briefly before we stepped away from each other.

“Sorry to hear about you and Jennifer,” she said, holding my gaze with an intensity that caught me off-guard.

Her blue eyes simmered, and a wave of lust did a lap inside my head. “Thanks. How have you been?”

Stella and I spent the next ten minutes catching up while Lacy disappeared at some point and returned with a beer for me and water for her little sister.

“A few of us from the dance team are going out tonight,” Stella said. “Care to join me?”

She didn’t say us; she said me as in she and I together. Did that imply a date? Should I offer to pick her up? Before I could answer, Lacy hooked her elbow around mine and glanced between us.

“Sounds like a blast,” Lacy said, slurring her words. “Where are you guys going?”

“Caesar’s,” Stella said.

My stomach dropped. Great. I could only hope I wouldn’t run into Jennifer. “Sure. I’d love to go.”

We exchanged numbers and planned to meet later that night around nine o’clock. A few minutes later, Stella and her friends headed to the stadium while I helped my brother and Lacy pack up the tailgate.

My brother stowed the final few items in their SUV while Lacy pulled me aside.

“I wish I could go with you guys tonight,” she said.

“Why don’t you?” I asked. “You and Luke could join us. The more the merrier, right?”

“We have to pick up Lisa from the sitter,” Lacy said. “Besides, I think Stella wants you all to herself.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Because she told me so.” Lacy laughed and fixed her ponytail, causing her big tits to strain the front of her t-shirt.

My gaze flickered to her stunning melons and back to her face.

“You can touch them if you want,” Lacy said. “Just don’t let Luke see.”

I stared at her open-mouthed and she smiled at me seductively. “Lacy, I don’t think….” My heart beat faster and my breathing grew shallow and ragged.

“I see you look at them all the time,” she said. “Besides, you grabbed my ass earlier. I liked it.” She reached out and took my hand before dragging it up to her soft boob. “It’s all innocent fun, right?”

I felt her nipple stiffen through her shirt and I squeezed, cupping her big natural tit in the palm of my hand. My cock fattened in my shorts and I gazed into Lacy’s eyes.

She reached down and touched my cock, stiffening in my shorts. “You are packing heat, aren’t you?”

I thought my heart might explode, and my head swooned. I reached for her other tit and kneaded her soft boobs in my hands, with us hidden between two cars.

Lacy ran her fingers over the outline of my swollen knob and gently squeezed my shaft. “When you fuck Stella tonight, will you think of me?” Her words came out in a hushed whisper and I slid my hand down and under her t-shirt, touching the soft warm skin of her stomach.

Lacy didn’t resist and popped the top button on my shorts before sliding her fingers inside my waistband.

We edged closer to each other, our faces only inches apart when the door to the SUV slammed shut.

“Ready,” my brother announced from the back of the car.

I pulled my hands away from Lacy’s exposed stomach and she backed away from me before straightening her shirt.

“Let’s do this,” Lacy said as if nothing had happened.

I turned away from my brother and sister-in-law. I quickly fastened the button on my shorts and the three of us headed off to the game.
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Stella sizzled in the halftime show and the announcer even called out her name on the loudspeaker.

Ladies and gentleman, let’s hear it for the Stars and the dynamic Stella Simpson, this year’s Wildcat silver and blue star!

All signs pointed to the lovely Miss Simpson as one of my five great loves. I felt like I was on the precipice of something great.

After the game, Luke, Lacy, and I walked back to the car. The vodka had burned away, leaving Lacy yawning and ready to go home. We stopped at the bathroom and waited outside for Luke while the crowd shuffled by.

“I was a little drunk earlier,” Lacy said before she peered up at me.

“A little?” I smiled at her. “I didn’t mind.”

“I guess what they say about alcohol is right,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s a truth serum,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow at her. “You didn’t mind me groping you?”

She shook her head. “It felt good to be wanted. You can grope me whenever and wherever you want.”

I frowned. “What’s that mean? Are you and Luke having problems?”

But my brother exited the bathroom before she could answer. We made it back to the car where Lacy fell asleep before we even left the parking lot. My brother dropped me off at my apartment where I crashed, waking up four hours later in a fog.

I checked my phone and found a message from Stella.

Stella: Looking forward to seeing you tonight! (heart emoji)

She sent the message an hour ago. I quickly formed a response.

Me: Your sister wore me out at the game. Just woke up from a power nap. I’m looking forward to seeing you too!

She quickly responded with a smiley face emoji, and I put my phone down before changing into my workout gear. Three miles later, I came home drenched and completed a slate of core exercises before I hopped in the shower and lathered up.

For the first time since breaking up with Jennifer, I felt like I had the wind at my back. I was making money at the poker table and had a long-held fantasy come to life. Would Lacy really let me grope her whenever I wanted? Somehow, I doubted it, but was eager to test out the theory. Not to mention her little sister. If someone had told me two days ago that I would be going out with the hottest girl on Northwestern’s campus, I never would have believed them. Yet here I was, preening in front of a mirror and making sure my hair was just right.

For the second time in a week, I made my way to Caesar’s and prayed the outcome would prove different. I arrived at a fashionably late ten after nine and found Stella and her friends sitting at a long table with high stools just outside the bar area. Stella sat with three girls, two of them I recognized from the tailgate. Two more guys filled out all but one seat — the one beside Stella. Three pitchers of beer and appetizers filled the table.

A quick glance across the bar revealed that Jennifer wasn’t among the Saturday night crowd. But it was early by college standards, and she liked the bar too much to stay away.

Stella saw me and smiled before she stood from the table and waved in my direction. She wore her long brown hair in a sleek ponytail and her thick performance makeup was gone, replaced by just enough to showcase her ripe pink lips and sparkling blue eyes. She wore a black tank top and a pair of white shorts. Her cleavage bulged from the top, but in a non-slutty way. Her tan legs glistened, and she wore leather sandals, revealing her polished-pink toenails. By any measure, she was a stunningly beautiful young woman, and my stomach fluttered with nervous energy.

I closed the distance between us and Stella greeted me with an affectionate hug and a light kiss on the cheek. She took my hand and twined her fingers inside mine as if we had done it a million times before.

“Everybody, this is Matt,” Stella said to the table.

Through all the intros, Stella never let go of my hand and when we sat down at the table, she inched her chair near mine and poured me a beer from the pitcher. We chatted and laughed like old friends, which we were. As the night progressed, Stella’s hands found their way onto my leg and by the time the clock read 11:30 she was practically sitting in my lap.

She wasn’t alone with her wandering hands. Later in the night, after she returned from the bathroom, she stopped in front of my chair and leaned back against me. I placed my hands on her hips and slid my palms over her ass, giving them a gentle squeeze just like I had her big sister earlier in the day.

Stella turned around to face me and I gazed down into her beautiful blue eyes. She wrapped her arms around my neck, slid her fingers through the short hair on my neck and pulled me into a kiss.

Her lips were soft, ripe, and warm. She parted her lips and our tongues darted forward, flashing briefly before she broke off the kiss and stepped back. “Let’s get out of here,” she said, her voice thick with lust.

I slipped off the stool and stood, my cock already raging in my shorts. That’s when I saw Jennifer staring at me across the bar.

Her eyes were wide with shock, and her mouth hung open. She was with her two best friends and they both turned to follow her gaze.

She wanted to see how it felt? I’d fucking show her how it felt. I gazed back down at Stella, leaned in and kissed her again, this time deepening the kiss while I ran my hand inside the back of her tank top, feeling the soft lace of her bra strap on my fingertips.

Stella ran her hands over my shoulders and down my arms, thick with muscle. She moaned slightly and edged closer, pressing her crotch against the bulge in my shorts.

We broke off the kiss, and my head buzzed with desire.

She gazed up at me smiling and swiveled teasingly from side-to-side. “If we don’t leave soon, I can’t be held responsible for my actions,” Stella said.

“I’ll book us an Uber.” I returned her smile and dug my phone out of my pocket while I glanced over her shoulder toward Jennifer.

She and her friends were gone, and satisfaction smoldered in the back of my brain.

Stella straddled me in the backseat of the Uber and ground her pussy against my cock while we made out for the duration of the short drive back to my place.

Inside my apartment, we stripped on the way to the bedroom and by the time I had Stella stretched out under me on my queen-sized bed, all that remained was her black silky-lace bra and matching panties. Her body was a wonderland and my raging cock was first in line to explore her rolling hills and deep valleys.

With her tongue buried in my mouth, Stella ran her fingers down my back before slipping her thumbs in my waistband and guiding my briefs over my hips. She entwined her legs in mine and slid her heels along the back of my calves while she ground her hips as if aching to have me inside her.

My cock sprang free and smacked against Stella’s soft, warm tummy.

Stella reached down and clutched my raging hard-on while I worked her panties over her hips. She stroked my shaft and glided her thumb over my swollen, pulsing knob. “Ohhhh…,” she said, moaning into my mouth before she broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “I’ve wanted you for so long,” she said breathlessly,

“Why didn’t you say anything?” I pulled her panties past her smooth-shaven pussy and sat up on my knees before working them down her legs and over her feet.

“You’ve been with Jennifer forever.” She sat up and unclipped her bra before pulling the black silk off her shoulders and letting her perfect tits jiggle free.

Firm and full, Stella’s tits swayed with an authenticity that only came from Mother Nature herself.

“Do you like them?” She cupped her tits and squeezed them together, forming a deep valley of mouthwatering cleavage.

Did Lacy’s tits look as amazing as her little sister’s? I could only wonder. Stella’s tits were even better than Jennifer’s and Sam’s were probably even better than Stella’s. But, really, I was nitpicking. They were fucking incredible. “They’re perfect.” I shuffled forward on my knees until I met Stella face-to-face in the middle of my bed. I wrapped my arms around her waist and cupped her bare ass cheeks in my hands.

Stella beamed, letting her tits drop and jiggle into place. “So is your cock.” She reached out, wrapped her hand around my shaft, and leaned in for a kiss.

Our mouths met and our tongues twined. Stella’s breath curled over my lip and her low moans hardened my cock in her hand.

With soft fingers and a deft touch, Stella stroked my cock with silky smooth finesse. She leaned forward and deepened our kiss, her moans intensifying. She mashed her tits against my chest and her nipples dug into my soft skin.

I kneaded her ass cheeks and my mind flashed back to Lacy’s ass at the tailgate. My cock twitched in her hand while visions of me burying my cock inside my brother’s wife played out in my head.

Stella eased me back onto the bed until I stretched out below her. Her tits jiggled and shook while she straddled my waist and guided my cock along her warm wet slit.

Her thighs were smooth and flawless and her pussy, pink and smooth, looked good enough to eat. She had a dancer’s body, lean and firm, yet she exuded femininity. Her silky brown hair tumbled over her shoulders and her blue eyes locked on mine with a fevered intensity. “I have wanted to ride this dick for a very long time.”

She dragged my swollen tip deeper into the warm folds of her labia, and a jolt of sexual energy rifled down my spine and curled my toes.

“Holy shit,” I said while the breath caught in my throat.

She smiled demurely, and her juicy lips glistened from an hour of making out. “Don’t come too soon,” she said. “And don’t worry about pulling out, I’m on the pill.”

With the green light to nut inside her, my cock twitched with eager anticipation. I grabbed hold of her hips while Stella slipped my head inside her warm, tight canal.

She gasped, and her eyes widened. Stella’s nipples hardened and her tits jiggled while she fell into place. With the tip of my cock stuffed inside her, she paused as if adjusting to my girth.

She let out a low grunt while she pushed downward, driving my cock deeper into her fertile trench. “God, you’re fucking huge.” Stella leaned forward and braced herself on my chest, causing her big tits to squeeze together.

Her tight pussy wrapped my cock in a warm blanket and my cock thrummed while her walls flexed and stretched. I reached for her tits and squeezed them in my hands, tweaking her nipples to hardness between my fingers.

“Ohhhh… fuck yes,” Stella said, the words coming out in a rush. She gyrated her hips up and down, priming her pussy with the weight and depth of my manhood.

I raised my hips off the bed and pushed, impaling the stunning co-ed with the full force of my meaty cock. Warm and buttery smooth, my shaft pulsed deep inside her tight pussy.

Stella leaned forward before resting her chest flat against mine. Our lips touched and our mouths opened while Stella started fucking me hard and fast.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Our bodies connected while the bed mercilessly squeaked. Stella’s gentle moans filled my mouth and her big tits dragged back and forth over my chest.

I grabbed hold of her ass cheeks and slammed deep inside her with every powerful thrust. Harder and faster, we fucked while I hammered Lacy’s little sister with unbridled fury.

She sat upright and rode me in the full cowgirl position. Her tits gently slapped together while she ground her hips forward and backward, feeding my cock to the depths of her fertile womb.

“Oh, Matt, oh Matt, oh Matt,” her voice came out winded and high-pitched. With her lips parted and her big tits jiggling, she closed her eyes and rode me harder and faster.

My headboard pounded the wall, and the bedsprings threatened to snap, but we kept pace while the minutes piled up.

The friction from her tight walls sizzled against my cock, and the pleasure led me to the brink. I couldn’t hold on much longer, but I slid my hands around Stella’s tiny waist and held on tight, hoping she would come first.

Stella froze atop me and gasped while goose bumps flared across her chest and stomach. She let out an unearthly moan and pressed forward, bracing herself against my chest. “I’m coming,” she said, her voice breathless and her tone high and sharp.

My balls contracted, and I gazed into Stella’s beautiful eyes. But my mind played a trick on me. A trick seeded by her stunning big sister. Stella’s face morphed into her Lacy’s and in that moment, I lost myself. I nearly called out Lacy’s name but bit my lip and groaned before the weight of my orgasm sent hot jets of cum deep inside the beautiful Miss Simpson.

Stella pumped my cock and leaned forward, kissing me while I continued to spurt thick loads of spunk deep inside her. “That’s it, baby. I feel you inside me.” She kissed me softly on the lips and ground her hips, draining me of every drop.

My cock continued to twitch inside Stella while she drew down the speed and rhythm of our coupling. She kissed my lips, cheeks and the rest of my face while her tits dragged across my mouth.

I pulled a fat nipple between my lips and gently sucked until I’d emptied the last of my seed inside her.

Breathless, Stella rolled off me and collapsed at my side. She found my hand with hers and squeezed. “That actually lived up to the hype.”

I laughed and twined my fingers inside hers. “You were amazing,” I said. “Next time, I’ll do the work.”

“Good. Give me twenty minutes.”

We spent the next two hours resting and fucking with plenty of foreplay sprinkled in between. She was insatiable and relentless, coaxing my cock to attention with her mouth and tits while we fucked in every position she could dream up.

At some point we drifted off to sleep and when I woke the next morning, Stella was gone. I found a note on the bed next to me.

Had to go to practice. Had a great time.

She signed the note with a big looping S and a few X’s and O’s.

I stretched out on my bed and sighed. Not exactly the morning I had imagined with her, but I couldn’t complain. She had fucked me six ways from Sunday and I was spent. I climbed out of bed, pulled open my fridge, and downed three bottles of water before I collapsed on my bed and fell into a deep restful sleep.
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I woke up late, worked out, and spent the next few hours racking up the winnings at the virtual poker tables. Maybe Stella was woman number one, but then again, maybe she wasn’t. I hadn’t fallen in love with her, which meant Stella wouldn’t have blocked my wealth line. It was more like hookup sex than a true emotional connection. Not to say that a connection couldn’t grow in time, but the first time I came inside her was to a vision of Lacy riding me and not Stella. Was that bad? It probably wasn’t a great sign.

Stella and I traded a couple of non-committal texts that day, promising to do it again soon, but I wasn’t sure her heart was really in it.

My phone buzzed on the desk beside my computer and I stared down at it.

My calendar flashed an appointment reminder.

Tutoring with Ben in one hour.

I had completely forgotten about my promise to Sam. “Shit,” I whispered under my breath before pushing away from my desk, snatching up my phone, and quickly booking an Uber. The ride to the suburbs would take forever this time of day.

What would I tell Sam about Jennifer and Jason? Had Jennifer fessed up? Somehow, I doubted it. I considered texting Sam to cancel, but discarded the idea. Ben needed my help and no matter what had happened between Jenn and I, the little guy had to pass his test.

Fifty minutes later, I knocked on Sam’s door.

No answer.

I rang the bell — no answer. I peered in through the window and saw nobody. If I had wasted my time coming all the way out here, I wouldn’t be happy. Had Jennifer somehow screwed me over?

I picked up my phone and texted Samantha.

She didn’t respond or even read the text. That wasn’t like her at all.

I tried the front door, and it was unlocked. With a gentle push, the door opened, and I stepped inside.

Something clanged upstairs and the short hair on my neck stood on end. “Sam?” I yelled out.

“Matt?” Sam’s voice came from somewhere upstairs. “I need your help.”

My skin prickled, and my pulse quickened. I took the stairs two at a time and rushed down the hall toward the sound of a struggle.

Halfway down the hall, a seam of light poured from the crack in an open door.

I shoved it open hard and lunged inside, prepared to beat the shit out of whoever was attacking Samantha.

The shower curtain was halfway open and Sam stood inside the bathtub, holding onto the shower head as water sprayed around the seams. She wore a white cotton t-shirt and a pair of black yoga shorts. Her golden hair was back in a ponytail but wet with the water spraying her face, arms, and chest.

“What the hell?” I mumbled.

She peered out at me, her blue eyes panicked. “Help me,” she said. “I messed this up. I’m afraid the whole thing will come down on me.”

I hurriedly climbed into the tub behind her and reached over her shoulders for the loose shower head. “What happened?” I gazed over her shoulder and down the length of her body.

Her white cotton t-shirt clung to her big beautiful round tits. The pattern of her lacy bra appeared through the sheer fabric, and I had inadvertently pressed my now bulging cock into the folds of her perfect ass.

“I was trying to replace Ben’s shower head,” she said. “I just bought this one.” Sam lowered her arms and leaned back against me with a heavy sigh. “Thank you.” She let out a deep breath while water hissed and sprayed, soaking her magical tits and highlighting her firm flat tummy.

I studied Ben’s shower head and froze. Adrenaline surged through my body and my legs wobbled beneath me. The scent of lavender floated up from Sam’s hair and she didn’t move while I held onto the star-shaped shower head.

That’s when I noticed the rest of the bathroom. Stars covered the shower curtain and star-themed tile covered the interior of the shower walls. Wallpaper decorated with a million tiny stars covered every square inch. Stars literally surrounded me, and my ex-girlfriend’s big sister still rested against me.

Be bold, Matt. This is your moment. My inner voice screamed at me to make a move, and my destiny surrounded me in all directions. With two hard twists, I screwed the shower head in place and the water stopped.

Sam stood frozen, gazing at the now fixed shower head before she let out a little cheer. “Yay! You did it.”

I rested my hands on Sam’s shoulders and ran my thumbs down the back of her neck, gently massaging. “Are you okay?”

She let out a long, even sigh and tipped her head forward. “That feels amazing. Don’t stop… unless you want to.”

“I don’t want to stop,” I whispered into her ear. I continued massaging her neck and rubbed her shoulders while she melted back against me.

Her breathing deepened, and I worked my way down the tense muscles of her upper back and massaged the length of her spine until I met the soft flare of her perfect-ten ass. I inched closer and pressed my stiff cock against her ass cheek, and Sam reached behind her body and squeezed my hips.

I ground against her and she pressed back dry fucking me in the shower stall while her sheer white t-shirt clung to her body.

“Matt, I need to tell you something,” she said.

I let out a long sigh and inched away from her before Sam turned around to face me.

She gazed up into my face and her blue eyes searched mine, big and curious. Water glistened on her golden skin and her blonde ponytail hung limp down her back. Sam’s eyes searched mine and time froze for what felt like an eternity. “You know, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said and placed my hands on the flare of her hips. “How long have you known?”

“Two weeks,” she said. “Jason’s gone. I kicked him out.”

My heart soared, and I floated an inch above the bottom of the soaked tub. I used my thumbs to clear the water from her cheeks and smiled down at her.

Her eyes welled with tears. “I tried to tell you earlier this week, but I chick —

I leaned down and kissed her, cutting her off.

Samantha kissed me back, mouth hungry and fevered. She opened her mouth and our tongues flashed.

My head spun, and my rubbery legs shifted under me. I slid my hands over Sam’s hips and onto her firm, full ass.

She broke off the kiss long enough to grab the bottom of my t-shirt and pull it over my head. Sam ran her hands over my smooth muscled chest and lowered them to my six-pack abs. “We have thirty minutes until Ben gets home.”

I slid my hands inside her tight, wet yoga shorts and cupped the bare skin of her supple ass. Was I dreaming? Was Samantha Baker’s ass really in my hands?

She popped the button on my shorts and frantically worked my zipper down before yanking my shorts over my hips.

My cock sprang free, rigid and full, and Sam wrapped her supple fingers around my massive girth and her eyes widened with surprise.

I leaned in and kissed her, nibbling on her lower lip before I found her tongue waiting.

She wriggled her hips while I pushed down her shorts and pulled her soaking wet-t-shirt over her head.

Sam’s bra clad tits sprang into view. Plump and ripe, they looked ready to burst inside the tight confines of her soft lace bra. Her twin mountains formed a deep valley of tantalizing cleavage that I couldn’t wait to explore.

Our tongues flashed, urgent and hot, and I glided my fingers along her back. Hands shaking, I unhooked her bra with jittery fingers.

My head swam, and my legs turned butter soft. Sam’s tongue tasted like spearmint and her warm breath curled over my lips. Between her soft moans and amazing body, I struggled to stay upright. My cock, stiff and tower tall, rolled over her tummy while Sam squeezed my ass and drew me closer.

She wrapped one leg around my waist and the soft matting of her golden pubic hair tickled my balls.

I ached to be inside her and with the promise of Ben walking through the door at any time, I couldn’t wait. I grabbed Sam’s ass cheeks, one in each hand, and easily hoisted her up off the tub before pinning her against the wall.

“Ohhhhhh… Matt,” she moaned into my mouth while she wrapped her legs loosely around my waist.

I reached down and guided my tip through her thin patch of public hair and over her soaking wet lips. Electric sex rifled along my spine and my legs trembled under our combined weight.

She broke off the kiss and spoke, her words coming out hot and breathless, “I’m not on the pill. You have to pull out, okay?”

“Yes,” I whispered while I gazed into her crystal-clear blue eyes.

Her tits jiggled and shook, her pink nipples stiff and erect. They were everything I imagined and more. How Jason could cheat on the superior sister, I had no idea. But I wouldn’t let her go. Not now or ever, if I had it my way.

I squeezed her ass cheeks, her soft flesh bulging through my parted finger. I edged my hips forward while I guided my cock up and down her slippery lips.

She leaned forward and whispered in my ear, “Fuck me, Matt. God, baby, fuck me.” She ran her fingers through my hair and my cock slipped inside her tight hole.

I gasped, and my legs buckled. My cock throbbed and my tip pulsed inside her tight canal. I paused for a moment, breathing deep before I edged forward and sank my shaft halfway inside her.

Sam’s lips and tongue explored my ear, her breath rolled over my neck in hot waves. She mashed her tits into my chest and her nipples hardened against my soft flesh. “Ohhhh… baby. You feel amazing — so fucking big.”

I pushed forward and drove my cock deep inside her, and Sam grunted before letting out a deep moan. She ran her hands down my shoulders and squeezed my back while she tightened her legs around my waist.

Her pussy swallowed my cock whole. Her walls tightened around my cock and her pussy spasmed in waves. I plumbed her pussy, grinding my cock in quick tight circles, exploring her inner depths with my raging manhood. “Oh Sammie, God, you are a dream come true.”

She kissed her way down my neck and sucked the soft spot just above my shoulder while she bucked her hips, finding my rhythm and fucking me deep and slow. “I love fucking you.” She groaned into my ear and clenched her pussy, wrapping my cock in a vise grip.

I had dreamed of fucking Samantha Robin since the moment I laid eyes on her eleven years ago. When she was eighteen, I was only ten-years-old and just discovering girls for the first time. For years, she remained far out of my reach — the prom queen, the homecoming queen, and the prettiest girl in high school. Hell, the high school principal tried to hit on her at her graduation ceremony. She was every man’s desire and as a pre-pubescent teen, I stood at a distance and longed for her until it ached. Here I was, fucking my girlfriend’s big sister — my fantasy and dream. Between her and Lacy, I had played out many vivid fantasies in my head. Now that I was inside Sam, I wouldn’t last long — not the first time, anyway.

I drove in and out of her, fucking her harder and faster. Our skin slapped and her tits rolled over my chest in undulating waves. My cock hummed and my balls ached for sweet relief. She was too hot.

Sam dug her heels into my ass cheeks and leaned away from me, placing her back flat against the shower stall. She stared into my eyes, her lips parted and her eyes heavy with lust. Her golden hair, free from its ponytail, hung damp halfway down her back. Her tits swirled while she bucked her hips edging deeper with every circular motion.

I gazed down at our entwined bodies and watched my rigid cock slide in and out of Sam’s beautiful pink pussy. Her pussy warm, tight, and soft gripped my shaft like it had always belonged. My tip edged into the very back of her canal and I felt the gentle resistance of her cervix nudging my throbbing knob.

Sam dug her fingers into my chest and goose bumps flashed across her big perfect tits. She let out a sharp gasp and her eyes widened. “Matt, don’t stop. Fuck me, I’m coming, baby.” She rolled her hips in faster circles, her wall muscles spasming in sharp bursts.

My balls raised the tornado sirens for a tsunami-sized orgasm clearing the horizon. A wave of adrenaline spiked through my legs and my breaths came in sharp, jagged pulls. “Sammie, I’m going to come.”

She pulled off my cock, and I gasped while Sam dropped to her knees and inhaled my cock in one smooth motion.

Her tongue soft and warm slurped over my sensitive tip and my orgasm exploded inside her mouth. Thick, hot strings of milky spunk fired from my cock and rolled over Sammie’s tongue in rapid-fire sequence. My legs spasmed and I let out an unearthly moan while Sam sucked, drinking down every drop.

With her fingers curled around my shaft, I gazed down at the blonde stunner and watched her full lips roll over my tip while my orgasm continued unabated. Spurt after spurt flooded her mouth and my head spun dizzy with ecstasy.

With stars surrounding us, this was fate or an even bigger coincidence than I had experienced with Stella.

Only after draining the last drop I had left in my balls, did Sam come off my cock and stand.

I leaned back against the shower wall, spent, and Sam stepped between my legs before wrapping her arms around my waist and running her fingers over my muscled ass cheeks.

Naked, she rested her head against my chest, and fondled my ass with her warm fingers. “I’ve wanted you for a very long time,” she said. “I hated you and Jennifer together.”

I slipped my arms around Sam’s shoulder and stroked her back. “I could get used to this,” I said.

She giggled and slapped my ass cheek. “Next time we can use a bed. It might make it easier.”

I kissed the top of her head and sighed. “You just earned yourself a very deep tutoring discount.”

Sam and I laughed before she stood upright and moved her hands from my ass to my chest. “While we’re in here, we may as well test out the shower head.”

“Good idea. I wouldn’t want it to crash down on Ben’s head.”

We showered together using plenty of soap and exploring hands and were on the verge of round number two when we heard the front door open and Ben yell, “Mom? You home?”

I spent the next hour tutoring Ben while Sammie made us spaghetti for dinner. She and I played footsie under the table and our hands roamed like a couple of horny teenagers. Admittedly, I wasn’t far removed from the ranks of horny teenager.

When my Uber arrived, Sam walked me outside and kissed me on the doorstep. “Are we still on for next Saturday?”

“Uhhh… I’m pretty sure I never want to speak to Jason or Jennifer again.”

She laughed and slapped my chest. “Not them, silly. I mean us. Ben will be at a sleepover. I’ll make dinner.”

I kissed her again. “Then I’ll bring the wine.”
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Two days later, I was up another two grand at the poker tables. My hot streak continued, and I hesitated to rock the boat. Even now, as I sat behind my computer, I stared down the barrel of another cool thousand-dollar payout. I had all the leverage with a big bank and only one player left at the table. That player, someone with the handle of Born2Bet had bet big, and I rubbed my hands together, practically salivating at the cards before me.

I placed my bet, which was an all-in raise. It forced Born2Bet to go all-in ensuring this was the game’s last hand. That’s when my intercom buzzer went off.

Someone was at the front door? Who? Dwayne was out of town, and I had ordered no delivery. “Shit,” I mumbled and reluctantly hustled away from my PC while the timer ran on Born2Bet.

The front-door buzzer sounded again as I reached the intercom and held down the call button. “Hello?” I released and listened for a response.

“Hi Matt. It’s Stella. Sorry for dropping by unannounced. Can we chat?”

I hadn’t heard much from Stella since we hooked up last week, and I was surprised to hear from her now — especially in person. I gazed back at my PC and Born2Bet had just gone all in. “Yeah. Come on up.” I hit the button to unlock the door and hustled back to my computer.

One by one, the cards fell into place, and I smiled at the full boat sitting in front of me. “Bingo.” I calculated a ninety-five percent chance of my winning the hand. I was all ready to break out the virtual bubbly.

A light knocking sounded at my front door.

“Hang on just a sec,” I yelled.

With all the cards out, it was time to rake in my earnings. I showed first, revealing my full house. I hovered over my keyboard while Born2Bet flipped over his hand. It was a straight flush — I lost.

“Fuck,” I said and angrily and turned off my computer. It was my first big losing hand in a week, and the feeling sucked. I wasn’t immortal.

The knocking came again, and I jumped as if snake-bitten. Stella was at the door.

I turned away from my computer and answered the front door.

Stella stood before me looking insanely hot. She wore a tight pink t-shirt with the words Dance Mode On emblazoned on the front. The slight V-cut neckline revealed the soft swell of her amazing tits. She wore her hair in a loose ponytail and a pair of cutoff jean shorts hugged her hips perfectly. Her long dancer’s legs glistened with a fresh golden tan, and she wore a pair of open toe sandals to complete her early autumn outfit. But what stood out most in my mind was the silver star-shaped belt buckle on her shorts. I had no idea what to make of that. Another sign? The waters had just gotten real murky, real fast.

If she had come for sex, I wasn’t sure I could turn her down, Sam or no Sam.

“Stella — hi.” I backed up and held the door open. “Come on in.”

Her eyes registered satisfaction, but she hesitated. “Is this a bad time? I should have called first.”

“Nope. Just me.”

She walked into my apartment, and I closed the door behind her.

“Can I get you something to drink?” I asked, filling the awkward silence.

Stella stood in the center of my tiny flat and shook her head. “Thanks, but I’m fine.”

“Come, sit down,” I said as I crossed to a modest sofa and chair not far from my big screen TV.

She smiled and nodded. “Thanks.”

I took the chair, and she sat adjacent to me on the sofa. The scent of jasmine and fragrant lotion rolling off her jump started my libido and turned my head fuzzy with lust. She looked like a dime, and if this was a mid-day booty call, I couldn’t turn her down.

“I’d like to explain why I haven’t called or texted you since we spent the night together,” she said.

“Stella, there’s no need. If it was a one-time thing, then it was a one-time thing,” I said. “You don’t owe me any explanation.”

She shook her head. “Matt, I’m not the kind of girl who jumps into bed like that. You are only the third boy I’ve ever had sex with. I really like you,” she said before gazing into my eyes and waiting for a long heartbeat. “A lot.”

That surprised me and I stared at her, unsure of what to make of it. “You do? I mean… what happened?”

“Your ex has been threatening me,” Stella said.

What the hell? Who did Jennifer think she was to threaten anyone I wanted to date? “Jennifer?” I asked. “When? What did she say?”

“The day after you and I were together,” she said. “She showed up at my apartment threatening to kick my ass if I started seeing you.”

“God, Stella. I’m sorry.” I leaned forward and reached for her hands. She didn’t resist.

Stella squeezed my fingers in hers, and her shoulders visibly relaxed. “She must have been at Caesar’s that night.”

I sighed and nodded. “She was there,” I said. “I saw her.”

Her face soured, and she nodded. “I appreciate you ignoring her.”

“She doesn’t hold a candle to you,” I said. “I blocked her from everything.”

She let out a deep breath and smiled. “Good.” She edged closer to me until our knees touched. “I talked the situation over with my friends and I’ve decided not to let her bully me.”

My cock unfurled in my jean shorts and thickened while I gazed into her ocean-blue eyes. Her face was a masterpiece of perfection. With full lips and a pert nose, she was exquisite. “I’m glad to hear that, and I’m even more glad you stopped by.”

“I want to make it up to you,” she said. “I bought tickets to Fiona Apple hoping you would like to go with me.”

“I would love to,” I said, lost in her eyes. My cock hardened, and I glided my thumbs over the back of her hands.

“Great. It’s Saturday,” she said. “I thought we could stay at my place after.” Her cheeks reddened. “Just to save you from worrying about getting home, I mean.”

My head buzzed with lust and I struggled against the urge to scoop her up and throw her down on my bed. “That sounds like a good idea. It’s smart to plan ahead.”

She smiled and her face lit up, warm and bubbly. She stood and clapped her hands together. “Yay, I can’t wait.” The action caused her tits to squeeze together and jiggle as her pink t-shirt struggled to contain them.

I stood and faced her, smiling. “Me neither.” I inched closer to her, and she reciprocated, edging nearer to me before she reached out and slipped her arms around my shoulders.

“I’m sorry for ghosting you,” she said, her voice warm and her lips glistening, glossy pink. “I’ll make it up to you on Saturday. I promise.”

My heart raced, and my mouth turned cotton dry. “I can’t wait,” I mumbled, barely able to breathe.

Stella leaned forward and kissed me full on the lips. Her fresh, cinnamon breath curled up my nostrils and the tip of her tongue brushed my lower lip.

I slightly parted my lips and our tongues flashed together while I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her near me.

Stella moaned slightly and her warm wet lips set my head buzzing at high-octane levels of desire.

I ran my hands over the soft swell of her perfect hips and squeezed. My cock throbbed, rock hard and ready to rumble.

Stella reluctantly broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Matt, I want to play as much as you do, but I have to go to practice.”

I mumbled dumbly and swallowed the disappointment simmering in the pit of my stomach. “No problem.” I backed away from her and took a second to get my bearings.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” she said before taking my hand and leading me toward the front door. “Let’s pretend the last week didn’t happen, okay?”

“A fresh start?” I asked her before we reached for the door.

“Exactly.” She leaned forward and kissed me one last time before she walked through the door.

I watched her go and my eyes drifted down to her ass and I bit my lower lip with frustration.

She glanced over her shoulder and smiled at me demurely. “See you Saturday. Let’s meet at my apartment at seven.”

Before I closed the door, it hit me. I had plans with Samantha on Saturday and with the same arrival time. For the past two days, she had texted me non-stop asking about my favorite foods and went on about planning the perfect evening.

Between the poker game and the sexual trance Stella had put me under, I completely forgot, and even if I hadn’t how could I turn her down? What the hell was I going to do now?
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“You got yourself in a real jam, don’t you buddy?” Dwayne reclined on my couch with his feet up sipping a beer. “Must be horrible to have two beautiful women both want you. Allow me to play the world’s tiniest violin.”

I rolled my eyes. “Thanks for the sympathetic ear. How do I know which one is my genuine star?”

“How do you know it’s not both of them?” Dwayne asked.

“You heard Leslie,” I said. “Besides, I called and asked her. She told me about false flags and dead ends. She wasn’t much help beyond what she already told me at the reading.”

Dwayne sighed. “Who do you like more?” he asked.

“Both of them,” I said.

“Come on,” Dwayne said. “You must lean towards one of them.”

“It could be either,” I said. “Stella makes the most logical sense. She’s closer to my age, and she doesn’t have a kid. We could ride a wave of good luck together, fucking all the way.”

“Amen to that.” Dwayne tipped his beer back and drained the last few drops. “You got any more brewskies?”

I went to the fridge and popped open two beers before walking back across the room and handing him one. “I keep going back to what Leslie said about the woman who represents the star.”

Dwayne sat up and faced me before taking a pull off the fresh beer. “Enlighten me. I didn’t take notes and my memory is for shit.”

“Leslie said whoever is my star will have unfulfilled hopes, disappointment, and crushed dreams,” I said.

“Sounds more like Sam to me,” he said. “What with Dr. Jason banging her sister.”

I winced. “Thanks for the visual reminder.”

“Like I said, you have two beautiful women who both want you. I’m done coddling you over Jennifer.” He set the beer down. “How much do you know about Stella? Maybe she has some of these skeletons lurking in her closet.”

“Not much.” I sipped my beer. “I know Lacy way better than Stella.” I didn’t mention to Dwayne that I nutted to a vision of Lacy the night Stella and I had sex. But after her visit earlier today, all bets were off. Stella had plenty to offer, and I would be a fool to turn her away.

“Then choose one and play with the other on the side,” Dwayne said.

“You heard Leslie,” I said. “Besides, if Stella or Samantha are destined to be one of my five great loves, then I can start off stepping out on either of them.”

“Won’t you eventually, anyway?” Dwayne offered. “If and when lady number two walks into your life, you’ll be charting the dangerous currents of a threesome. You can’t hide the prophecy forever.”

I sighed. “I don’t want to lie to either of them. That’s a non-starter. I’ll deal with lady number two when the time comes.”

“I don’t know what to tell you.” He shrugged. “Follow your heart. Either that, or roll the dice. It’s your call.”
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Heart pounding, I glanced at my watch — 6:55 PM. The day had seemed to drag on forever, and I put the painful conversation I had endured earlier in the week on ice. For better or worse, it was time to move on. Besides, following that conversation, I had won the biggest haul of my young poker-playing career — five thousand bucks. I took it as a sign of confirmation.

With a bottle of wine in one hand and flowers in the other, I rang the doorbell and waited.

The door opened and a zoo full of butterflies launched a direct attack on my stomach.

Samantha stood before me looking more beautiful than any woman I had ever seen in my life.

Her golden blonde hair, silky-soft and gleaming with health, billowed over her shoulders in big looping curls. She wore a short black dress revealing not only her insane curves but a deep valley of mouthwatering cleavage. A white pearl necklace hugged the contour of her breasts, accompanied by matching pearl stud earrings. Her blue eyes simmered with unbridled happiness, which I wouldn’t have expected from a woman who just caught her husband cheating with her little sister. Her lips were glossy and pink, and she wore just enough makeup to bring out her eyes. From head to toe, her golden skin glowed with satiny warmth, and she embodied not only physical beauty but an inner radiance that seemed to ooze from every pore.

In that moment, I knew I had made the right decision. I felt drawn to her in a way that defied expectation. It was like a virtual tether connected our souls and everything felt right in the world.

A smile lit her face, and she giggled softly while she turned from side to side. “Judging by your reaction, you approve?”

I nodded dumbly and licked the dryness from my lips. “Wow… I… uhhh… wow.”

She laughed again, harder this time before she stepped out onto the front porch, curled her arms around my shoulders and kissed me softly on the lips. “You’re very sweet.”

Soft and warm, her lips melted into mine and my insides turned gooey soft. She smelled sweet, fresh, and floral and barely looked a day older than me. “I think I must have the wrong house,” I said. “If my girlfriend sees us together, she’ll kill me.”

Sam’s eyes beamed, and she ran her hands down my chest. “Then you better get inside before she sees us.”

My cock tented my dress pants and when she took my hand, she intertwined her fingers in mine before she led me into the house.

I pushed the door closed behind us and Sam led me down the short entryway toward the family room. I drank in the curves of her perfect ass and the thickness of her smooth, toned thighs. She was a fucking goddess. With a lump forming in my throat, a wave of uncertainty rolled over me and I wondered just how far out of my league I was batting.

An array of warm candles glowed in the family room. A bottle of wine and two glasses sat on the table, and the aroma of something straight from heaven’s kitchen filled the air. Soft music played from her speakers and my uncertainty swelled into outright fear. What if she didn’t like me? I could end up with neither of them.

When we reached the family room, Sam turned toward me. “Dinner will take another thirty minutes. You like Cabernet, don’t you?” Before I could answer, she frowned and stepped before me, brushing a lock of hair away from my face. “What’s wrong?”

Was I that easy to read or maybe it was our connection? “I’m nervous,” I answered honestly. “You are incredibly beautiful.”

“Aww.” She kissed me again lightly and my head swam. “Keep feeding me ego. I love it.”

I licked the cotton from my lips and let out a deep breath. “Are you sure you’re okay with… us?”

“Come her, baby. Let’s talk.” She took my hand and guided me to the couch before she filled our glasses with red wine.

I sat on the couch and Sam curled in beside me, slipping her toe behind my calf and sliding her arm around my shoulder.

She picked up her glass and handed me mine. “First, let’s make a toast to us and our journey ahead.”

She held up her glass, and I hoisted mine skyward. “To us,” I said. “You are my north star and my guiding light.”

“Aww… that’s so sweet.” We clinked glasses and sipped before Sam put her glass down and picked up my hand. She played with my fingers and rubbed my palm with her thumb. “Matt. Let me try to explain how things are between Jason and I. What you see on the surface isn’t real. Jason and I have never really been in love.”

“Never?” I asked. “Not even in the beginning?”

She nodded. “It was a good act, huh?”

“Really good.”

“Jason had feelings for me, but early on, I couldn’t reciprocate in the way he needed. We drifted apart after that.” She shifted on the couch, inching closer until her bare leg pressed against mine. “Last week when the shower was blowing up in my face, I had a revelation. I’m a flawed human being.” She smiled up at me. “Well, I’ve always known I was flawed, but one major flaw took center stage.”

“We’re all flawed human beings,” I said. “You already know most of mine.”

She curled her index finger around the short hair at the nape of my neck. “My biggest flaw is that I cared so much about what other people thought, that I forced a life on myself that I didn’t love. On paper, my life was perfect. But I never loved Jason the way I love you.”

My stomach flip turned, and I took a deep breath to slow my racing heart. “You love me?”

She nodded. “Matt, do you remember the Memorial Day cookout at my parents’ house three years ago?”

“How could I forget? I smoked you in volleyball.” I grinned and Sam smacked my shoulder playfully.

“I let you win,” she said.

“I couldn’t take my eyes off you,” I said. “Was it that obvious?”

She laughed. “Yes. It was obvious. But, Matt, that was the best day of my life.”

I rubbed my fingers along Sam’s inner thigh before resting my palm on her knee. “I didn’t want to leave.”

“I didn’t want you to leave,” she said. “Your brought out feelings in me I never knew existed. I fell in love with you at that picnic and I spent the next three years trying to talk myself out of it. I’ve always been the girl who has to have the perfect husband, the right number of kids who go to the right schools.” She let out a heavy breath. “We have the right friends and we’re all happy and perfect. My social media account is one big lie. I hate it so much.”

“Jennifer never told me any of this,” I said.

“She was too wrapped up in herself to give a shit about me,” she said. “I cringed when Jason wanted to have sex with me. I hate all of our pretentious, fake friends. I don’t enjoy doing any of the things that Jason likes, and I’ve spent years wondering what’s wrong with me. Why couldn’t I find happiness in a life others would envy?”

“The heart wants what the heart wants,” I said.

“Yes,” she said, holding my gaze while her eyes welled with tears. “My heart wants you, and I’m done trying to deny it.”

Leslie’s prophetic words replayed in my head. Sam checked all the boxes — unfulfilled hopes, disappointment, and crushed dreams. I had picked right, and my shoulder muscles sagged with relief. I felt like a giant weight had been lifted off my shoulders. I was home. “My heart wants you too,” I said. “I love you, Sammie.”

She dabbed at the corner of her eyes, and her chin quivered. “Don’t say it unless you really mean it. Because I can’t handle any more disappointment. Especially not from you.”

“I wouldn’t say it unless I felt it,” I said while I tenderly stroked her thigh. “What about Ben? Will he be upset?”

“Ben’s crazy about you,” Sam said. “You know that. He barely sees his dad as it is. You know what he told me the other night after you left?”

“What?”

“He asked me if that’s what it felt like to have a real family.” Her voice quivered and her eyes welled with fresh tears. “God, I’ve been so emotional this week.”

“It felt good to be with you and Ben. My mom died so young and my dad has been… lost.”

She slid toward me and slinked her bare feet onto my lap. “I think we all have some healing to do.” Sam moved her toes over the bulge in my pants and turned her gaze on me, her eyes twinkling with wicked pleasure. “I can think of one thing that will speed up the healing process.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Only one thing? I have a laundry list of things I’d like to do with you.”

She smiled and flashed me her perfect white teeth. “Not until we eat,” she said. “I slaved over your favorite meal for two hours and even made the pasta from scratch.”

“You made lasagna with from scratch including the pasta?” My jaw dropped and my mouth watered. “Marry me.”

She giggled and kneaded my cock with her toes. “And bread,” she said. “I love to cook and it’s always just Ben and I.”

“Not anymore.” I ran my hands over her smooth calf muscles and up her inner thigh.

Sam parted her legs slightly, revealing her black lace panties beneath her short dress. Her eyes gleamed, and she ran her toes over my hardening cock. “You’re making me horny.”

“I better stop now or the chef is going to have my hide,” I said.

Sam giggled and picked up her wine. “We can null the pain with alcohol,” she said.

I picked up my glass and sipped on my wine while my gaze drifted between the thin patch of her black lace panties and the steep swell of her tits bursting from her top. “I already know what I’m having for dessert.”

“You know that I made chocolate eclairs?” She said without a hint of sarcasm.

I groaned. “I love chocolate eclairs.”

She rolled her eyes. “I know you do.”

“You are the best,” I said, raising my glass. “I love you, Samantha Baker.”

She shook her head. “I’m taking my maiden name back. It’s Samantha Robin after the divorce. But I love you too, and guess what?”

“More surprises?”

“I’m on the pill. No more pulling out.”

Visions of me pumping my seed deep inside Sammie’s sweet mommy pussy caused my cock to flare up.

The fact didn’t escape Sam. She smiled and wriggled her toes over my knob. “Does that excite you?”

“You know it does.”

“Are you going to fuck me all night long?” Her voice was sweet and innocent, and her blue eyes sparkled with lust.

“Tomorrow morning too,” I said. “And all day until you kick me out.”

“I’m not kicking you out.” She glided both of her tiny feet over my rock-hard shaft, rubbing my cock between her outstretched toes. “I hope you’re in good shape.”

I slid my hand along her inner thigh and upward until the heat from her pussy warmed my outstretched fingers.

Sam parted her legs and hiked up her skirt just as the over timer went off. She groaned and let out a heavy sigh. “We’re eating first. Got it?”

I gave her a little salute and grinned. “Yes, ma’am.”

We spent the next hour eating, drinking wine, and talking like brand new lovers. The lasagna was perfect and so was the salad, bread, and the chocolate eclairs. I cleaned up dinner despite Sam’s insistence that she would do it, and we ended up helping each other in between a steady diet of make-out sessions. By the time the kitchen was spotless, my cock strained my pants and the wet spot on my briefs had become uncomfortable.

Sam grabbed my hand and led me from the kitchen toward the stairs. She gazed at me over her shoulder and tucked a lock of her golden hair behind her ear. “Come on baby, let’s play.”
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Like the family room, candlelight and soft music drenched Sam’s bedroom with a romantic ambiance. Warm earth tones filled the space, and soft light spilled from an adjacent master bathroom. Fluffy pillows decked her king-sized bed and on the far side of the room, white plantation blinds covered a large bay window.

Sam led me by the hand to her bed where she stopped and glanced over her shoulder. “Baby, can you help me with my dress?” She pulled her long blonde hair over her shoulder and smiled at me, her baby blues flickering in the warm light.

My cock, already rock hard, lurched in my pants and I swallowed a thickening lump in my throat. I stepped up behind her and found the top of her zipper before carefully working it down.

A thin spaghetti strap fell away from her shoulders, and the mirror above Sam’s dresser caught her reflection.

I gazed at her, awestruck by her stunning beauty. “You are an angel, aren’t you?” I whispered before I softly kissed her shoulder and pushed away the remaining strap.

The front of her dress caught on her bare breasts and Sam held her dress in place while she met my gaze in the mirror. She smiled seductively before letting her hair fall back over her shoulders and turning around to face me. “Do you like them?”

My heart raced and my breath caught in my throat as I tried to speak. I nodded dumbly and licked my lips. “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

Sam’s cheeks reddened and her eyes softened. “You really mean that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice thick with lust. I stepped forward and gently pulled Sam’s hands away from her dress, letting it fall unencumbered to her waist where it caught on the swell of her amazing hips.

She gazed at me, her blue eyes revealing a hint of uncertainty. But she had nothing to fear. Her breasts were a genetic marvel. Full, firm, and without a hint of sag, Sam’s natural tits were next level sensational. Her puffy quarter-sized areolas gave rise to thick stiff nipples that looked superior to any Playboy model I had ever seen. Her golden hair spilled over the front of her breasts in loose shiny curls gleaming under the candlelight. The pearl necklace nestled in her cleavage only added to the erotic vision standing before me.

Wordlessly, I cupped her breasts, feeling their heft and weight settle in my hands.

Sam’s nipples hardened under my touch and pressed firmly against my palms.

I split the distance between us and softly kissed her lips. “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” she whispered and reached for the front of my pants.

She wriggled out of her dress and let it fall to the floor, leaving her standing in her black lace panties and her white pearl necklace.

My cock ached for sweet freedom, and Sam didn’t disappoint me. She deftly loosened my belt, pants, and zipper before my pants joined her dress on the floor.

I slipped my fingers inside Sam’s panties and guided them over her hips, revealing her freshly shaven pussy. The pink from her labia peeked from the tight slit visible from where I stood before her. Like the rest of her, Sam’s pussy was perfect, exceeding the fantasy I had concocted over years of daydreams, wet dreams and fevered masturbatory sessions. That she stood before me wearing nothing but a pearl necklace seemed to defy reality itself. If I was dreaming, I didn’t want to wake up.

One by one, Sam loosened the buttons on my dress shirt, revealing my own chiseled body honed by years of hard work and healthy eating. She ran her hands over my smooth rippled pectoral muscles and pushed my shirt over my shoulders. “You are a very handsome man, Matthew McCoy.” She gazed up at me, her lips glossy and full, her eyes soft and vulnerable.

My stomach spun with butterflies, and my head grew heavy with lust. She was perfection come to life and I but a mere mortal. For the first time, I felt a little sorry for Jason. It must have devastated him to have faced Sam’s outright rejection. No wonder he turned to her little sister. But if Sam didn’t love him, then no amount of willing it into reality would change that simple fact. I ran my hands over her hips and around to her silky-smooth ass cheeks. My breathing grew heavy, and I leaned forward before tenderly kissing her lips.

Sam parted her lips and our tongues met while she wriggled my boxer briefs over my hips and let them fall to the ground.

My cock sprang free, rock hard and pulsing before gently slapping against Sam’s lower tummy. I pressed into her and deepened the kiss, forcing my cock flat against her womanly curves. She tasted of chocolate and sweet wine. Her lips slipped over mine and our tongues twined, unhurried but erotically deep. My head spun with the intensity of the moment, and the jasmine scent drifting from her hair set my pulse into orbit.

She broke off the kiss and came up for breath, her eyes laser focused on mine. Her hard nipples raked my chest, and she roamed my lower stomach with her touch before she wrapped her silky-smooth fingers around my stone hard shaft. “I didn’t know a penis could get so hard.” She edged backward and gazed down at my manhood. “I can’t believe you fit all of that inside me.”

I twitched in her hand and Sam smiled wondrously. “You can make it move?”

“You’re making it move,” I said. “I love it when you talk like that.”

She tightened her grip on my shaft and slowly stroked. She turned her head up and came face-to-face with me while she inched closer. “Like what?” She bit her lower lip and frowned as if in deep thought. “Like when I say… fill me up with your cum?”

My cock twitched in her hand, and Sam giggled. “It’s like magic.”

“Keep going,” I said.

She turned up her bedroom eyes and bit her lip. “Fuck me like you own me.”

My cock throbbed again, pulsing in waves while my head grew dizzy with lust. I licked the dryness from my lips and nodded, my voice ragged. “Yeah. That’s it.”

She grinned. “Does putting a baby inside me excite you too?”

I couldn’t take anymore. “You know it does.” I leaned down and scooped Sam up off her feet, cradling her naked body in my arms.

She giggled and let loose a playful shriek while she kicked her feet and wrapped her arms around my neck. “Do you always take charge?”

“When I see something I want, I get possessive,” I said.

She buried her face in my neck and licked her way up to my inner ear. Her warm breath curled inside my ear and sent a jolt of energy rushing down my spine. “I need you inside me,” she whispered before she pulled my earlobe between her lips.

I laid Sam down on the bed and towered over her, my cock swaying from side-to-side.

Sam crawled across the bed on all fours until she reached the center. She leaned forward onto her elbows, forcing her ass into the air. With her legs parted, she presented me with her glistening wet pussy. Sammie turned her head back toward me and frowned. “What are you waiting for? Fuck me, Matthew.”

My legs turned to mush and my heart raced as if I were running the mile at a dead sprint. I crawled onto the bed and inched my way toward my waiting MILF goddess. Her golden hair spilled onto the comforter and her big tits jiggled sidewinder style beneath her chest.

She edged her hips in slow circles as if in anticipation, and I prayed that I wouldn’t come inside the first ten seconds.

I held my breath and guided my tip along her warm, wet trench.

Sam moaned and edged backward, forcing my tip deeper into her pink folds until my tip caught in her tight hole. She gyrated her hips while I inched my cock forward and backward, sliding deeper inside her with every slow push.

I watched my thick meaty shaft disappear inside her tight pussy, her pussy lips clinging to my manhood like a second skin.

She let out a sharp gasp and grunted while grabbing fistfuls of her bedspread. “Oh, baby. I’m yours. Fuck me, Matthew.”

In one crisp motion, I drove my cock forward, fully impaling her with my steel-hard shaft. Tight and pulsing, her pussy squirmed over my rod and I felt her muscles quiver in waves.

Sam let out a low moan and squeezed her ass cheeks, tightening her grip on my cock. She paused for a long moment as if to catch her breath before she pushed backward, deepening my penetration until my tip met resistance against her cervix.

With my cock buried deep inside my dream girl, I edged forward and backward, fucking Sam while the bed let out its first squeaks of protest.

Her groans competed with the squeaky springs, and the gentle slapping of our skin added to the harmony of our coupling. Harder and faster, I fucked her while Sam’s tits slapped together under her body. She pushed herself off the bed and braced herself on her hands. Sammie glanced over her shoulder toward me and her eyes washed over with lust.

I squeezed her ass and watched my cock slide in and out, growing fatter and hotter while my balls prepared to raise the white flag. I gritted my teeth and slapped Sam’s ass, eliciting a deep moan of satisfaction.

“Again,” she mumbled, her breath coming out hard and ragged.

I slapped her soft ass cheek again, harder, leaving behind a red handprint.

She groaned and ground her hips in circles, plumbing her pussy with my cock. “Unnngghhh… yes, baby. Don’t fucking stop — so close.” She pushed herself up and arched her back just enough to change the angle of penetration. Sam reached behind her, wrapped her hand around my neck, and pulled my face to hers.

Our lips met and our tongues lashed, hot and furious.

I cupped Sam’s tits in my hands and squeezed her nipples while I rammed her hard and fast.

She moaned in my mouth and gasped before her body tremored under the weight of an orgasm. She dug her fingers into the base of my neck and her pussy writhed, undulating in waves over my cock buried inside her to the hilt.

My head flashed, and I sucked Sam’s tongue between my lips a second before my balls erupted in climax. I blasted hot jets of cum deep inside the beautiful young mommy, filling her with my seed while her body shook.

Sam ground her hips and sank backward onto my cock while her pussy milked the biggest orgasm of my life.

I kneaded her tits in my hands and squeezed while I pumped the last drops of my fading orgasm into her womb.

She fell forward onto the bed and I fell in behind her, bracing myself on the bed with my cock still buried deep inside.

Sam laid flat on her belly with her ass raised and her legs spread.

I continued pumping until my cock went still and I fell sideways off of her.

We lay together, naked, arms and legs entwined, while we caught our breath and prepared for round two.

Sam and I fucked three more times before the sun peeked through the seams in her plantation shutters. And we spent most of the next morning doing the same during our shower and one more time on the kitchen island after breakfast.

I spent the rest of the week at Sam’s house and cleared another five grand in poker earnings. With well over ten thousand in the bank, I planned to move on from the kiddie pool into the higher stakes games that required a real buy in. The question was, would the good times roll long enough to meet lucky lady number two?
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Samantha straddled my waist, riding me like a slow-motion teeter-totter. “Tell me again,” she said, her voice breathless.

I ran my hands up her thighs and squeezed her hips, willing myself not to release too soon. Warm, tight, and smooth, her pussy felt like riding a magic carpet, and her natural tits rocking in rhythmic circles weren’t helping. “You’re my star,” I said. “The first of my five great loves.”

She groaned and tipped her head back before scooping up her tits and tweaking her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. Like a velvety vise tightening with every push forward, she took in every inch of my manhood and squeezed. “What will we do with the second woman?” She asked before she let go of her tits, leaned forward, and braced herself on my chest.

Her golden hair tickled my chest and my cock pulsed inside her, stretching her canal with my steely girth. “We’ll bring her into our bed,” I said while I slid my hands along her sides and cupped her swaying tits. “We’ll fuck her together.”

Sam groaned, her blonde locks flying wildly over her face and tits. She picked up speed pushing her hips forward and backward grinding my cock to dust. “Oh, baby. That’s way too hot.” She could barely speak and the words came out raw and jumbled.

The bedsprings squeaked furiously, and the headboard rocked hard enough to shake the bedside tables.

I ran my hands around to her ass cheeks, squeezed each firm cheek in my palms, and held on for dear life.

She fucked me harder, her hips moving in a blur of motion. Sammie let out loud primal moans that I was sure poor Ben could hear three rooms down. Her tits slapped together with every hard bounce and her thighs bounced off my hips while she dug her fingertips into my muscled chest.

Ever since I told her three weeks ago, Sam had grown obsessed with Leslie Bane’s prophetic reading. Initially, I had worried about her reaction, but it turned out that worry was misplaced. Despite Sam’s innocent exterior, she had a treasure trove of fantasies and she was ready, willing, and able to explore them all. Those fantasies included hookups that involved me, her and multiple female partners. She had bottled up her inner-Genie for too long, and she had grown rabid with her sexual appetite. If I didn’t stumble over woman number two soon, she would milk me dry.

“Matt, Matt… ohhhh, baby.” She chanted my name in time with the pounding she unleashed on my balls. Her hair flung in every direction and I grabbed hold of her tits for fear the slapping action would leave her bruised.

“Yes,” she screamed and her body went rigid before she let out a long moan and dug her fingers into my shoulders. I could almost see the orgasmic wave crashing into her consciousness while she parted her lips and sucked in a deep breath.

I gazed up at the goddess riding me. Her full lips, pert nose, and angelic face were the two scoops of ice cream atop a body built for the pages of Playboy magazine. The luck I had securing Sam’s affections easily overcame the non-stop luck I had experienced at the poker tables. She was a dream come true, and I savored every second.

My orgasm steamrolled up my shaft and exploded inside her in a gush of hot milky cum. My balls spasmed and my head flashed while I deposited a liquid ocean of spunk deep inside the young blonde mommy.

Her pussy muscles clamped down around my shaft in toe-curling tightness and she fell forward, working her hips in a fast circular motion while she plumbed her depths with my steel-hard meat.

I continued blasting her with never-ending spurts of hot cum, my cock unrelenting despite our sexual interlude less than six hours earlier.

All at once, she relaxed and the weight of her body settled atop me like a comfortable pair of jeans. She breathed in quick shallow breaths while her big tits mashed down against my chest, her side boobs bulging out above my ribs.

The last remnants of my orgasm faded, and I dragged my fingers along Sam’s ass and over the steep curve of her hips before climbing up her spine and igniting a flurry of goose bumps across her shoulder blades.

She kissed me on the neck and worked her way up to my ear before finding her way to my face.

Our lips touched, and our mouths opened. Sammie moaned into my mouth while our tongues twined fever-hot despite our mutual orgasms.

Despite the early morning hour, her lips and tongue tasted sweet and natural and my cock remained ramrod stiff while she deepened our kiss and let out low sweet moans.

Sammie ground her hips, still working my cock inside her pussy as she broke off our kiss long enough to push her blonde locks over her shoulder and gaze into my eyes.

My cock twitched and hardened while she continued pumping and doing something with her pussy muscles that sent an undulating wave of tightness rolling over my shaft.

Sammie pushed a lock of my hair off of my forehead and kissed me softly on the lips. “Baby, can you go again?” Her lips parted into a thin, devilish smile that touched the corners of her eyes.

“We’re already going again, aren’t we?” I grabbed hold of her ass and squeezed.

“Yep. Unless you go limp,” she said teasingly.

“It’s six am,” I said. “Don’t you ever sleep?”

“I was horny,” she said lightly kissing my lips before she nibbled on my lower lip and playfully tugged.

With one smooth motion, I flipped Sam over onto her back and pushed my fat cock inside her until I buried it completely in the soft folds of her velvety smooth canal.

She let out a squeal of delight and tightened her legs around my waist and squeezed her arms around my shoulders. “I love it when you take charge.” Her blue eyes sparked with wild lust and her golden hair splayed out on the surrounding pillows.

I rammed her hard and fast, lighting up the bed with a fresh round of squeaky springs and banging headboards.

Twenty minutes later, Sam came again and so did I, but this time we collapsed beside each other, spent before the day had even started. A few minutes after, we climbed into the shower together, actually showering with soap and shampoo.

“What are your plans for the day?” Sam asked me while she lathered my back with a big bar of white soap.

I rinsed the shampoo from my hair while I answered her. “There’s a poker game in my old neighborhood,” I said. “It’s actually a couple of doors down from my dad’s place.”

“I worry about you going to those games,” she said, working the soap over my stomach before lathering my shaft and balls. “Why can’t you just play online? You’re still winning, right?”

“I’ll be fine. It’s perfectly safe. And yes, I’m still winning, but this is a higher stakes game,” I said. “If I’m winning, why not take advantage of my streak?”

Sammie sighed contentedly and kissed the nape of my neck. “If you say so.” She continued washing my cock until it hardened in her hand. “If we had time, I would fuck you right here and now.”

“Hmmm…. If we’re running out of time, I better make sure you’re squeaky clean.” I picked up the bar of soap from the tray and turned around to face her.

Sam’s tits glistened under the warm water, and her long hair hung straight down her back. Her nipples turned up slightly on her perfectly proportioned tits and I ran the bar of soap over one and then the other before tweaking her nipples to hardness.

“Are you going to clean the rest of me or just my boobs?” She smiled and wrapped her arms around my neck.

“The other parts will get clean too.” I squeezed her tits between my fingers, playing with her slippery mounds and rock-hard nipples.

“We’ll run out of hot water before you’re satisfied.” She nibbled on my lower lip and slid her tongue out over mine.

I inched forward and moved my hands from tits to her ass. “See, I’m an equal opportunity employer.”

She giggled and kissed along my neck. “That feels good.” She rested her head on my shoulder and sighed. “I could stay in here all day.”

“I’m pretty sure Ben would notice our absence.”

“Speaking of, we need to hurry. I have to make him breakfast before school.”

I put away my wandering hands, and we rinsed off before I fetched a towel for Sam. “What are your plans?”

“I’m chaperoning a bunch of eight-year-olds on a field trip. Care to join me?” Her tone was as sarcastic as the grin on her face.

“Maybe next time?” I said unconvincingly.

“Yeah, right.” She dried her body with the towel before wrapping it around her head and stepping out of the shower completely naked.

“Then again, hot mom’s really do it for me. Maybe I should go.” I dried off my hair while Sammie stepped up to the sink.

“You think you might find your second lady on a third-grade field trip?” Sam turned around to face me, letting her eyes drift down to my cock.

“You never know, right?” I stepped close and wrapped my arms around her waist before I cupped her ass cheeks and squeezed. “But you’ll always be number one.” I kissed her softly and Sam smiled up at me, her expression satisfied.

“And don’t you forget it.”

I cupped her tits and leaned down to kiss her shoulder. “I’ll pick up dinner so you don’t have to cook. What sounds good?”

Sam’s lips curled into a knowing smile. She reached down and grabbed my cock. “You sound good.”

My cock hardened in her hand, and I drew her in tight. “That can be arranged.” I picked Sam up and gently set her down on the bathroom sink.

Her tits jiggled into place, and her eyes widened with surprise. “Matthew, we don’t have time.”

I leaned in and kissed her. Our lips parted and our tongues met.

Sammie sighed and drew me in tight before she wrapped her legs around my waist. “Okay, but we have to make it super fast.”

I slipped inside her and we spent the next five minutes grunting and grinding on the bathroom counter before I exploded inside her for the third time that morning.

Afterward, she leaned back against the mirror with her legs spread. A thin line of jizz ran from her pretty pink pussy along her inner thigh before it drizzled onto the bathroom tile. She gazed up at me, her eyes heavy with satiated lust. “Well, at least part of you gets to come with me on the field trip.”
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I had the Uber driver drop me off a few houses down from the poker game. I wasn’t afraid of getting caught sneaking into a poker game. I knew most of the guys playing and knew the game was legitimate. In fact, I had gone to high school with two of the players, including the son of the couple who owned the house.

What worried me was running into my father. My old house was two doors down and way too close for comfort. I didn’t hate my dad, and he didn’t hate me. But our relationship was entirely surface and I would just as soon avoid the stilted, awkward conversation that would assuredly arise. That said, I didn’t anticipate running into my father. He worked fourteen-hour days and when he was home, he mostly had avoided me and when I had lived with him. The guy lived on a pile of money and had not a cent to spare — not even for my college. I had put myself through college with my poker earnings, and with only one semester to go, I was home free as far as tuition went.

With a baseball cap pulled down low hiding my eyes, I put my hands in my pockets and kept my eyes trained on the sidewalk at my feet.

The September morning was cool and pleasant, with a light breeze and plenty of sunshine. The first pleasant hints of autumn were in the air, and part of me felt sad for the long winter to come. But Sam was an awfully beautiful woman with whom to snuggle the winter away.

I stopped outside the Fujimura’s big white mansion and dared a peek down the street toward my dad’s house.

My childhood house was a 1950s modern architecture design, completely renovated with all the latest bells and whistles. My dad must have sunk a fortune into it, it’s too bad he never enjoyed it. I made out the flat roofline, and the sun bounced off the chrome and glass exterior. His gate was closed tight, and I was kidding myself if I thought I might actually run into my father.

I turned back to T’s house or I should say his parents’ house. It was big, white, and audacious with a driveway that curled through a mini-forest of Japanese maples. I hit the button on the intercom and a second later T’s grinning face appeared on a video screen.

“Wassup, Mattie,” T said.

T was short for Toshiro, but nobody ever called him Toshiro except for his mother.

I grinned back. “It’s been a minute,” I said. “You gonna buzz me in or leave me out here for the buzzards?”

He frowned. “No way, dude.” T glanced over his shoulder and back at me before he leaned in close to the camera. “One of the dude’s here is a high roller straight from Japan. Are you sure you’re up for this?”

“Who is he?” I asked.

“Toshi’s fiancé,” he said.

My jaw dropped, and a pit opened up in my stomach. “Your sister is engaged? I thought your dad had her on twenty-four lock down.”

“Dude, whatever you do, don’t speak about the engagement to Toshi. She’s super fucking sensitive about it.”

Why was she sensitive about an engagement? “Toshi is here?” My stomach swirled with nervous anticipation. Toshi Fujimura was four-years older than T and I and knee-deep in her third year of med school. The Fujimura’s had moved to Chicago when Toshi was six and T was two. I met T in the first grade and we had grown up fast friends. Besides Dwayne, T was the best friend I had in Chicago.

“Yeah. She’s here until the wedding.” T grinned. “Dude, you look like you’ve just seen a ghost.”

“I….” I didn’t what to say. I hadn’t seen Toshi in four years, and back then she was beyond stunning. Twenty years ago, T and Toshi’s mother was a Japanese movie idol before she had married their father, and Toshi had cornered the genetic market when it came to stunning natural beauty.

“You’re still hung up on my sister?” T shook his head as if judging me a pathetic pussy-whipped nerd. “Give it up, dude.”

My cheeks flushed with heat. “Just buzz me in for Christ’s sake.”

T rolled his eyes, and the buzzer sounded on the door by the gate.

Mrs. F, as I used to call her, had decorated the interior of the Fujimura mansion in a high-end but traditional Japanese design. There were silk screens, a tearoom, decorative futons, and tatami mats covering the floors. Floor cushions surrounded low wooden tables and exotic orchids, violets, and even Japanese cherry blossoms sprung up from every nook and cranny. Light flowed through the shou-ji, a traditional paper partition that the Fujimura’s used to separate different areas of the house.

T and I spent a lot of time in their backyard Japanese garden, and Mr. F had grown increasingly dedicated to gardening as the years rolled by.

Just inside the front door, I slipped off my shoes and scanned the entrance for any sign of Toshi. “Where are your parents?”

“Japan,” T said. “Meeting Mr. Wonderful’s parents.”

My jaw hit the floor. “Your dad left Toshi here alone with her fiancé?”

T laughed. “It ain’t like that, brother.” He lowered his voice and leaned in. “She doesn’t want anything to do with him.”

I frowned. “What? They’re engaged, right?”

T shook his head. “Dude, keep up. My parents are arranging this shit.”

I blinked and gazed at him stone-faced. “Say what?” Toshi hadn’t grown up in traditional Japan. She was completely inducted into American culture, accent and all. Neither she nor T had shown any interest in Japanese culture — maybe that was the problem. Their father, Yukio, was very traditional and had forbidden his daughter from dating any American boy’s, present company included. In fact, he demanded that she date only Japanese boys, but she never found a boy she liked.

T laughed. “You know my pops.”

“When is the wedding?”

“Three months,” he said. “In Japan.”

“Shit. So much for an invite.”

T laughed and shook his head. “Come on, dude. Let’s go play cards.”

He led me through the house and I kept an eye wired for Toshi. Unfortunately, I didn’t see her. “Who’s playing?”

He glanced sideways at me while he opened the basement door. “Me, you, Greg Beck, Conner Kent, and the one and only Juro Uno.”

“He’s the fiancé?”

“Yep. He’s working at his company’s US office until he takes Toshi home for the wedding.”

“And moving here after?”

T stopped at the top of the basement steps. “I told you not to talk about it.”

“Fuck, I’m curious. I’ve known Toshi my whole life.”

“You just want to get down her pants.”

My cheeks flushed with a second round of heat, this time spreading to the back of my neck. “Shut the fuck up.”

“They’re not coming back to Chicago,” T whispered. “He’s moving her to Japan.”

“She’s got one more year left in medical school,” I said.

T shook his head and made a motion of slicing his neck with a knife. “That’s done.”

“What?” I nearly shouted, and T reached up and clamped his hand over my mouth.

“Shhhhh.” He glared at me. “Juro will hear you.”

Fuck Juro. “She must be enraged.”

T rolled his eyes. “Duh.” He took his hand off my mouth. “Are we done with twenty questions?”

“Lead the way, your highness,” I said while I stepped aside and gestured toward the stairs.

I followed T into a basement that embodied modern-day Chicago. A pool table, bar, and more than one flat screen TV dominated the space. There were Cubs banner and Bears posters framed and hanging above the bar. Past the movie room and through another door, T had created a poker room.

I followed him into the poker room, and T shut the door behind us.

A serious looking Japanese guy, chisel-jawed and handsome, sat at the poker table tapping on his phone. Greg, who was a mutual friend of T and I’s we met through playing poker, hovered over a bowl of chips and chatted with another American who I didn’t recognize.

I presumed the American was Connor, which made the dude at the poker table Juro, Toshi’s fiancé.

T led me to the table, and Juro stood to meet me.

“Matt, this is Juro Uno, my sister’s fiancé,” T said. “Juro, this is one of my best friends, Matt McCoy.”

He didn’t crack a smile, but barely bowed before he extended his hand formally. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr. McCoy,” Juro said, his English perfect, although his accent was slight but noticeable. “Toshiro says you’re quite the player.”

It took me a minute to put together that he was referring to T when he said Toshiro. Even Mr. F called him T. “T — I mean, Toshiro has a flare for the dramatic. He’s overstating my skill.”

Greg and Connor joined us at the table and T introduced me to Connor — T’s friend from college. I had played with Greg in the past and even though he was good, I beat him far more often than I lost.

“You guys ready?” T asked.

We took our seats while T went over the rules and dealt the first hand. Two and a half hours later, Greg and Connor were out, leaving me, Juro, and T to finish the game.

T was down to his last hand and Juro and I were on even footing, roughly splitting the rest of the pot fifty-fifty. All in all, I would clear eight grand if I won. With a two-thousand dollar buy in, the money was nothing for these rich boys, but for me the pot represented the biggest haul of my life. I brought the two-thousand dollar buy-in mentally prepared to lose every dime, but I had no intention of walking away empty-handed.

With Greg and Connor out, they took turns playing dealer. Greg finished shuffling and announced to the table, “ante-up gentlemen.”

I glanced between Juro and T. “You mind if we take five? Nature calls.”

Juro stared at me, his expression stone-faced and unreadable. I couldn’t tell if he wanted to murder me or fall asleep. Either way, it creeped me out. But it wasn’t any different from his expression for last three hours. He had spoken only for the sake of making a game move, made no eye contact, and expressed about as much emotion as Mr. Spock.

Juro tilted his head in in what I presumed was agreement but didn’t move a muscle. In fact, he hadn’t moved since we sat down, which also left me disturbed. Didn’t the guy ever have to take a piss?

T stretched her arms out and yawned before he stood and stretched again, working his arms over his head one by one.

“Jesus, dude,” Greg said. “You preparing for a marathon or something?”

T grinned and flipped Greg the bird. “Mattie is playing an old poker game.” He turned to face me. “Aren’t you Mattie?”

I stood and turned to face T. “What are you talking about?”

T stifled a yawn. “You’re calling a timeout to ice the kicker.”

I glanced down at his measly pot and back up at him before answering. “You’re the kicker in this scenario?”

“Fuck you,” T said. “Go take a leak.”

“Don’t use the basement shitter,” Greg said. “I think it’s clogged.”

T glared at Greg. “You clogged my fucking toilet? Really?”

Greg blushed and shrugged. “I had steak last night. Sorry.”

“That’s fucking gross. I should make you plunge it,” T said.

“Uhh… which one should I use?” I asked, not really wanting to discuss Greg’s digestive system with the table.

“The one upstairs by the kitchen,” he said before he and Greg resumed their argument.

I headed upstairs and slipped into the bathroom by the kitchen. When I came out, I heard rustling sounds coming from the kitchen and walked around the corner expecting to find T.

Toshi Fujimura stood in front of the refrigerator, the light from the interior bathing her face in a soft white glow. She wore an old white t-shirt, cutoff at the midriff, the material thin and full of holes. A shirt that barely contained two of the finest breasts I had ever laid eyes on. They strained the front of the t-shirt, causing the shirt to hang inches away from her exposed tummy. Firm yet soft, her stomach showcased her porcelain smooth skin and equally creamy complexion. She had stolen a page from the Samantha Baker guide to comfortable fashion, and I was all in.

My stomach rose, then plummeted as if I’d just fallen from the Tower of Terror at Disney World. My heart lurched and went straight to fifth gear with the gas pedal pressed to the floor. I stood frozen, gazing at the Japanese beauty, unsure if I should say something or simply slink off into the night.

She wore a pair of tight black yoga shorts highlighting her perfect ass and strong firm legs. At five-foot-two, Toshi was petite by any standard, but her body was built for pure sex and she had only grown hotter with age.

Heeding T’s warning, I turned to go when Toshi’s voice stopped me in my tracks.

“Matt? Is that you?” Toshi said from behind me.

Her voice was soft and sweet, embodying her pure innocence. Despite fucking Sam three times that morning, my cock tugged at my jeans and I turned around to face Toshi.

Her almond-shaped hazel eyes gleamed with joy and her long silky dark hair hung straight over her shoulders, ending halfway down her back. She had a pert nose, full pink lips, and wore not a lick of makeup. But what caused a spike of adrenaline that left my legs wobbly and my head spinning was her t-shirt.

A weathered image of the Japanese flag stretched across her enormous mounds. An image built around the infamous rising sun.

It was the first clear prophetic symbol representing lady number two I had seen in weeks, and my head spun with the possibility. “Toshi. Hi.” I forced a grin and stood there like an idiot with pulse racing so hard I could have bent over and gasped for breath.

“Oh my, God. Look at you.” She crossed the kitchen and opened her arms for a hug. Her big natural tits swayed, clearly braless under the thin cotton material.

I leaned down while she perched on her tiptoes.

Toshi wrapped her arms around my neck while I slid my hands around her waist. My already high heart rate doubled, and I wasn’t sure where to put my hands. I settled my palms on the sides of her waist and her soft, warm flesh practically came alive under my touch.

She flattened her soft breasts against my chest and the faint scent of strawberry wafted over my nose, igniting an intense desire to kiss her from somewhere deep inside me.

My cock pulsed with lust, growing heavy and thick before she backed off an inch and gazed up into my eyes.

“Wow.” She grabbed my hands while her gaze traveled up and down my body. “You, sir, are all grown up.”

I felt an instant connection to her and my head swam with fevered lust. My cheeks flushed with heat and I focused on her beautiful hazel eyes for fear of my gaze falling on the soft swell of the cleavage leaking from the V-neck opening. “What’s it been? Four years?”

Toshi folded her arms under her tits and gazed upward as if thinking. “I was at your high school graduation, so yeah — four years.”

Her beauty was so distracting that I had a hard time holding her gaze. It was as if she could see straight through me, and I worried how she might react if she knew how much I wanted her. “How’s med school?”

“Hard,” she sighed and her smile faded slightly. “But I love it.”

I winced. T warned me not to bring up her engagement. Even though med school wasn’t directly related to the engagement, it was a reminder of what she would have to give up. Now, I didn’t know what to ask her about, but I didn’t want the conversation to end. It was a rare treat to get alone time with Toshi Fujimura. A treat I had long craved, but never had the opportunity to explore. Between our age gap and Mr. F running constant interference in his daughter’s life, she was like a modern-day Rapunzel. I would love nothing more than to be the Prince Charming who climbed the tower and sprung her freer. “Sorry, Toshi. T told me about the engagement.” There was no use beating around the bush.

Toshi’s chin quivered, and her eyes welled with tears.

“God, Toshi, I’m sorry. Don’t cry.”

She shook her head. “Oh, Matt. I feel so trapped.” She brushed away a tear leaking from the corner of her eye.

On instinct, I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around Toshi’s tiny frame, enveloping her in a full body hug. “What can I do?”

Toshi broke down sobbing. She wrapped her arms tight around my waist while she flattened her entire body against mine. “I wish I could just go home with you.” She rested her head against my chest and I stroked her long silky hair while I breathed in her intoxicating scent.

If I took her home with me, Mr. F would kill me and I could only imagine what Juro would do. I rubbed my hands down her back and felt nothing but bare skin beneath her t-shirt, confirming my suspicion. She wasn’t wearing a bra. A rush of pure ecstasy ping-ponged through my body and my cock stiffened to full-rigid proportions. “Why is your father doing this?”

Toshi squeezed me tight, her breasts soft and squishy. Her nipples hardened against my chest and I continued to stroke her hair while she quietly sobbed in my arms. “I don’t know. He told me if I don’t marry Juro I’ll bring shame to the entire family.”

My father had cut me off without threatening so first. It wasn’t that bad. That said, family was everything for T and Toshi. She would sooner die than bring shame to her family. But an instinct told me there was more to the story. Mr. F loved his daughter, and I never imagined him marrying her off to someone she didn’t love. “There must be more to it then that? What does your mom say?”

Toshi rubbed her thumbs up and down my back. The intimated touch spiked my adrenaline. “She won’t talk to me about it.”

My heart thundered in my chest. Would she let me slide my hands lower? Hands trembling, I glided my palms along her lower back and rested my fingertips on the upper swell of her ass cheeks. Toshi didn’t flinch. “Can we meet somewhere and talk it through?”

Toshi sighed and dug her fingers into the muscles in my lower back. “Matt? Can I tell you a secret?”

My heart beat so hard and fast I could barely breathe. “What?” I licked the dryness from my lips while Toshi spread out her fingers and slipped them under my shirt.

“Do you remember the time me, you, and T went out for dinner and a movie?”

I remembered. It was shortly before I graduated from high school. Toshi was a senior at Northwestern, and the three of us had an impromptu night out. “Yes.”

She worked her hands deeper under my shirt, her fingertips exploring my bare skin, and her breathing grew labored. “I fantasized that you and I were out on a date. Is that weird?”

I dared to inch my hands lower until my palms rested firmly on each of Toshi’s magical ass cheeks… she didn’t resist. “That would be a dream come true for me.”

“Really?” She stepped impossibly closer and moved my knee between her parted legs. “You would take me out on a date?”

“In a heartbeat.” I squeezed her ass softly and my cock pulsed against the front of my jeans.

The air was thick with electric sex, and Toshi gently ground her pussy against my upper thigh. “Maybe someday,” she said wistfully.

I slipped my fingers inside the waistband of Toshi’s yoga shorts and across the smooth creamy flesh of her bare ass. “God, Toshi. I want you so bad.”

“Oh, Matt.” She pulled one hand out of my shirt and lowered it to the bulge in the front of my jeans. “So do I.” Her voice came out breathless, rushed and barely more than a whisper. She traced the outline of my cock with her fingers and continued to grind her crotch against my upper thigh.

“What the hell are you guys doing?” T’s voice came from behind us.

Toshi pushed away from me so hard and fast I almost fell down. Her tits jiggled and her hard nipples strained the front of her t-shirt. Her eyes widened and her cheeks flashed bright red.

My cock tented the front of my jeans and I reached down to shift it into place before turning to find T gaping at both of us.

Toshi folded her arms over her tits and ran past T and I before disappearing from the kitchen.

“I leave you alone for five minutes and you’re practically fucking my sister in the kitchen?” T didn’t look as pissed as he did exasperated.

“Sorry, I… I lost control.”

“Do you have some sort of magical power,” T said. “Toshi doesn’t do that… ever.” He chuckled and shook his head. “Man, if you took her virginity before the wedding, my father’s head would explode.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Virginity?”

T rolled his eyes. “Forget I said anything, Romeo. Get your ass back to the game.”
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Over the next hour, my pot slowly dwindled until Juro stood on the brink of victory. I couldn’t get my mind off of Toshi and our kitchen encounter. I could still smell her on my and the memory of her soft, warm body haunted my brain. Was she really a virgin? I don’t know why that surprised me. Her father kept her on a short leash, and she had never dated anyone.

As the hands went by, I got lost in the math and calculating the probabilities. Toshi had thrown me off my game. Was the sun on her t-shirt a false flag or the real deal? I didn’t know and it was too early to tell. What I knew was that I felt a deep, instant connection with her and I was certain she felt the same way.

Juro’s stone-faced mask had slipped revealing a smug, almost arrogant preening of his inevitable win. For the better part of an hour, he had worn a thin smile and sat back in his chair, his body slack with a near complete disregard for me and my skills. He made idol conversation with T in Japanese. I knew enough of the language from Toshi, T, and Mrs. F that I picked up on the general direction of the conversation.

Juro had made comments to T about my poker skills or I should say, my lack of poker skills. He told T that next time he hoped he would bring someone with more skill and if I was the best Chicago offered then he might head to Las Vegas over the weekend to find a real game.

T glanced sideways at me, knowing full well I understood most of what Juro said. I didn’t care. All I wanted was Toshi.

After the game mercifully ended, I thanked Juro, Greg, and Connor for the game while T walked me to the door.

“Sorry, dude,” T said as he held the front door open for me. “I told you, he’s an asshole.”

I shrugged. “Can I have Toshi’s phone number?”

T laughed. “Nice try. Hell no, you can’t.”

“Come on, man. I just burned two grand in your basement.”

“You’ll lose a lot more than that if you go playing with fire. She’s off limits.”

“But —

T held up his hand, cutting me off. “Would I like to see you and Toshi hook up? Hell, yeah, I would. You two would be great together. Is it ever going to happen? Fuck no.”

“That’s not your place to say,” I said.

“Trust me, Matt. I’m doing you a favor. Shit, Toshi has had a crush on you for years. But I’m not putting either of you through the hell that would come of that relationship.”

My stomach lurched. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Knowing I could’ve hooked up with Toshi years ago left an empty gnawing in the pit in my stomach. “You never told me?”

“I’ve had to talk her out of making a move on you about a half-dozen times,” T said. “Including six months ago. She sat out in front of your flat for thirty minutes trying to work up the courage to knock on your door. My dad tracked her GPS and sent me to get her. I made up a bullshit story about a flat tire.”

“What the fuck?” I glared at T. “Toshi’s a grown woman. You have no right —

He sighed. “Matt, I don’t want to cut you off as a friend, but I will if I have to. Forget about Toshi. Now, go before Juro comes snooping around.” T closed the door in my face.

I gazed up at the Fujimura’s house fuming with desperation and my mind locked on the orange sun glowing between the braless swell of Toshi’s amazing tits.
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For the first time in a week, I went back to my apartment and took a cold shower. Visions of Toshi’s rock-hard nipples and supple ass danced through my imagination. I briefly considered jerking off but decided against it. After an hour with Sam, I would find the sweet relief I was looking for.

I cut off the water and stepped out of the shower in time to hear my phone buzz on the sink.

It was my brother, Luke. I quickly mopped off and answered my phone. “Hey, Luke. What’s up?”

“Hey there, Romeo,” he said.

The word Romeo reminded me of Toshi, and a nervous pang of doubt pricked the back of my head. Was he referring to Stella, Sam, or God forbid, Lacy? “Ha, ha. What’s up?”

“We’re having a birthday party and camp out for Lisa at Stone Creek Farms. Can you and Samantha make it?”

I let go of my held breath and leaned back against the bathroom counter. “Camp out? Isn’t that the place that does wagon rides and pumpkin carving?”

“Yes. Lacy thought Ben might like to come. There’s an extra cabin available for you guys if you want it.”

“Cabin, eh? It’s a sleepover? How many rug rats do I have to dodge?”

“That’s why we bring beer,” he said. “If you aren’t in for the kid stuff, then maybe you should send Sam my way.”

I wanted to ask him if Stella would be there, but I was afraid to ask. Since Lisa was Stella’s niece, I assumed she would. That was another kettle of worms entirely. Hopefully, Stella’s reception wouldn’t be too frosty, but I had to face the music sometime. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“I can’t believe you bagged her.” He sighed. “Some guys have all the luck.”

I grinned at the irony. “Yep. I’m lucky alright. When is this little shin-dig of yours?”

“This weekend. Don’t worry, there will be plenty of adults too. We’ll have a bonfire and we have a few teenagers willing to play babysitter if we all pitch in a few bucks.”

“Done,” I said. “I’ll check with Sam, but go ahead and count us in.”

“Good deal. See you soon.”

I hung up the phone and finished drying off. My brother was right. I was lucky to have Sam, and if Toshi was lady number two, then it would happen naturally. I should worry more about Stella meeting Sam than getting down Toshi’s pants. Besides, it was the first time I could test Lacy’s open invitation to grope whenever I wanted. That was, if I had the balls to try.
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Sam was all in for a camp out and so was Ben. By the time Saturday rolled around, Ben couldn’t get out of the car fast enough when we pulled up to our cabin. Sam and I climbed out of the car after him and I took her hand before we wandering inside our cabin to check it out.

Stone Creek was a full-featured, working apple orchard, pumpkin farm, and campsite. The farm provided hay rides, bonfires, pumpkin carving, face painting, a corn maze and twenty other family-fun activities.

Our log cabin was quaint and rustic. It had two-bedrooms, a bathroom, and a family room with games, books, and other offline activities to keep the family fully engaged even after the sunset.

After dispersing our luggage, we found the party inside an open barn. My brother huddled around a trough of icy beers, while Lacy bent over a cake, slicing off pieces and placing them on little party plates.

Stella grabbed a couple of plates heavy with cake and walked them over to a table filled with kids ranging in age from four to ten.

I locked my gaze on Lacy and drank in her magnificent curves.

Lacy wore a tight, V-necked, black t-shirt and a pair of skinny jeans that hugged her curvy hips. Mommy cleavage billowed from her t-shirt and her raven hair hung in shiny looping curls over her shoulders.

Stella looked even more amazing than the last time I saw her. She wore a pair of faded blue jeans with time-worn holes decorating the thighs, an old flannel button-down shirt tied off at her midriff and a tight red tank top beneath showcasing her delicious twenty-year-old chest. Her brown hair hung loose over her shoulders, bouncing and bobbing while she distributed birthday cake.

Having to pick between Stella and Sam had been one of life’s cruelest jokes. My cock twitched in my jeans while I watched the sisters move, and Sam squeezed my hand.

I glanced sideways as she leaned in close to me.

Sam locked her eyes on Stella’s ass. “Please don’t tell me that’s Stella,” she whispered in my ear.

I frowned “Why?”

“God, Matt. She’s super fucking hot. You picked me over her?” Sam twined her fingers in mine, deepening our connection. She licked her lips and her eyes roamed over the stunning brown-haired beauty.

“I love you,” I said. “That doesn’t mean I wouldn’t mind… well, you know.”

Sam perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek. “I feel like I won the grand prize.”

“Come on,” I said. “We may as well get over the icy reception.”

Ben had already fallen in with two boys at the kids’ table and was engaged with pizza, cake, and little boy fart jokes.

I approached Stella, still holding Sam’s hand.

Stella set down two plates loaded with chocolate cake before two six-year-olds, then turned and came face-to-face with me.

Her eyes lit up, and she smiled wide. “Matt, you made it.” She threw her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a tight hug.

Sam let go of my hand and stood back, no doubt enjoying the show.

I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. What a woman. She showed not a hint of anger or jealousy, and I silently cursed at the Gods for making me pick Sam over Stella. “Hey, Stell,” I said, sliding my arms around her waist and returning her hug.

She buried her head in my neck and sighed. “I was so worried you were still mad at me. I wasn’t sure if you would come.”

“Mad at you?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Stella, you should be mad at me.”

She broke off the hug and stepped back, picking up my hands in hers. She bit her lower lip and gazed up at me adorably. “I wasn’t sure if you ever got over the way I treated you.”

Her brown hair hung in soft waves over her face, leaving one of her dazzling blue eyes half-hidden in soft shadows. She was incredibly beautiful, and I almost forgot about Sam standing a few feet away.

I had to turn away from her before I drowned in those eyes and lost myself forever. “Stella, this is my girlfriend, Samantha Baker,” I said.

Stella only let go of one of my hands while she turned to face Sam. “It’s nice to meet you. You’re a lucky girl.” She extended her free hand and Sam took it.

“Nice to meet you. Matt was right — you are very pretty.”

Stella grinned and feigned shock. “He said that?””

“He did,” Sam said. “You look like you could use some help with the kids.”

“That would be great,” Stella said, finally dropping my hand. “The cider gallons are still up at the shop. I could use a hand.”

“Lead the way,” Sam said before she fell in line behind Stella. She shot me a glance over her shoulder, winked, and blew me a kiss before tipping her head toward Lacy and mouthing the words - go for it.

Stella abruptly turned to face me. “Matt, are you spending the night?” She looked hopeful and the way she held her hands in front of her forced her amazing tits together, squeezing her red tank top between the deep crevice of cleavage.

My loins stirred, and I licked the dryness from my lips before nodding. “Yeah. You?”

Her smile widened. “Definitely.”

She was supremely confident or didn’t care that Sam was my girlfriend. Unfortunately, unlike the stars covering Stella the last time, there was no sign of a sun symbol anywhere.

Stella picked up Sam’s hand and the two of them disappeared from the barn, leaving me alone with my knockout-hot sister-in-law.

Lacy put down the knife and turned away from the cake before crossing to the other side of the barn and disappearing behind a wall.

I followed in her wake and rounded the corner to find Lacy struggling to hang a pinata from a girder just out of her reach.

This was it. The moment I had waited for. My hands trembled and my heart raced while I crept forward and stopped behind Lacy.

She stood on her tiptoes, trying to tie off the pinata, oblivious to my presence. Her t-shirt had slid up exposing her flat tummy and her tits jiggled deliciously inside her the tight confines of her bra.

I slid my hands around her waist and across the warm skin of her tummy while I whispered, “Peekaboo.”

Lacy flinched and let out a sharp shriek and dropped the pinata without turning to face me. “Matt, you scared me.” She reached down and ran her hands over mine before running her palms over my wrists and up my arms. “But this is a pleasant surprise.”

I edged closer and pressed my suddenly rigid cock against her round, heart-shaped mommy ass.

Lacy pushed my hand under her shirt and ground her ass back against my crotch. “I was beginning to think you liked my little sister more than me.”

I reached inside her shirt and cupped her big, bra-clad tit, squeezing it in my hand. My cock flared, pulsing inside the valley of her ass crack. “That’s impossible.”

She glanced over her shoulder and smiled, flashing her perfect white teeth. “Are you here to help me hang the pinata?”

Why couldn’t there be some sign of a sun symbol? A sun-shaped pinata would have been perfect, but the pinata was shaped like a fucking donkey. Or even a sun-shaped emblem on her sweet ass. I sighed while I slid my other hand up inside her shirt and squeezed both her tits. “I have two pinatas, one in each hand.”

Lacy giggled and turned around to face me, which forced my hands out from under her shirt. She reached down and grabbed hold of my stiff cock before rubbing her thumb in a slow circle over my swollen knob. “I like a man who takes what he wants.”

I slid my hands around to her ass and squeezed while I gazed into her deep green eyes. “What if what I want is you?”

Lacy perched on her tiptoes and softly kissed me on the lips. “Baby, all you have to do is ask.”

My cock flared in her hand and I squeezed her ass cheeks, wishing away the denim separating my palms from her bare skin. “I’m officially asking.”

The buzz of little voices and little giggles sharpened and grew louder.

Lacy kissed me again, this time parting her lips and our tongues darted together before she broke it off and stepped back. “Right now, you need to hang this pinata and then help me carry in a few gifts from the car.”

My head spun and my cheeks flushed hot. I would walk over broken glass for her, so hanging a pinata wasn’t a problem. I nodded and licked my lips, gazing down at her pretty perfect face. “Yeah… I… uhh… right.”

Lacy wrapped her arms around my shoulder and kissed me again before she perched on her tiptoes and whispered in my ear, “If you keep making me horny like this, I won’t be able to resist much longer.” She backed away, straightened the bottom of her t-shirt, and handed me the pinata. “Help, please.”

I took the pinata and tied it on the cross-beam while the kids came into the room with my brother close behind.

“Hey, Matt,” he said. “When did you guys get here?”

I squeezed my eyes shut and a wave of guilt washed over me. What kind of brother was I to make a move on my Luke’s wife? But hadn’t Lacy hinted their marriage wasn’t as strong as it once was? Without turning around, I finished tying off the pinata and answered. “About twenty minutes ago,” I said. “Sam and Stella went to get the cider.”

“Sam and Stella? Wow. How did that happen?”

I finished the pinata and turned, meeting Lacy’s gaze before I faced my brother. I shrugged. “They hit it off.”

Lacy didn’t look the least bit guilty or even sad. She and my brother had once been inseparable. They spent every waking moment together in high school, and now they acted like strangers. What happened?

My brother flashed me a shit-eating grin. “Lucky, lucky, lucky.” He shook his head and eyed Lacy. “Can you believe this guy?”

Lacy shifted on her feet. “Some men are better with women than others.”

Ouch. Was that a dig at my brother?

The smile slid from Luke’s face, and he turned back to face me. “You ever feel like no matter what you do, you can’t win?”

I laughed. “Uh, yeah. You’re talking to the guy with the longest losing streak in Chicago history.”

“Matt, will you help me bring in those gifts?” Lacy said, her voice cool. “Luke, can you manage watching the kids for ten minutes?”

My brother’s expression turned gloomy and dark. “Whatever.” He found a seat near the window and took out his phone while the kids tried to jump and touch the pinata.

Lacy told the kids to sit tight and we would start the game soon.

I waited for her by the open door and she joined me a couple of minutes later.

We walked out of the barn together and headed toward a field of parked cars high on a hill.

“Sorry you had to hear that,” she said. “We’re going through a rough patch.”

“Then I’m the one who should be sorry. We should stop doing whatever it is we’re doing before my brother gets hurt.”

Lacy sighed. “You make me feel more alive in two minutes than your brother has in two years.”

We walked across the field and through rows of parked cars, making our way up the grassy hill.

“Lace, you know I want you. God, I can’t stop thinking about you,” I said. “But maybe we should cool it until you and Luke plan your next move.”

The sun hung low enough to blaze over the crest of the hill, and I had to shield my eyes while Lacy and I headed toward their SUV. Was this the sign I was looking for? Was Lacy truly my sun? It seemed liked a stretch. Maybe I was looking for signs that just weren’t there.

A female figure crested the hilltop and walked toward us with the sun blazing behind her back.

I recognized her. In that moment, the day grew impossibly more complex.

Like a Phoenix rising from the core of the sun, the sleek, lithe figure of my former high school English teacher emerged before us. She wore her red hair back in a crisp ponytail and her modest white floral blouse comfortably disguised the treats I had long guessed lingered beneath. She carried a covered dish and wore a blue knee-length summer skirt, providing a glimpse of her long smooth legs.

“Is that…?” My voice trailed off and Lacy provided the final confirmation.

“Nicole, you made it,” Lacy strode toward Miss Nicole Parker and embraced her in a half hug, careful not to knock the baking dish out of her hands.

“Miss Parker?” I stopped before the knockout redhead while a lump rose in my throat.

A light patch of red freckles crisscrossed the legendary teacher’s sun-kissed face. Her blue eyes sparkled when she turned her bright, beautiful smile on me. “Matt? I can’t believe it’s you. I wondered if I might see you today.” She cradled the dish in one hand while leaning in for a hug.

I half-hugged her in a purely platonic way, but stole a quick glance down the front of her loosely buttoned blouse.

Her tits were every bit as firm, creamy and ripe as I remembered. I spied the tantalizing seam of a fading tan line where her flesh disappeared inside her white lace bra. Her scent, cool and fresh, was hard to place. It was a watery floral scent, subtle yet distinct, that buzzed my nose, and ignited an overwhelming urge to explore every hidden crevice of her sensational body.

“It’s Mrs. Davis now,” Lacy said. “Nicole got married two years ago.”

I reluctantly released Nicole’s embrace and stepped back.

With the mention of her marriage, Nicole’s bright smile faded, but she maintained steady eye contact with me. “Not quite two years.” Her intense gaze left me feeling naked. It was as if she could see straight through me.

In her class, I could never take my eyes off her, but I don’t remember her staring back. This was new and my stomach swam with butterflies. I forced myself to maintain eye contact. If the eyes were the window to the soul, then I wanted to climb inside Miss Parker’s subconsciousness and get comfortable.

Miss Parker was even hotter now than she was in high school, and that was saying something. She was the stereotypical crazy-hot librarian with scholarly glasses, a tight blouse, a hip-hugging skirt, sheer stockings, and high heels that showed off her firm calves. For a solid year, I never missed a single one of her English class. I was in a constant state of arousal, and it was a miracle I passed her class at all. I wasn’t alone. Every swinging dick in the senior class took their best shot at the stunning ginger beauty, present company included. We got nowhere fast.

In her defense, what twenty-five-year-old schoolteacher was looking to commit career suicide by banging a student? But there was nothing against hooking up with former students, especially one’s over the age of twenty-one. Miss Parker was twenty-eight or maybe twenty-nine, and an eight-year age gap was commonplace. Hell, we looked the same age.

“I remember you dated the same guy forever,” I said. “You finally tied the knot?”

“There’s Bruce now,” Lacy said, her gaze trained on a beefy figure coming over the hilltop.

A tall, broad-shouldered, muscle-bound meathead emerged over the hill carrying a heavy-looking cooler as if weighed as much as a gnat. He had a thick neck and short, dark, close-cropped hair. Beads of sweat sparkled on his forehead and streamed down his temple. His black t-shirt stained to contain his python-sized biceps and impressive pectoral muscles. I was in great shape, but Miss Parker’s husband made me look like a ninety-pound weakling.

That definitely wasn’t the same guy. If memory served, she had dated a rather mild-mannered nerd back in the day. I remember lamenting with my fellow hormonally driven peers. We wondered aloud how a dweeb like that could ever score a piece of ass like Miss Parker.

“Oh… it’s the same guy,” Nicole said without turning toward her husband.

My jaw hit the floor, and I gaped unabashedly at the hulking figure loomed behind his wife. “No, way,” I whispered unintentionally.

Nicole’s cheeks reddened, and she lowered her gaze.

I instantly regretted my ham-handed comment. “Sorry. I, was ummm… surprised.”

“Bruce, you know Lacy, and this is her brother-in-law, Matt.”

A thick vein bulged in Bruce’s neck and I studied him for a few seconds, trying to determine where his head ended and his neck began.

“Wassup,” he barely tipped his head in acknowledgment and his voice came out low and gravelly. He eyed me like one would a poisonous snake while considering the best way to kill it.

“It’s nice to meet you again,” I said. “I think we met once when I was in high school.”

Bruce didn’t flinch. “Don’t remember.”

Shakespeare, he wasn’t. Who exactly was this masked man? At any moment, I expected him to peel off his Scooby Doo-esque mask and rant about getting away with it if it hadn’t been for us meddling kids. The Bruce Davis I remembered was into dressing up for Comic Con and gloating about his Magic: The Gathering card deck. Had he been exposed to a massive dose of gamma radiation?

“Matt’s one of my former students,” Nicole said, forcing a strained smile.

“Let’s go, Nicole,” Bruce said, glaring at his wife. “This shit is getting heavy, and you wanted to bring it.”

The blush on Nicole’s cheeks deepened, and her smile may as well have been painted on. “Right. We’ll see you guys at the barn?” She glanced between Lacy and I.

“We’ll be right there.” Lacy curled her arm around my elbow. “I have gifts in the car and need Matt’s powerful arms.”

Lacy and I left Nicole and Bruce while we headed up the hill toward the car. If that wasn’t a sun sign, then I didn’t know what was. And the way Miss Parker looked at me left me weak in the knees.

Lacy didn’t let go of my arm and slid her hand down to mine before entwining our fingers together in a lover’s handhold. “I feel sorry for her.”

“I didn’t know you and Miss Parker were friends.”

“We met at yoga class and bonded over our shitty marriages,” Lacy said.

I was afraid to unpack that hunk of red meat and sidestepped the easy pitch. “Is that the same guy she dated a few years ago? Or am I confusing him with someone else?”

Lacy sighed. “That’s him.” She shook her head. “Promise me you’ll never do steroids.”

“Wow. That’s from steroids?”

“After they got married, Bruce got hooked on the gym. He made friends with a few body builders and started drinking protein shakes.” She air-quoted the phrase, protein shakes, with her free hand. “His body started changing and then his personality followed. She’s at a loss.”

“That’s so sad,” I said.

We reached the car and Lacy finally let go of my hand long enough to unlock the trunk. A handful of gifts for Lucy were all the way at the back of the trunk where the back row seats were folded down.

“I’ll get them,” I said before I climbed in and pulled them toward the open trunk. When I turned around, I found Lacy standing in between my parted legs.

She chewed on her bottom lip and stared at me with her arms folded over her chest. She looked like she wanted to say something, so I gave her a gentle nudge.

“Lace? What’s wrong?” I pulled the gifts to me and sat on the edge of the trunk with my legs dangling over the back and Lacy standing between them.

She sighed. “There’s so much I want to say, but now isn’t the time or place.”

A wave of guilt washed over me. “I shouldn’t have come on to you. I’m sorry.”

“No,” Lacy said abruptly cutting me off. “That’s not it at all.”

I held my tongue and waited for Lacy to speak.

“There’s a lot going on with your brother I’m not ready to talk about. But I feel so drawn and connected to you that I don’t want whatever it is we’re doing to stop or I’m afraid of losing you forever. I’m not talking about sex, although I want to have sex with you.” Her eyes brimmed with tears. “Now that you’ve started touching me, I feel so alive and I think maybe it was you I should have been with all along.”

“Lacy, I don’t what to say. I’ve had those same feeling for you forever.”

Lacy inched closer and ran her hands up my thighs before she curled her arms around my shoulders. She slid her fingers through my hair and gently massaged the back of my neck. “Please don’t stop. Okay? Kissing isn’t so bad, right?”

I ran my hands up her thighs and rested them on her hips. “Kissing you is amazing.”

Lacy leaned in and our lips met. We started soft and slow with all lips. She let out a long, soft moan and slid her hands over my shoulders while she parted her lips. Our tongues met, warm and willing. We explored each other tentatively the way new lovers do while Lacy leaned into me, pressing her body tight against mine.

My cock throbbed, and I bought my hands around to her ass cheeks and squeezed. Her lips and tongue roamed over mine and her minty breath curled up my nostrils, warm and inviting. I opened my mouth wider and Lacy reciprocated our tongues lashing together while I sucked her lower lip into my mouth.

After what seemed like an eternity, Lacy broke off the kiss, her eyes heavy with desire and her breaths coming in short ragged pulls. “I want you inside me so bad.”

“What if Stella finds out?” I said without thinking. “About this… us.” I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her toward me.

“She already knows,” Lacy said. “She’s asking for a threesome.”

A wave of dizziness washed through my head, and my jaw dropped. “Right.” I forced a thin smile and nodded. “Good one.”

“I’m not kidding,” Lacy said. “I like girls and so does Stella.” She kissed me softly and nuzzled in tight. “Maybe someday, me, you, Stella, and Sam can fool around. Would you like that?”

My stomach plummeted into my shoes and I slid my hands up and inside the back of Lacy’s shirt. “Yes, very much.” My voice came out ragged and uneven, and Lacy giggled.

“Wow. You are really turned on, aren’t you?” She kissed me again and whispered, “would you like me to go off the pill when we fuck for the first time?”

My cock throbbed in rhythm with my pounding temples, and it was all I could do to maintain consciousness. I grunted something that passed for confirmation and Lacy giggled again.

“When we were at the game, do you remember when I told you that Stella wanted you?” she said.

I nodded, only half-aware of her words while I gazed down the front of her shirt and eyed the massive cleavage bursting from her top. “What I didn’t tell you is that I can’t stop thinking about you either. I want that fat cock inside me and I want you to put a baby in me.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She wanted me to impregnate her? If so, I was all in. I ran my hand up her back and toyed with the clasp on her bra. She didn’t resist. But if I took it any further, I risked someone stumbling by who might catch us in the act — maybe even my brother.

Lacy leaned in close and nuzzled her lips to my ear. “If you take off my bra, I will fuck you right here in the trunk. I can’t stop myself.” She licked her way around my ear and pulled my earlobe between her lips while her warm breath rolled down my neck.

With my heart racing, I willed my hands out of her shirt and let out a long, slow breath. “Right.”

Lacy stepped back and gazed at me, her eyes filled with love. “Matt, just so you know, I’m not doing this with anyone else. It’s just you. I don’t want you to think I’m a slut or something.”

“Lacy, I don’t think that.”

“You would be my second,” she said. “These feelings I have for you aren’t going away. Do you understand?”

“I think so,” I said. “I’m willing to wait.”

She let out a long breath and smiled. “Good. Now, we really should get back to the party.”
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Sam made fast friends with Stella and Lacy far better than Jennifer ever had. Where Jennifer was jealous, Sam was confident and sure. It was a refreshing change and as every day passed, I fell deeper in love with her.

Ben had made friends with two boys near his age and had already lined up a sleepover in one of the boys’ cabins. That meant Sam and I could test out the box springs in our quaint little cabin without worrying about Ben hearing us.

As the party continued, my gazed drifted between Sam, Lacy, and Stella. The three of them handled the kids like triple pros, and an hour later the rug rats dispersed to the corn maze while the adults headed outside to the bonfire. The teenagers lined up for babysitting duty arrived soon after, which meant I finally would get some alone time with Sam.

In the west, the sun slinked lower, touching the horizon as the adults gathered around a campfire blazing just behind the row of cabins. Since their arrival, Bruce hadn’t let Miss Parker drift farther than an arm’s length away, but more than once, her eyes met mine and lingered. We shared more than one smile and every time she tried to cross the room and chat, Bruce would reign her in.

I pulled my brother aside before he sat down in the chair beside his cooler. “I think Lacy mentioned something about breaking down the tables. Do you need help?”

Luke blinked at me as if this was new information. The truth was, I had already broken down all but three of the tables, intentionally leaving them for my brother and his helper.

“Yeah. That would be great,” he said.

I nodded before turning to Bruce, who had already made himself comfortable in a chair beside Miss Parker. “Hey Bruce, could you help my brother with a few of those tables? They’re kind of heavy and I need to take some stuff to the car.”

Bruce blinked and stared at me as if he couldn’t believe I had asked him for a favor.

“Bruce, help them,” Nicole whispered and tugged on Bruce’s meaty bicep.

“Right,” he said and pulled himself out the chair. “No problem.”

Sam and Stella sat side by side, locked in hushed conversation, occasionally glancing in my direction. Sam snickered and Stella let out a short burst of laughter while the two seemed to conspire about something.

Thankfully, Sam and Stella’s meetup had gone far better than I expected, which left me room to move in on the lovely Miss Parker. I waited for my brother and Bruce to disappear toward the barn before I landed in the open chair between Sam and Miss Parker.

Sam and Stella kept chatting while I faced Miss Parker. “Mind if I take a seat?”

Miss Parker had one leg crossed over the other, revealing her smooth creamy calves and whisper of her inner thighs. The late afternoon sun bounced off her porcelain skin while golden sunlight glistened off her polished red toenails. “I would be disappointed if you didn’t. Want a beer?”

“Yes, please.” I sank into Bruce’s chair and Miss Parker handed me an ice-cold IPA.

“Thanks, Miss Parker.” I popped open the top and sipped on the bubbly froth.

“Matt, please call me Nicole. I’m not that much older than you.”

“Sorry.” I smiled at her. “I would say you and I look the same age.”

For the first time that day, she genuinely smiled, and it reminded me of the woman I fell in lust with four years ago. “You’re still flirting, I see. It’s reassuring that some things never change.”

My cheeks flushed with heat, and I flashed her a nervous smile. “It’s that obvious?”

“Considering you spent every day of your senior year, hitting on me, I recognize the pattern.”

I didn’t know if it was on purpose or on accident, but Miss Parker smoothed her dress before hiking it an inch higher up her thigh. There were no accidents. I smiled internally. She was accusing me of flirting? “You knew?”

She let out a short, sharp laugh. “Come on. Give me some credit. But don’t worry,” she hoisted her own beer to her lips. “I enjoyed the chase, and it was beyond flattering. You did more for my ego than any man ever has.”

“A lot of guys my age hit on you,” I said. “It wasn’t just me.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Is that so? Well, I didn’t notice them — just you.”

My stomach fluttered, and I tightened my grip on the bottle of beer. She never flirted back in high school. “Who’s flirting with who?”

A blush rose on her cheeks and her eyes twinkled. “You didn’t think you were the only one who liked to flirt, did you?”

“It looks like school is still in session,” I said.

Miss Parker laughed and in doing so, hiked her skirt an inch higher until it ended mid-thigh. Her thighs appeared, smooth, creamy, and firm. “You’re quick. I heard that about you.”

“Uh, oh. What did you hear?” I asked.

“Your girlfriend was telling me how smart you were,” she said. “I already knew that, but you really undersold your brains in high school.”

I shrugged. “It’s nothing to brag about. I’m good at math. That’s it.”

“She tells me you’re a tutor?”

“Yes. I tutor kids all the way from eight to twenty-two.”

“Including Samantha’s son?”

“That’s right,” I said. “Ben has an A in math, and I mean to keep it that way.”

“You really are an overachiever,” she said.

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

Nicole peered past me toward Samantha. “She’s pretty enough to be a supermodel,” Nicole said. “She’s my age?”

“Age is just a number,” I said.

“Well done.” Nicole tipped her beer toward me before taking another swallow. “She’s clearly in love with you.”

“I love her too,” I said.

“Before we verge too far off topic, I have a favor to ask,” she said.

“Sure. What is it?”

“I’m mired in a master’s program and one of the requisite courses is statistics. I’m hopelessly lost. Care to broaden your age range to include a twenty-eight-year-old?”

My heart soared, and I resisted the urge to fist pump. This had turned out to be the best birthday party I had ever attended, and that included my own. “If you can convince Bruce I’m no threat, then I don’t see why not.”

She rolled her eyes. “Let’s be honest. He will be jealous. Can you meet me at the high school after school lets out? Let’s say three o’clock?”

I would have cleared my entire schedule to make that date. “Sure. Where?”

“In my classroom,” she said.

“Same classroom?”

“Yep,” she said. “Maybe I’ll even let you flirt with me a little. You know, after you’re done teaching me everything you know about statistics.”

“Everything I know? That might take a while.”

“Then you better figure out how to tutor the teacher.” She grinned and my legs melted.

“Let’s start with every Tuesday and Thursday,” she said. “Oh, and don’t mention this to Bruce. He gets crazy jealous.”








  
  
  Chapter 24

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




By the time Sam and I returned to our cabin, it was a little after midnight. Bruce and Nicole didn’t stay all night and Lacy volunteered to host the kids’ sleepover, which included Ben. Stella had disappeared about a half hour before the party broke up. Sam told me she was helping Lacy with the kids. I had hoped to spend more time with her, but between Sam, Lacy, and Nicole, I had no chance.

Sam squeezed my hand and shivered while I led her down the short path through the woods to our cabin.

The October night brought a chill we hadn’t noticed until we left the comfort of the fire.

I wrapped my arm around Sam’s shoulder and pulled her in tight. “Baby, you cold?”

“Does this answer your question?” She slid her hand inside my shirt and over my abs.

Her hand felt like a block of ice. “Yowzah.” I jumped an inch off the ground and Sammie giggled before she slid her other hand inside to join the first.

“You’re nice and toasty,” she said.

I pulled my shirt down over her hands and let her use me as a warmer. “I don’t think these cabins are heated.”

“That might be a problem,” she said.

I led her onto the porch and opened the door. “How about I make us a fire and a cozy bed? We can curl up beside it and… sleep.” I grinned and her eyes lit up.

“That sounds amazing.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips. “We can sleep naked.”

My cock greeted that news with a cheery hello and I pulled Sam into the cabin before I closed the door behind us.

The fireplace was fully stocked with enough wood to last an entire winter, and I went to work while Sam built a makeshift bed atop a thick rug. She layered blankets, sheets, and plenty of pillows while I got the fire going.

A light knocking came at our door, and I glanced toward Samantha. “Did Ben text you?” It looked like our cozy night was over before it started.

She checked her phone and shook her head. “Nothing.” She tucked her phone in her pocket. “See who it is.” Sam sat down on her knees atop our makeshift bed and warmed her hands by the fire.

I opened the door, and my heart soared.

Stella stood before me, smiling. “I heard this is where the sleepover action is taking place.”

I scratched my head and frowned. “The kids are in Lacy and Luke’s cabin.”

Stella stepped up into the cabin, perched on her toes, and kissed me softly on the lips. “I don’t mean that kind of sleepover.” She placed her hands on my shoulders before sliding them down over my chest.

My head whirled, and my cock lurched in my jeans. Stella had never looked hotter.

Her brown hair, still tinged golden by the summer sun, spilled over her shoulders in shiny waves. Her blue eyes flashed with electric sex and her hands felt warm and supple through my thin t-shirt.

My mouth turned as dry as a cotton field, and I instinctively slipped my hands around her hips and pulled her toward me.

Stella perched on her tiptoes again and kissed me deeper, nibbling my lip while she curled her tongue inside my mouth.

“I knew you wouldn’t make it past the front door,” Sam said from behind me.

Stella giggled and wrapped her arms around my neck while she pulled me into the cabin and slammed the door shut behind her.

I turned around to find Sam already stripped down to her bra with her hands behind her back working the clasp free. “What the hell?”

Sam smiled, turning her gaze from me to Stella. “I told you he didn’t know.”

Stella flipped off the overhead light, leaving the room lit by firelight alone. “Just don’t tell Lacy. She might get jealous.” She took my hand and slid her thumb over my palm before she intertwined her fingers in mine and led me toward Samantha. “Looks cozy enough for three.”

My face was numb with the shock of what was unfolding before my eyes. They had clearly planned for a threesome. “You two already talked before tonight, didn’t you?”

Sam and Stella exchanged a knowing smile before Sam answered. “You tell him.” Sam slipped off her bra and tossed it aside, letting her big beautiful tits swing free.

“Promise you won’t get mad?” Stella puffed out her lower lip and flashed me her baby doll eyes.

I was on the brink of the greatest sexual experience of my life. I was anything but mad. “Promise.”

“After you turned me down, I got a little jealous.” She shrugged. “When I see someone I want, I go for it. It’s a flaw.” Stella stepped toward me and tugged at my belt buckle, loosening it until it came undone.

The swell of her amazing tits jiggled inside her tank top and I couldn’t wait to slide my fat cock inside her exquisitely tight pussy. “I suppose that’s flattering,” I half mumbled.

My cock throbbed, and I sucked in a deep breath while Stella worked the button on my jeans free with a simple flick of her wrist.

“Besides, after what happened with Jennifer, I wanted to make sure her sister wasn’t some crazed psycho.” Stella tugged at the knot on her plaid flannel shirt and it came free. She pulled it over her shoulders and tossed it aside, revealing her red tank top with her tits bulging from the top. The edge of a red lace bra peaked from the side and she popped loose the button on her faded blue jeans. “I was looking out for you.”

“I suppose I should be grateful,” I said.

From behind me, warm hands brushed over my shoulders, slid past my chest, and reached for the top button on my shirt. Sam’s bare breasts flattened against my back while, one by one, she worked the buttons on my shirt. “We shared a mutual hatred for my sister,” Sam said before she kissed her way along my neck and up to my ear. “And a mutual love for you.”

Stella shimmied out of her jeans and tossed them aside before she stripped off her tank top, leaving her clad in a red lace bra and matching red-lace panties. Her body was completely flawless, every inch curvy and sleek without a hint of fat anywhere. “What’s the saying? The enemy of my enemy is my friend? But it turned out, that Sam wasn’t an enemy at all. We’ve done lots of things together since then.” She stepped forward and pulled my jeans down over my hips before letting them fall down around my ankles.

I stepped out of my jeans while Stella pulled them off. “What kinds of things did you two do together?”

Sam pulled my shirt over my shoulders and off, leaving me standing in a tight pair of black boxer briefs. “We both love yoga.” Sam wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me on the cheek.

Her hard nipples dragged across my shoulder blades and my cock throbbed, tenting the front of my underwear.

“We read the same books, and like the same music, too,” Stella said. “Oh, and we’re both health nuts.”

That much was obvious just by looking at them. Healthy and beautiful, they both embodied the virtues of clean living. “Why didn’t either of you tell me?”

“We wanted to surprise you,” Sam said. “Stella set up the whole thing.”

Stella reached behind her back and unclipped her bra. Her swollen cleavage barely dropped when the bra cleared her spectacular chest. “Are you mad?” She gazed up at me with her big blue eyes. Her hard nipples angle slightly upward on her perky, perfectly proportioned tits.

“Mad?” I laughed, reached out, and drew Stella closer.

Stella leaned into me, resting her forearms on my chest while she brushed her fingertips over my muscled pecs. She held my gaze, searching my eyes, and sign or no sign, I lost myself in the blue sea of her irises.

“I’m furious,” I said with absolutely no heat before I leaned down and kissed Stella.

She brushed away a lock of her long brown hair, tucking it behind her ear, while she deepened the kiss.

For the first time in weeks, our tongues touched and a jolt of electric sex ricocheted down my spine. Sam hooked her thumb inside my waistband and lowered my briefs past my rigid cock and off my ankles.

With a muted slap, my manhood collided with Stella’s stomach and the brown-haired beauty reached down and clutched my shaft between her warm, soft fingers. She broke off the kiss and gazed down at my cock while she stroked me softly. “I missed him.”

Sam giggled behind me and I cupped Stella’s tits in my hand, running her nipples between my outstretched fingers. “He missed you too.”

She smiled warmly. “I can definitely tell. You are super hard.” Stella rubbed her thumb across my swollen tip and goose bumps flashed across my chest and arms.

I sucked in a sharp breath, and Stella’s nipples hardened under my palms. “You’re really good at that.”

Stella glanced over my shoulder at Sam and nodded.

“What?” I said, glancing sideways at Sam, who rested her chin on my shoulder.

“Baby, lay down by the fire. We want to try something.”

My heart soared, and a wave of excitement surged inside me. “What is it?”

Stella let go of my cock, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me softly on the mouth. “Lay down on your back and stop asking questions.”

On rubbery legs I crossed the room and reclined on the nest of blankets, sheets, and pillows Sam had arranged.

Beside me, the fire crackled and spit, filling the otherwise dark room with warm shades of orange and yellow light. Warmth radiated from the old hearth and spilled over the makeshift bed, chasing away the October chill.

Sam knelt on the bed beside me, taking my cock between her fingers. Her golden hair fell forward and spilled over my thighs, tickling my skin while her full pink lips glowed in the firelight. She looked like an angel, heaven-sent on a cloud of pixie dust. I still couldn’t believe she was mine.

Stella shimmied out of her panties and tossed them aside, all the while she locked her eyes on mine. Her lips curved up into a slight smile and her hair, shiny and full, tumbled over her shoulder leaving half her face in shadows.

I eyed Stella’s clean-shaven pussy and licked my lips while memories of our amazing night together replayed in my mind. She was every bit as beautiful as her sister, and despite Leslie Bane’s prophecy, I was falling for her — hard. Would that destroy me at the poker table? Right now, I didn’t care. I wanted them both, and I wasn’t about to break Stella’s heart for a second time.

Stella knelt on the bed across from Sam while Sam continued fondling my cock. Stella glanced up at me, tucked her hair behind her ear, and smiled. “Ready, baby?”

Stella had never called me baby, and I liked it… a lot. My cock twitched in Sam’s hand while I watched Stella’s perfect tits jiggle and shake into place.

Sam smiled at Stella. “I would say, he’s ready,” she said. “And so am I. You look so hot.”

“Thank you, but I’m not half as pretty as you.” Stella bent forward over my cock and Sam leaned in until their lips met in the middle.

Tongues, lips, and gentle moans rose over the crackling fire while the girls deepened their kiss.

Stella wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock while Sam continued stroking my glans and swollen knob. It wouldn’t take long for me to get off just watching them. Their tits mashed together, bulging from their sides while a mass of gold and brown hair tumbled over my cock.

My cock thrummed in their hands and I edged my hips up and down, sliding my shaft between their loose grips.

Stella broke off their kiss, and a line of saliva stretched between their parted mouths. She smiled at Sam and then up at me. “Baby, are you ready for the suck of a lifetime?”

My cock twitched again, and the girls giggled before lowering their mouths to my cock and sliding their tits over my upper thighs.

Stella wrapped her lips over my fat knob and swirled her tongue over my tip while she gently sucked, sealing her lips around my meat.

Sam wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft while she licked my shaven balls. Her warm breath curled up my shaft and I edged my hips higher, forcing my knob against the inside of Stella’s cheek.

I balled the blankets into each of my clenched fists while the girls slurped and sucked their way across every inch of my rock-hard manhood.

Stella opened her throat and lowered her mouth deep onto my shaft until I felt my knob enter the back of her throat. Her tongue slithered over my shaft and she gently sucked, encasing my cock in a warm velvety glove.

Sam gently sucked one of my balls into her mouth and swirled her tongue over my sack while she dragged her hard nipples and soft tits up and down my thighs.

I groaned and clenched my teeth, willing myself not to come, but I had never experienced pleasure so intense and the edge of an orgasm announced its arrival with a swirling churn in the pit of my stomach.

Stella came off my cock with a gentle popping sound and breathed deeply while cum-filled strings of saliva boiled over my knob and rolled down the sides of my shaft. She leaned forward and dragged her big tits over my cock before sliding my meat between her creamy cleavage. “Is that too much, baby?”

It was way too much, but I wasn’t about to complain. “You’re perfect.”

She smiled up at me satisfactorily while she raked her nipples over my swollen tip.

Sam released my shaft and came up for air, appearing beside Stella with her tits mashed against the younger woman’s side.

I had to take control of the situation before I blew my load all over them. I didn’t want to get cheated out of the main course. I sat up and pulled my cock out from between Stella’s tits. “Sammie, take my spot.”

Sam’s eyes sparkled with lust. She loved it when I took control. “Okay,” she said submissively, sliding onto the bed beside me.

Stella licked her lips and gazed down at the feast that was Sam’s naked body.

Sam’s pink pussy glistened with wetness and her big natural tits jiggled to a stop dead center on her chest.

“Are you going to fuck her?” Stella turned toward me and searched my face as if memorizing every line and dimple.

I kissed her softly. “Yes. And I’m going to fuck you too.”

Stella bit her lower lip and brushed a lock of hair away from my face. “Where do you want me?”

God, life didn’t get any better than this. If I had known camp was this much fun, I would’ve signed up years ago. “Lay on top of Sam and raise your hips high enough so I can fuck you from behind.”

“Yes, baby.” She gave me one last kiss before she scrambled forward on her hands and knees. Stella leaned forward, positioning her elbows outside of Sam’s shoulders and shimmied her ass from side-to-side. “How’s this?”

Sam parted her legs and slid a pillow under her ass, raising her hips high enough to give me easy access and maximum penetration.

“Perfect. You are both unbelievably perfect.” I inched forward, my cock wagging.

Stella’s tight pink lips formed a perfect seal on a pussy that looked too tight to be real. Her ass was flawless with smooth skin and an almost golden complexion she was every bit the fantasy girl guys dreamed of when they dreamed of fantasy girls. That she had pursued me against all odds only made her hotter, and if she didn’t fit anywhere among my five women, then I seriously doubted Leslie’s reading.

Sammie pulled one of Stella’s nipples into her mouth while Stella glanced back over her shoulder. “Fuck me first, baby. Please?”

I glided my fingertips over her ass before resting my hands on the flare of her hips. “Whatever the lady wants.” I nestled the tip of my cock against her tight slit and worked my bulb up and down her labia, sliding deeper with every pass. Despite having fucked Stella before, this felt like our first time. Part of me had taken her for granted on our first date, and now I understood just how much of a prize she truly was. Now that I knew what I had, I meant to savor every second and prophecy be damned, I wasn’t letting her slip through my fingers again.

Stella let out a soft moan and edged her hips backward, meeting my forward push. The action forced the tip of my cock inside her tight hole and I let out a sharp gasp.

“Fuck,” I let out a deep breath while my cock pulsed inside her pussy.

“Matt, baby, that’s it. Right there,” Stella cooed while she gyrated her hips and forced my cock deeper.

Sammie had her hands full of Stella’s tits moving between each with her tongue and lips devouring the twenty-year-old coed’s Playboy body.

With one last push, I sank deep inside Stella’s tight pussy and my toes curled with an explosion of sexual nirvana rifling up and down my spine.

Stella arched her back and let out a low moan while her pussy quivered around my cock.

Warm, wet, and tight, her pussy was a fast-pass to the ride of a lifetime. I squeezed her hips and held steady while Stella started rocking back and forth. I watched my pussy slide in and out, covered with her glistening wetness.

We fucked harder and Stella leaned down, finding Sam’s mouth and their low moans combined with the creaking give of the floorboards beneath our makeshift bed. Skin slapping, I rammed into her, sinking deeper inside with every heart-stopping pass. Stella’s tits wobbled beneath her and her body rippled with the intense pounding.

She grunted and moaned, clinging onto the bed with her fists while her hair tumbled forward onto Sammie’s big jiggling tits beneath her.

The edge of an orgasm pinged my consciousness, and I slipped my cock free of Stella’s pussy, eliciting a gasp and a deep moan of anguish. She ground her hips backward as if seeking my cock, but I gently guided her hips lower before I curled my hands under Sammie’s strong thighs and pulled her pussy toward me.

Sam let out a squeak of satisfaction and I leaned forward, sliding my throbbing cock into the sweet softness that only a mommy’s pussy could deliver. Warm, wet, and tight, her pussy wrapped around my cock like a blanket and I breathed deep, willing myself not to come.

Sammie wrapped her legs around my waist and squeezed, forcing my hips down, and I slipped deeper until I buried my cock to the hilt.

Sam somehow clenched her pussy muscles and sent ripples up and down my shaft in exquisite waves.

“Oh, my God.” I placed my hands on Sammie’s inner thighs and squeezed, willing away the orgasm brewing in my balls.

Stella giggled and whispered something to Sammie before the blonde returned her whisper and giggled in return.

I started in on Sammie’s pussy, slow and steady, increasing our pace and rhythm.

Sammie let out long moans in between Stella’s kisses.

The floorboards sang in concert with the pounding thrusts, and Sammie dug her heels into my ass and hung on for the ride.

“Ohhh…,” Sam let out a long moan and arched her back while I watched the blonde mommy dig her fingernails into Stella’s shoulders. Her pussy writhed with an orgasm and she gyrated her hips in tight fast circles, milking my cock while I clenched my teeth and rode out her orgasm.

I had fucked Sam long enough to know when she was done. When she dropped her hips and her legs went slack around my waist, I pulled out.

I slipped out of Sam’s pussy and pulled Stella’s hips toward me before sliding inside her and burying my cock to the hilt.

Stella let out a shocked gasp and hissed, “Yesssss…mmmm… fuck me.” She bucked her hips wildly against my cock while her hips slapped hard against my thighs.

Harder and faster, I relentlessly hammered Stella, plowing deep into her pussy. With every penetrative thrust, my tip bounced off her cervix and her wall muscles clenched my cock. On the brink of my own earth-shattering orgasm, I held steady and willed away the desire to unload inside her.

“Almost there,” Stella said, her voice quivering.

My head flashed, and waves of orgasmic energy flooded my body. I squeezed Stella’s ass in my hands and let out a primordial groan while Stella arched her back and screamed in ecstasy.

Her pussy gushed with fresh juice, soaking my shaft while I exploded inside her. I pumped jets of hot cum deep insider her fertile womb, filling the young co-ed full of my sperm-laden spunk.

Stella let out mewling grunts while her pussy quivered around my shaft and goosebumps flashed across her back and ass.

My face went numb and my head went dizzy. My cock throbbed, and I continued pumping the brown-haired beauty full of thick strings of messy cum.

“Matt, baby. It’s so warm inside me.” She ground her hips in circled milking my meat taking in every drop.

Only after my cock stopped twitching, Stella fell forward before rolling off of Sam and landing on her back beside the blonde.

I sank back onto my knees while cum gurgled from my tip and even more oozed from Stella’s pretty pink hole.

Sam was first to recover, scooting over enough for me to lay between them. My blonde love went to work on my cock, licking up the cum oozing from my tip until not a drop remained.

The girls curled up beside me and Stella rested her head on my shoulder while Sam did the same on my other side. I rested my palms on each woman’s ass and ran my fingertips over their backs until we all drifted to sleep.

A couple of hours before daybreak, I woke and stoked the fire, adding a few more logs until it sparked back to life.

I felt soft lips kiss behind my ear and warm breath curl up my neck. Breasts, soft and warm, pressed flat against my back before Stella draped her arms over my shoulders. “Thank you.”

I glanced over my shoulder and found her staring at me intently. “Did I wake you?”

“I’m not really sleeping,” she said.

I frowned. “What’s wrong?”

She shrugged. “Nothing.”

I set the poker aside and pulled her onto my lap while I leaned back against the hearth. “Talk.”

Her eyes welled with tears. “Is this another one-night thing, or….” Her voice drifted off, and she averted her gaze.

“It’s definitely, or,” I grinned and Stella laughed.

She slapped my chest playfully. “Be serious.”

“I am serious. How could I ever turn away a girl who worked so hard to win my heart? It’s me, you, and Sam from now on.” Was I shooting myself in the foot? Toshi and Nicole were both vying for girl number two, and there was no doubt Sam was girl number one. It didn’t matter. I was falling in love with her and I knew it.

“What about Lacy?” Stella asked.

“Would you be upset if, someday in the future, your sister joined the team?”

Stella’s smile widened, and she shook her head. “I’d like that.”

“Good, then it’s settled.”

“Can you spend the night with me tomorrow at my apartment?” she asked, her blue eyes hopeful.

“Of course. We can watch movies and curl up on the couch. How does that sound?”

Stella’s eyes twinkled. “Perfect.”

“Good. Get used to it.”

“I can get very used to it.” She kissed my cheek and yawned.

“I’m almost done and then we can curl up together. Okay?”

She nodded and yawned again before her eyes suddenly went droopy. “Now, I’m tired.”

I finished with the fire and slipped back into bed between Sam and Stella. I drew Sam close on one side and spooned Stella against me, flattening my cock inside the curve of her ass. I kissed her softly on the cheek. “Good night, baby.”

She pulled my arms tight around her and kissed my knuckles. “Good night. I love you.” She sighed contentedly and wriggled her ass up against my cock.

I held her tight, and for a heartbeat, I didn’t respond. Finally, I spoke to her from my heart and told her truthfully, “I love you too, sweetness.” I said the words, and the sky didn’t come crashing down. The question was, would my luck hold?
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My first tutoring session with Nicole arrived before I came up for air. Between Stella, Sam, and the poker table, I barely had time for anything else. But nothing would stop me from spending some alone time with the delicious Miss Parker.

As the last few cars pulled out of the high school parking lot, I pulled in and parked in my old spot near the athletic entrance.

It felt surreal walking amid the trophy cases and locker bays of good old Lakeside High. I had a memory tied to every hallway and most of the classrooms. Many of those memories involved the busty and brilliant ginger beauty, Miss Nicole Parker.

I made my way up the back stairway, down the winding hallway with the side rail that overlooked the school library, and through a set of perpetually open double doors. Miss Parker’s, or I should say Mrs. Davis’s, class was the last doorway on the left.

I paused outside her open classroom door and peered inside.

Nicole sat at her desk, back straight, chest out, tapping at a laptop computer. Seeing her was like stepping through a time machine and emerging during the height of my senior year. Her hair, glossy red and shiny, spilled over her shoulders in shimmering, looping curls. Her black-rimmed glasses exuded sexy librarian and her full pink lips and small, slightly up-turned nose only added to her fuckable teacher persona. She wore a white silk blouse with the top two buttons undone and her collar loose and airy.

I couldn’t see her skirt or her legs, but my memories filled in the gaps. Her legs were the eighth wonder of the world, strong, smooth, and glistening. I had induced raging hard-ons in the middle of her class, just imagining those legs wrapped tightly around my waist while I gently rocked in and out of her sweet pussy.

Now, here I was, standing in the threshold, on the precipice of igniting those same feelings all over again with one of my masturbatory fantasy girls. But instead of her teaching me, it was me teaching her. That meant I had to focus long enough to teach instead of letting my mind wander across the greenfield of my sexual imagination.

I pulled in a long, slow breath before I gently exhaled and wrapped on the open door. “Miss Parker?”

Nicole stopped typing and looked up. She smiled and pulled off her reading glasses before setting them on her desk and standing. “Matt. Come on in. And please, call me Nicole.”

“Sorry. It’s a hard habit to break.” I started toward her, and my gaze drifted to the black skirt hugging her amazing hips. Nothing had changed. She was sexual dynamite, and I was a blasting cap.

“Wait,” she said. “Can you shut the door? I need to focus on this material.”

My stomach twisted and spun. The thought of being alone with her inspired the first inklings of an erection that unfurled inside my jeans and snaked up my boxer briefs. I turned back and shut the door before it latched shut with an audible click.

Nicole picked up her laptop and came around her desk. “I thought we could use the resource table. There’s room to spread out.”

She crossed from behind her desk and my gaze lingered on the soft swell of her calf muscles and her ankles sprouting from her high heel shoes.

“Sound good.” I crossed toward the circular resource table near the back of her room and nudged my erection so that it pointed due north rather than due east.

She sat, and I sat down in the chair beside her.

My gaze wandered to the slight opening in her shirt and the curve of her breast where it disappeared into what looked like a sheer lace bra. My cock swelled in my pants and I welcomed the cover of the Formica table hiding my growing erection. “Where should we start?” I asked.

Nicole opened her laptop and showed me her coursework, laying out the chapters and modules that gave her the most trouble.

I inhaled her scent that reignited an entirely new realm of memories that had faded from years of neglect. She smelled faintly of vanilla, but not candy-sweet. Her scent was fresh and light, with subtle notes of lemon and bergamot. Sensual and soft, her fragrance made me want to roll around with her naked under a cool layer of crisp white sheets.

Jesus Christ, Matt. Focus. I pushed aside the sexual aura exuding from her every pore and studied Miss Parker’s computer screen as antiseptically as possible. The material wasn’t difficult to grasp. The trick came in explaining it in a way that was consumable. For some reason, I had a gift in that particular department.

We spent the next hour breaking down the problem areas from the first few chapters of her course material. She had several light bulb moments, and I had successfully sublimated the erotic feelings percolating just below the surface of my consciousness.

Exactly an hour into the session, her phone buzzed while I was explaining the concept of inferential statistics and how she might apply that to her master’s thesis.

Nicole ignored her phone and remained laser-focused on my face, her blue-eyes, sharp and clear.

Then her phone buzzed again, and ten seconds later it buzzed again.

She let out a heavy sigh. “I’m sorry, Matt. This is so rude, but do you mind if I check my phone?”

“Not at all.” I leaned back and soaked in the curve of her hip where it met the plastic chair.

She pulled her phone out of her purse and opened her lock screen. There were four messages and one missed call. All of them were tagged with Bruce’s name. She didn’t make a show of hiding her phone from me, which surprised me. She scanned the messages and shook her head. “It’s like dealing with a toddler.”

The messages read in order:

Bruce: Are you done studying?

Bruce: You should have been done two minutes ago.

Bruce: Why do I get the feeling you’re hiding something from me?

Bruce: Your location says you are at school. Send me a picture to confirm.

Nicole held up her phone to her laptop with her classroom also in the frame and snapped a photo before hitting send. She then typed a quick reply.

Nicole: Please stop. I will be done soon.

I scooped my jaw off the floor and tried my best to ignore the insanely jealous texts, but it was too much. She was way too hot to take that shit from anybody, especially from a goon like Bruce Davis. “Do you mind if I ask what happened to Bruce?”

She crossed one of her long legs over the other, which stretched out her skirt and highlighted the curves of her inner thigh. “He has very low self-esteem.” She clicked her phone shut and placed it face down on the desk in front of her. “It started shortly after we got married. I don’t know why, but he started noticing the attention I got from other men. Maybe it was the wedding ring? I don’t know, but he decided he needed to up his game.” She put that phrase in air quotes before she angled her chair toward me and our legs touched. “Do you get that jealous with Samantha?”

“No,” I said without hesitation. “I think it’s hot when other guys check her out.” I shrugged. “She feels the same way.”

Nicole raised an eyebrow. “That’ refreshing. You mean she likes it when other women check you out?”

I chuckled slightly. “That’s putting it mildly.”

“What do you mean?” Her expression grew curious. She leaned forward and propped her chin on her hand while she studied my face.

My stomach spun, and I felt the heat rise in my collar. “Do you really want to know?”

She nodded. “I’ll tell you more about Bruce if you tell me more about Samantha.”

“Okay.” I let out a long breath. “She likes to share.”

Nicole’s eyes widened. “She lets you go out with other women?”

“Kind of,” I said. “If the feelings are strong then yes, but mainly she likes to share… together.” My cheeks flushed with heat, but I maintained eye contact with the stunning young teacher.

“Like a threesome?”

“Exactly.”

She edged closer until her entire shin flattened against mine. “You had a threesome with Stella last weekend, didn’t you?”

“Was it that obvious?”

“I saw the way they looked at you, and I heard them conspiring.” She licked her lips and studied my face. “You’re so lucky.”

Her use of the word luck was ironic, to say the least. “My turn,” I said.

She seemed to snap back to the present just as her phone buzzed again. She picked it up and frowned. “Bruce said he will be here in ten minutes to pick me up.”

“Why do you stay with him?” I asked, spitting out the question that had been on my mind since I saw her and Bruce together at the party.

“I made a vow,” she said. “For better or worse.”

“He made a vow to honor you,” I said. “How come you’re the only one holding up your end of the bargain?”

Her cheeks turned red. “We’ve been together for so long, I wouldn’t know how to end it.”

“Do you want it to end?” I asked.

She studied my face for a long moment, searching my eyes. “You are a kind man, aren’t you?” She said it as a matter of fact, and her statement caught me off-guard.

I don’t know what came over me. Maybe it was the deep blue in her eyes or her open vulnerability. Maybe it was the years of pent-up sexual repression, but some feeling of certainty sprouted in the back of my mind, and I could no longer contain my emotion. I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips.

The kiss was soft, tender, and fleeting, but Nicole didn’t resist.

She returned my kiss, puckering her lips slightly and leaning into it. There was no tongue or passionate moaning, but plenty of heat.

My head buzzed with fevered lust and I resisted the urge to open my mouth and slide my hand under her skirt.

After what felt like an eternity, we broke off the kiss and Nicole sat back in her seat and gazed at me, her blue eyes washed over with intense desire. “Bruce can’t get an erection.”

I burst out laughing and so did Miss Parker. We laughed uncontrollably for three minutes non-stop. They were full-throated, knee-slapping, belly shaking laughs — the kind that came along once in a blue moon.

Her phone buzzed, and she dabbed at the tears in the corner of her eyes. “God, that’s him.”

“Will he come all the way to your classroom?”

“If I don’t show up in the next sixty seconds, he will.” She stood, and I stood facing her.

Only a few inches separated us, and Miss Parker leaned in and wrapped her arms around my neck before pulling me into a tight hug. “Thank you, Matt. God, that felt so good.”

The heat from her body washed over me and I curled my hands around her waist and drew her closer until my bulge pressed against her crotch. “We can laugh again on Thursday.”

She ran her fingers through the short hair at the nape of my neck. “I’m afraid Bruce will smell the joy on me like a virus.”

I brought her face even with mine and kissed her again. This time our tongues brushed each other’s lips. “It’s too late. I’m hooked.”

She broke free of my grasp and gazed at me, her eyes twinkling. “Come a few minutes early on Thursday. There’s something I want to show you.”
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The next day found me at my apartment in the city. Apparently, Stella’s presence in my life hadn’t detracted from my winning streak. I ramped up my earnings and more than replaced what I lost to Juro Uno a couple of weeks earlier.

I was at my Lincoln Park apartment just long enough for Stella to meet me, and we were heading up to Sam’s house for the night.

I spent last night with Stella and told her all about my tutoring session with Miss Parker and our kiss. Stella had been so turned on we went on a torrid, three-hour sex romp across her apartment visiting various pieces of furniture and almost every room.

Sam would be equally pleased when I shared the news with her. Unlike my previous experience with the mundane women who had come in and out of my life, the Leslie Bane crew loved sharing and experiencing multiple sexual partners. I was down with that to an extent. I wasn’t about to humiliate anyone, and if I got the slightest push back from Stella or Sam, I would make adjustments.

The buzzer to my apartment rang. I frowned and checked my watch. Stella wasn’t due for another twenty minutes and I wasn’t expecting anyone. I pried myself off my couch and pressed the intercom button near my door. “Hello?”

“Hi Matt. It’s Toshi Fujimura. Sorry to drop in like this. Can you talk?”

My knees went rubbery and my world tilted slightly on its access. Toshi was the absolute last person I ever expected to step foot in my shitty one-room apartment. But I wasn’t about to turn her away. “Hi Toshi. Come on up.” I hit the buzzer and checked my hair in the mirror.

A few seconds later, a light knocking sounded on my front door.

I let out a deep breath and pulled open the door.

Toshi stood in the hallway looking like a dime. She wore a dark purple dress that hung down to her knees. White and purple horizontal stripes layered the long-sleeve top. The round neckline was classy and cut close to her neck revealing no cleavage, but her beautiful breasts pushed through creating stunning curves that ran down to her tapered waistline. She wore a brown belt that separated the bottom of the dress from the top and a pair of red, mid-size kitten heels offering a splash of color. Her long shiny dark hair hung straight back over her shoulders and she smiled at me nervously with her hands out in front of her loosely clasped together. The outfit stood in stark contrast to the barely-there yoga shorts and wispy midriff t-shirt I caught her wearing during my last visit to the Fujimura’s.

“Toshi, wow. You look incredible. Come on in.” I held the door open and the Japanese stunner strolled into my shitty apartment for the first time.

Unlike the last time, there were no sun signs anywhere, and I didn’t know where Toshi stood on my list of five or even if she was in the running. Our impromptu meeting in her kitchen was probably just a coincidence, and I had heeded T’s advice by not pushing for her phone number or contact information. What I hadn’t counted on was Toshi seeking me out.

“Thanks, Matt. Sorry to barge in like this.” She soaked in my grim bachelor’s decor before she turned to face me.

Her hazel eyes sparkled and her ripe glossy-pink lips glistened under the sunshine steaming in through my big bay window. She looked way too upscale for my apartment or even for my life. She was Park Avenue, and I was… well, I wasn’t. To say Toshi was out of my league was an understatement. Smart, sexy, and beautiful, she was the type of woman who millionaires pursued.

I clicked the door shut and turned to face her. “Can I get you anything to drink?”

She shook her head. “I can’t stay long, but I wanted….” She licked her lips and stared at me nervously.

I stepped toward her, narrowing the distance between us. “Can you sit down for a few minutes?”

She nodded apprehensively, and I crossed the room toward my couch. “Have a seat.”

Toshi perched on the edge of my sofa with her hands in her lap and I sat down beside her with our knees nearly touching.

I pulled in a deep breath and exhaled. I needed an ice-breaker to set her at ease, and small talk wouldn’t cut it. “Toshi, I’m sorry about what happened at your house. I never should have come on to you like that. It was wrong.”

Her eyes widened, and she shook her head. “No. Matt, God… that’s not why I’m here.” She let out a deep breath and her shoulders visibly relaxed. “Well, it’s kind of why I’m here. You see, I can’t stop thinking about you — about the way you held me and the way I felt in your arms.” Her cheeks flushed red, and she averted her gaze. “It sounded so much better in my head.”

“Tosh, no. You’re fine.” I scooped up her hand and cradled it in my palm.

Her fingers were cold, clammy, and damp with perspiration. She was more than a little nervous.

She flashed me a nervous smile. “I suck at this.”

I chuckled and squeezed her hand. “If you’re okay with what happened between us, then so am I. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world.”

“You’re sweet.” She picked up my other hand and pulled it onto her lap. “I don’t even know where to start.”

“Let’s start with what’s making you so unhappy.” I stroked the back of her hand with my thumb and Toshi seemed to relax a little more.

“I don’t want to marry Juro.” She glanced up at me. “I despise him.”

I frowned. She had mentioned marrying Juro so as not to bring shame to her family, but there had to be more to the story. “Toshi, it’s not your job to marry someone to keep up appearances. This isn’t feudal Japan.”

“I know.” Her eyes glistened with tears. “I think….” Her chin quivered. “I think Juro somehow manipulated my father into our engagement.”

“Why do you say that?”

Toshi let out a deep breath and wiped her eyes. “It’s just a feeling I get. My father has always been so strong and firm, but around Juro he’s… deferential. It all feels very strange.”

“Then leave your father’s problems to him. If you need a place to stay, you can stay with me.”

Her eyes widened with surprise, and she parted her lips. “Matt, you can’t. My father would come after us both, but that’s so sweet.” She reached out and brushed my cheek with her thumb.

I edged close to her and slid my hand along her thigh before resting it near the flare of her hip. “I won’t let you sacrifice your entire life.”

Toshi’s eyes softened, and she licked her lips. “I wish I had the courage to do this a year ago. Maybe things would have been different.”

I leaned in close and slid my fingers inside the hair at the nape of Toshi’s neck. Less than an inch separated our lips, and I inhaled the sensual scent of jasmine layered with the subtle fragrances of freesia and violets. My cock tugged at my trousers and Toshi’s warm breath rolled over my lips in sweet minty waves.

Toshi gazed into my eyes and closed the distance between us, finding my lips with hers and kissing me long and deep. She gently moaned before she parted her lips and our tongues met, warm and wanting.

We pushed closer until our hips touched and I slid my arms under Toshi’s legs before lifting her and cradling her onto my lap. She didn’t resist. She wrapped her arms around my neck and ran her fingers through my hair while she explored my mouth with her tongue. Her tits slid over my chest, soft and round, while I ran my hand over her hip and squeezed her ass cheek through her dress.

Toshi’s warm lips slid over mine while her tongue seemed to be in ten different places at once. My cock stiffened straining against my briefs while Toshi ground her hips against my crotch, working her pussy over my growing bulge.

She broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes, breathless and wanting. “Matt, please fuck me.”

T’s words played back in my head. Toshi was a virgin, and the realization caused my head to flash with lust. Was she using me to get out of her engagement? It didn’t matter. I would gladly take Toshi’s virginity without blinking an eye. But how would Stella react if she walked in on me having sex with a strange woman? She would probably want to join in.

I gently slid Toshi off my lap before I stood and took her hand. “Let’s go.”

Toshi took my hand and stood before the soft buzzing drone of a phone sounded from somewhere deep in the folds of her dress.

Toshi froze with her hand locked in mine. The phone buzzed again, and then a third time in quick succession.

“Do you have to check that?” I asked, but I already knew the answer.

Toshi dug inside a hidden pocket in her dress and pulled out a slim white phone. She gazed at the screen and her face warped in terror. “It’s T. Juro’s on his way.” She let go of my hand and smoothed the wrinkles in her skirt.

“What? How?” I asked, confused.

“He tracks my phone,” she said. “I’ve been here too long.”

She hurried toward my door, tapping something on her phone, our intimacy destroyed.

“Tosh, wait. How can I reach you?” I asked.

She whirled to face me, her eyes locked in fear. “I have a secret Instagram handle. You can use that.” She picked up a ballpoint pen off my desk and scribbled her handle on top of an empty pizza box sitting atop my trash can.

“I want to see you again,” I said.

She bit her lip, gazed into my eyes and nodded. “I do too, but we have to be very careful.” She took my hand in hers, leaned forward and kissed me on the lips before she turned and fled my apartment.
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I spent the evening bringing Stella and Sam up to speed with all the developments in our burgeoning harem. They felt as invested as I did in rescuing Toshi from the clutches of the evil Juro and vowed to help me discover a way to make it happen.

Both women also seemed invested in freeing Nicole from Bruce’s controlling presence, although they seemed even more interested in including both women in our active sex lives.

By the time Thursday rolled around, I couldn’t wait to see Nicole and arrived at our tutoring session a full fifteen minutes early. I pushed upstream through the crowd of departing teenagers until I reached Nicole’s classroom.

I stepped inside and Nicole gazed up at me from her desk with a smile plastered across her face. “Matt. You came early.” She stood from her seat, her blue eyes sparkling, and hurried around her desk toward me.

I shut the door behind me, and it closed with a loud click.

Nicole’s outfit was very similar to what she wore two days ago. Today, it was a blue silk blouse, navy knee-length skirt, and black high-heel pumps. When she reached me, she embraced me in a warm hug and pressed her body flat against mine.

My heart soared, and a dizzying wave of lust flashed through my head. I wrapped my arms awkwardly around Nicole’s waist and breathed in the erotic scent of fresh vanilla wafting from her hair. Her silk blouse, soft and warm with her body heat, slid over my fingertips like electric sex. I struggled against the urge to slide my hands lower while visions of fucking Nicole on her desk danced through my imagination.

“I wanted to show you something.” She broke off the hug and slipped her hand into mine.

“What is it?”

She searched my eyes as if suddenly hesitant. “Promise not to laugh?”

I frowned. “Laugh? No. I mean. I would never laugh at you.”

“Close your eyes.”

I closed my eyes and Nicole twined her fingers through mine before leading me toward her desk.

My pulse quickened and my stomach flip-flopped. What was she doing? My mind raced with possibilities, all of them involving a very naked Miss Parker. “You aren’t going to run me into a chair, are you?”

Nicole chuckled. “Don’t you trust me?”

My mind whirled with images of blindfolds, handcuffs, and the young ginger lashed to her desk. “You haven’t led me astray yet.”

I felt her hand on my shoulder and another on my hip. “Mind the desk,” she said. “My chair is right behind you.”

“Should I sit?”

“Yes.” She guided me into her seat and stepped away. “Keep them closed.”

“What’s this about?” I asked as I heard Nicole rustling in what sounded like a cabinet across the room.

“Inspiration,” she said. “You reminded me of who I used to be.”

“I did what?” The sounds of something shifting came from only a few feet away.

“For too long, I’ve hidden my true self. I’m done with that,” Nicole said. “So, two nights ago, I discovered an old photo of a trip I took right after I graduated from college.”

“I’m intrigued. Do I get to see the product of all this inspiration?”

A final shift came and she let out a short sigh. “Be gentle. I’m a little rusty.”

“Does that mean I can open my eyes?”

“Yes.”

I opened my eyes.

Nicole stood beside an easel that held a half-finished painting. The painting showed the edge of a sun rising above the peak of a mountain. Golden rays shot toward the heavens while thin clouds stretched toward the horizon.

I gasped and my face flashed with stone-cold shock. The weight of the moment pressed down on my consciousness and my jaw dropped open. Any doubt I had about Nicole being woman number two vanished.

“Wow,” Nicole said. “I didn’t expect that reaction.” She titled her head and studied me, her expression quizzical. “Matt, you look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I pushed myself out of the chair and crossed to the painting. The obvious symbolism was impossible to overlook, and something subtle shifted inside me. It was like a long-lost puzzle piece snapping into place. I knew it as surely as I knew my next breath would fill my lungs — Nicole Parker belonged to me. “You did this in two days? Why this picture?”

She shifted her weight on her heel and faced the painting. “I remember the moment I took this. The world seemed filled with infinite possibilities, and something about the way the sun broke over the mountain just… left me breathless.”

“It’s unbelievable.” I shook my head while I studied the exquisite detail of the sun’s rays. “You have real talent. I didn’t know you were an artist.”

Nicole’s cheeks reddened. “I’m not an artist.” She shrugged. “I once had a passion for painting that I’d forgotten.”

“Nicole, this is art. You are an artist. I just can’t believe you did this much in two days. You can’t stop.”

Nicole smiled. “I had a lot of time on my hands after I kicked out Bruce.”

I whipped my head around toward her. “You what?”

She smiled and folded her arms over her chest. “I’ve wasted enough time on Bruce Davis. It’s time Nicole Parker emerges from her cocoon.”

I edged closer and gazed down into her clear blue eyes. “Maybe I can help break you free?”

She wore her shimmering red hair pulled back and braided in an intricate weave. Her ever studious librarian glasses sat perched on her pert, upturned nose, and Nicole’s full pink lips turned up in a faint smile. She wore a self-assured, satisfied expression that signaled she was down for whatever came next. Miss Parker turned up her eyebrow and gazed at me, her expression turning bemused. “What do you have in mind?”

My pulse quickened and my cock stiffened in my jeans while my gaze fell to the soft curve of her breast disappearing inside her silk blouse.

Nicole’s tits pushed outward, testing the limits of the shiny silk fabric. The cloth stretched taut, providing a gap between the two buttons tasked with reigning in her beautiful breasts. Through the gap, I caught a hint of her white lace bra beneath. It was classic Miss Parker, and those tantalizing peeks had been the bread and butter of my senior year of high school. She was the ultimate cock tease and had given me more cases of blue balls than any other woman on the planet.

I wouldn’t walk out of Miss Parker’s class with blue balls ever again. I inched forward and slid my hands over the fine cotton of her navy-blue skirt and rested my palms on the flare of her womanly hips. “Care to make my teenage dreams come true?”

Her smile turned seductive, and she wrapped her arms loosely around my neck. “Right here in the classroom? What will the faculty think?” She feigned a shocked expression and slid her fingers up the back of my neck.

The faculty would likely donate a kidney for ten-minutes of uninterrupted alone time with Nicole Parker. I leaned in and inhaled the soft fresh scent of vanilla while my lips found hers.

She kissed me softly at first but wasted little time deepening the kiss, parting her lips before our tongues met.

Her soft lips melted into mine and her tongue writhed warm and wet, hardening my cock to diamond-level proportions. She tasted of strawberries dipped in fresh mint and my head spun with unbridled lust. I slid my hands past her hips, cupped her ass, and squeezed.

Nicole let out a low moan before she opened her mouth wider and sucked my tongue between her lips.

My heart beast so fast and hard I felt it thunder in my temples and my stomach spun like an out-of-control washing machine. I was doing it. I was living out a thousand guys’ fantasies. I pulled at her skirt, sliding it higher over her thighs and hips until my fingers met the soft silk lace of her white panties.

Miss Parker ground her hips, pushing her crotch against the bulge in my jeans until she broke off the kiss and reached for my belt buckle. Hands fumbling, Nicole Parker loosened my belt buckle and popped open the button on my pants before she slipped her hand inside and wrapped her fingers around my swollen cock.

I gasped and bucked my hips, pushing my shaft up through her soft warm fingers.

She kissed me again while she stroked my cock and I slipped my hands inside her panties, cupping her bare ass cheeks in my palms. I kneaded her soft flesh, squeezing her ass while I gazed down her backside and caught the curves of an ass so flawless it looked carved from white marble.

Nicole broke off the kiss and peppered my nose and cheeks with kisses while she continued stroking my fat cock.

Pre-cum oozed from my tip and onto her outstretched fingers. She slid her fingertips over my knob while she stroked my glans with her thumb. She buried her lips in my neck and sucked hard enough to raise a hickey. Her warm breath curled up my neck and I grew impossibly hard in her hand.

My cock ached for release and I channeled years of teasing and flaunting into my cock and it pulsed on the brink of a major explosion. I wouldn’t last long with a fantasy girl like Nicole Parker, and I meant to finish inside her. I slid my hands over her ass cheeks and tightened my grip on her upper hamstrings before I easily hoisted her off the ground.

Miss Parker moaned, and the sound reverberated across my ear. “Fuck me. Please, baby. Fuck me so hard.” She pulled my earlobe between her lips and wrapped her bare legs tight around my waist.

I carried her across the room and shoved the items on her desk aside before they toppled onto the floor. With a deft touch, I gently laid Miss Parker back onto her desk before I worked her panties down her legs and over her ankles.

She writhed on the desk, gazing up at me, her eyes heavy with lust. She took off her glasses and tossed them onto her chair before she pulled her braid loose and let her red hair tumble over her desk.

I dropped my pants and edged forward with my cock slapping against her parted inner thighs.

Nicole raised her hips off the desk while I pushed her skirt higher until it wrapped around her waist.

Her shaven pussy, tight and pink, glistened with wetness. Her pink folds appeared tantalizingly between her pale creamy pussy lips, and I swallowed the lump in my throat before I inched forward.

My cock wagged in eager anticipation while I guided my pulsing tip over her engorged lips and dragged my knob up and down her trench, inspiring a fresh release of wetness.

Nicole moaned while she loosened the buttons on her silk blouse. Once the last button tumbled free, she pulled open her blouse, revealing her sheer, white-lace bra beneath.

My mouth watered while I gazed down at one of the best bodies I had ever laid eyes on.

Her tits bulged from the confines of the bra, giving rising to a valley of deep cleavage where her big tits squeezed together.

I worked my fat knob up and down her slippery trench, inching deeper with every pass. Miss Parker’s bra clasped in the front and I leaned forward, popping it open with one hand, letting her hidden treasures finally, mercifully spill free.

Creamy, round, and porcelain white, her tits were as perfect as I imagined. Her pastel pink quarter-sized areolas rose above the creamy flesh of her breasts and gave rise to hard, pink nipples just fat enough to nibble on.

“Matt, baby, stop teasing me.” Miss Parker bit her lower lip and gazed at me longingly. She wrapped her legs loosely around my waist and edged her hips forward as if seeking my fat cock.

With an eye-watering moan, I edged forward and slipped inside her, pausing so as not to blow my load. My head thumped and my cock twitched while she flexed her pussy and tightened it clenching my tip in her velvety embrace.

“God, your cock feels amazing.” She let out a long moan and bucked her hips up and down as if demanding more of my manhood.

I hoped she would forgive me if I blew my load too soon, but I was already on the brink and I wasn’t even all the way inside her. Throwing caution to the wind, I slid forward and sank deep inside my beautiful fantasy girl while I squeezed her bare tits, kneading her soft creamy mounds between my outstretched fingers.

Her nipples hardened under my index fingers while my cock pulsed deep inside Miss Parker’s amazing pussy.

She tightened her grip around my waist, digging her heels into my ass and pulling me deeper inside while she sat up, propping herself up on her hands. “Don’t hold back. I’ve waited a long time to fuck you, Matt McCoy.”

That news came as a surprise, and I felt the first inklings of an orgasm tilt toward no return, and I was certain I had already released a minor spasm of cum inside her. “Should I pull out?”

“No,” she said, almost panicked before she tightened her thighs around my waist and pulled me in deeper.

I felt her cervix press against my tip and my cock practically hummed inside her soft, tight pussy. I pulled backed and pushed forward, slamming into her with a hard driving thud.

Nicole’s tits jiggled and she let out a soft grunt while she gazed down at my cock sliding in and out of her shiny pink pussy. “You have a big fat cock. I can feel you stretching me out.” She arched her back and her long red hair spilled over her shoulders in shimmering waves.

I pumped her harder and faster while the desk groaned and shook beneath the onslaught of our furious coupling.

With every hard push our skin slapped together creating a musical, whomp, whomp, whomp. Miss Parker’s pussy seemed to tighten and conform to my cock while her tits rolled in rhythmic circles, gently slapping together in opposite time with our fucking.

“Baby, are you close?” She gazed up at me while she bit her lower lip and her blue eyes looked soft and innocent.

My balls threatened to breach the damn, and I answered her breathlessly. “Yes. I can’t last much longer.”

“Good, because I’m coming so hard,” her words drifted off while she arched her back and thrust out her big jiggling tits. She let loose a primal moan and her pussy tightened around my cock, sending me beyond the protection of the reef.

The room spun and my vision faded to black a moment before my balls burst and a seismic orgasm sprayed a firehouse of cum deep inside the beautiful English teacher. I groaned and pumped, releasing thick hot ropes of fiery cum one after another like a rapid-fire machine gun on full automatic. It was an orgasmic flood, oceanic in depth and breadth, with a four-year damn of pent-up sexual frustration bursting in the mother of all orgasms.

“That’s it, Matt,” Nicole said while she ground her hips and milked my cock of every drop. “I need it so bad.” She pulled herself higher off the desk by wrapping her arms around my neck and grinding my cock into her inner depths.

I slid my hands under her ass cheeks while her nipples dragged across my chest. My orgasm crested and came down the back slope while I continued to pump her full of my seed.

She kissed me softly on the lips and rocked gently back and forth until my cock went still inside her. Nicole ran her hands inside my shirt and over my washboard abs before sliding them up my back. “Come home with me and we can fuck all night.”

My cock twitched inside her, and Nicole giggled.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said, kissing me softly while she gazed into my eyes.

“Wild horses couldn’t stop me.” I kissed her while I ground my cock in slow circles, plumbing her pussy with my steely girth. “But you have a test coming up. We need to study first.”

Nicole shook her head. “No need. I’m acing that class.” She smiled teasingly. “But it got you here, and I’m crazy about you.” She kissed me again, letting her kiss linger before she parted her lips and slid her tongue into my mouth.

“You drove me crazy in high school,” I said, nibbling on her lower lip.

“You don’t even know how many pairs of my panties you ruined.” She grinned while she explored my chest with her hands. “I even named my vibrator Matthew.”

“You can retire your vibrator,” I said. “I’ll make sure of that.”

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep.” She bucked her hips forward and pushed my cock in deeper.

“Oh, I’m keeping it. Don’t worry.” My cock hardened, and I started fucking her again.

“Before we go home, I want to ride you on my desk,” she said. “That’s my fantasy.” She grinned, her expression naughty.

I locked the classroom door and came back before sliding onto Nicole’s desk.

She pulled off what remained of her clothes until she pranced toward me, buck naked.

I drank in her utter perfection, hoping I wouldn’t wake up if this was a fever dream.

She climbed atop me and pulled off my shirt before she slipped me inside her and started to grind.

The second time took longer, but not by much. We barely made it inside her house before I fucked her again on her kitchen floor and then again in her shower. By the time morning arrived, we had sex twice more in her bed, trying out a variety of positions.

She was insatiable and so was I. We face-timed Stella and Sam, who had made their own date night without me. Nicole had no reservations about the other women. In fact, she told me it was the other women who made her want me even more.

We spent the entire weekend together, and I filled her in on everything from the debacle with Jennifer to how I met Sam and Stella. I even told her of the prophecy with Leslie Bane and my experience with Toshi, including my uncertainty with the sun symbols.

The story had left her in rapture and when I told her I thought she was one of my five soul mates, she readily agreed and told me she had powerful feelings for me going back years she had suppressed. When she saw me at the birthday party, she knew it was over with Bruce and that she made an internal vow to win me over.

On Sunday night, after forty-eight hours of limitless sex, I drifted off to sleep with a naked Miss Parker cuddled in my arms. My final thoughts settled on the mystery of girl number three and the worry of what would come of Stella and I. For better or worse, girl number three had entered the equation and images of Stella, Lacy, Toshi, and even Jennifer floated through the haze of my consciousness before sleep finally found me.
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Under the dizzying array of the casino’s multi-colored lights, the dealer’s bald head lit up like a pinball machine. For the first time that night, his lips curled into a warm smile and he extended his hand in my direction. “Congratulations, Mr. McCoy. That was a pleasure to watch.”

Sitting across the table from me, a fat middle-aged man with thin gray hair and an over-sized Hawaiian shirt sagged over the table. He lightly punched his clenched fist against his forehead and squeezed his eyes shut. “Fuck,” he whispered under his breath.

I shook the dealer’s hand. His grip was firm and his smile sincere. “Thank you.” I slid a hundred-dollar poker chip across the table as a courtesy.

The dealer waved away the tip. “Thank you, sir. There’s no tipping allowed in a tournament, but I appreciate the sentiment.” He stepped back and bowed formally before he turned on his heel and disappeared through the throng of poker tables.

The fat man gazed up at me, his eyes bleary and his expression grim. “Who calls on a fucking pair of jacks?”

I shrugged. “There was an eighty-seven percent chance that my jacks would go. Sorry about your luck?”

His mouth fell open, and he scowled. “What are you some kind of fucking wise guy?”

I picked up my chit declaring me the winner and turned my back on the fat man. If there was one thing I couldn’t stand, it was a sore loser.

“Hey, I’m talking to you,” the fat man said.

I whirled on him and fixed him with my best angry glare, even though I wasn’t even a little perturbed. “Maybe if you learned to lose liking a fucking man, you might actually learn something about the game.”

“Fuck you, kid.” He flipped me the bird and lumbered away from the table.

I grinned and pocketed the chit before making my way through the honeycomb of poker tables littering the casino floor. Near the entrance to the convention floor, I strolled past a placard that read, The Bellagio Holiday Poker Tournament, December 26th through December 31st, Las Vegas.

The girls and I had planned a massive New Year’s Eve party in our suite, and at the rate I was winning, we would really have something to celebrate.

Ahead, the entrance to the high rollers room appeared. Two burly security guards wearing expensive suits and earpieces flanked the entrance. They briefly checked the credentials of the gamblers who entered, and I stopped to see if recognized any poker celebrities among the VIPs.

The high rollers had a buy-in the rest of the tournament attendees couldn’t afford, present company included. The high-priced buy-in offered a fast pass to the final table, and a guaranteed spot at one of the consolation tables. But with high reward came high risk. The best poker players in the world came through the high rollers room. Even though I had earned north of fifty grand playing poker in the past few months, the entry fee was too rich for my blood. I couldn’t risk my entire savings just to get wiped out before I even got started.

The tournament paid out a grand prize worth $250,000 with lesser prizes for the top five. I came to win, but even if I lost, hitting Vegas with Sam, Nicole, and Stella already made me a winner.

The high rollers came and went, and I didn’t recognize any of them. I was ready to leave when a familiar face appeared before the security guards. He flashed his ID to the biggest of the goons, his face expressionless.

My face went numb, and I stood up straight, focusing on the lean, handsome Japanese man wearing a ten-thousand-dollar suit.

Juro Uno, Toshi’s arrogant fiancé, disappeared through the doorway without looking back.

I was so focused on Juro, I barely noticed T and Dwayne appear on my right and left.

“He entered after he found out you were playing,” T said while he stared toward the high rollers room.

I glanced to my right and frowned at T. “What? Why?”

T’s expression soured. “Shut the fuck up, Matt. You know why.”

“He hates me because he drained two-grand from my wallet? Come on T, don’t make me read your fucking mind,” I said.

T glanced over at Dwayne and Dwayne smiled sheepishly.

Dwayne put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed. “Pal, he hates you because Toshi wants to jump your bones.”

“Fuck you, Dwayne,” T said before he turned on me. “But that doesn’t mean he’s wrong. By the way, I know all about Toshi’s visit to your apartment. I also know that you two have been trading DM’s. I warned you to stay the fuck away from her.”

It was true that I hadn’t seen Toshi, but I knew she was here with her mother in Vegas trying on wedding gowns. I never expected Juro to tag along for the ride “Well… fuck Juro Uno. If he wants to come to Vegas and lose his money, that’s fine by me.”

The three of us stared across the casino as if Juro might appear before us in a puff of smoke.

Finally, Dwayne broke the silence. “Play your cards right, and you can win back that two grand.” Dwayne grinned sideways at me.

“Did you just poker pun me?” I asked.

T laughed, and Dwayne’s grin widened. “Dad jokes got nothin’ on me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Let’s hit the bar. I’m buying unless you make us suffer through more bad jokes.”
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Two beers into our celebration, the hotel concierge appeared at our table.

The well-dressed man had a warm smile and held a note in his hand. He gave a slight but professional bow and focused his attention on me. “Mr. McCoy, the hotel would like to offer their sincere congratulations on your victory. We have upgraded your room suite compliments of the hotel.”

Dwayne let out a long, low, but very sarcastic, whistle. “You’ve hit the big time, kid.”

The concierge’s smile widened into a grin.

T shook his head and mumbled under his breath, “Lucky bastard,” before he sipped on his beer.

I took the note from the concierge and he bowed deeper before he put his hands behind his back. “Should you need any assistance during your stay at The Bellagio, please let us know.”

Before I could turn back to Dwayne and T, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I fished it out and glanced at the lock screen.

Nicole: We got a room upgrade! We’re in room 2369.

Stella: Sweet! Make room in bed for me and Matt, don’t forget to pick me up at the airport tomorrow!

Sam: 69? (smiley face emoji) It’s like they knew.

I opened my phone and typed a message.

Me: Stell, I won’t forget. Good luck at the competition. Text me if you need anything.

T’s phone rang, and he glanced down at it. “I’ve got to get this. I’ll catch you guys later?”

Dwayne and I waved goodbye and T disappeared out of the bar.

A few seconds later, Dwayne eyed me while a shit-eating grin spread across his face. “So, what’s the latest on girl number three? Is Stella your gal?”

“No obvious signs,” I said. “But I’m still winning big and Stella is by my side nearly twenty-four-seven. She’s got to be girl number three.”

“What about Toshi?” He sipped on his beer. “Or Lacy? God, I’d donate a kidney for ten minutes alone with your sis-in-law.”

I shrugged. “I’ve traded DM’s with Toshi but her family is breathing down her neck. As far as Lacy goes, she’s not in a good place with my brother. We’re keeping things dialed back for the moment. Besides, neither of them really fits the girl number three mold.”

Dwayne held his glass up and sighed. “I envy you, buddy. Cheers to one crazy year, and cheers to Leslie Bane. By the way, you owe me own for that.”

I grinned and clinked glasses with him. “Cheers to Leslie Bane. May her prophecies ring true into the new year.”

We finished our beers, and Dwayne stood as if to leave.

“Hate to drink and run, but you aren’t the only one whose luck has changed with the ladies. I’ve got a date.”

“With who?”

“One of the poker players,” he said. “She hails from the City of Angels, and I’m meeting her on the sun deck for a cocktail.”

“Look at you,” I said. “I’ll catch you later.”

Dwayne left me alone at the table and a few seconds later, my phone buzzed. It was an incoming message from Sam.

A selfie of Samantha appeared on my screen. Her golden hair, parted to one side, cloaked one side of her face. Her blue eyes danced mischievously, and she puckered her lips as if kissing me through the phone. But what caught my attention was her insane cleavage bursting from her white tank top.

She sent a message with the picture.

Sam: I’m somewhere in the hotel, I wonder what will happen if you find me?

I stared at the picture, and my mouth watered.

Sam and Nicole had spent the last two days by the pool and the sun had been kind, leaving her complexion healthy, golden, and vibrant. Her naturally blonde hair had turned a shade lighter under the Nevada sun, and I noted the edge of her white lace bra lurking in the depths of her sensational cleavage.

At times, she was such a tease. Hell, she had spent years teasing me and admitted to it. I zoomed in on the picture, but not to inspect Sam, but rather, the background behind her. The bottom corner of what looked like a slot machine came into focus. Someone wearing plaid, bell-bottom pants sat on a stool in front of that slot machine.

I grinned and messaged her back.

Me: Challenge accepted. What do I get if I win?

Sam: Better hurry before your luck runs out. (wink-face emoji) (gift emoji)

I pushed away from the table and strode through the hotel toward the casino floor. The slot machines were at the front and I walked up and down the aisles until I found an old woman wearing the plaid bell-bottom pants.

There was no sign of Sam anywhere. I glanced back down at my phone and honed in on her world-class cleavage. My cock lurched in my boxer briefs and I licked the dryness from my lips. She had never looked hotter.

Another message pinged my phone — a second photo of Sam.

It was another selfie, but this time Sam had pulled down her tank far enough to reveal her cleavage bursting from her lacy white bra. She pouted into the camera, her lips glistening with a fresh coat of pink gloss.

Sam: I know you like staring at my boobs. You might even get to see them if you know anything about me. Where am I, Matthew?

I didn’t need any hints from zooming in, and Sammie didn’t offer me any. Her beautiful face and amazing chest filled the screen. But the answer to her riddle was as easy as the way she filled out her favorite gym outfits. I smiled and tapped out a quick reply.

Me: Better lose that bra, baby. I’m coming for you.

Sam: Coming for me or in me? (chin tapping emoji)

I laughed and strode from the casino toward the world-class fitness studio where Sam had spent almost as much time as the pool. I walked through the rows of machines, treadmills, and bikes but didn’t see her anywhere.

My phone buzzed again, and I checked it.

A third picture came in. Sam had lost the bra completely and her nipples poked through her thin white tank top. A light sheen of perspiration covered her chest and one of her shoulder straps hung loose over her arm. The cotton material of her tank had slipped and hung on one of her perfect, perky, upturned tits. Like her chest, her face glowed with a light sheen of sweat and she smiled teasingly at the camera while strands of her blonde hair had come loose from her ponytail, fraying from the sides of her head.

My cock stiffened in my jeans. “Fuck,” I said out loud and got a stink-eyed stare from an old lady on a stair climber.

Sam’s message popped in next.

Sam: It’s getting warm in here, or is it just me?

Drool pooled inside my open mouth while I zoomed in on her nipples and adjusted the growing bulge in my jeans. It didn’t take long for me to deduce the next location, and I sincerely hoped it would be the last.

I exited the gym and hung a hard right before finding the sauna entrance at the end of the hallway.

A beautiful biracial receptionist stood behind a check-in counter with the hotel’s insignia emblazoned on the front. Her name tag read Misha, and she greeted me with a perky smile. “Mr. McCoy?”

“Uhh… yeah.” What the hell was Sam up to?

“You’re in sauna number three.” She pointed to the door behind her. “The changing room is the first door on the right.”

I grinned and my cock pulsed a formal salute. “Thanks, Misha.”

Her eyes flickered down to the bulge in my jeans before she met my gaze. “My pleasure.”

I found the changing room and a fluffy white towel with a note on top written in Sam’s unmistakable handwriting.

Wear the towel… or not. I’m sure Misha will enjoy an eyeful.

I opted for wearing the towel and nothing beneath it. My cock hardened to bedrock levels while I stripped off my clothes and wrapped the towel around my waist. The thought of a very naked Samantha waiting for me in sauna number three set my heart fluttering.

I found Misha waiting in the hallway. She didn’t bother covering her obvious ogling and her gaze lingered on my cock tenting out the towel before her gaze met my eyes. “It’s right this way, Mr. McCoy.”

The saunas were straight ahead and clearly labeled. There was no obvious reason for Misha to meet me other than curiosity.

“Thanks, these places can get so confusing,” I said.

Misha smiled over her shoulder and led me straight down the hall. Her ass filled out her tight white uniform nicely and I checked her over for any sign of a lover’s symbol which might signify girl number three.

“This is it.” She stood outside a cedar door with a big number three stenciled on the outside.

“Thanks again,” I said.

She bit her lower lip and fumbled with her hands in front of her. “If you need anything, like my phone number, just ask.” She smiled and strode past me while she glanced back over her shoulder at my ass.

Suddenly I felt like a piece of raw meat, not that I minded. Besides, it wasn’t like I had room to talk. I pried open the sauna door and stepped inside.

Sam sat on the second tier of two cedar benches that covered three walls of the small personal sauna. She wore a white towel loosely wrapped around her chest that barely covered her pussy. She had piled her blonde hair loosely atop her head and secured it with a black banana clip. Her cleavage bulged from the towel and her skin glistened with perspiration.

The temperature was well over 150 degrees Fahrenheit and the first inklings of sweat formed on my pectoral muscles.

Sam smiled seductively and stretched her bare legs out before her. “What took you so long, baby?” Her blue eyes looked heavy with lust and strands of her golden hair sprouted from her temples, which only made her hotter.

My cock lurched, hardening to race condition before pushing my white towel to its logical limit. “Sorry. Misha wanted a quickie first.”

Sam wasn’t buying it, but she played along. “Matthew McCoy, you know better than that.”

“You don’t believe me?” I stepped up to the bench and ran my hands along Sam’s shins and curled my palms beneath her calf muscles and gently squeezed.

“I saw her first,” she said. “Besides, a gentleman always shares and you are a perfect gentleman.” She parted her legs, revealing the slit of perfect pink pussy beneath a layer of murky shadows.

I licked my lips and leaned in closer, running my palms over her knees before sliding my hands up her inner thighs. I gazed up into the perfection of her beautiful face and sighed contentedly. “Goddamn baby, you are incredibly beautiful.”

Sam’s lips turned up into a warm smile, and her eyes twinkled. “Matt, that’s so sweet. Are you trying to make me blush?”

I climbed onto the bench knees first and parted her legs while I ran my hands high up her flawless inner thighs. “Yes.” I grinned.

Sam’s legs were honed to female perfection. Without a hint of sag or fat yet not too thin, she had the body of an eighteen-year-old with the thickness of a hot young mommy. Her skin glistened, and she raised her legs before loosely wrapping her feet around my waist. “Come to mama.” She smiled wickedly.

I tugged on the towel at my waist and tossed it aside. I pulled Sam’s towel loose from around her chest and piled it atop mine on the nearby bench.

Sam’s tits jiggled and swayed while she edged forward bringing her hips to the edge of the bench and parting her legs wider showcasing the full splendor of her perfect pink pussy.

I ran my hands beneath Sam’s legs and slid my palms under her supple ass cheeks.

Her clean-shaven pussy, only inches from my face, glistened with sleek perspiration and looked as sweet as cotton candy. The golden hue of her inner thighs met a sharp line of creamy white where her bikini bottoms had formed the perfect tan line.

I cupped Sam’s ass cheeks in my hand and slightly raised her hips while Sam braced herself against the bench. I kissed my way along her inner thighs, licking a path toward the thin vertical slit of her rated-ten pussy. “I love you so much.”

Sam rocked her hips forward and backward as if in eager anticipation. Her tits rolled in gentle circles while she gazed down her body and slid her hands into the thicket of my dark hair. “Oh, baby, I love you too.” she cooed while her nipples stiffened and she chewed her lower lip.

I slipped Sam’s long legs over my shoulders before I dove headfirst into her sweet pink folds, licking my way along her slit and lapping up her wetness.

She let out a long, soft moan and locked her ankles together behind my neck. With me supporting her ass, Sam leaned back against the sauna wall and propped herself up on her elbows.

I slid the tip of my tongue deeper along her inner folds, gently probing her slit with the broad flat section of my tongue while Sam gently rocked her hips back and forth into my face.

Her wetness intensified, rolling over my lips and tongue while I inhaled her sweet candy scent and swallowed her juices. I slipped my tongue inside her opening and plunged into her depths while Sam’s legs tremored around my ears.

Sam groaned and tightened her legs around my shoulders while her tits swayed in time with her bucking hips.

I worked my tongue up and down her trench, pushing deeper while her pussy opened up like a blossoming rose. Slippery and wet, my lips, tongue, and mouth melded into one and I lapped her up, savoring every second of her aroused state.

Sam’s moans intensified while I worked my tongue furiously, saving the sweetness of her clit for dessert.

“Matt… baby, I’m so close,” Sam said breathlessly.

I squeezed her ass, kneading her soft flesh between my fingers while I lapped up her juices and probed higher up her labia. It was there I found her cherry waiting for me. With the tip of my tongue, I pried loose her puffy pink clit and slurped it between my lips.

Sam let out a sharp gasp and wildly bucked her hips back and forth, face fucking me while I sucked on her rose bud and feverishly worked it with the tip of my tongue.

“Ohhhh… baby, I’m coming.” Her body shook and her hips tremored while she flooded my mouth with an ocean of her fresh release.

I lapped up every drop while gently sucking her clit and drawing out the flood of her orgasm.

Only when Sam sagged back against the sauna wall did I relent and withdraw my lips from her pussy. My cock, rigid and stiff, had its sights set on the beautiful blonde mommy. I eased Sam back down onto the bench and climbed up onto the second tier before sitting down beside her.

Sam recovered enough to sit upright and gaze down on my cock before she licked her lips. Sher curled her fingers around my knob and ran her thumb across my glans while my cock swelled in her hand.

I needed inside her, and my cock throbbed in her hand. I reached out and cupped one of Sam’s big natural tits before giving it a firm squeeze. Her stiff nipple raked the tender flesh of my palm and I let the natural weight of her mommy boobs settle under my touch.

Sam slid onto my lap while she wrapped her arms loosely around my neck for support. She leaned in and kissed me while she continued stroking my cock until it ached with hardness.

Our tongues twined, and she nibbled on my lower lip while I cupped her bare tits in my hands and tweaked her nipples between my fingers.

Sam moaned softly, deepening our kiss while she sat up long enough to guide the tip of my cock along her soaking wet labia.

My knob slid along her wet trench until my tip caught inside her entrance and dipped inside.

I watched my cock enter Sam’s pussy and throb while her wall muscles contracted, clamping down on my cock like a buttery smooth vise. I edged my hips higher, sinking deeper inside her pussy before Sam sank lower and fully impaled herself on my steel rod.

She let out a soft moan of pleasure before she leaned forward and pressed her tits into my face.

I squeezed her tits together between my face while Sam started fucking me slow and steady.

Our bodies, slick with perspiration, slapped together, and the bench groaned under our assault. Sam’s hands roamed my shoulders while she bounced, driving my cock deeper with every push.

Using the tip of my tongue, I circled Sam’s areola before I inhaled her nipple and teased it to full hardness between my lips. I cupped her ass, feeling her body move while the pace of our lovemaking intensified.

Our soft grunts reverberated off the sauna walls and after so much teasing and foreplay, I knew I wouldn’t last long. She was way too hot, and I was way too horny. I locked in on the memory of Sam’s last photo she sent me, and my orgasm smashed into her like a freight train.

I dug my fingers into her ass while I unloaded fiery liquid jets of molten cum deep inside the beautiful young MILF.

“That’s it, baby. Let it all go.” She rocked her hips in tight circles, milking my cock while she leaned back and braced herself on her knees. Her tits swayed in tight circles and our eyes locked, heavy with spent lust.

My cock continued spurting, filling her with ropes of milky jizz. Sam’s body glistened under the sauna’s murky light and her golden hair, damp with perspiration, fell loose of the banana clip and tumbled over her shoulders.

We sat motionless, sucking in the heavy humid air while Sam’s pussy twitched and my cock finally went still.

The shower we took together afterward only inflamed our passion, and I fucked Sam again, pinning her to the shower stall wall while our grunts and moans echoed from the fine marble tile.

We made it back to the room an hour later, and I found Nicole stepping out of the shower with a towel wrapped around her body and another wrapped around her hair.

Nicole gazed up at me in the mirror before she smiled brightly. “Don’t get any ideas. You’re taking me out to dinner and dancing first.” She turned around, crossed the bathroom, and stopped before me. “Besides, I want to get all girly for you first. I never get to dress girly. Stella showed me what to wear.”

I gazed down at her creamy cleavage and licked my lips. “We can always do it now and then again later.”

Nicole gave me an I-don’t-think-so stare before she stood on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips. “Go, now, before I have to pull the teacher card on you.”

I grinned, and she shoved me out of the bathroom before closing the door in my face.
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Nicole and I spent a quiet dinner together at a bistro that felt straight out of the heart of Paris. Afterward, we picked up the pace and hit a dance club inside The Bellagio.

More than once I let my hands roam over the stunning ginger beauty’s lofty peaks and sharp valleys. But who could blame me? Nicole wore a formfitting, sleek black cocktail dress with thin spaghetti straps and a low-cut front that barely held her tits in place. Nicole’s creamy white cleavage swelled from her dress, and there wasn’t a man or woman who hadn’t stolen a glance at her amazing chest.

With my hand wrapped around her thin waist, the hostess led us to our table. Although there were plenty of ordinary tables, there were a dozen cozy seating areas that looked ideal for small groups or private gatherings. Beautiful people packed the dance floor while the DJ spun loud, techno beats perfect for dancing.

Our hostess, a petite Asian woman with round hips and a tight chest, stopped outside one of the semi-private partitioned seating areas near the dance floor. “Here we are, Mr. McCoy. This is our lover’s retreat.”

Her mention of the word, lovers, prickled my skin and goosebumps flashed across the back of my neck. It was Leslie Bane’s third symbol, and I didn’t know want to make of it. Nicole was, without question, lady number two which meant the name of the private seating area was a coincidence. It was a false flag. Or, it wasn’t, and I should keep my eyes open for possibilities. Either way, I meant to have a delightful time with the beautiful Miss Parker.

We entered the lover’s retreat. Four black cloth partitions acted as thin walls with an opening at the center that allowed for a wide-open view of the dance floor and the DJ booth. Inside the space, a black cloth area couch surrounded a knee-high coffee table with a glass top and neon lighting beneath. More tubular neon lights lined the floor, giving the interior a futuristic glow.

“This is amazing, thank you.” I scooped Nicole’s hand up and drew it to my lips, kissing her knuckles while I surveyed the space with satisfaction. I could let my hands roam wild over my former high school teacher’s sensational body. Nobody could see us without deliberately walking inside, and that risk of getting caught made the whole thing even hotter.

The hostess smiled with satisfaction. “Make yourselves as comfortable as you like,” she said. “I assure your complete privacy.” She glanced down at our hand and back up at me. “We pride ourselves on guest satisfaction.” Sexual innuendo laced her words, and so did the demure smile she flashed before she slinked away.

“I think she liked you,” Nicole said while she glanced back at the retreating hostess.

“Forget her,” I said. “Check out our little sex palace.” I turned around inside the room and soaked in the rainbow-colored light show radiating all around us.

“Sex palace?” Nicole frowned. “Maybe….” She closed the gap between us and ran her hand up under my shirt. “You’ll have to show me your dance moves before you have a chance of getting lucky.”

I slipped my hands around Nicole’s waist and over the curves of her ass before giving them a full-bodied squeeze. “I’m thinking we order an appetizer first.”

She slid her hands over my bare chest and tweaked my nipples to hardness. “Appetizer? We just ate.” She smiled coyly.

I gazed down at her beautiful face and pulled her in tight while my cock hardened against her flat tummy. “You’re the appetizer and the dessert.”

Nicole wore her red hair in a straight-from-the salon blow-out style. It shone vibrant and voluminous, falling over her shoulders in shimmering waves. Her creamy, sun-kissed skin glowed under the space-age lights and her full red lips glistened with kissably soft perfection.

She raised an eyebrow. “Then who’s the main course?”

I eyed her creamy cleavage and slipped my hand under her short skirt before cupping her inner thigh in my palm. “Hmmm… I’m thinking an all you can eat buffet.”

Nicole laughed and perched up on her toes before she kissed me lightly on the lips. “Do you always have your mind in the gutter?”

“Good evening,” a female voice said from behind us.

Nicole and I glanced toward the opening of our sex lodge and found a scantily clad server staring at us as if she’d seen this picture play out a thousand times before.

I pulled away from Nicole and intertwined my fingers in hers. “We’ll have champagne,” I said.

“Perfect,” the server said. “I’ll be right back.” She disappeared, leaving me, once again, alone with Nicole.

Nicole smiled up at me. “It’s as if you know that champagne makes me do….” She paused, and her lips curled into a smoldering smile. “Well… let’s just say, I really like champagne.”

“In that case, I should have ordered two bottles.”

“Don’t worry, lover boy, it doesn’t take much to achieve the desired effect.” She wrapped her arms loosely around my neck, before she pulled me down into an intimate kiss.

Our lips meshed, and our tongues swirled. She tasted of sweet cinnamon, and my cock lurched in my trousers. I slid my hands down Nicole’s back and resisted the urge to tug her skimpy dress up and over her hips.

Nicole moaned softly in my mouth while she ran her fingers through the short hair at the nape of my neck. She pressed her body firmly against mine and ground her hips against my growing bulge.

I deepened the kiss and kneaded her soft ass cheeks in my hands.

Nicole broke off the kiss and eyed me while her cheeks glowed pink. “I at least want to make it to the champagne,” she said breathlessly. She stepped back and took my hand. “Come on, we can work off the edge on the dance floor.”

Nicole led me onto the dance floor where I discovered the sexy school marm moved her body in ways that might be outlawed in some states. She worked me to a full erection while she ground on my cock and pulled me in tight, rubbing her tits all over my chest.

We attracted attention from all corners of the dance floor, and Nicole definitely exercised her right to what-happens-in-Vegas-stays-in-Vegas. Twice she had to tug at her top when the corner of her areola slipped into view and I had to flat-out stop her from sticking her hand inside my pants. If Champagne made her horny, then we had no hope of making it out of the bar without testing her limits.

Thirty minutes later, Nicole pulled me into an embrace and whispered in my ear. “Let’s go have some champagne.” She gazed into my eyes, and I could see her pent-up urges coiled like a spring.

I nodded dumbly and licked my lips.

Nicole reached up and drew me into a kiss. She nibbled on my lower lip and rolled her tongue over mine before she broke it off and stepped back. “I need to use the ladies first. Pour me a glass, baby.”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and nodded again while Nicole headed off toward the lady’s restroom.

I stepped inside our lover’s retreat and found our champagne cooling in a bucket of ice with two glasses sitting on the glass table. I also found a woman with dark hair and a body to die for perched on the edge of the sectional staring up at me.

She narrowed her eyes, and she folded her hands in her lap. “Are you fucking Miss Parker?”

My cheeks flushed with raw heat, and my stomach took a nosedive. “Jennifer? What the hell are you doing here?”

“I thought you were fucking my sister,” she said, her tone frosty.

“I thought you were fucking your sister’s husband,” I retorted without missing a beat.

“That’s over,” she said. “It was a mistake.” Her eyes softened, and she unfolded her arms. “Matt, I’m sorry. I know I don’t have any right to —

That my ex-girlfriend sat inside a hideaway called the lover’s retreat about a million miles from home took me back. Surely, she wasn’t my third girl, was she? “Why are you here?”

“Come sit, and I’ll tell you,” she said, patting the couch beside her.

She styled her dark in loose space buns reminiscent of Princess Leia in the original Star Wars. Wisps of her dark hair fell over her ears and cheeks, and her full red lips glistened under the glow of the multi-colored lights. She had tanned to golden perfection and looked ten times hotter than the last time I saw her. Her dress was a tight black one-piece that conformed to her high firm tits and tight ass. She reminded me a little of Lacy, but not as hot. Lacy was in a league all her own.

I moistened my lips and drank her in. I knew every square inch of that body and my cock begged me to take her up on her offer. “My date will be back in a minute.”

“Miss Parker, you mean?” She smiled slightly. “I underestimated you, Matt. You’re winning again. Congratulations. I saw you made the semi-finals.”

“Did you come here with Jason?”

She shook her head. “No. I told you, that’s over. I’m here with Erin and Kim.” She hesitated. “But I really came here to find you.”

“I can’t do this right now,” I said.

“Is Sam here too?”

“Sam’s with me. They’re both with me.”

Her eyes widened, and her jaw fell open. “Wow. You mean like… all three of you?”

“And Stella,” I said. “You remember her, right? You threatened her life a while back.”

“God, Matt. What’s got into you? Is it like a harem? I’m shocked Sam would be part of that.”

I sighed. “Can you please go?”

She stood and closed the distance between us. “Can we talk tomorrow? I’m in room 812. If you unblock me from your phone, I promise I won’t send you any more crazy texts.” She looked up at me, her eyes soft and innocent. “I’ve been wrong about a lot of things. I want to make it up to you.”

Behind me, I felt a soft hand slide across my shoulder before Nicole appeared beside me. She looked even hotter than she had on the dance floor, and any thought of fucking Jennifer dissolved when I gazed down at her voluptuous rack.

Nicole smiled at Jennifer while she curled her elbow around mine. “Are you moving in on my man?”

Jennifer’s jaw dropped, and I smiled. It turned out, there was a God.

“Miss Parker, I… I, uhhhh… no.” Jennifer looked gob smacked, and I loved every second.

I wrapped my arm around Nicole’s waist and slid my hand over her ass. “She has a jealous streak. You know how redheads get.”

Nicole narrowed her eyes and gazed down on the shorter woman. “I don’t think your sister would appreciate you making a move on her boyfriend. Especially not after what happened with her husband.”

The blood drained from Jennifer’s face, and she pursed her lips. “Sorry, I’ve got to go.” She rushed past us and out the door.

I laughed in her wake, and Nicole turned to me, still smiling. “I saw her when we came in. She’s been watching us the entire time.”

“Is that what the dance floor was all about? Were you trying to make her jealous?”

Nicole shrugged. “Maybe a little. But mostly, I couldn’t keep my hands off you.” She inched forward and cupped the bulge in my pants. “Pour me some champagne and let’s see where the night takes us.”
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Halfway through our second bottle, Nicole showed me exactly what champagne did to her. After spending the better part of an hour kissing, chatting, and freely exploring one another, Miss Parker dropped all her inhibitions. In the dark recesses of our lover’s retreat, she crawled onto my lap and straddled me before meeting me face-to-face.

Nicole’s shoulder straps slipped free, leaving her milky white tits ready to burst from her top. Already the upper edge of her areolas had popped free of her skimpy dress and threatened to spill out with the slightest tug.

Our tongues twined, and she moaned soft and low while she ground into my lap and worked the buttons on my shirt, one by one.

Her hair and body were awash in faint scents of vanilla and cinnamon. The smells combined to light up my olfactory senses and set my cock thrumming. She was all lips and tongue, our mouths roaming freely while her soft moans buzzed in my ear.

I was too far gone to care who walked in on us. I had to have her, and I couldn’t wait to get back to the hotel room. With a gentle tug on her top, her breasts sprang free and her hard nipples grazed my hands.

Nicole leaned in and probed my ear with her tongue and gently rocked on my lap, grinding her pussy against my engorged cock. “Fuck me,” she whispered in my ear.

Her warm breath coiled down my neck and ignited sharp chills that crisscrossed my body. I leaned forward and inhaled Nicole’s stiff nipple, sliding her rubbery tip over my lips before gently sucking her to maximum hardness. I slithered my hands down her back and pulled at her dress, guiding it over her hips before leaving it coiled around her waist.

Nicole broke off the kiss long enough to tug at my belt, which forced me to unlatch my lips from her perky nipple.

With her tits jiggling before me, Nicole loosened my belt, unbuttoned my pants and lowered my zipper. She eyed me seductively with her lips slightly parted into a thin smile.

Nicole pushed at my pants and I assisted raising my hips off the couch, taking her with me while she lowered my pants enough to free my rock-hard cock from its infernal confines.

Pre-cum oozed from my swollen tip and my shaft glistened under the array of multi-colored lights. Outside our lover’s retreat, the music raged, thumping techno beats that reverberated through my bones.

Nicole hadn’t bothered wearing panties, having likely planned for this moment from the start, especially if Stella coached her.

She coiled her hand around my cock, her fingers warm and nimble. She gently stroked while she continued bucking her hips as if she couldn’t wait another second to impale herself on my cock.

I ran my hands over the soft curves of her supple ass cheeks and inched my way lower until I reached the warm recesses of her soaking wet pussy. Heat radiated over my palm and I slipped my finger over her labia and inside her entrance to make sure she was ready.

Nicole shuddered and let out a low moan and writhed on my finger, bucking back and forth while she tightened her grip on my cock. She arched her back and pressed her tits into my face, her hard nipples dragging over my cheeks and nose.

I glanced toward the opening of our mini-cave and wondered if anyone would catch us and what they would do if they found out. We couldn’t have been the first couple to fuck in here and we wouldn’t be the last. I threw caution to the wind and pulled my finger from Nicole’s pussy before I raised her off my lap.

Nicole inched forward and guided my cock through her soaking wet pussy until my tip slipped comfortably inside her. She let out a sharp gasp and goosebumps flashed across her bare tits.

I pulled her nipple into my mouth and softly kneaded her free breast between my fingers. With a gentle nudge of my hips, I rocked upward and sank halfway inside her.

Her pussy, buttery smooth and locknut tight, gripped my cock and conformed to the contours of my manhood as if she was born to fuck me. Nicole’s red hair spilled onto my face and she braced herself on my shoulders. “Ohhh… baby,” she whispered softly while she closed her eyes and arched her back.

I grabbed hold of her bare hips and forced her downward while I forced my hips upward and rammed her with surprising force.

Nicole let out a gasp and squeezed my shoulders while her nipples hardened under my touch. “Yessss,” she hissed. “Fuck me, Matt. Harder.” She rocked forward and backward, plumbing her pussy with my engorged rod.

I didn’t hold back. I fucked her hard and fast, driving in as deep as I could with every penetrating thrust. Her pussy heated as our pace grew faster and her wall muscles writhed around my cock in erotic waves that ignited a kernel of orgasmic bliss deep in the back of my lizard brain.

Nicole’s ass bounced off my thighs, causing her tits to jiggle and shake in a violet up and down motion.

I gripped hold of her hips and felt the rhythm of her fucking, synchronizing my upward thrust with her downward push.

Harder and faster, my cock pulsed every time I entered her warm slippery abyss. My balls ached for release and I squeezed Nicole’s hips in preparation for an avalanche of cum.

She let out a sharp grunt and a long moan while she leaned forward and buried her face in my neck. With her tits mashed against my chest, she rocked her hips forward and backward, grinding my cock to her fertile core. “I’m coming,” she whispered, her breaths coming short and fast.

Her voice ignited my orgasm like a match thrown into a mountain of black powder. I let out a sharp grunt, and bucked my hips upward, lifting Nicole off the couch while waves of hot cum sprayed her womb with my potent seed.

We came together, our bodies locked in orgasmic bliss while the music thumped and the lights danced over our half-naked bodies. I emptied what felt like a gallon of cum inside the beautiful ginger school teacher, hoping my sperm would make it past the blockade of her birth control and impregnate her with our child.

“I love you,” she whispered in my ear while she kissed her way along my neck and shoulder. She continued to milk my cock while I emptied the last spasms of my orgasm inside her.

I pulled down her dress to cover our blatant coupling while Nicole went motionless and our mouths met for one last kiss.

Afterward, we hurriedly dressed, and I settled the bill before we left the club hand-in-hand. When we got back to the room, Sam was already fast asleep.

Nicole and I used the suite’s empty bedroom where we sprawled out naked for rounds two and three.

Two hours later, a very naked Miss Parker fell asleep with her arms and legs wrapped around me. As I drifted off, I made a mental note to stock up on champagne.
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I laid my cards on the table. “Full boat,” I said, unable to conceal the grin sprouting on my face.

The last man sitting at the table, a soft-spoken silver-haired Texan with a bushy mustache, extended his hand. “Well played, sir.”

“Thanks, Mr. Wilson,” I said, taking his hand while the dealer handed me my chit.

“Son, you’ve earned the right to call me by my God-given. It’s Chuck from now on.” He grinned and squeezed my hand warmly. “I don’t mind losing to a player who clearly knows his cards.”

“Thank you, sir… I mean Chuck. You can call me Matt.”

He tipped his head and pushed away from the table. “Right, Matt. I’ve got some wounds to lick and a whiskey calling my name. It was good playing with you.” He stood and turned from the table.

“Well played, Mr. McCoy,” the dealer said. “You’ve earned a spot in the championship finals.”

I couldn’t stop grinning. “I can’t believe it. Thanks.” The championship finals were the finals for the low buy-in crowd. The winner advanced to the final table with the top seven finishers from the high roller’s championship.

The dealer tipped his head, and I stood before turning to head for the door. That’s when I came face to face with Juro Uno.

The handsome Japanese financier looked more like a member of the Yakuza than a Vegas gambler. His hair was slicked back with a Superman-style curl dipping over his forehead. He didn’t smile at me, but bowed ever so slightly. Juro wore a sleek black suit with a thin black tie and a crisp white collared shirt beneath. An old-fashioned handkerchief appeared in his front breast pocket and I glanced behind him, certain I would find Dean Martin, Jerry Lewis, or the 1950s era movie set that barfed him up.

“Well played, Mr. McCoy,” he said formally.

I didn’t know if I should shake his hand, bow, or run for my life. And was I supposed to call him Mr. Uno? That didn’t fit. I skipped the salutation. “How long have you been standing there?”

“Only a few moments, but I watched your game from the bar.” He nodded toward the closed-circuit TV’s lining the bar. “You’ve drawn a lot of attention with your play.”

I shrugged. “I don’t know that about all that. I’m just playing cards.”

The first inkling of a grin curled one side of his mouth. “Don’t bullshit me, Mr. McCoy. You show no mercy at the card table. I respect that.”

I didn’t have the first fucking clue what he was talking about. Ninety-nine percent of the time, I played virtual fucking poker. I stifled a grin and nodded. “Thanks, I think.”

Juro’s smile faded. “Should you reach the final table, I hope you don’t take it personally when I show you no mercy.”

What was he going on about mercy? We were playing cards, not dueling like ancient Samurai. “Yeah. I’m good.” I nodded and struggled to meet his intense gaze. “How about them Bears?” I said, trying to lighten the mood.

“One word of warning,” Juro said, ignoring me.

“Warning?” I frowned. “About?”

“Stay away from Toshi.” He wasn’t smiling now. His jaw muscles flexed, and he looked like a jaguar ready to pounce.

The short hair on my neck stiffened. “What are you talking about?”

Juro didn’t flinch. “Your ability to bluff needs some work.” He thrust his finger at me, his eyes flaring with rage. “Stay away from Toshi,” he said before he shouldered his way past me and stormed off.

I turned around and watched him cross the casino floor. Had he discovered Toshi’s secret Instagram account? That was how she and I had maintained contact. She was here in Vegas and maybe even staying at my hotel. Before we left, I had practically begged her to come to my room, but she had ignored me. No matter his threat, I wasn’t about to stop making a run at Toshi Fujimura. She was gold standard, five-star hot, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

My smart watch buzzed, and I glanced down at the screen.

A reminder flashed on the screen - Pick up Stella at airport, 2 PM.

I grinned and headed for the exit. Next stop, Stella Simpson.
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When Stella cleared the security checkpoint, my stomach swooned, and my cheeks flooded with heat. She went beyond dime status. She was a freshly minted, gleaming, platinum-coated dime, resplendent in her utter perfection. I had never seen her look better.

Stella wore a white mini-skirt with a blue floral pattern. The skirt wasn’t skin tight. It was loose and summery. It was the kind of skirt a girl wore home to meet the parents but still draw eyeballs. The dress ended mid-thigh, showcasing her tight dancer’s legs. Her pure white tank top showed a flash of tummy between her waistband and the bottom of her top. Her top’s thin white spaghetti straps struggled mightily against tits built for the pages of Esquire magazine.

Stella’s legs, long, lean, and powerful, stretched for miles, ending with white open toe sandals and matching white polished toenails. Her skin practically glowed with a fresh tan, and her gleaming brown hair hung loose past her shoulders. Stella’s cleavage billowed from her top and her natural tits jiggled slightly as she walked. Her lips glistened full and pink, and her polished white nails matched her outfit. She looked like the girl next door who just so happened to be Playmate of the Year. Christ, she was so far out of my league, it made my head spin. But then again, I wasn’t exactly chopped liver myself.

A handsome guy with blond hair and GQ good looks chatted amicably with Stella as they exited beyond the last TSA checkpoint.

Stella turned her head away from the rugged blonde guy, and her gaze fell on me. Her eyes lit up, and she wore a smile to match. Although I couldn’t hear her, she said my name before she broke into a jog and headed straight for me.

I grinned and watched her cleavage jiggle until she reached me and practically leaped into my arms.

“I missed you so much.” She buried her head in my shoulder and squeezed me tight. “Never leave me again.”

I breathed her in and my cock stiffened while she flattened her body against mine. She smelled of sweet apple, creamy vanilla, and a faint hint of orange blossom. Her tits mashed against my chest and I struggled against the urge to cup her ass cheeks. “I missed you too, baby.” I kissed her softly on the cheek while I settled her back down on her feet.

Stella curled her fingers in mine and squeezed while she turned toward the blond guy. “This is my Matt,” she said, practically beaming. “I told you he would be here.” She pressed in close to me and her tits squeezed together deliciously. “Matt, this is Chad… what was your last name?” Stella laughed and shook her head. “I’m sorry. I totally forgot.”

Of course, his name was Chad, I extended my hand and Chad’s face dropped.

“It’s Michaels. Chad Michaels.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said.

Chad’s face curdled, and he looked like a guy who had just been sucker punched. I didn’t blame him. Stella was an exceptional woman.

“We just met on the plane, and talked the whole way,” Stella said.

I eyed him suspiciously. “Oh, really? The whole way?”

“It wasn’t like that,” Stella said, as if sensing my bullshit detector light up. “Chad’s meeting his girlfriend here, too.”

Chad’s expression grew nervous, and he looked ready to bolt. He shook my hand. His grip was soft and his palms sweaty. “Nice to meet you. You’re a lucky guy.”

“Yeah. Well, when you find the one, you don’t let her get away.” I lifted Stella’s hands to my lips and kissed her knuckles.

“Aw, baby, that’s so sweet.” She stood on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek before turning back to Chad. “Can we drop you somewhere?”

“No,” he practically shouted. “Thanks,” he said, softening his voice. “I’ve got an Uber waiting out front. It was nice to meet you.” He smiled grimly before turning and heading down the concourse.

Stella and I watched him go while I slid my hand around her waist and drew her toward me.

“You’re a heartbreaker, kid,” I said.

“Huh?” She frowned up at me. “What are you talking about?”

“Nothing.” I turned toward her and grinned. “Let me look at you.” I whirled her around in place and Stella giggled.

“Matthew, what are you doing?” She fell into me before she wrapped her arms around my waist and sighed contentedly. “I love you.”

She really was my dream girl. So why wasn’t I finding any signs? I kissed the top of her head. “I love you too. Let’s say you and I go take down Vegas.”

She pulled away and gazed up at me, her blue eyes sparkling with life. “Yay. Let’s do it.”

Stella buzzed with conversation while we walked hand-in-hand down the concourse toward the luggage carousel. She filled me in on everything from her roommate gossip to a conversation with her mom to the latest happenings with Lacy and my brother Luke.

I grabbed her suitcase off the carousel just as my phone buzzed.

Stella glanced over my shoulder while I fished it out of my pocket.

It was a message from Toshi.

I set down Stella’s bag and opened my phone. “It’s Toshi,” I said.

“Is she okay” Stella asked, her tone concerned.

Stella knew everything about Toshi, including our near connection at my apartment in Chicago weeks ago. She, along with Sam and Nicole had sympathy for the Japanese beauty’s plight, and wanted to do everything possible to help her. In fact, Stella had grown angry with me that I wasn’t taking a more direct role in freeing her from her evil fiancé, Juro.

“I don’t know.” I opened my phone and held it out for both of us to see. As soon as I opened Instagram, the direct message from Toshi popped up.

Matt, I need you. Please come now!
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I pulled into the parking lot outside of Juliana Dresses, a high-end Vegas bridal boutique. Toshi was inside trying on gowns with her mother and her aunt. I wasn’t sure of the exact nature of the emergency, but Stella had insisted that we bypass the hotel and go straight to the boutique.

I slipped the transmission into park and turned toward Stella. “Are you ready?”

She leaned over and kissed me. “I’m ready.”

I slipped on my baseball cap and pulled the bill down to hide my face. That last thing I needed was for Mrs. F to recognize me. “Let’s go.”

I followed Stella into the boutique while watching her ass swish inside her mini-skirt. Despite the threat of Juro Uno descending on me with a professional mafia hit, my cock responded, tugging at my briefs while visions of pinning Stella’s legs back behind her ears flashed through my imagination.

I slipped on my sunglasses while Stella pushed open the door and the overhead bell chimed.

A prim, middle-aged woman wearing reading glasses stood behind a reception counter tapping on a computer. Behind her, there was a closed door. Two modest showrooms filled with racks of wedding gowns flanked the counter.

I knew little about dress shopping, but I knew that at high-end places like this, a bride came with her friends and family. They drank champagne while the bride strutted out in various gowns. Most of the bridal shop’s square footage was behind that closed door. Either that, or I had missed Toshi, because there was no sign of Mrs. Fujimura or her perfect-ten daughter anywhere.

Stella flashed her brightest smile and stopped at the desk while I hovered over her shoulder and scanned the room.

“Hi, I’m here for my friend’s fitting,” Stella said.

“What’s the bride’s name, dear,” the clerk said while she slipped off her reading glasses.

“Tiffany Taylor,” Stella said, using the phony name we had agreed on while concocting our plan.

The clerk slipped back on her readers and typed on the computer before she frowned. “I don’t see her listed,” she said. “Are you sure she’s here?”

Stella’s smile faded. “She told me this was the place. Are you sure? Maybe the computer’s wrong?”

The clerk nodded. “We can check if you like.”

“That would be awesome.” Stella turned to me. “Baby, can you wait in the car? I have a feeling Tiff led me on a wild goose chase.”

I slipped off my sunglasses and gave the clerk and Stella my warmest, most trusting smile. “Maybe you can look for dresses while you’re in there,” I said.

“Oh, are you two engaged?” The old woman’s face lit up and her eyes wandered to Stella’s hand.

“Not officially,” Stella said while she flashed me her baby blues. “But it never hurts to look.”

“Why don’t you follow me,” the clerk said. “My name’s Rose.” She extended her hand.

“I’m Stella.”

They shook hands, and the clerk came out from behind the counter and rounded the corner. “The viewing area is around the corner. Let’s check there for your friend.”

Stella turned back to me. “Be out in a sec or I’ll text you if I find her.” She leaned forward, and we traded a quick kiss before she turned back to the clerk.

I headed for the exit while Stella followed the clerk. I glanced over my shoulder and pushed open the door, sounding the chime before I let it shut. With the door behind the counter clear, I hurried around the desk and yanked open the door.

A carpeted hallway with nothing but closed doors stretched out before me. Three doors on the right, three doors on the left, while one more lay dead ahead at the end of the corridor.

“Shit,” I mumbled. The doors could lead anywhere — dressing rooms, fitting rooms, showrooms, offices, or even a utility closet. If they were dressing rooms, they were all walled off. What if I walked in on someone changing? The thought of landing in a Vegas jail cell sent a shudder down my spine. Then again, if I was careful and cracked the door open quietly, maybe I could get away with it. Besides, Leslie Bane said I had a long lucky streak. I was about to test it.

I numbered the doors from one to seven, starting with the door on my left. “Come on seven,” I whispered out loud to myself before reaching for the knob of the first door on my right.

I held my breath, twisted the handle, and inched the door open.

Light appeared through the crack and I peered through the slit.

A fluff of white lace and chiffon rustled a few feet away. A mirror. A shock of dark hair followed by muted sobs.

My stomach sank, and I pushed the door open.

Toshi sat on a long plush bench staring down at her phone. Mirrors covered the wall before her, angled just right to view herself from six different sides. She wore a wedding gown, the bottom section comprising layers of white lace and the top sleek and refined. The fabric looked like silk with beaded pearl and a neckline low enough to showcase her porcelain white, creamy smooth cleavage.

“Tosh?” I whispered, and she jumped, startled at my voice.

Toshi stood up, eyes wide, and whirled around to face me. Tears welled in her eyes and her chin quivered. “You came.”

“Of course, I came.” I closed the door behind me and barely had time to open my arms before she melted into me, sobbing.

“I can’t do it,” she said. “He’s horrible.”

I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. Toshi flattened her body against mine and sobbed uncontrollably.

“Oh, Toshi. I’m so sorry.” I smoothed her long dark hair and kissed her forehead.

“I don’t want to marry him,” she said, her voice broken by wracking sobs. “I want to marry you.” She blurted it out as if she wasn’t even thinking.

My stomach swirled, and a spike of adrenaline surged through my legs. Did a wedding gown count as a lover’s sign? That was a stretch. I kissed the top of her head and rubbed her back. What words could I possibly say that would comfort her? There weren’t any. Instead, I held her tight and let her cry.

“I put on the dress and I just lost it,” she said. “All I could think about was you. I imagined you and I walking down the aisle. I imagined having your babies and us growing old together.” Her voice cracked again. “It was too much. That’s when I messaged you.”

“Where’s your mom?”

Toshi inched away from me but slipped her hands in mine. “She’s outside.” She nodded toward the other door in the room. “I kicked the sales lady out. My mom knows I’m upset.” She gazed up at me and my stomach sputtered again.

To say she was stunning was like calling the Mona Lisa a fine painting. Technically it was true, but words just didn’t work. Her big, beautiful hazel eyes swallowed me whole. Her creamy, flawless complexion, pert nose, and full pink lips were only the start. Her cheekbones set high, but not too high, tapered to a jawline that was smooth and free of even the faintest lines or blemishes. And I hadn’t even got around to her body.

I ran my thumbs over her cheeks, smoothing away her tears. “Come on. Let’s sit down and we can talk it through.”

She nodded without smiling, and then I led her to the padded bench where I sat down and pulled her onto my lap. “What can I do? Tell me Tosh and I’ll do it.”

Toshi wrapped her arm around my shoulder and smoothed the back of my collar while her eyes searched my face. “Matt….” She licked her lips and hesitated as if she wanted to say something.

“What?” I ran my palm over her the bare skin of her shoulders and waited while she studied my face.

“I don’t want to be a virgin anymore.” She steadied herself on my lap, reached behind her back, and unzipped her wedding gown. Her eyes softened, and a gap opened in her low-cut front, causing her creamy tits to jiggle inside the lacy built-in cups.

My eyes wandered to her big soft tits while Toshi slipped off my lap and stood before me.

“Tosh, right here?” I said. “Are you sure you want your first time to be in a dressing room?”

She bit her lower lip and peeled away the top of her bridal dress until her tits jiggled free. “I want to choose who takes my virginity. I’ve always known it would be you.”

Toshi’s tits were everything I imagined. Soft yet firm, her perfectly proportioned tits gave rise to quarter-size areolas and fat, eraser-thick nipples that tilted slightly upward. There wasn’t a blemish in sight. Her creamy porcelain complexion was flawless.

With my jaw agape, I gawked at her amazing chest and my cock stiffened in my jeans.

“Do you like them?” She cupped her tits and pushed them together before letting them spring back into place.

“They’re perfect,” I said while my cock grew harder by the second.

“Can you help me with my panties?” She said, her voice soft and innocent.

I licked the dryness from my lips and nodded, transfixed by the angel standing before me.

Toshi leaned forward, bracing her hands on my shoulders. Her tits fell forward, her nipples stopping an inch from my face.

I leaned forward, taking her nipple between my lips while I slid my hands beneath the layers and layers of the gown’s silk, lace, and ruffles until I discovered the smooth flesh of her calves.

Toshi wrapped her arms around my head and leaned further forward, mashing her tits against my face. Her free nipple dragged across my cheek and she ran her fingers through my short hair. “I think about you all the time,” she whispered before she kissed the top of my head. “I want you inside me so bad.”

I slid my tongue over her rubbery nipple and gently sucked.

Toshi’s gentle moans filled the silence, and I caressed the back of her knees, trailing my fingertips up her hamstrings until I brushed up against the smooth silk of her panties.

“I don’t ever want another man to touch me,” she whispered while gently massaged my scalp. “There’s only you, Matt. Now and forever.”

I slipped my thumbs inside the waistband of Toshi’s panties and slowly lowered them over her hips before slipping them down her legs. I circled her areola with the tip of my tongue and gently nibbled on her sweet, hard nipple, eliciting a fresh round of moans from the raven-haired beauty.

Toshi stepped out of her panties, forcing her nipple free from my lips with a gentle popping sound. She met my gaze and hiked up her wedding gown while I fumbled with the button on my trousers.

“What if they come in?” I whispered while I pulled my pants down around my ankles.

My big stiff cock sprang free-towering like a mighty oak and thick as a baby’s forearm.

Toshi’s eyes widened. “You’re so much bigger than my vibrator.” She licked her lips and stepped forward, seemingly unconcerned with whoever might walk in. With her gown balled into her fists, she straddled my lap and sank down until her soft ass cheeks flattened against my upper thighs.

I cupped her tits and rolled her fat nipples between my thumb and index finger. I lifted and squeezed her tits, feeling their natural heft and weight melt into my palms. “You’re perfect,” I said, voice husky with lust.

Toshi curled both her delicate hands around my shaft while she ran her thumb down my glans and circled my knob that oozed with pre-cum. “I can’t wrap my fingers around it.” It was true. Even with my cock nestled firmly in her palm, her fingers didn’t meet.

Dainty and delicate, Toshi was everything innocent and feminine. Could she take all of me inside her? What if I hurt her? “Toshi, are you sure?”

She leaned in and mashed her tits against my chest before she kissed me. Toshi parted her lips and our tongues flashed. Her breath curled over my upper lip and my head spun with high-octane lust.

My cock throbbed in Toshi’s hands while she gently stroked and rolled her tongue around inside my mouth.

I slipped my hands under the gown and curled my palms around her ass cheeks and squeezed. Her tongue tasted of spearmint and her soft moans filled my mouth.

Toshi gently pulled my bottom lip between her teeth, nibbled playfully, then let it go before breaking the kiss. She flashed me an innocent smile. “Just don’t come too fast.” She braced herself on my shoulders and sat up before guiding my meaty knob against her warm, wet lips.

I stifled a gasp and gritted my teeth while a shock of electric sex rifled along my spine and curled my toes. With a slight nudge upward, my tip slid along her labia and her wetness coated my shaft.

Toshi stroked my cock while she worked her hips forward and backward, sliding my cock along her velvety smooth trench.

Her tits bobbed in my face and I kissed first one then the other, sucking her nipples while I kneaded her soft creamy flesh. I couldn’t believe I was on the precipice of fucking T’s big sister. “Toshi, are you on the pill?”

She hesitated. “Yes,” she said, unconvincingly.

Juro’s dire warning flashed through my head, but I didn’t care. I had longed for Toshi for way too many years. My cock caught in her entrance and Toshi pushed down, sliding my tip into her velvety tightness. I shuddered and let out an audible gasp as her pussy contracted around my cock and she rolled her tits over my face.

What would happen if I knocked up Toshi before her wedding? Mr. F would kill me, and Juro would likely order my execution. Then again, I was fucking one of my dream girls in her wedding gown and my balls thrummed threatening to explode before we even got started. It took a bigger man than me to turn away a once in a lifetime opportunity.

Toshi licked my ear, and her breath curled down my neck. “Baby, you’re stretching me out so much.” She pushed lower, taking my cock halfway down, and paused.

Her muscles contracted and released, and her virgin tightness nearly overwhelmed my senses. It was too much, and she was too hot. I wouldn’t last. “Tosh, I won’t last long.”

“I know, baby. Me neither.” She pushed lower until my cock completely disappeared inside her pussy. She sat on my lap with my manhood buried deep inside her and braced herself on my knees. Our eyes met, and she smiled. “I’m not a virgin anymore.”

My cock thrummed inside her, and I cradled her tit in my hand while I balanced her petite body on my cock.

Toshi wrapped her legs around my waist and squeezed. “I can feel your cock swelling inside me.”

My balls threatened to blow and my cock pulsed inside her, stretching her wider by the second. “You are so fucking tight.” I edged my hips upward and pulled back slow-fucking her while Toshi rocked on my lap and we gazed into each other’s eyes.

She bit her lower lip while she found an even cadence, fucking me in slow, deep strokes. “Do you like my dress?”

I slid my hands under her gown and squeezed her ass while my cock slid in and out of her. “I love it.”

“We came here to pick it up,” she said, her eyes heavy with lust. “It’s like our wedding day,” she said breathlessly.

I was fucking Toshi in her actual wedding dress? That was so hot my orgasm pinged the back of my head and waited in the wings. “Baby, I’ll blow my load if you keeping talking like that.”

She bobbed up and down, fucking me faster and harder. Her tits rolled in rhythmic cycles, gently slapping together while her pussy grew hotter and tighter by the second. “Save me from marrying him,” she said, her voice breathless. “Do you promise?”

At that moment, I would’ve promised her the moon. “I promise.”

Our bodies slapped together and Toshi’s moans turned to gentle grunts while she tightened her legs around my waist. Her tits jiggled and her tummy rolled in waves while she ground my cock, steamrolling me with every pass.

Toshi’s breath caught in her throat and she threw herself forward, wrapping her arms around my neck. “I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m coming,” she repeated while her pussy clamped down and she tightened her ass cheeks.

My orgasm burst like overworked floodgates. My head spun and hot jets of cum hit Toshi’s unprotected womb with hurricane force. I grunted and bucked my hips fully impaling her while load after load boiled from my balls and painted her canal white with gooey jizz.

Toshi kissed my ear while she continued grinding my cock, milking me of every drop. “I love you, Matthew McCoy. I always have.”

“I love you too,” I said, drawing her closer while I pumped her full of my seed.

She sat atop me, her pussy twitching while we kissed, and let my cum settle deep inside her. I may have impregnated her, and if I did, I was more than okay with it.

Finally, Toshi broke off the kiss. “You better go. I don’t think they’ll leave me alone much longer.”

“I want to see you again — tonight and tomorrow and the day after,” I said. “You are with me now.”

“With you and Stella, Samantha, and Nicole?” She raised an eyebrow and grinned.

I smiled sheepishly. “T told you?”

She nodded. “I masturbated so hard after he told me. I may need a new vibrator.”

“You’re okay with it?” I asked.

She draped her arms over my shoulder. “You aren’t the one-woman kind of guy. I knew that about you before you knew it about yourself. But that’s okay, because I’m secretly a freak.” She grinned. “When this all over, I will fuck you until you can’t walk.”

“Toshi Fujimura, you’ve been holding back on me.” I pinched her bare ass cheeks and Toshi giggled.

“I just want you to love me. The rest will take care of itself,” she said.

“I can love you.” I leaned forward and kissed her softly. “I just need to figure out how to free you from Juro.”
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Stella, Sam, and Nicole sat in the front row while I coasted my way to a big championship final victory. It had come without the suspense of the other two rounds. I built a big money lead early and overwhelmed the competition. The last man dropped with a whimper, and I earned a spot at the big boy’s tournament championship table. Now I just needed to finish in the top five to take home one of the big cash prizes.

I had scanned the audience for Toshi but didn’t find her. It didn’t surprise me. Juro had watched the entire event unfold, his sober, stone-faced expression never wavering. He left as soon as I was dealt my last hand, the outcome no longer in question.

Dwayne and T cheered me on and afterward we all went out for a steak dinner and drinks. With the last round looming in less than twenty-four-hours, I kept my head on straight. There would be time for celebration tomorrow.

Back at the hotel, I held onto Stella’s hand while we crossed the lobby to the big elevator bay. Sam and Nicole walked out in front of us chatting with Dwayne and T.

Halfway across the lobby, Stella squeezed my hand and stopped me. “Can we talk for a minute?”

My stomach flip-flopped and I turned to face her, frowning. Nothing good ever came from that phrase. “Is everything okay?”

She smiled nervously. “I think so,” she said before she eyed Sam and Nicole, who stopped by the elevators.

Sam and Nicole smiled and waved, seemingly already aware of the private conversation to come.

“You’re making me nervous,” I said.

Stella looked stunning in a turquoise summer dress that ended at the knee. The low-cut top revealed plenty of deep cleavage, and her skin glowed with a subtle golden hue. Her brown hair hung in shimmering waves over her shoulders, and her blue eyes sparkled with a rare intensity.

“Is this about Toshi,” I said. “You know how I feel about you.”

She smiled and shook her head. “God, no. I love Toshi. Come on. Let’s go find somewhere to sit and talk.” She led me by the hand across the lobby and into an empty alcove, dimly lit and scattered with soft plush furniture.

Stella sat on a love seat and pulled me down beside her.

We sat facing each other, our knees touching.

I reached out and took her hand. “Are you breaking up with me?”

Her eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. “What? God, no, Matt. That’s not what this is about.”

I let out a long sigh, and my shoulders sagged while a wave of relief washed over me. “You almost gave me a heart attack.”

She didn’t share my enthusiasm. Her expression was tense and her body stiff. Stella caressed the back of my hand with her thumb. “Are you breaking up with me?” Her voice betrayed uncertainty.

“Baby, what are you talking about? Why would you think that? I love you.”

She met my gaze and her eyes watered. “I know about the reading you had with that psychic.” Her chin quivered, and she wiped away a tear forming in the corner of her eye.

My stomach sank. “Who told you?”

“Dwayne,” she said. “But don’t be angry with him. I forced him to tell me.”

“What do you mean, you forced him?” I asked.

“It’s just a feeling I had, like there’s something going on between you, Nicole, and Sam that I’m not a part of. That’s why you broke our date months ago, isn’t it? Sam was girl number one.”

“Stell, it’s not that simple.”

She turned over my palm in her lap and traced the third of my five love lines. “I Googled palm reading,” she said. “I know these are your love lines.”

I wasn’t exactly sure what to tell her. I had seen no physical signs for Stella like I had for Nicole and Sam. But did it matter? She was sweet, kind, smart, funny, and beautiful. I loved her completely and would never let go of her prophecy or no prophecy.

I recalled Leslie Bane’s words — the lovers symbol stood for love, harmony, trust, honor, the beginning of romance, and optimism.

When you unlock this love, it should come easy and your love will flourish quickly. This card is at the center, meaning she will anchor you and your other loves.

Wasn’t Stella all those things? I fell for her from the start. Our love grew swiftly, naturally, and easily. We never argued, and we never lied. I had been honest with her from day one and wasn’t she the embodiment of all those things — love, harmony, trust, honor, and optimism? Stella was my center — my sun. Despite our short time together, I loved her more deeply than I ever had anyone. I would marry her tomorrow if she wanted. Was I looking for a physical sign to confirm what I already knew in my heart? Leslie told me I would know with no doubt. I knew that Stella was my dream girl.

I slid my hand inside hers and dragged her index finger down the center of my five love lines. It was the longest with the deepest curve. “Maybe it is that simple,” I said. “When I heard the prophecy for girl number three, I couldn’t imagine anyone living up to the sky-high ideals Leslie foretold.” I gazed into her eyes and Stella sat frozen, watching me.

“But then you came into my life and beat every expectation.” I curled my fingers in hers. “I love you.” My voice broke. “There is no doubt.”

A tear rolled down Stella’s cheek. “I love you too.”

“You’re my rock,” I said. “You’re my center and the lighthouse that has guided me safely to shore. Falling for you was the easiest thing that ever happened to me. Being with you is like living in a dream.”

Her chin quivered, and a second tear joined the first. “What are you saying?”

I let out a deep breath. “From the second we reconnected at your sister’s tailgate, I have wanted you to be one of my five great loves. Here’s the thing….” I gazed into her eyes. “I don’t need a sign from the universe to tell me what I already know. You are my third great love.”

“Oh, Matt.” She wiped away the tears. “Don’t say it unless it’s true.”

There was no doubt in my mind. “It’s true,” I said. “Tomorrow after the last game, I want to spend the evening alone with you. Is that okay?”

She fell forward, pulling me into her arms. “That’s more than okay.” She kissed me hard on the lips and pressed her forehead against mine. “I love you so, so much.”

We made our way back to the room and joined the others. That night, Stella and I made love, connecting at a level we never had before. Afterward, she pressed her naked body against mine and fell asleep with her head resting on my shoulder. Within sixty seconds, she breathed in and out with the steady cadence of deep sleep.

My mind drifted to the tournament and when sleep found me, I dreamed of winning big.
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The next day arrived with a feeling of optimism swelling in my chest. Stella and I spent the first moments of our morning making love again before we showered together and I prepared for the tournament.

Inside the casino, coliseum type seating surrounded the eight-seat poker table. One-by-one, the players found their seats with Juro coming in last. They were high-rollers, all of them, but in my mind’s eye, I turned each man and woman into virtual poker table icons. I wouldn’t let them intimidate me. Their wealth didn’t make them better than me, in fact, it was a hinderance. I had won far more games than any other player at the table, and unlike the last time I faced Juro, I was mentally focused and ready to go.

I gazed across the crowd and found Sam, Nicole, and Stella’s smiling faces in the first row. Behind them, Dwayne and T sat with Toshi and my lips curled into a natural smile.

I met Toshi’s gaze and her face lit up. She whispered something to T before she gave me a little wave and mouthed - good luck.

Butterflies fluttered in my stomach and I offered her a slight nod while T grinned and flashed me a thumbs up.

But the last recognizable face caught me the most off-guard.

Jennifer sat on the opposite side of the mini-coliseum, gazing straight at me. When our eyes met, she smiled at me faintly before crossing her long legs and sitting back with her hands on her lap.

What was she still doing here? I hadn’t contacted her and had no intention of pursuing her. She had been a cancer in my life and had the opposite effect of Sam, Nicole, and Stella. She had cursed me long enough. But now wasn’t the time to let Jennifer throw me off my game. It was time to focus on the cards and getting my head in the right space required to do the complex probability statistics in my head.

Throughout the match, Juro barely looked at me while the two of us dashed out to early leads, winning most of the hands. Ninety minutes in, it was clear the match would come down to Juro and I. That guaranteed me no worse than a fifty-thousand-dollar prize.

Thirty minutes later, Juro and I were the last two players remaining, and the dealer called for an official fifteen-minute break.

I entered the bathroom and settled in for a long overdue piss.

“Can we talk?” a familiar voice said from behind me.

I jerked sideways, cock in hand, and nearly pissed myself. “Jennifer, what the fuck?” I glanced over my shoulder while I drained the last of my piss and tucked my cock back into my pants. “What are you doing in here?”

“Sorry,” she said.

I turned around to face her. “You could’ve waited until I finished.”

“Your girlfriends are waiting outside,” she said. “I don’t want to fight with my sister.” Her tone was subdued and her expression calm.

Jennifer wore her shiny raven back in a crisp ponytail. Her form fitting dress highlighted her curves, and she held her hands out in front of her in a non-confrontational way.

“What do you want?” I asked, walking past her toward the sink.

“I came here to say goodbye,” she said.

I stopped in front of the sink and turned to face her. “You’re leaving?”

She nodded. “This time for good.” She sighed and gazed up at me.

For the first time, I noticed the exhaustion in her eyes. “Oh,” I said, not sure what else to say.

“I blew it,” she said. “I had a good thing with you and I threw it away. I’m sorry, Matt.”

For the first time in months, I felt no anger towards her. In fact, I felt nothing. There was no longing or doubt. Jennifer wasn’t the one and never could have been the one. “Thanks. Have you apologized to Sam?”

She shook her head. “I’ve tried, but she still won’t talk to me. I don’t blame her. I’ve been a real bitch.”

“Give it some time,” I said. “I’ll put in a good word for you. Would that help?”

She smiled softly. “After everything, you would do that for me?”

I shrugged. “You’ve only got one sister.”

She shook her head as if in disbelief. “You’re a good man, Matthew McCoy.” She stepped up and kissed me on the cheek. “Take care of yourself.” With that, Jennifer stepped out of my life once and for all.

Ten minutes later, Juro and I went to war. My cards were good and my mind sharp. In thirty minutes, I halved Juro’s chips and for the first time, he grimaced and an inkling of doubt appeared behind his stoic veil.

He wanted to show me no mercy, and I gladly returned the favor. I had him and we both knew it. Unlike Juro, I didn’t gloat or smirk, but stayed focused and calm steadily whittling away his chips. With a heavy chip advantage, it was now only a matter of time. The math was simply against him, and we both knew it.

“I would like a five-minute break,” Juro said to the dealer.

“Five-minute break,” the dealer called out, and Juro stood from the table and strode crisply from the floor.

What the hell was that about? I glanced over at T and Toshi.

T shrugged, and Toshi frowned, glaring after Juro with her arms folded over her voluptuous chest. Toshi leaned over and whispered something into T’s ear before T got up and practically bolted from the room.

Sam, Stella, and Nicole waved and smiled while they blew kisses and chatted excitedly among each other.

Five minutes later, Juro reappeared and sat down before the dealer started dispensing cards.

I glanced over at T, but his seat was empty.

Toshi shrugged and shook her head before I turned back to the table and trained my mind on the task at hand.

I lost two of the next three hands. My cards hadn’t changed, and neither had the probabilities, but Juro won a couple of long shot hands and folded once when he shouldn’t have.

The game continued like that with Juro winning hands he had no business winning and losing just enough to not draw suspicion. I was certain he was cheating, but I couldn’t figure out how. What made matters worse was that T hadn’t returned to the table.

A steady buzz grew among the crowd and when Toshi and Dwayne got up and left, panic overrode my logic and the math grew jumbled and confusing in my head. Twenty minutes later, I was done.

A wide smile spread on Juro’s face and he drew muted applause from the crowd. With the steady buzz of conversation, I wasn’t the only one who thought he had somehow cheated, but just how he had done so, I couldn’t prove.

Five minutes after the match ended, T and Toshi came into the arena together, neither looking any worse for wear.

I collected my second-place prize, a fifty-thousand-dollar check, and met everyone outside. The collective group looked like they had just come from a funeral, and Toshi was conspicuously absent.

Sam, Stella, and Nicole greeted me with hugs, kisses and words of congratulations. Fifty grand was nothing to sneeze at and was easily the biggest pot of my life.

T pulled me aside. “Hey man, sorry about the loss, but this time it had nothing to do with bad luck.”

“Juro cheated,” I said.

“Yep,” he said. “Still trying to figure out how, but he met with another Japanese guy outside the pisser who slipped something in Juro’s hand. Juro went into the bathroom and I followed. Next thing you know, he’s gone and I’m locked inside.”

“He locked you in the pisser? For real?”

T sighed. “I can’t prove it, but someone jammed the lock. Juro must have fucked with it somehow.”

Dwayne frowned and rubbed his chin. “This place has a million cameras. I wonder if any of them caught the conversation.”

“What’s the penalty for cheating?” Stella asked as the girls came up behind me, having heard most of our conversation. She slipped her hand in mine and pressed up close beside me.

“It’s a felony,” I said. “If we can prove it, he can’t come back to Vegas. But even worse, he’ll never find another game anywhere again.”

Sam kissed me lightly on the cheek. “We know you would have won fair and square,” she said.

Nicole came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist before hugging me tight. “We can still celebrate, right?”

I smiled. “Absolutely.” What I didn’t say was that Juro may have cheated me out of the grand prize, but that all depended on your definition of grand prize. After all, I had taken Toshi’s virginity, and she had pledged her love to me. Given the choice between money and Toshi, I would pick Toshi every single time. Maybe Vegas was less about winning a quarter million dollars and more about finding love with Stella and a way forward with the stunning young Miss Fujimura.
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New Year’s Eve or not, I had promised Stella a romantic night out and I meant to keep my word. While Dwayne, T, Sam, and Nicole got the party stared in our suite, I took Stella to the Eiffel Tower restaurant overlooking the Bellagio fountain and afterward, we went on a quiet gondola ride down Vegas’ answer to Venice’s Grand Canal.

Stella strolled beside me, her fingers interlaced with mine. She sighed contentedly as we passed the fountains. “I suppose we should head back. It’s our party after all.”

I checked my watch. “We still have thirty minutes until the New Year. Are you sure?”

I gazed down at Stella. Her tits strained the front of her pink tank, and her nipples poked through the thin material. The tank ended just above the waistband of a pleated white miniskirt, and her lack of a bra had been clear from the moment I laid eyes on her. Her long tanned legs gleamed under the fountain’s bright lights and her moist lips glistened with cotton-candy pink lip gloss. A white compact purse hung loose over her shoulder and she wore a pair of white sandals, the same ones she wore when I picked her up at the airport.

She squeezed my hand and pressed in so close that her boob mashed against my arm. “All the girls will want a New Year’s kiss, but I’m calling first dibs on playtime after the party’s over.”

I slid my hand over her hip and patted her ass. “Sounds good to me.”

Stella wrapped her arm around my waist. “Okay. Let’s go.”

When we stepped through the door to our suite, the party was in already in full swing. At least thirty people packed the room. The music thumped, and the conversation buzzed. Nicole chatted with Dwayne and T by the big glass windows overlooking the strip. Most of the guests were my friends and peers from the tournament.

I spotted a blond man seated on the couch chatting up brunette twins. His face looked familiar, but I couldn’t immediately place him until it hit me. It was Airport Chad — the guy who hit on Stella on her flight in from Chicago. Who invited him?

My gaze wandered across the room and I spied Sam perched on the edge of a high-backed bar chair, chatting with a familiar face.

My stomach spun, and a wash of adrenaline turned my legs to melted ice cream while my heart rate doubled.

My smoking hot sister-in-law, Lacy McCoy, miraculously appeared before me. She wore a sleek, black, skin-tight dress that revealed every tantalizing curve. Her big tits strained the front, causing her creamy cleavage to bulge from her off-the-shoulder neckline, leaving her shoulders and chest completely exposed. She wore black high heel shoes that caused her calf muscles to appear streamlined and graceful. Her lips matched her fingernails, glossy and red, and the young MILF exuded femininity from every pore.

Lacy’s glossy black hair, shimmering with health, hung in loose wavy curls over her shoulders, ending halfway down her back. She laughed, tipping her head back and causing her cleavage to jiggle and bounce. She was a legendary beauty, and my cock instantly reacted.

Stella dropped my hand and shot across the room toward her sister. The two women embraced and my dirty mind went to visions of them hugging with their clothes off.

I followed behind Stella and stopped beside Sam, leaning in for a quick kiss. “Hi, baby.”

Sam, still seated on the arm of the couch, wrapped her arm around my waist and squeezed. The golden-haired blonde smiled up at me, her skin radiant, and her blue eyes drank me in. “I thought you two might ditch us.”

“Never.” My gaze roamed her long legs that extended from her charcoal gray miniskirt. Thoughts of lifting the blonde MILF off the couch, tossing her over my shoulder, and ravaging her in the bedroom sparked the first inkling of a hard-on in my trousers. But with the party raging and my beautiful brunette sister-in-law making a surprise appearance, I couldn’t very well ditch her. I slipped my hand inside Sam’s thigh and turned to face Lacy.

Lacy broke off her hug with Stella and practically hurtled herself toward me. “Congratulations.”

I opened my arms, and Lacy dissolved into me. “Thanks. Where’s Luke?”

Her soft tits mashed against my chest, and she pressed her body flat against mine while she threw her arms around my neck. “At home with Lisa.” She pulled back slightly and ran her palms down my chest while she gazed into my eyes. “Are you surprised?”

“Very,” I said. “Why didn’t you tell me you were coming?” I ran my hands down her back and settled my palms on the flare of her hips.

Lacy glanced over at Stella and Stella grinned.

“I practically begged her to come,” Stella said. “And I extended our tickets for another day.”

“Wow. Thanks.” I leaned over and kissed Stella square on the lips.

She didn’t shy away, drawing in for a flicker of tongue before she stepped back. “I convinced Lacy to take advantage of the Vegas loophole.”

I frowned. “What’s the Vegas loophole?”

Sam rolled her eyes. “What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.”

Oh, snap. My cock lurched at the news. “That’s a hell of a loophole.”

Lacy inched closer, sliding my knee between her parted legs. She glanced between Sam and Stella. “Do you ladies mind if I steal your man for a few minutes?”

Stella grabbed Sam’s hand and pulled her off the couch. “Come on. I’ll intro you to Airport Chad.”

Sam frowned. “Who?”

I laughed and glanced over my shoulder, watching their spectacular asses retreat across the room.

“Is that the way you look at me?” Lacy asked.

I whirled back around and found her standing before me, playing with my top button. “You know it is.”

“Let’s chat. Shall we?” She took my hand and led me toward the closed bedroom doors.

My heart ricocheted off my rib cage, beating so hard and fast I thought I might pass out. Lacy’s hands felt warm and soft while she pulled me down the corridor. I had wanted for this moment at least a million times during my adolescence, and brother or no brother, I couldn’t possibly turn her down. I simply wasn’t that strong.

Lacy pushed open the door and flicked on the light while I followed her inside.

“Come sit.” She guided me to the edge of the bed and stood before my slightly parted legs.

“Lacy, I can’t trust myself to be alone with you.”

“There are issues with your brother that I would rather not go into. But my heart is no longer with him. And trust me, you and I having sex is no betrayal to Luke.”

“What?”

“Matt, I haven’t kissed your brother let alone had sex with him in almost eighteen months.”

The news shocked me. How could anyone not want Lacy?

“I’m not sad about it, and I don’t want to get into the details. Not here and not tonight.” Lacy stepped forward and slid her hands over the back of my neck, curling my hair around her index finger.

“Okay.” I licked my lips and stared up at here.

Warm light spilled over Lacy’s face and chest, layering her in subtle shadows and leaving her green eyes smoldering with electric sex.

Lacy leaned down, coming face to face with me.

My eyes drifted straight down the front of her top and I drank in her deep cleavage before meeting her eyes. “So….”

She grinned at me. “So, as soon as the clock strikes midnight, I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

My cock stiffened to full mast as Lacy edged in closer, brushing her lips against mine. “Don’t worry. I know what Stella wants. We Simpson sisters stick together.”

What was she implying? A threesome with Stella? My head flashed with fevered lust and I glanced at my watch — 11:52 PM. I sat up straight and wrapped my arms around Lacy’s ass, pulling her into me so that her tits filled my field of vision.

She let out a fit of laughter and a teasing slap. “If you start, I won’t be able to stop. I’m beyond normal levels of horny.”

I kissed her cleavage first one then the other before I licked my way across the deep valley of her porcelain flesh. “Birth control?”

“I’m freewheeling it,” she said while she ran her fingers through my hair. “I wonder what will happen if you come inside me?”

I slid my hands over her hips, down the back of her legs and under her skirt.

“Matthew….” Her breathing quickened, and she mashed her tits into my mouth. “You’re playing with fire. Don’t piss off Stella.”

I cupped the bare flesh of her ass cheeks and squeezed while I licked my way inside her deep cleavage. “I’m putty in your hands.”

Lacy slid her hand down to my cock and ran her fingers along the outline of my rock-hard shaft. “You are a naughty boy.”

“Do you know how many times I’ve wanted you?” I asked before I buried my face between her tits.

“Oh, I’ve got a pretty good idea. But really, we have to stop. Trust me on this, okay?”

I sighed and reluctantly pulled my hands from beneath her skirt. “You’re making me wait a whole year?”

Lacy giggled and inched backward. “I promise. It will be worth the wait.”

Hand-in-hand, Lacy and I rejoined the party and found Stella, Sam, and Nicole squeezed onto a love seat across from Airport Chad, who sat alone on the couch.

Sam, Stella, and Nicole gazed up at me while Lacy and I approached behind Chad.

I held my finger to my lips to make sure the girls wouldn’t give me away.

“If he’s all that, then why is he leaving the three of you alone with me,” Chad said. “I’m here and he’s not. That must count for something.”

Lacy rolled her eyes, and Stella giggled.

“You’re pretty confident to hit on another man’s girlfriends in his own hotel suite,” Sam said.

Chad laughed and reclined on the couch. “You’re sticking with that story, huh? You expect me to believe that all three of you are having sex with one guy?”

“No,” Nicole said.

“Of course, not,” Stella said.

“We have sex with each other too,” Sam said, shaking her head in disbelief.

Chad stared at them, his jaw agape. “Bullshit.”

Stella shrugged. “The man has a beautiful cock.”

Chad chuckled. “It must be gold plated, but I still don’t believe a fucking word of it.”

“Sixty seconds until New Year’s,” Dwayne shouted from somewhere in the throng of partygoers crowding the bar.

Chad shook his head. “He’s not even here for a New Year’s kiss.” He sighed. “I’ll be happy to step in.”

From behind me, T’s voice gave me away. “Matt, glad to see you finally made it to your own party.”

I shook T’s hand while Chad whirled around and the girls burst out laughing.

“I’ve been here a few minutes longer than you think,” I said to T.

Chad’s gaze fell on Lacy who cuddled up beside me with her hand in mine while she mashed her tits into my arm. “Jesus Christ, dude. What’s your secret?”

The crowd started chanting down the seconds and the girls popped up from the couch before coming around behind me.

Chad’s jaw scraped the floor while he watched the girl’s flutter and bounce around me.

“Happy New Year!” The crowd erupted and Old Lange Syne crooned over the in-room speakers.

I started with Stella kissing each woman one by one, using plenty of lips and tongue. When I reached Lacy, I slid my hands down to her ass and pulled her in tight while our mouths met and her tongues flashed together.

Stella, Sam, and Nicole surrounded me in hugs and the only person missing was Toshi.

Lacy grudgingly broke off the kiss and when I glanced at the couch, Chad was long gone.

“That dude looked ready to cry,” T said, laughing.

The party went on for another ten minutes before Sam, Nicole, Dwayne, and T rounded everyone up.

“Drinks downstairs,” Dwayne said. “First round is on Matt.”

The room cheered, and Dwayne flashed me a shit-eating grin.

Nicole met me at the door and pulled me into a kiss. She used her tongue to wet my lower lip before she deepened the kiss, then abruptly cut it off. “Save your strength. We’re joining the mile-high club on the way home.”

Nicole stepped aside and Sam perched on her toes and kissed me. “I don’t know whether to envy you or fear for you. Are you sure you’re up for the challenge?”

I glanced over my shoulder at Stella and Lacy who huddled by the bar whispering. “I’m not sure of anything anymore.”

“I’ll meet you tomorrow morning for breakfast,” she said before she squeezed my ass and kissed me again. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” I kissed her a third time before Sam and Nicole left with Dwayne and T.

My legs melted beneath me as I turned around and drank in two of the hottest women I had ever seen. I crossed to the bar and stopped before them.

Stella took one hand, and Lacy took the other.

“We want to play a game with you,” Stella said. “Do you trust us?”

Did I? I glanced between them warily.

Stella shifted on her feet, bit her lower lip, and stared at me innocently. Lacy slipped her finger inside my trousers and tugged me toward her, her expression wicked and her green eyes smoldering.

“Don’t answer that,” Lacy said.

“Come on,” Stella said. “We promise not to hurt you.”

Stella and Lacy led me toward the bedroom, and the three of us entered before Lacy shut the door behind us.

Stella pointed toward the bed. “Put on the blindfold and we’ll be right back.”

I picked up the blindfold and frowned. “Blindfold? Seriously? That’s cruel and unusual punishment.”

Stella picked the blindfold from my hands and slipped it over my forehead. “No blindfold. No playtime.”

“Oh, and get naked while you’re at it,” Lacy said. “That will save us some time.”

“But —

Lacy pinned her finger against my lips. “No complaining or I won’t let you nut inside me.”

My cock, already rock hard, strained against my trousers.

The girls left the room, and I stared after them, my frustration mounting. “Fine.” I yelled. “But I’m not leaving it on the whole time.”

They didn’t answer.

I stripped down and climbed onto the bed before I put on the blindfold and stretched out on the bed.

What seemed like an eternity passed before the door creaked opened and shut a few seconds later.

“Put your arms over your head,” Lacy said.

“What? You aren’t locking me up, are you? I want to touch you.”

“That’s part of the fun,” Stella said. “Play nice and you’ll get want you want.”

“What are you wearing?” I asked, unable to see shit behind the black mask.

“Nothing,” Lacy said. “Now put your arms over your head before I have to hurt you.”

I did as they asked, and I felt the weight of their bodies on each side of the bed beside me.

One girl took my left wrist and the other the right before they bound my wrists to the headboard with what felt like silk scarves.

I felt one of the Simpson sister’s looming over me before I felt fingers touching my blindfold.

“No cheating,” Lacy said from right in front of me.

I pulled on one of my wrists trying to touch her and Stella laughed. Images of a naked Lacy inches from my body set my cock throbbing, and it hardened until it stood tall and proud.

“You’re making him hard,” Stella said. “Good job.”

I felt soft tits and hard nipples drag across my chest and lips, kissing my mouth.

“Do you like that?” Lacy said teasingly.

I groaned and yanked at the bindings. “This is cruel.”

A warm hand curled around my cock, joined by another and then a third until fingers and warm skin roamed every inch of my manhood.

“Here is how the game is played,” Stella said.

“Lacy and I will do things to you. If you can guess who is doing what, you’ll earn a reward.”

“You’re both stroking my cock,” I said. “Do I win now?”

“It’s not that simple,” Stella said.

“And it’s a big, fat, juicy cock,” Lacy said. “It’s even better than Stella described.”

“This won’t be hard,” I said. “Stella, I literally know you inside and out.”

Stella giggled. “Then you won’t have to wear the mask long.”

Their hands vanished from my cock and I felt two warm bodies atop me. Four bare breasts squirmed and mashed against my chest while a tangle of legs and feet intertwined with mine.

Lips kissed their way along one side of my neck while another started with my ear. Warm breath curled over my shoulders, neck, and ears while soft moans filled the silence. They both ground their hips, one on each side of my cock.

I breathed in their delicious scents and a jumble of vanilla, cinnamon, and exotic floral lit up my libido with super charged sexual energy. My cock pulsed and throbbed, supported on each side by asses I could almost touch. I groaned with frustration and rocked my hips fucking air while the girls showered my neck, chest, lips, and eyes with a flurry of kisses, lips, and wet tongues. I strained against my bindings and grunted while the girls giggled.

Which was which? I couldn’t tell from a laugh. “Lacy is on my left,” I guessed without knowing for sure.

Teeth clamped down on my earlobe and I let out a mild yelp. I guess that was the wrong answer.

In the next moment, the girls moved off of me, dragging their tits down my body while the bed creaked beneath us.

Warm flesh lit up my cock, and I gasped while my pleasures senses skyrocketed. My cock slipped between two warm pillows while hard nipples grazed my tip. I bucked my hips upward, titty fucking one of the sisters while the other dragged her tits across my balls and upper thighs.

With both of them on me and tits equally big and firm, I didn’t know who was who.

In the next instant, warm lips curled around my tip, and a tongue rolled over my glans. A hand wrapped around the base of my cock and another tongue licked across my sack.

I pulled against my constraints and roared with frustration. “Take off the blindfold… please?”

A distinct Stella giggle came from the mouth licking my balls. “Lacy has her mouth on my cock.”

My cock sank into a warm pleasure abyss, all lips, tongue and mouth. She sucked on my engorged cock, coming off with a pop before licking her way around my knob and inhaling my shaft all over again.

The other sister vanished from my balls and the bed groaned while she made her way up the bed toward me. Her tits dragged across my face and I clamped down on a nipple, pulling it into my mouth while she loosened both my wrists until bindings came free.

I reached out and wrapped my arms around Stella, sliding my hands down her back and squeezing her firm naked ass.

Stella slid back down my body and kissed me softly, opening her mouth before our tongues swirled together. “We were only going to untie one wrist, but I’m sooo horny. One more right answer and we’ll take off the blindfold.”

I ran my hands over her body, sliding my palms over her ass and around to her tits, kneading them and rolling her fat nipples between my fingers.

Stella reluctantly broke the kiss while Lacy came off my cock with another loud pop.

Lacy licked her way around my knob and used the flat of her tongue to clean my shaft. A second later, she vanished and I heard the girls whisper in conspiracy before they both got up from the bed.

Ten seconds went by and I laid motionless with my cock raging and my blindfold still sealed.

Movement came on each side of me. One sister ran her hands across my chest while the other wrapped her fingers around my shaft. Warm lips enveloped my areola, and a tongue slithered across my nipple.

A sister straddled my waist, and I felt her weight settle pleasantly on my upper thighs. She stroked my shaft while grinding her wet pussy over my balls.

I reached out and slid my hands through smooth silky hair. Both sisters had long, silky, healthy hair, and it was impossible to tell one from the other without relying on my eyes. I ran my hands lower and touched smooth shoulders and a toned back. Again, both sisters had perfectly sculptured, fit and natural bodies. I needed more to go on.

The tip of my cock met the warm folds of a wet pussy and I let on a low moan while I bucked my hips upward.

She worked my knob along her slippery labia, probing deeper with every pass. Her gentle touch and the weight of her body screamed Stella, but I wasn’t certain.

The other sister moved higher, raking her nipples across my chest while I reached out and slid my hands over her ass and squeezed. It was soft and firm and if it was Lacy’s ass, it was so close to Stella’s as to be indistinguishable from touch alone.

Her lips found mine, and our mouths opened. Her tongue swirled over my lower lip and glided over my tongue.

I was almost certain I was kissing Lacy. I slid my hand over her tit and squeezed, feeling her nipple harden against my palm.

The other sister sank down and my cock slid inside her with soft, warm, satisfying resistance.

Her pussy pulsed and twitched and my cock thrummed inside a pussy so tight there left no doubt who was who.

I broke off the kiss. “Stella is riding me,” I said in a rush.

A hand pulled free the blindfold, and I found Lacy’s green eyes staring down at me. “You’re two for two.”

I slid my hands through her long raven hair spilling over her shoulders and pulled her into a kiss.

Our tongues twined, and Lacy let out a soft moan while I squeezed her tits in my hands.

Stella smiled down at me while she leaned forward, braced her hands on my abs, and started grinding, slow and steady.

Her pussy swallowed my cock and every time she bottomed out, she squeezed me tight. The bed squeaked and Stella moaned. Her tits jiggled and her brown hair spilled down her back and over her shoulders.

I deepened my kiss with Lacy pulling her tongue into my mouth while my hands explored her body like a brave adventurer forging a virgin path through undiscovered terrain. This moment was years in the making and I savored every second.

As the minutes rolled by, Stella fucked harder and faster, her moans turning into sharp grunts while her tits slapped together and the bed shook.

I pushed back an orgasm brewing in my subconscious and bucked my hips, forcing my cock deeper into Stella.

“Mmmmmm…ohhhhhhh,” Stella said, tipping her head back and squeezing her eyes shut. Goosebumps flared across the peaks and valley of her 36D’s and she froze in place, causing her tits to jiggle to a stop.

Stella’s pussy clamped down on my cock while she lost herself in the throes of a major orgasm. I pushed my hips upward, raising her off the bed, fully impaling her, while she ground back and forth until her body went still.

Stella’s breath, shallow and rapid, caught in her throat before she fluttered her eyes open and they were heavy with orgasmic bliss. Her lips curled into a smile and she sat up straight before sliding my cock from her pussy and crawling off of me.

I wasted no time pulling myself into an upright position, my rock-hard cock wagging like a flag pole caught in a hurricane.

Lacy crawled onto my lap, grabbed hold of my cock, and guided it inside her pussy while she melted me with her cool green eyes.

I let out a sharp gasp and squeezed Lacy’s hips while my stomach flipped over and my heart galloped. I couldn’t believe that I was finally inside my sizzling hot sister-in-law. The moment, years in the making, felt like a dream. My lips curved into a smile while I ran my hands over Lacy’s ass and gently squeezed. “There’s no going back if I don’t pull out.”

The raven-haired stunner curled a lock of hair behind her ear and leaned forward before draping her arms loosely over my shoulders. Her big firm tits sat high on her chest and her fat pink nipples stood tall and erect. Lacy’s complexion was a shade lighter than her sister’s but her body no less bountiful. Her green eyes blazed with unbridled desire, and she gazed back at me, her certainty never wavering. “I want us,” she whispered before she leaned forward and kissed me softly.

We rocked together while Lacy locked her long legs around my waist. Gazing into each other eyes, I fucked my adolescent fantasy girl and prayed that I wouldn’t come too soon.

Lacy ground forward and backward, riding me like a mechanical bull, her hips undulating and her stomach rolling in waves. The bed creaked, and the springs cried out while our pace quickened and Lacy leaned in before kissing me deeply.

Her pussy felt like riding on a warm wave of pure ecstasy. Every nerve ending in my cock thrummed with indescribable ecstasy, and her pussy seemed to roll in gentle waves over every inch of my cock. Like her sister, Lacy squeezed my cock as if willing me deeper into her waiting womb, inducing the biggest explosion of cum possible.

My orgasm taunted me from the recesses of my subconsciousness, and this time it demanded attention. “Lace, I’m about done for.”

Her tits gently slapped together while she fucked harder and faster, deepening our connection while she gazed squarely into my eyes. “Me too, baby.”

I ran my hands the length of her thighs, rounded her hips, and held on tight to her ass. My orgasm flashed in my consciousness and I willed it away for precious seconds until Lacy came with me.

Lacy’s eyes lost focus, and she furrowed her brow while her lips parted in orgasmic bliss. “Matt, come now,” she said, never taking her eyes from mine. She let out a loud moan and her expression registered total nirvana. Her tits rolled and her hips bucked while her pussy spasmed and flooded my cock with a fresh release of her wetness.

I drove my cock deep inside my beautiful raven-haired MILF sister-in-law and my vision blurred before I exploded inside her. Warm gushing cum launched from my cock in rapid fire bursts, filling her fertile womb with a gallon of my potent seed.

Lacy squeezed her pussy, heightening my orgasm and milking my cock of every drop. She leaned forward, pressing her tits against my chest, and kissed her way up my neck. “That’s it, sweetie. Make me pregnant.” She continued to grind while my cock spewed seismic loads of baby-making batter.

I drew her in tight while I drained the final few spurts of my orgasm and our bodies went still.

Lacy brought her face around even with mine and we kissed while she ran her fingers through my hair.

Stella appeared behind me. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me softly on the cheek. “That was super hot. Let’s do it again in the shower.”

Lacy laughed and Stella grinned before the three of us collapsed onto the bed in a heap.
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The three of us cuddled in bed exploring, kissing, and cuddling while our batteries recharged. The conversation turned to our trip and Lacy reached for my phone before falling back into bed beside me.

“I want to see pictures,” she said, handing me my phone.

I pulled up my camera roll while Stella cuddling in close on my opposite side. I had taken more pictures than I realized, and when the ones from Sam showed up, I spilled the tea to Lacy. I recalled our hot trip to the sauna, and Lacy studied my face while I recalled every detail.

One by one we went through the rest of the pictures. I took a selfie with Toshi at the wedding shop and there were at least a dozen from the nightclub where Nicole and I had sex. But there were more pictures of Stella than anyone. And she was more than happy to fill in the backstory for her big sister on each and every photo.

When I pulled up the last picture, the selfie of Stella and I that I took shortly after dinner, Stella gasped and my face went numb.

It was a picture of Stella and I mugging for the camera with cars flashing by behind us. It was the bus that caught our attention. An advertisement on the side of the bus showed above our heads. Most of the words were blurry with motion, except one. It was a word that stood out like a neon sign. There over our heads, written in hot pink cursive writing, the word lovers stretched across the screen.

Under the covers, Stella squeezed my hand so hard I thought she might break a bone. I felt the tears roll down her cheeks and splatter onto my chest. It was the validation she needed, and now would have no doubt.

My reaction was more muted — not because I didn’t want to see a physical confirmation of Leslie Bane’s prophecy. It was because I already knew in my heart that she was one of my five great loves. Maybe even the greatest of them all.

Lacy must have picked up on her little sister’s emotion because she peered over my chest and frowned. “Honey, what’s wrong?”

Stella shook her, and tears glistened in her eyes. She drew herself in closer and kissed me softly on the lips. “I’m just so happy.”

“Awww,” Lacy said and squeezed her sister’s hand. “Maybe what happens in Vegas, doesn’t have to stay in Vegas?” Lacy gazed up at me, raised a questioning eyebrow, and smiled.






IV

My Brother’s Wife
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Down the street from Luke and Lacy’s house, I sat in my new Ford Mustang and watched the minutes slowly and painfully tick by.

Finally, their garage door opened, and I kept to the shadows, watching while my heart rate inched higher and my mouth went dry.

My brother’s BMW rolled down his driveway and the garage door crawled shut. With his phone pressed to his ear, he sped off, and a few seconds later he disappeared around the bend.

The house looked eerily silent, and for a split second, I considered backing out of my plan. What if my brother came home unexpectedly? The thought alone set my stomach churning, but I brushed those doubts aside. I had tasted the forbidden fruit, and now, I wanted more.

I checked my watch — 9:53 AM. I inhaled a deep breath and slowly let it go. My cock already strained the front of my jeans in anticipation of the young hot mommy waiting inside.

Lacy didn’t know I was here, and I didn’t want her to know. The element of surprise was part of my plan. That she didn’t know what was coming made my loins ache with longing.

Since our Vegas trip two weeks ago, I had grown completely obsessed with Lacy. For fear of my brother catching us in the act, we had kept our contact to a minimum, and time had crawled by. The thought of kissing her, touching her, and feeling her body against mine had driven me mad with lust. I had barely slept a wink the night before and even the marathon sex session with Stella, Nicole, and Sam hadn’t quelled my inner fire. With my harem fast asleep around me, I had tossed and turned the night away, counting down the hours until my brother left for his monthly California business trip.

Was it wrong of me to lust after my brother’s wife? Fuck, yes. Did I care about hurting my brother? You bet I cared. Could I stop myself from being with Lacy? Not on your life. I didn’t yet know if she was woman number four or number five, but I knew destiny had a plan for us. It was only a matter of uncovering the specifics.

I started my engine, pulled into Lacy’s driveway, and pressed the garage door opener my brother had gifted me when they moved in. Guilt washed over me. Luke gave me the garage door opener in case of an emergency while he was on one of his frequent business trips. Now, I was exploiting his concern to have sex with and impregnate his wife. What kind of monster was I? And what would Lacy think when I came bursting through her back door?

I shoved those guilty feelings to the back of my brain, unwilling to let my conscience deter me. There was plenty of time for guilty feelings afterward.

The garage door silently opened, and I navigated my car inside and parked next to Lacy’s big SUV. I killed the engine, checked my face in the rearview while I let the big garage door roll closed behind me. There was no sense in alerting a potential nosy neighbor of our illicit affair.

As I stepped out of the car, a wash of adrenaline spiked through my body. My heart hammered and my arms and legs turned mushy and limp. Even though Lacy and I had already had sex, fucking her in her own house felt so much more personal. That she didn’t know I was coming made the whole thing even hotter.

Growing up, Lacy had always been like a big sister to me. Or at least the kind of hot big sister who I dreamed of taking my virginity. She was there with my brother cheering me on at sports events, celebrating my birthday, and she even drove me around town when my brother couldn’t. Entering her own house and fucking her blind had been a deep-seated, taboo fantasy for so long it felt like I was walking through a wet dream.

As I turned the knob to the inner garage door, my hand trembled and my breathing grew so labored air caught in my dry throat and made a subtle whistling sound. I had to pull it together before I completely lost my nerve.

The laundry room appeared before me and a short corridor to the right led to the kitchen where I heard someone moving about. The air smelled of fresh coffee, pancakes, and syrup. The sound of the churning dishwasher melded with the clothes tumbling in the dryer to mask the sounds of my entry.

My head flashed with lust, and my legs nearly buckled. I stepped up into the house and clicked the door shut behind me.

With her back facing me, Lacy bent over a high chair as if preparing to remove the tray. She wore a pink silk kimono style robe that ended mid-thigh. Giant pink orchids decorated the fabric that rippled over her tight ass while the fabric swayed just above her knees. Her long powerful legs rippled with feminine muscle and a pair of pink fuzzy slippers covered her dainty feet. Lacy wore her silky raven hair in a ponytail loosely secured with a black ponytail holder. Wisps of her hair frayed from her temples and the back of her neck lending to her just-out-of-bed appearance.

Something about the commonness of the way she dressed made me want her even more. She didn’t know it was me behind her, yet she looked amazing in her own all-natural way. My rigid cock throbbed in my pants while I imagined all the ways I would violate her. Silently, I looked on while Lacy cleaned the highchair tray with a damp cloth.

“What did you forget?” She said without turning.

My heart thundered in my chest, and I stifled a gasp. She had heard me. It was too late to turn back now. While I crossed the room, my legs nearly gave out, but the thought of penetrating her provided all the incentive I needed to live out my hottest adolescent fantasy.

She continued cleaning the tray without looking back, and I used the opportunity as an opening.

I slid one hand around her waist and the other inside the top of her robe. I pulled her into me and Lacy gasped but didn’t resist.

She dropped the wet rag and stood upright, pressing her ass into my raging cock while she reached for my arms. “Matt?” she whispered, her voice tinged with nervous excitement.

I nuzzled in close behind her ear, inhaling the warm scent of vanilla and sultry jasmine undertones radiating from her hair and skin. My cock pulsed, raging against my jeans while I slipped my hand inside her silk nightgown and cupped her bare breast. “Not a word,” I whispered into her ear.

Her shoulders relaxed slightly with recognition, and Lacy shuddered under my touch. Her nipple hardened under my palm and she let out a soft cooing sound while she opened her neck to my advances. A smile curled her lips and she ground her ass against my raging hard-on and shoved my hand deeper inside her nightgown.

I kneaded the soft flesh of her tit in my palm and rolled her expanding nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

Still grinding her hips against me, Lacy reached behind her hips and slid her fingers over the outline of my thick shaft and engorged tip.

I kicked aside the baby’s high chair and leaned the raven-haired beauty over the kitchen table.

She let out a quick gasp before dropping all resistance.

With my outstretched arm, I pinned Lacy down while she braced herself against the wooden tabletop. My hand trembled so badly I fumbled with the button on my jeans and struggled for a moment before I popped it loose. My cock, fat and engorged, slipped free of the restraint. For years I had mentally prepared for this moment and hadn’t bothered with underwear.

Lacy grunted and sucked in quick shallow breaths while she braced herself on the table and prepared for the fucking of a lifetime. It didn’t take a genius to know what I wanted. She parted her legs and rested her pretty face on the table, stealing a glance behind as if to confirm it was me ready to ravage her.

I dropped my jeans around my ankles, stepped forward and tossed Lacy’s short robe and silk nightie over her waist. In one smooth motion, I pulled her white cotton panties over her hips before they tumbled down her long legs and pooled around her ankles.

Lacy’s pussy lips appeared, fat and pink. Her labia bulged from her slit like a juicy watermelon ripened to mouthwatering perfection. Lacy’s ass reminded me of Stella’s but slightly larger with the bounty of motherhood. Like her sister, there wasn’t an ounce of fat anywhere in sight. Her hips flared and gave way for her bubbly round ass cheeks before tapering to her firm and flawless inner thighs.

I licked the palm of my hand and stroked my cock, coating it with a light sheen of lubricant. My goal wasn’t to hurt her, but live out a fantasy that we might even share. Silently, I stepped forward and dragged the tip of my fat cock through the fertile fields of Lacy’s swollen lips.

Her breaths came in short shallow bursts and she gripped the edge of the table as if bracing herself for the ramming to come.

I rolled my knob through her trench and shuddered with ecstasy. Her pussy, warm and already soaking wet, caused a second spike of adrenaline to wash over me, setting my cock pulsing even before I entered her.

Lacy bit her lower lip and closed her eyes before letting go a gentle moan and a slight whimper. She pressed her hips back and ground against my tip, working her pussy over my man meat while goosebumps flashed across her ass cheeks.

I pressed forward and slipped inside her, entering her in one fluid motion. I gasped and grabbed hold of her hips while my legs buckled beneath me.

Lacy let out a long groan and shuddered while she pulled hard on the table’s edge.

Her pussy rippled in waves, tightening around my cock in a smooth velvety grip. Already on the edge of orgasm, I held motionless inside her, letting myself adjust to her heat, tightness, and the overwhelming desire to come. I gazed down on the sight before me and my head flashed with pure unsated lust. The reality of fucking Lacy beat the fantasy in a landslide. I pulled until my tip puckered at her entrance before ramming her hard and fast.

My thighs slapped her ass, and Lacy grunted while the table groaned beneath us. She rose up on her elbows before pulling her ponytail loose and letting her raven mane spill freely over her shoulders.

My cock thrummed inside her, already leaking the reservoir of cum bubbling just beneath the surface. I fucked her harder and faster, watching my cock, white with jizz and Lacy’s juices, slide in and out of her incredible pussy.

The table rocked, and the centerpiece topped over. Beside us, a chair teetered backward while a breakfast bowl slipped from the table and bounced across the kitchen floor. The table legs squeaked across the hardwood floor and Lacy’s ass rippled with my pounding thrusts.

With every stroke, I plunged deeper inside. Her wall muscles flexed and contracted, milking cum from my shaft in rhythmic waves.

Lacy grunted and bucked her hips, ramming her ass against my cock with skin slapping pleasure. Her hair, shiny and dark, spilled across the tabletop while her side boobs jiggled inside her silk robe.

I slapped her ass hard and Lacy let out a short shriek and a partially stifled moan.

“Unnnnnhhhh…,” she moaned, tipping her head back and closing her eyes as if in ecstasy.

I slapped her ass again, harder this time, leaving behind a red handprint.

Lacy let out a sharp cry and her pussy convulsed, leaking fresh juices onto my already glistening cock. She bit her lip and fucked me harder, breathing in and out through her nose while I hammered her with all my might.

Without notice, I yanked my cock from her pussy, and Lacy gasped. Her eyes flew open, and she glanced over her shoulder at me, her expression a mix of shock and horror.

I slipped my hand around her waist and pulled her up before turning her around to face me, and hoisting her onto the table.

Her green eyes shimmered with ravenous lust, and her nipples pierced her silk robe. She eyed my cock like a piece of perfectly cooked steak and slid her feet up my bare thighs before curling her ankles around my ass.

I yanked on the sash of her robe, letting the belt fall free before I threw open her robe and gazed on her body

Her tits bulged from her blue silk nightie and her mountainous cleavage strained at the thin straps containing her chest. Her thighs quivered while she slid her feet over my ass and leaned back on the table, bracing herself on her hands.

I peeled off the spaghetti-thin shoulder straps and pulled the nightie down to reveal her tits.

Lacy’s big natural breasts topped with fat, pink, eraser-sized nipples spilled into view. The nightie fell down around her waist while Lacy gazed up at me and smiled, giving me a what-are-you-going-to-do-now look.

I stepped between her parted legs and pushed her nightie up around her waist, revealing her pussy lips already engorged with our lovemaking.

She gazed down the length of her body at my cock, her chest heaving and her dark hair falling in waves over her shoulders and chest. Lacy locked her legs around my waist and drew me in closer while I stepped into her, my cock slapping between her meaty thighs.

I wasted no more time and easily entered her picking up where we left off ramming her hard and fast.

Lacy’s tits swirled in tight circles while the table rattled and shook, jumping across the kitchen floor.

I rammed her with years of pent-up sexual frustration, groaning and grunting while Lacy tightened her legs around my waist and pulled me in so deep I felt her cervix nudge my tip. Our hips moved in perfect synchronicity, my cock sliding forward and backward, plunging Lacy’s depths.

Her moans rose above the churning dishwasher and tumbling dryer, and her pussy grew hot with the friction of our lovemaking. My cock and her pussy formed a perfectly created machine built for breeding. Lacy’s pussy lips stretched over my shaft, forming an air-tight seal that lit up my pleasure centers like a pinball machine.

Already on edge, her gentle moans and soft grunts brought me to the edge. But it was Lacy’s green eyes piercing my soul that pushed me over. The gates burst and my orgasm erupted with a titanic wave of pent-up cum jettisoning down her canal and filling her womb with an ocean of my baby-making seed.

Lacy gazed up at me, bit her lower lip and furrowed her brow a moment before her eyes rolled back in her head. Goose flesh rippled across her tits and her nipples stiffened to peak hardness. Her pussy flashed in rolling waves and tightened around my cock. She tipped her head back over her shoulders and let out an unearthly groan while she arched her back and thrust out her tits.

I spurted thick, never-ending ropes of milky spunk deep inside my brother’s wife while I cupped her tits and rolled her nipples through my open fingers.

Lacy ground her hips in slow circles while she drained my cock and gazed up at me, her eyes swallowing me whole with erotic lust. “How did you know?” Her words came out deep and husky.

I fell forward, bracing myself on the table while I continued pumping her. I ran my hands over her tits and nibbled on her lower lip before pulling in closer for a deep kiss.

She stretched out on the table and ran her fingers through my hair while her hard nipples grazed my chest. “Answer me. How did you know?”

I broke off the kiss and gazed into her eyes. “How did I know what?”

“My fantasy.” Her eyes roamed my face as if searching for answers. “I’ve dreamed of you taking control of me for years — of you coming into my house and taking what’s yours. It’s my hottest fantasy. Did Stella tell you?”

I kissed her softly and shook her head. “Lace, I’ve wanted to do that since I was fifteen years old.”

“You should’ve. I wouldn’t have stopped you,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow. “You wouldn’t have stopped me even back then? You were twenty-one.”

She shrugged. “And you looked twenty when you were fifteen. I’ve always wanted you way more than your brother.” She ran her fingers through my hair while she peppered my face with kisses.

“What are some of your other fantasies?” I asked.

“Come fuck me in shower and I’ll tell you.” She grinned wickedly and pulled me in for a kiss.
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After Lisa went down for her afternoon nap, Lacy and I spent the next hour fucking in her bedroom. Afterward, we lay splayed out on her bed, our arms and legs a twisted mass of naked flesh. A light sheen of perspiration covered our bodies while we touched and explored our forbidden parts that had been off limits until today.

“I’m ovulating,” she said. “You probably knocked me up.” She didn’t sound scared or nervous. Rather, she sounded content. Lacy dragged her fingertips over my chest and kissed my shoulder before resting her head on my chest.

“How will we explain that to Luke?”

She laughed. “Well, he’ll know it’s not his unless I got pregnant through immaculate conception.”

“Do you want a baby with me?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “I’ve always wanted your babies.”

I noted the plural use of the word and imagined my days filled with fucking my beautiful sister-in-law in every way, shape, and form imaginable. “Then let’s make babies.” I kissed the top of her head and we lay together in comfortable silence.

The overhead fan whirred, cooling our bodies while Lacy continued to kiss my shoulders and lick her way half-way up my neck. “When Luke gets home, I’m leaving him,” Lacy said.

“I should be there too,” I said. “I’m as guilty as you are.”

“Don’t feel guilty.” Lacy crawled on top of me, straddling me before her big tits jiggled to a stop. “I’m ninety-nine percent sure he’s cheating on me and has been for a long time.” She sat up and slipped me inside her before settling down on my cock with a satisfying moan.

“With who?” I grabbed hold of her hips and held on Lacy started grinding.

She shrugged. “I don’t care. I just recognize the signs. Now shut up and fuck me.”

I bucked my hips and pushed deep inside her, lifting her off the bed while I impaled her.

For the fourth time that day, we started fucking. The bed squeaked and Lacy’s tits bounced and jiggled. Twenty minutes later, I nutted inside her again.

After Lisa woke from her nap, the three of us went out to dinner and ice cream. Lacy and I couldn’t keep our hands off each other and acted like newlyweds while we let Lisa play on the playground. She didn’t mention Luke again, and I didn’t ask her. But the certainty she felt about Luke’s cheating stayed with me.

That night, we made a face-time call with Sam, Nicole, and Stella. I let them know I planned to spend a few days with Lacy and if they needed anything to call. That kicked off the most sexually active week of my life. I lost track of the number of times and places Lacy and I had sex after we hit number fifteen or sixteen. She was insatiable, wanting to fuck me everywhere we went and no matter who might see. I walked around with a perpetual hard-on and she played with my cock like some might twist a ring on their finger.

But after a solid week together, I saw no sign of the fourth symbol in Leslie Bane’s prophecy. That symbol was the tower, and an inkling of doubt crept into the back of my mind. What if Lacy wasn’t the fourth or even the fifth women in my life? What if my brother found out and the whole thing blew up in our face? Would I lose Sam, Nicole, and Stella? The thought made me ill, and I pushed away those morbid thoughts as soon as they manifested.

Whatever the case, I needed answers fast because Lacy and I had gone way past the point of no return. Neither of us had used the L word, but it was there hanging on our lips. It was just a matter of time. I knew I loved her and I knew she loved me back. But hadn’t I felt that way about Jennifer, too? I was wrong then. Was I wrong now?

The night before Luke’s return, Lacy and I made love before I wrapped her up in my arms. She sighed contentedly, and I turned off the lights.

“Call me after you talk to him,” I said.

Lacy laid still for a long moment, stroking my hand with her thumb. “Matt?” She pulled my arms around her and slid one of my hands up to cradle her bare breast.

“Yeah?”

“Do you think Sam and Nicole would mind if I came over tomorrow night?”

“Of course not,” I kissed her. “They keep nagging me about it. I’ll be at Sam’s. There’s an extra room for Lisa. You can sleep with Sam and I.”

She moved in tighter against me. “Good. I don’t want to be alone ever again.”

“You got it, sweet pea.” I kissed her head and pulled her in tight.

But even after a wonderful week with Lacy and Lisa, I couldn’t shake the sensation of impending doom.
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I spent the next day at Sam’s house. We ate breakfast together and worked out in her home gym before we hit the showers. Sam’s shower was big enough for all four of us, but that afternoon it was just she and I.

After scrubbing each other with soap and shampoo, Sam wrapped her arms around my waist, rested her head against my chest, and sighed contentedly. “I missed you.”

I rubbed her back and slipped my hand down to her tight ass. “Sorry I haven’t been around. Forgive me?”

Steam billowed around us, and Sam’s wet golden blonde hair hung limp down her back. Water cascaded over our bodies, and Sam found my rigid cock with her hand.

“That depends.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips.

“Oh?” I cupped her tits and tweaked her nipples to hardness.

“Did you leave me some sperm or did Lacy take it all?” She stroked my shaft and circled my knob with her thumb and forefinger.

“Nothing penetrates the monster wall of your birth control,” I said. “But as you can see, I’m really excited to see you.”

Sam giggled and kept up the pressure, stroking my cock while her tits gently slapped together. “What were Ronald Reagan’s famous words? Mr. Gorbachev, take down that wall?” She smiled and raised an eyebrow.

“You’re off birth control?” My cock hardened in her hand and Sam’s eyes widened.

“I didn’t know getting me pregnant would excite you that much.”

I leaned in and kissed her, our tongues swirling while Sam moaned in my mouth.

She broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, her blue eyes sparking with energy. “I’m very fertile.”

“Great. Can we start now?” I asked.

Sam smiled and nodded. “I was hoping you would say that. The shower is my favorite place to fuck you.” She grabbed my shoulders and walked backward, taking me with her until she reached the shower wall. “Do your thing, baby.”

I cupped her ass and easily hoisted her off the shower floor. “My thing loves your thing.” I grinned.

Sam giggled again before she locked her legs around my waist. She curled her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a kiss. “I love you.”

I guided my rock-hard cock inside her pussy and sank in to the hilt. “I love you and I already love our baby.” I palmed her tummy and leaned down to kiss her nipple.

Her pussy tightened around my cock, and she dug her heels into my ass. Sam gazed into my eyes, while we slow fucked against the shower wall. Her face contorted in ecstasy and she dug in, picking up speed while her tits slapped my chest. “We’ll need to try a lot.” She had difficulty speaking between her grunts and moans.

Our skin slapped, and the water sloshed while I pounded the young blonde mommy hard and fast.

Sam found my mouth with hers, and our tongues flashed together. For ten minutes we kept pace, fucking and grinding until my balls grew heavy with a looming orgasm.

My cock twitched inside her, and Sam’s pussy quivered. I knew her body well enough to recognize the signs of her orgasms before it came. “Let it go, baby.”

Sam grunted into my ear while she dug her heels into my ass and her thighs quivered with a major orgasmic release.

I exploded inside her, filling her with a hot load and plenty of baby-making batter. I piston-fucked her, bucking my hips while I spurted, filling her up with copious amounts of creamy spunk.

Fifteen minutes later we threw on our underwear and reclined on Sam’s bed while she curled up beside me.

“Do you feel pregnant?” I asked.

“I’m ovulating,” she said. “Maybe. But if it’s okay, can we try again later?”

I let out a short laugh. “Uhhh… yeah. Twist my arm, why don’t you?”

She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. “Good. I’m ready to start a family with you.”

“What if you’re not the only pregnant?” I asked. “Would you be upset?”

She frowned. “Is Nicole pregnant? Or Stella?”

“I’m not talking about Stella or Nicole. It’s Lacy.”

Sam remained silent for a long while, and I got worried. She never shut me out. We were open books and had no secrets.

“Talk to me, Sammy,” I said. “I’m freaking out here.”

“Did you see the tower?” she asked, her tone worried. “Please tell me she’s one of us.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, and a pit formed in my stomach. “I haven’t seen the physical sign, but I already know in my heart that Lacy belongs in our family.”

“What if she is but you do them out of order?” Sam asked. “What if Toshi is number four and you get Lacy pregnant? What happens then?” Sam’s worried voice sent me into a near panic.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. The thought of mixing up Toshi and Lacy had never occurred to me. But Leslie Bane said I would find them in order. “With Lacy… it felt right.”

She let out a sigh and rubbed my chest with her open palm. “I trust you. It will all work out.”

Would it? As a family, we were sitting on a small and growing fortune raised from my gambling. As it stood, Sam, Nicole, and Stella could choose to work or not. It was their call. But what if my decision foolishly jeopardized my blooming family? I would never forgive myself. “Sam, can I ask you something?”

“Sure, baby.” She drew me into a tight hug.

“Have you considered forgiving your sister?”

Sam sat up and stared down at me, frowning. “Where is this coming from?”

I told her about Las Vegas and what happened in the bathroom with Jennifer. I explained how any feelings I had for her sister had vanished and asked her if she felt the same way about her now ex-husband.

“I feel nothing for Jason,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean I want anything to do with him either.”

“But Jennifer is your family,” I said. “I think she’s changed.”

Her eyes widened. “Matt, how can you say that?”

“Just talk to her,” I said. “Please?”

“Do you want to have sex with Jennifer? Is that what this is about?” Anger tinted her voice.

“What? God, no. I don’t care if I ever see her again.”

Her expression softened. “What if she tries to steal you away from me?”

It amazed me that Stella and Lacy had no problem sharing me, but Sam wouldn’t do the same with Jennifer. Not that it mattered. Jennifer was toxic for my love life and my gambling career. Besides, I had my hands full with the five women I was already juggling. “She can’t steal me back when I’m head over heels in love with her big sister.” I pulled her down on top of me and kissed her. “It’s your choice. Talk to her or don’t. But she might surprise you.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand, and Sam crawled across the bed to grab it.

I slapped her ass, and Sam giggled.

“Stop it or I’m coming for you.” She wagged her finger at me before she grabbed my phone.

I slid my hands inside her panties and squeezed her ass. “In ten minutes, I’m coming in you.”

“You’re so clever, aren’t you?” Sarcasm oozed from her voice while she rolled back onto the bed and reclined against me with my phone in her hand.

Sam wore a pair of white cotton panties and a thin white tank top with her nipples clearly visible through the material. She was nuclear levels of hot and I had fully recharged for round two.

“Who is it?” I asked.

Sam typed in my passcode and opened my phone. “It’s Lacy.”

I frowned. “She was talking to Luke tonight about a divorce, but he’s not due home for hours. What’s the message say?”

Sam opened my text messages and found the thread with Lacy. “She says that Luke is extending his business trip and wants to know if she can come over.” Sam typed in a reply and hit send without asking.

“What did you tell her?”

She glanced up at me and her blue eyes sparkled. “I told her to pack a bag and get her ass over here.”
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Lacy and Lisa arrived shortly before Stella and Nicole. I helped Lacy tote in a crib and a giant suitcase filled to bursting with enough clothes to last a month.

Stella and Nicole arrived a few minutes later carrying armloads of pizza boxes, even though every one of these women ate like birds.

We huddled in Sam’s kitchen, sitting on stools, the kitchen counter, and leaning against the island. The open pizza boxes littered Sam’s kitchen island, and the wine flowed. Following the heaviness of Lacy’s text from Luke, the party atmosphere was just what the doctor ordered. Laughter, chatting, and lively conversations came easily, and a fire crackled in the family room. Stella entertained us with a mix from her Spotify account and showed off her twerking skills.

The one person missing was Toshi, and thoughts of her looming wedding slightly dampened my spirits but didn’t extinguish them. Me, T and Dwayne were still working out the kinks on how Juro cheated at the poker tournament. T had a working theory but wasn’t ready to share. If we caught him, I could use that as leverage to free Toshi.

Lacy put Lisa down for the night and returned just as Ben finished his pizza and moved on to his Xbox. The ladies and I took the party from the kitchen to the family room.

I tossed another log onto the fire while the ladies settled on the big sectional couch.

Sam opened two more bottles of wine and placed them on the coffee table before she and Stella snuggled together under a blanket.

I settled onto the couch between Nicole and Lacy. Lacy curled her hand around mine and Nicole stroked my knee while she sipped on a glass of cabernet.

Lacy rubbed her thumb over my hand and turned toward Sam. “Thanks for letting me stay. This business with Luke has me so stressed out.”

“Sweetie, this house is wide open. Yu can stay here forever,” Sam said. “We’re one big family.”

“Awww,” Stella leaned her head against Sam’s shoulder. “Thanks for welcoming my big sister. You’re the best.”

Sam sipped on her wine and smiled. “It’s nice to have sisters who don’t stab me in the back.”

I slipped my arm around Lacy’s shoulder and drew her in tight. “It will all be over soon enough.” I kissed the top of her head while Lacy slid her hand along my inner thigh before resting her palm an inch from my cock.

“I’m starting to think Luke will never come home from California,” Lacy said. “He’s extending his trip for another ten days.”

Nicole picked up my hand and twined her fingers in mine. “Maybe Matt and I will run into him next week when we’re in LA.”

Between Toshi and Lacy’s burdens, our trip to California had slipped my mind. Maybe the distraction was just what I needed. “I can only imagine the look on Mr. Wendell’s face when I show up to the mixer as your date.”

“Who’s Mr. Wendell?” Stella asked.

“The high school principal,” I said. “He has the hots for Nicole.”

Nicole laughed and smacked my leg. “Stop it. He does not. Besides, he’s sixty years old.”

“Please. Every time the guy set foot in your class, he practically eye-raped you,” I said. “Didn’t you find it strange that he observed no other classrooms besides yours?”

“I was in my first-year teaching,” Nicole said. “He was evaluating me.”

I chuckled. “Oh, he was evaluating you all right. Of course, every red-blooded male in school was also evaluating you.”

Nicole grimaced while Stella laughed, and Sam smirked.

“Does he still observe your class?” Stella asked.

“I plead the fifth,” Nicole said before sipping on her wine.

“Where are you going?” Lacy asked before she curled her legs under her and snuggled in tighter.

“It’s a teaching workshop in Los Angeles,” Nicole said. “The entire staff planned the trip last year. I originally intended to go alone, but Matt offered to come with me.” She leaned in and kissed me. “Remember baby, it’s a business trip so you can’t keep me up all night.”

“I only need half the night.” I cupped her leg high on her inner thigh and dipped my fingers in the crevice near her pussy. I hadn’t spent quality alone time with Miss Parker in what felt like weeks. I stole a glance down the front of her black, V-necked black t-shirt and spied the cleavage bulging from the confines of her lacy bra.

“Why am I not surprised,” Sam said. “Are you impregnating Nicole too?”

Nicole sat up straight and turned toward Sam. Her eyes widened and a grin spread across her face. “Too? Sammie are you pregnant?”

“No.” She hoisted the wine. “I wouldn’t be drinking this if I were, but we’re trying.” Sam flashed me a warm smile that left me gooey inside.

“That’s awesome,” Stella said. “I would be jealous, but I’m too young to have kids.”

Sam flipped her off but smiled. “Your day is coming, Missy.”

“Until then, Matt and I will have plenty of practice sessions.” Stella winked at me and I felt heat well in my cheeks.

I hadn’t grown used to multiple women discussing their active sex lives with each other all about me. I expected claws and anger. Hell, I expected a lot of resentment directed at me. Jennifer got pissed when I looked at another woman, but not these four. They rolled with it like it was ordinary. But then again, Leslie Bane had said as much. It took a special woman to enter a polygamous relationship, and these women had that rare quality. I don’t know if it was confidence or love, or maybe they all got off having orgies with each other. Whatever the case, I was a lucky guy and Lacy seemed to have that same rare quality. Surely that meant she was one of them?

I checked my watch and gazed at Stella. “I’m up for a quick practice session if you are.”

“That sounds good to me,” Stella said, moving to stand up.

Sam grabbed hold of her wrist and pulled her back down. “Keep your pants on, Daisy Mae. Lacy and I will keep him company tonight.”

“Fine,” Stella said. “Matt and I are staying at his place downtown tomorrow night, anyway.”

We spent the rest of the evening downing two more bottles of wine and watched a romantic comedy on Netflix. By now, I had seen nearly every romantic comedy ever made. When bedtime rolled around, Lacy checked on Lisa before joining Sam and me in the bedroom.

That night, we didn’t light up the sheets. Sam curled up on one side and Lacy on the other. But all night long, Lacy clung to me as if her life depended on it. While I was drifting off to sleep, I swore I heard her use the L word. But then again, maybe it was my imagination.
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Shadows cloaked my apartment where Stella and I cuddled together on my new couch. The only light came from the TV and an over-sized three-wick candle Stella had purchased with me at an art show. The candle let off a floral aroma and partially covered the smell of our Chinese takeout. Stella had read me my fortune while we bartered on which movie to watch.

She won and chose The Notebook as our date movie. We had seen the flick together at least five times, but I wasn’t about to argue. Romantic moves were to Stella like champagne was to Nicole. She and I cuddled under a thick blanket where we were five minutes into the opener before our hands started roaming.

Outside, snow and ice pelted my window, but with the shutters closed, the room felt warm and cozy. There was nowhere on earth I would have rather been than cuddling with my beautiful girlfriend on my couch.

Stella wore a loose gray tank top with no bra and a pair of tight red gym shorts that doubled as her pajamas when she bothered to wear pajamas.

I wasted no time sliding my hands inside her shirt and teasing her nipples to hardness.

While the movie played, Stella worked her hand inside my baggy shorts and fondled my bare cock between her warm fingers.

These long groping sessions had become a staple of our love life. Like her sister, Stella demanded affection and returned it tenfold. Her sexual appetite had no bounds, and every night, she latched onto my cock like a security blanket. It wouldn’t take long before her shorts came off, and she climbed atop me for a ride.

She wasn’t alone. I couldn’t get enough of her either. She was my everything. I shuddered to imagine a life without her. I had loved no one the way I loved Stella, but I would deny that fact to my dying breath. The truth was, I deeply loved them all, but my love for Stella ran at a different temperature. She passed the stranded on a desert island test with flying colors.

With the blanket curled over us, Stella climbed in my lap and straddled me, gently grinding my cock to hardness while she leaned in for a kiss.

Our tongues met and her breath, sweet and minty, tasted like a slice of heaven. Her body, soft and warm, melted into mine and I ran my hands over her ass and squeezed while my cock pulsed against her grinding pussy.

She moaned into my mouth and rode my shaft up and down her slit while her breathing intensified.

I slipped my hands under her top and squeezed both her tits in my hands while her nipples hardened against my palms.

She broke off the kiss and sat atop me, her face layered in muted shadows and lit by the soft yellow glow of the candlelight. “I can’t resist you tonight.”

My stomach swirled, and I gazed up at her, shocked that she was actually mine. What had I done to deserve an angel from heaven? “I can tell. We’re not far into the movie should I hit pause?”

She nodded before she pushed the blanket over her shoulders and let it tumble to the ground behind us.

I hit pause on the remote. The movie made her horny. There was no sense wasting screen time, especially when it was good for at least two rounds of sex. But the way she acted tonight, we might go for the hat trick.

Stella pulled her tank top over her head and tossed it aside. “Oh, I forgot to tell you my story.”

Her perfect breasts jiggled into view, and my cock pulsed against her pussy.

I reached up and fondled her tits while Stella kept the pressure up on my engorged cock. “You’re telling me right now?”

She leaned forward and tugged on my t-shirt, lifting it over my head and exposing my muscled chest and abdomen. “It’s about your brother.”

I lifted my arms and Stella pulled my shirt off, tossing it on top of hers before she ran her hands down my smooth chest. She bit her lower lips and her eyes wandered over my chiseled abs and bulging pecs. “Baby, you are crazy hot.” She leaned forward and kissed my chest, pressing her bare tits into my stomach.

“What about my brother?” I curled my hands around to her ass and slid my fingers inside her waistband, pulling her shorts halfway off in the process.

“He sent me a text today,” she said before she sat upright on my lap and traced lines around my areolas with her index fingers.

“Luke texted you? About what?”

“That’s what’s strange. He said ‘love you’. Just like that. Nothing before it. Just ‘love you’.”

“What? Show me.” Anger welled in the back of my brain and I sat upright, cradling Stella on my lap until we came face-to-face.

“I think he sent it by mistake,” she blurted out as if to appease my smoldering jealousy. “He texted me right back and said… sorry. I thought you were Lacy.”

I exhaled slowly and relaxed. “He never texts Lacy, let alone to tell her he loves her,” I said.

“I know, right? I ignored the text and didn’t respond.”

“Did you tell Lacy?”

She shook her head. “I wanted to run it by you first.”

“We should tell her, but it’s only confirming what she already suspected. He’s definitely cheating on her. Save the text.”

Behind us, my doorbell buzzed.

Stella glanced toward the door and frowned. “Did you order food?”

“We already ate,” I said.

“Then who’s here?” Stella frowned.

“I don’t know. But I’ll get rid of them.” I sighed. We would have to watch a few more minutes of the movie to get her back in the mood.

Stella crawled off me, and I stood with my cock tenting my shorts.

She laughed and pushed down on my knob before it sprang back into place. “You’re so hard.”

I rolled my eyes. “Gee, I wonder why.”

“It’s amazing that I can make your penis that hard.” She circled my swollen cock with her fingers and licked her lips. “I want to suck it. Maybe you can come in my mouth tonight?” She started to peel off my shorts when the door buzzed again.

“Hold that thought.” I rounded the couch and reached the intercom in two strides.

Stella followed behind me and flattened her tits against my back while she reaching around my waist. Her nipples hardened and dug into the soft flesh beneath my shoulders.

I sighed and hit the intercom. “Hello?”

Stella reached inside my shorts and peeled my cock free.

“Matt, you’re there.” She sounded relieved. “It’s Toshi. Can I come up?”

I glanced over my shoulder at Stella, who had her hand wrapped firmly around my shaft.

She gazed up at me, her eyes wide and innocent, but her hand never left my cock. “Don’t keep her waiting,” Stella said. “Let the poor girl inside.”

“Maybe you should let go of my cock first?” I raised an eyebrow.

Stella grinned. “Do you think we can fool around with her?” Stella’s eyes glimmered with mischief. “I’m still mad that you didn’t pull me into the dressing room at that bridal shop.”

“Maybe. But only if you’re a good girl and share with the other kids.”

“Ha, ha,” she said without humor. “It’s you who needs to share. You keeping hogging her all to yourself.” She slipped her hands out of my shorts. “Do you think she’s into girls?”

“Oh, I know she is.” I grinned and hit the intercom. “Come on up.” I hit the door buzzer.

Stella slipped on her tank top and handed me my t-shirt before she wrapped the blanket around her body. She wasn’t wearing much, and she still hadn’t officially met Toshi.

I pulled on my shirt and opened the front door.

A few seconds later, Toshi appeared in my doorway wearing her winter coat and medical scrubs underneath. Her gaze locked on Stella and then back on me before her cheeks reddened and her mouth fell open. “I’m sorry. I’m interrupting.”

“No, you’re not,” Stella said, stepping past me. “I’ve been dying to meet you.” She took Toshi’s hand and pulled her into my apartment, guiding the Japanese beauty toward the couch.

Toshi smiled and visibly relaxed while she followed Stella through the apartment.

I closed the door and followed close behind.

“You guys are watching The Notebook?” Toshi pulled off her winter coat and handed it to me. “I love this movie.”

I rolled my eyes and hung Toshi’s coat on the back of my kitchen chair.

Stella pulled Toshi down onto the couch beside her. “Matt secretly hates it, but he pretends to like it for me.”

“I don’t hate it,” I said, grinning sheepishly. Nothing got past her.

I stood at the end of the couch while the girls started chatting about Ryan Gosling. “Tosh, what gives? Aren’t you under house arrest?”

Toshi gazed up at me and frowned. “Didn’t you get my DM?”

“When did you send it?”

“Like four hours ago,” she said.

“It’s my fault,” Stella said. “We went shopping and Matt left his phone at home. When we got back, we had dinner and I don’t think he ever checked his messages. I’m sorry.”

“No. It’s totally okay,” Toshi said.

“So, what gives?”

Toshi glanced nervously at Stella and back up at me. “The whole thing came together so fast. I hoped… well, I should have checked first.”

“Tosh, you’re talking in circles.”

Her cheeks flushed red, and she squirmed on the couch.

“If you’re worried about me, don’t,” Stella said. “I know all about you and Matt. I’m perfectly fine with it.”

Toshi’s jaw dropped, and she gawked at Stella. “But… we… ummmm….”

“Had sex,” Stella said. “I know.” She smiled at Toshi and brushed her fingers through Toshi’s dark, silky hair.

Toshi stared at her, speechless.

“Don’t your father and Juro track you?” I asked, desperate to change the subject.

Toshi turned to face me. “I made friends with another third. We work the same shift at the hospital. She has my phone and will respond to texts. I preloaded the phone with a half-dozen selfies. My father and Juro think I’m working tonight, but….”

“You secretly came here to be with Matt,” Stella answered for her. “How romantic.”

Toshi blushed again and turned to Stella. “I don’t know how this doesn’t bother you, but I think I love you.”

“Does it bother you that Matt and I have sex?” Stella asked. “And, trust me, we have a lot of sex.”

“No,” she blurted out without thinking. “I mean….” She licked her lips. “I think it’s hot,” she said, lowering her voice. She gazed at Stella and Toshi’s hazel eyes shifted. “I think you’re hot.”

Stella continued running her fingers through Toshi’s hair while the two women gazed into each other’s eyes. Then Stella made her move. She leaned in and kissed the Japanese stunner softly on her full pink lips.

Toshi sat frozen but didn’t resist. Her lips moved in all the right places and she seemed to enjoy Stella’s attention.

Stella broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, smiling. “How was that?”

“Amazing,” Toshi said before I could answer.

Stella and I laughed before Toshi picked up Stella’s hand and intertwined her fingers with Stella’s.

“Can we do it again?” Toshi asked.

“Do I get to play too?” I interjected before the girls were too far gone.

“Yes.” Toshi nodded emphatically. “I never dreamed about having a…uhhhh….”

“Threesome?” Stella said, smiling.

“Yes.”

“Can you stay the night?” I asked.

Toshi turned to me. “Until six a.m.”

“I’ll take it,” I said.

Stella stood and pulled Toshi toward our bedroom. “Come on. I’ll let you borrow some of my comfy clothes. I wear them baggy so Matt can play. He likes to let his hands roam.”

Now it was my turn to blush. “You’re a little hard to resist.”

Stella stopped in front of me, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me square on the lips. “So are you, baby.”

When the girls reappeared a few minutes later, Toshi wore a pair of tight black yoga shorts and a pink t-shirt with the words Make Love, Not War emblazoned on the front. The t-shirt was frayed to the point of being nearly see through, and I saw plenty of Toshi’s firm braless tits jiggling under her the thin shirt. Like iron spikes, her nipples pierced the front and the outline of her areolas were clearly visible.

“Wow,” I said, gawking at the gorgeous brunette. “You look… wow.” My jaw hung open, and I drank in her incredible curves.

Stella giggled and came up behind Toshi before wrapping her arms around Toshi’s waist and cupping her tits. “She’s giving me a run for my money.”

The girls were roughly the same size, which was petite and busty with asses made for pounding. My cock hardened and lurched outward, tugging at the front of my shorts. “Talk about the dynamic duo.” I licked the dryness from my lips and let my eyes wander over the feminine feast before me.

“Which one of us is Batman?” Toshi asked, smiling.

“More like Wonder Woman times two,” I said. “But pint-sized.”

“Come on,” Stella said. “Let’s go watch our movie.”

She wouldn’t last three minutes watching the movie and we both knew it. “Oh, I almost forgot,” I said.

The girls stopped and turned back to face me.

I slid open my desk drawer and pulled out a brand-new iPhone. “Tosh, I bought this for you. It has a brand-new phone number, and it’s on my bill. Juro and your dad don’t have to know about it. I’ve pre-programmed it with my number, Stella’s and the others who, hopefully, you’ll meet soon. Now we can text or talk whenever we want.”

Toshi stepped up to me. She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and her eyes glistened. “That’s so sweet. Thank you.” She held my gaze and tears welled in her eyes.

I picked up her hands and frowned. “Hey. Why the waterworks?”

She shook her head. “Being here with you two… it’s like a dream. I wish I never had to leave.”

“Awww,” Stella stepped up behind her and wrapped her arms tight around her harem sister. “We’ll get you out of this jam, sweetie. You’ll see.”
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The opening credits had just finished when Stella reached inside my shorts and freed my cock. On my opposite side, Toshi had her hand up my shirt and her tongue exploring inside my mouth.

I had one hand buried in Toshi’s pussy, softly caressing her labia with my first two fingers, and I had Stella’s bare breast cupped firmly in my other hand.

The blanket covered us, but just barely. The room’s only light sources came from the flat screen tv and Stella’s candle that cast shadowy orange and yellow flickers over the girls’ beautiful bodies.

Toshi’s labia slid easily between my fingers and she gyrated her hips, forcing me inside her slippery entrance. She moaned in my mouth and deepened our kiss while she dragged my t-shirt over my abs and up my chest.

Stella pushed the blanket off of us and pulled her tank top over her head. Her tits, springy and firm, jiggled free and swayed from side to side until they reached their natural center. She eyed my cock like a hungry wolf and tugged on my shorts, guiding them over my hips.

My cock swayed, rigid and stiff, as it glistened under the warm candlelight like some ancient fertility shrine.

Toshi broke off our kiss and finished pulling off my shirt before she glanced back over her shoulder and eyed my raging cock.

Stella pushed off the couch and dropped to her knees before my swaying tower. She tucked a lock of her shiny brown hair behind her ear and licked her lips. She smiled up at Toshi while she wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft and gently stroked. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Matt has the best cock I’ve ever seen.”

I slipped my hand out of Toshi’s shorts and pulled at the bottom of her pink t-shirt.

She raised her arms straight over her head, eyeing my manhood as if it were a king cobra ready to strike.

I hoisted Toshi’s shirt over her tummy until it hooked on her big tits. With a gentle pull the material popped free and her tits sprang loose with a brilliant titty drop, bouncing and swaying while she wriggled free of her t-shirt.

Stella curled her tongue over my tip, licking it like an ice cream cone while she stole glances up at Toshi. “Have you ever sucked a cock before?”

“I’ve never seen a real… cock before, let alone had one in my mouth,” Toshi said. She sat back on her knees and stared down at Stella as if fascinated.

My cock twitched in Stella’s hands, and my toes curled.

Stella wrapped her lips around my tip and licked away my oozing pre-cum.

I harnessed my unbridled lust and ran my hands over the Japanese beauty’s swollen tits before tweaking her fat nipples to hardness.

“Come here, sweetie,” Stella said to Toshi. “I’ll teach you.”

My stomach fluttered, and my heart soared. I offered a mental thank you to the great and wise Leslie Bane while Toshi scrambled off the couch and huddled up beside Stella.

“How do you fit it all in your mouth?” Toshi asked while she ran her index finger along my shaft as if it were a priceless work of art.

“You take it a little at a time, like this.” Stella wrapped her lips around my head and slowly slid up and down, taking my cock deeper in her mouth with every pass.

My cock rolled over her tongue and the swell of her lips formed a perfect seal around my shaft. I shuddered, let out a gasp, and goosebumps flared across my thighs and stomach.

Stella came off my cock with a loud and satisfying pop. She licked away the saliva coating my shaft and kissed my tip. “See how much he likes it? It helps if you wrap your hand around the base like this.” Stella’s wrapped her warm fingers around my cock, applying the perfect amount of pressure.

Toshi looked on, studying the technique. The only missing was a notebook.

“Don’t squeeze too hard, or you’ll hurt him,” Stella said. “But he likes to know you’re there. Does that make sense?” She glanced over at Toshi and smiled brightly. It was as if she were instructing her harem twin on how to use Excel.

“I think so,” Toshi said.

“Oh, one last thing,” Stella said. “And it’s the most important tip of all.”

Toshi sat on her knees and leaned in close, focusing on Stella as if a great sage were ready to bestow untold wisdom. “What?”

“Don’t touch his cock with your teeth.” She lowered her mouth on my cock and slipped it inside her mouth before bobbing up and down. “No teeth, all lips and tongue.” With my cock stuffed between her lips, her words were barely distinguishable.

Smooth and seamless, my cock melted inside Stella’s mouth. Her tongue swirled around my bulb and my shaft slithered across the far back portion of her tongue near her throat. I let out a low moan and bucked my hips gently, face fucking Stella’s mouth.

She came off with a pop and a line of drool ran from her lower lip to my glistening knob. “Think of it like your vagina,” Stella said. “There are no teeth in your pussy, right?”

Toshi smiled and nodded. “How do you make that popping sound?”

“Oh, that’s easy,” she said. “You suck on his penis like a straw.” She curled her lips over my tip and suctioned before letting it go with a gentle pop. “See?” Stella gazed up at me. “You liked it. Right, baby?”

“God, yes,” I said.

“You try,” Stella said.

Stella inched sideways while Toshi scooted before me, eyeing my cock warily.

“Go for it,” Stella said. “He won’t bite.”

“Don’t be so sure of that,” I said.

Stella giggled and slapped my leg playfully. “Stop. You’re going to freak her out.”

Toshi lowered her lips to my cock and glanced up at me as if seeking permission. She wrapped her fingers around my base and held on gently but firmly.

“That’s it,” Stella said encouragingly.

In my wildest imagination, I never dreamed that T’s hot big sister would ever suck my cock. Yet the Japanese goddess knelt before me with her fat pink lips inches from my throbbing manhood. “It’s okay, Tosh. You don’t have to, if —

Toshi parted her lips around my knob and gently sucked while she rolled her tongue over my tip and down my glans.

My toes curled and I let out a sharp gasp.

“Good job,” Stella said. “Keep going. You’re driving him crazy.”

Toshi gazed up at me while she lowered her lips around my shaft and pushed my knob across the flat of her tongue.

The ride was smooth and pain free. Toshi was a natural, and I edged my hips upward, forcing my cock deeper inside her mouth.

Toshi didn’t resist. She practically inhaled my cock, sucking me dry while my knob pushed at the entrance to her throat.

She let out a slight choking sound and slid up and off while a slimy sheen of thick drool coated my shaft.

“Wow,” Stella said. “You’re already deep throating him. You’ll make him come super fast doing it that way. If you want to fuck him later, be careful. Otherwise, he’ll come straight down your throat.”

Stella was a fucking pro. It was like she was running her own sex clinic like a certified therapist. I marveled at how freely she encouraged Toshi, and pride swelled in my chest.

Toshi sucked in deep breaths and wiped the drool from her lips. “I want him to fuck me,” she said, as if I were a bystander in the entire process. “From behind.”

“Ohhh… that’s so hot,” Stella said. Her eyes took on a heavy faraway look, and she stuck her hands down the front of her shorts and worked her pussy. “What else to you want him to do?”

“I want him to cum so hard inside me I get pregnant,” Toshi said. She licked her lips and eyed Stella’s tits hungrily. “While I eat your pussy.”

Stella closed her eyes, arched her back and shuddered while she furiously fingered herself. She pulled off her shorts with one hand and climbed up onto the couch beside me.

My cock twitched in Toshi’s hand and she lowered her mouth licking my cock before she slid down to my base taking me all the way in.

Stella sat back on the couch, spread open her legs, and circled her clit with her middle finger. She let out sharp, high-pitched, breathy moans while Toshi bobbed up and down on my cock with wild abandon.

I forced my cock in and out between Toshi’s lips, face fucking the future physician while my cock glistened with her effort.

She came off with a hard pop and a thick string of cum-filled saliva stretched from her lower lip to my tip. Toshi gazed into my eyes while she slurped up the errant strand and licked my knob with the flat of her tongue.

My balls ached for release and the edge of an orgasm announced its arrival on the horizon of my consciousness. I was torn between blowing my load down her throat or deep inside her womb, but Toshi had already made it clear where she wanted my load.

Stella worked her pussy in tight circles while her tits rolled in unison, her fingers a blur of motion. With her free hand, she tweaked her rock-hard nipple, and she gazed down at Toshi cleaning up the last of my mess.

“I need inside you,” I said, my voice husky with lust.

Toshi backed away and inched over toward Stella before she slid her hands up and along her harem sister’s creamy thighs.

“Fuck,” Stella said, her voice breathless. She removed her hands from her glistening pink slit and reached out for Toshi’s head.

I dropped to the carpet and moved the coffee table away, careful not to set the house ablaze with Stella’s lit candle. My cock ached with the frustration of a near orgasm, but the edging would pay off with a monster load for my Japanese toy.

Toshi lowered her face to Stella’s pussy and licked her way up and down her tight pink slit.

Stella let out a throaty groan and grabbed fistfuls of Toshi’s hair while she spread her legs impossibly wide before grabbing hold of her ankles.

With Toshi on her knees, I moved in behind her and pulled her tight black yoga shorts over her hips before removing them entirely.

Toshi’s pink pussy glistened with wetness beneath her creamy, porcelain-white, flawless ass. She spread apart her legs and arched her back, presenting me with wide open access to her back door. Her tits jiggled from side to side, gently bouncing off Stella’s inner thighs.

Stella moaned and her breath caught in her throat while her legs trembled and goose flesh rose across her creamy tits.

I guided my cock to Toshi’s slit and worked my tip over her fat lips, coating my knob and with a slippery layer of her shiny wetness.

Toshi let out a long, low moan and writhed her hips in tight circles while she continued pleasuring my harem’s crown jewel.

I squeezed Toshi’s full ass cheeks and plowed through her trench until my tip met her entrance and I buried my cock halfway home.

Toshi groaned, and her legs shook. She doubled down on Stella’s pussy, working at a fevered pitch.

Stella let out a sharp gasp and bucked her hips high off the couch, clutching Toshi’s hair in her fists. Her nipples hardened and her eyes rolled back in her head while an orgasm swept over her.

My cock thrummed inside the beautiful Miss Fujimura and I sank lower, sinking in to the hilt until my balls comfortably slapped her ass.

Toshi grunted and squirmed, rocking her hips forward and back while her tits swayed from side to side.

Her pussy felt like diving into a warm bath, and her tightness nearly inspired an instant orgasm. I bit my lip and stifled an unearthly groan while I squeezed Toshi’s ass and spread her cheeks apart.

I started fucking her slow and deep while I watched her labia catch and slide over my shaft, igniting my pleasure centers with overwhelming sensation. I owned her virginity and soon she would carry my child. Whatever Juro held over her head would surely crumble when he discovered I had deflowered his greatest acquisition.

Toshi rocked forward and backward slamming her ass against my thighs while I pushed forward wrecking her pussy with hard pounding thrusts. I fucked her harder and faster, hanging onto her ass like a safety bar on a roller coaster ride.

Coming off her first orgasm, Stella draped her legs over Toshi’s shoulders and pushed her hips high off the couch.

Toshi showed no signs of stopping her oral fixation and let out short, hard grunts while our skin slapped together and I let my hands roam over her hips and ass.

Driving deep inside her, I leaned forward and grabbed hold of Toshi’s swaying tits beneath her chest. I cupped one beautiful breast in each hand while her nipples swelled and hardened under my touch.

Stella pressed her feet against my shoulders and dug her pink polished toes into my soft flesh and squeezed.

Relentlessly, I pounded T’s big sister, feeling every inch of her insides squirm and writhe over my engorged manhood. I squeezed her tits, letting her bare flesh billow between my open fingers, and my orgasm rumbled like a thunder head into my consciousness.

“Baby, I’m coming,” Toshi blurted out before she let out a sharp cry of ecstasy and her body went rigid. Her pussy quivered, and waves of pleasure rippled over my cock, igniting the fuse on my orgasm.

I cried out while I hammered the petite beauty and exploded inside her. My vision flashed white while a hot rope of potent cum blasted up her canal and slammed into her fertile womb. In rapid fire succession, I unloaded heavy ropes of sperm-laden cum that painted Toshi’s inside white.

Toshi arched her back and forced her hips against me pushing my cock to maximum penetration while her wall muscles contracted draining an ocean of cum from my balls.

Stella arched her entire body, and she gasped before she fell back onto the couch and pulled in deep, purifying breaths.

While my cock continued spurting micro-bursts of jizz, Toshi fell forward onto the cushions, catching herself on her elbows while I continued to pump her full of my seed.

When My orgasm finally passed, I kept my cock buried inside Toshi, flexing my cock muscles and squeezing every ounce of cum from my shaft. Only after I had nothing left to give, I pulled out.

I shuddered with the sudden emptiness and gasped while I gazed down at my shiny cock dripping with spent cum. I sank to my knees behind Toshi and sucked in deep cleansing breaths while my heart rate dropped.

A long, thick line of jizz flowed from the gash in Toshi’s ravaged pussy. A heavy white string of cum stretched halfway down her thigh before it broke free and splattered onto my hardwood. Like a leaky faucet, another milky line followed, oozing from her pussy before splattering beside the first droplet.

After Toshi caught her breath, she climbed onto the couch beside Stella and sank backward into the soft cushions.

I inched forward and placed a hand on each woman’s thigh before sliding over them and kissing each woman all the way up their bodies before I reached their waiting lips.

They made room for me and the three of us curled together naked, our bodies entwined while the movie played behind us.

Stella slid her fingers through my hair and her breathing returned to normal while Toshi leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips.

“Can we go again?” Toshi whispered.

I pulled her into my arms and rolled my thumb over her fat nipple while I slid my other hand down the length of her body resting my fingers atop her shaven pussy. “We can go all night.”

Stella propped herself up on her elbow and kissed me on the cheek. “We may have met our match in this one.”

Toshi giggled and slid my cock between her thighs. “I wonder how fast until you get hard again?”

“I’m going to need a bigger bed,” I said, forcing laughter from the girls.

We didn’t stay up all night, but we came close. After another round of sex, Stella drifted off to sleep while Toshi and I fucked twice more, testing the resilience of my box springs. We didn’t stop until the clock struck four a.m.

Two hours later, with Stella still sleeping, I walked Toshi to the door.

“When can I see you again?” I asked.

“Next week,” she said. “We can do this again.”

“I want to take you out on a proper date,” I said.

Toshi smiled and kissed me. “Me too. But right now, it’s too dangerous.”

“You’ve got your phone?” I asked.

She pulled it off of her coat pocket and held it up. “If I don’t respond right away, it’s because I can’t.”

I nodded and drew her in tight before pulling her into a hug and letting out a deep breath. “I love you.” The words tumbled out as naturally as breathing, and I meant it.

Toshi squeezed me harder, and with her face buried in my shoulder, I heard her stifled sniffles. “I love you too,” she said, her voice trembling.

We kissed one more time, and Toshi turned and left without looking back.

I watched her disappear down the short flight of steps and out the front door of my apartment.

For the second time that week, something ominous pricked at the back of my head. Dark emotions welled inside me and I almost ran after her, but I stopped myself. I didn’t want to make things harder for her.

I found my phone by my computer and picked it up. There was already a message from Toshi.

Toshi: I love you so much. I’ll talk to you later today. (heart emoji)

I tapped a reply.

Me: When I get back from my trip with Nicole, I’m springing you free from this sham wedding once and for all. I love you too. Stay safe.
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Nicole and I’s second night in California ended with a wine mixer and a silent auction. She had spent all day in meetings and lectures before returning to our hotel room, where we had just enough time to get ready before meeting her peers. The mixer was for the teachers and faculty attending the convention, but the Lakeside High staff had carved out an area to meet up.

I couldn’t wait to see the look on old Principal Wendell’s face when I showed up hand-in-hand with his red-hot fantasy girl. The guy probably jacked-off to her faculty picture. Not that I blamed him. As far as I was concerned, she was a national treasure.

We rode down the elevator together with our hands locked before the elevator doors opened outside the ballroom.

Nicole walked out in front of me and I held open the elevator door, drinking in her form as she passed.

She wore a black, form-fitting cocktail dress that was business appropriate but showed just enough skin to attract eyeballs. But then again, Nicole could have worn a burlap sack and attracted a large crowd.

The hem of her satiny dress ended halfway down her creamy thighs. She wore a pair of shiny black high-heel pumps which drew out her sleek calf muscles and made her smooth shiny legs pop. Nicole held a simple black clutch purse, and a simple pearl necklace hugged her billowing cleavage. She styled her rich red hair in an intricate layered weave and her glossy red lipstick matched her perfectly manicured nails.

I stepped out of the elevator behind her and she turned back toward me with her hand extending toward me.

Radiant, regal, and stunning beyond measure, her beauty disarmed me, and a whirl of butterflies fluttered across my stomach.

Her smile set her blue eyes sparkling. Nicole perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. “You look very handsome.” She ran her palm down my crisp white button-down shirt and smoothed my blue tie that she had picked out herself.

Her high cheekbones, smooth slender jawline, pert button nose, and smooth porcelain complexion meshed to create a masterpiece of stunning beauty. Her scent, a mix of sensual jasmine and citrusy apple blossoms, aroused me and left me breathless. “You look absolutely hideous,” I said, grinning.

Nicole slapped my chest playfully. “Stop or you’ll give me a complex.” She picked up my other hand and swung them back and forth, acting like she wanted to say something.

“Spit it out,” I said.

She leaned in closed and whispered, “I missed you today. Do you think maybe….” She bit her lower lip and scanned the hallway to our left and right before we locked eyes. “We could find a place to play?”

My stomach flip-turned and my legs turned to mush. “Right now?” I glanced down the crowded hall and back.

“Well… not this second.” Nicole hesitated before she flashed me a teasing smile, revealing her perfect white teeth. “Did you see that they’re serving champagne?”

My heart shifted into fifth gear and stepped on the gas. “What is it with you, sex, and public places?”

“Are you turning me down?” She stuck out her lower lip as if pouting.

“Turning you down?” I pulled her across the hallway toward the ballroom. “Which way to the bar?”

Nicole giggled and fell in behind me, wrapping both her hands around mine while we headed into the mixer.

Easy rock played on the room’s overhead speakers and a large crowd gathered near the two bars on opposite sides of the ballroom. Conversation buzzed, and the booze flowed while trays of appetizers made their way among the half-lit educators. On the far half of the room, there were tables and booths dedicated to the silent auction while the near half hosted the mixer where a couple of dozen stand-up cocktail tables dotted the floor.

Nicole peered over the crowd. “I see Cindy near the back.” She pointed out a cluster of tables where her colleagues stood drinking wine and cocktails.

“I’ll grab the champagne,” I said. “Meet you there?”

Nicole stepped up, slipped her arms around the back of my neck, and pulled me into a kiss. She let the kiss linger a moment longer than socially appropriate, and her tongue brushed my lower lip. “Don’t take too long.”

My head flashed with a pang of longing and I gazed directly down her top where the clasp of her lacy black bra strained to contain her incredible tits. Her breasts bulged against my chest and my cock flared to life.

Nicole’s blue eyes settled on mine and she knew damn well where I was looking. “Better hurry before Mr. Wendell makes his move.” Her full red lips curled into a seductive smile, and I swallowed the lump forming in my throat.

I stood in line while Nicole weaved through the crowd on her way toward her friends and co-workers. Heads turned in her wake, most remaining glued on her tight ass while she strode past confidently.

A few minutes later, I pushed through that same crowd holding two flutes of sparkling champagne. Three tables ahead, I spotted Nicole chatting with a giddy looking Principal Wendell.

The middle-aged, pot-bellied principal had turned his back to his colleagues and laser-focused his attention on the lovely Miss Parker. He nodded at something she said as if enthralled and stared at her intently while he slid one hand across the small of her back. His gaze flickered to her cleavage and back up to her eyes while he spread out his fingers and started to move his hands south toward her ass.

I stood back and waited to see how Nicole handled the old pervert before I swooped in and rescued her.

Nicole shifted sideways as if to escape his lecherous touch and leaned in toward the heavy-set woman beside her who I recognized as Mrs. Simon, my old chemistry teacher.

With Nicole’s attention focused on Mrs. Simon, Principal Wendell wasn’t shy about leering down her top while he inched closer, cutting off her path of retreat.

I had seen enough. If anyone ever needed a lifeline, it was my gorgeous high school English teacher. I dodged through the crowed and appeared over her shoulder before placing her champagne flute on the table before her. “Here you go, Miss Parker.” Playing the part of an innocent student was about to pay off big.

Mr. Wendell glanced at me, then back at Nicole. He frowned and gave me a second, harder look before furrowing his brow. “Matt McCoy? What the hell are you doing here?” My old high school principal had bags under his eyes, a blotchy pallor, and loose skin under his chin. A grease stain dotted his gold tie and the ballroom’s white chandelier lights gleamed off his partially balding scalp.

Nicole whirled to face me, her lips locked in a smile. “There you are.” She gazed up at me, her blue eyes dancing with bubbly energy. She picked up the champagne glass and brought it to her lips. “Thank you, baby.” She took a sip then kissed me softly, letting the kiss linger before she intertwined her fingers in mine.

Wendell looked on, horrified. “You two are together?”

I grinned at my former principal. “Miss Parker always looked so pretty in class. When I found out she was single, I couldn’t resist asking her out. Can you blame me? I mean, look at her.”

“He made it hard to say no.” Nicole squeezed my hand and kissed me a second time on the cheek. “It turns out we have a lot in common.”

Wendell measured me with his gaze, his face a mask of contempt. “Is this a new thing?”

I glanced down at Nicole and curled my arm around her waist. “We’re going on three months, but it feels like every date is our first.”

“Awww.” She kissed me a second time on the cheek. “He says the sweetest things,” she said, turning toward Wendell.

Steam billowed behind the principal’s brown bloodshot eyes. “It’s not something I expected.”

“Matt McCoy,” Mrs. Simon said behind me.

I turned my back on Wendell and slid my palm over Nicole’s ass one hundred percent sure he was watching. Best of all, she didn’t try to stop me. “Hi, Mrs. Simon. It’s been a minute.”

Mrs. Simon, a stocky, middle-aged woman with long dark hair streaked with lines of gray, wore an over-sized dress and a pair of reading glasses hung from a chain around her neck. She held a glass of red wine and fixed me with a warm, inviting smile. “Call me Cindy or I’ll never forgive you.” She reached out and squeezed Nicole’s wrist. “You’ve been holding out on us. It’s like you won the lottery with this one.” She pointed toward me with her thumb. “He was the best student I ever had. Never missed a class, respectful, and didn’t miss a single question all year long.” She shook her head. “He’s a real unicorn. Hang on to him, dear.”

Nicole hooked her arm around my elbow and squeezed me in tight. “I’m a lucky girl.” She gazed up at me, her expression filled with pride. “He wasn’t so bad in English class either.”

I could almost hear the steam whistling out of Wendell’s ears, and I definitely felt his fiery gaze boring a hole through my shoulders. I cupped Nicole’s ass in my palm and squeezed, giving Wendell a real show. “If you two don’t stop, my head won’t fit through the ballroom door.” I nodded at Mrs. Simon. “Thank you, Cindy. Sorry I crashed your party, but when Nicole told me she was heading out to California, I decided to tag along.”

She smiled fondly. “You two make an amazing couple. And your babies, my God, they would be beautiful.”

“If you’ll excuse me, I need to freshen my drink,” Wendell said from behind us before he stormed off toward the bar.

Nicole and I finished our champagne while we chatted with Mrs. Simon, Mrs. Rhodes, my Spanish teacher, and Mr. Herbert, my AP Calculus teacher. We were halfway through our second glass when Nicole batted her baby blues at me. “Baby, let’s go bid on something at the silent auction.”

When we were out of earshot, she hooked her arm around my elbow and kissed me on the cheek. “And they say chivalry is dead.”

“Was it the ass squeeze?” I asked. “Because I put a lot of heart and soul into rubbing your bottom.”

Nicole giggled, and I recognized the telltale sign of incoming champagne fun. “He kept hitting on me over and over.” She shook her heard. “You were right about him. Thank you for coming to my rescue.”

“Thank you for letting me rescue you. I know you can take care of yourself.” I leaned down and kissed her pouty red lips.

Smack dab in the middle of the mixer, Nicole wrapped her arms around my neck and deepened our kiss. She parted her lips and found my waiting tongue. This kiss was brief but filled with passion enough to fuel a rocket ship.

I came away with my legs rubbery and my head swooning. “Wow. Where did that come from?”

She shrugged. “Felt like it. Come on, let’s go shop.”

At the silent auction, we wandered up and down the aisles, finding it increasingly difficult to keep our hands off each other. The champagne was working its magic and if history repeated itself, we would need to find some cover fast.

“Oh, look at this,” Nicole said, stopping before a table offering a romantic getaway vacation.

It was a trip for two to Bali that included flight, hotel, and two excursions.

Nicole leaned over the table and flipped through the brochure.

I came up behind her and pressed in close, digging my rigid cock into her ass and sliding my hands over her tits. I squeezed her breast and felt her nipple harden through her dress. “That looks like fun.” With one hand fastened on her breast, I used my free hand to reach for the pen. I buried my nose in her glossy red hair and breathed in her electrifying scent. My cock twitched against her ass.

“It’s too expensive,” Nicole said, grinding her ass against my raging cock, which only encouraged my misbehavior.

I kissed her neck and pulled the bid sheet toward us. With a front-row seat to her incredible cleavage, I gazed into her creamy abyss while I scrawled a generous bid.

Nicole gasped. “Matthew, we can’t afford that, can we?”

I set the pen down and nuzzled behind her ear. “I’ll bring an entire case of champagne on our trip.” My cock pulsed, and I pushed forward, digging into her ass crack while Nicole ground her hips against me.

“You know,” she said, opening her neck to my kisses. “I saw a little coat room right over there. Maybe we could check it out?” Her words came out breathy and hot, as if fueled by pure lust.

I glanced at the wall beyond the last row of the auction and spied the coatroom where the walls gave refuge from prying eyes. “Come on.” I backed away from her and took her hand.

We slipped past the auction table and headed for the coatroom.

Only a few coats hung from the hundreds of hangers inside the three-walled room, but the wall with the arched doorway provided the cover we needed to scratch our combined itch.

I pulled Nicole inside and pinned her against the wall just inside the archway and moved in to kiss her.

Our mouths collided, and she moaned while our tongues flashed together, hot and needy.

I cupped her breasts and pulled down the front of her dress and bra before her big soft tits popped free. From my vantage point, I could keep an eye through the open archway and watch out from anyone who might wander by. But then again, if someone looked hard enough, they could easily see at least part of me moving inside my stunning girlfriend. It wouldn’t take a genius to figure out what we were up to.

Nicole breathed through her nose while she parted her legs and wrapped one loosely around my waist. Deftly, she reached down and unbuckled my belt before she unbuttoned my pants and pulled down my zipper.

My raging cock sprang free, and I tweaked her hard pink nipples before I reached down and tugged at the hem of her dress. She wriggled from side to side while I guided her dress high enough over her hips for her to spread her legs and allow me to enter her.

Nicole spread her legs and drew me in tight. “Fuck me,” she whispered in my mouth before she sucked my tongue into her own and wrapped her other leg around my waist.

I cupped her ass and easily lifted her while my cock slapped against her tummy, leaving a trail of pre-cum in its wake. I gazed down the length of her body and noted her glistening pussy and the complete absence of panties. I grinned and guiding my cock across her sopping wet pussy before I slipped inside her and pinned her hard against the wall.

Nicole let out a gasp and a long moan while she locked her legs tight around my waist and pulled me in deep.

Her pussy, almost virgin-tight, constricted around my cock while her warmth sent a shudder down my spine. I broke off the kiss and gazed into her eyes while I moved inside her, fucking her hard and fast.

She let out short, hard grunts while our bodies thumped against the wall and her exposed tits jiggled and her nipples hardened.

I glanced out the open door and spotted a few conventioneers strolling up and down the silent auction aisle. They seemed to pay us no attention while the music and steady drone of conversation masked the grunts and moans of our lovemaking.

I rammed her harder and faster, piston fucking the beautiful young teacher, feeling every inch of her insides writhe around my engorged manhood.

Nicole’s eyes were half-closed and awash in pure lust. Her mouth hung open, our skin slapped, and her body bounced off the wall in a steady, even rhythm. She seemed barely cognizant of her surroundings and likely wouldn’t have stopped fucking me no matter who walked in.

The tightness of her pussy and the force of our coupling generated so much heat and friction, my balls waved the white flag and I knew the end was near. I went all in, penetrating as deep as I could, pausing at the bottom of my thrust, clenching my ass cheeks, and willing my cock in further, feeling her pussy move over me like a force of nature.

Lucky for me, Nicole absolutely got off on public fucking. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she pulled herself up and off the wall, bouncing on my cock while I cupped her ass and kneaded her cheeks in my open hands.

She tried to speak, but the words came out in an unintelligible garbled mess and merged into a long low moan. Her body shuddered and quaked while she spasmed on my cock, caught in the throes of a very intense orgasm.

I grunted and spams of hot cum gushed from my cock and slammed into my beautiful high school teacher. Geysers of spurting cum rocketed down my shaft and blasted into her womb, painting her pussy white.

Nicole’s pussy twitched, and she opened her mouth to moan, but no sound came out.

I hammered her over and over while I gazed into her eyes and emptied never-ending loads deep inside her incredibly tight pussy.

Nicole buried her face in my neck and continued grinding my cock, milking out every drop while she kissed her way up my neck.

When the last remnants of my orgasm faded, I laid Nicole gently against the wall while she held my cock deep inside her and kept her legs wrapped around me.

Her breaths came quick and ragged, and her tits heaved in time with her expanding lungs.

I ground my cock inside her like a swizzle stick, draining my balls of the last few drops. I glanced out the open door and froze.

My heart rate skyrocketed, and my legs turned to jelly.

“What’s wrong?” Nicole asked, reaching for my face.

But I was too stunned to speak.

There in the last row of the silent auction, my brother hovered over a bid sheet scrawling his name down.
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“Matthew, talk to me,” Nicole said. “You’re scaring me. Are you okay?” She climbed off of me and pulled in her tits before adjusting her dress back down over her hips.

I shook my head. “No… I… it’s my brother.”

Nicole let out a shocked gasp and whirled while I shoved my cock back into my pants and zipped up.

We peered out from the closet and stared at my brother, who smiled at the woman next to him.

If I was surprised to find my brother at a teacher’s convention in California, what came next would haunt me forever.

The woman with him, a petite, pretty blonde woman, slid her hands over her very pregnant belly. Even more shocking was the stroller she pushed where a little boy with dark hair who bore a striking resemblance to my brother drank from a sippie cup.

“Oh my, God.” Nicole said, echoing my sentiment. “That can’t be your brother.”

But it was. There was no doubt in my mind. From the gray patch in his whiskers to the scar above his right eye he earned playing hockey, I knew it was him. I swallowed the lump in my throat and tried to steady my breathing. I shook my head and my knees buckled. “No….”

“Baby, lean on me,” Nicole said, wrapping my arm around her shoulder. She pulled me from view and sat me down against the wall inside the coat room. She gingerly laid me back against the wall. “Breath,” she whispered, stroking my hair.

Five minutes later, with the initial shock receding, Nicole and I left the coat room, but I was in no mood to return to the party.

As if reading my mind, Nicole said, “Let’s go upstairs. I’ll text Cindy and make up an excuse.”

“Wait. I need to make sure it was really him.” I knew it was, but the bid sheet would bury any doubt I might have after I slept on it.

“Are you sure?” She asked, clinging on to my hand.

I nodded and led her to the table where my brother and the woman he was with had bid on disposable diapers.

We stood in front of the table, and I pulled the bid sheet toward us.

There, on the last row, my brother had scrawled his name.

Luke and Holly Tower, Los Angeles, CA

My head flashed, and a cold sweat broke across my forehead. The room spun, and the world went black.
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I spent the next morning in bed while Nicole attended the last day of her conference. My brother’s apparent double life consumed my waking thoughts. I had no idea how I would tell Lacy. Even though their love had long since departed their marriage, the news would come as a complete shock.

How could my brother have deceived us all along? Did his new wife know about Lacy and Lisa? I doubted it. It seemed I wasn’t the only one in the family intent on building a harem, but at least in my case, I had done so openly and honestly.

The silver lining in the whole mess was that my brother’s fictitious last name all but confirmed Lacy as woman number four. Now I just had to break the news to her.

I spent the morning googling Luke Tower and found a lot of information about people who weren’t my brother. Next, I tried Holly Tower and struck gold. I found her picture and profile on the faculty list at an elementary school outside of Los Angeles.

Holly tower taught third grade and married Luke Tower, an Illinois native, three years ago. They had one son named Matthew, which hit me like a shot to the solar plexus. A picture of Holly and Luke accompanied the profile. In the photo, she wasn’t pregnant, and the photo itself looked a couple of years old. My brother didn’t have his beard, and he was at least ten pounds lighter in Holly Tower’s profile picture.

If telling Lacy was hard, telling Holly Tower would be even harder. She seemed to love my brother, and the news would undoubtedly destroy her.

On the flight home, Nicole held my hand the whole way, but we talked little. I spent most of the trip staring out the window, trying to figure out what to do with the news. I had shown Nicole the profile picture and accompanying bio. But I hadn’t told Sam or Stella. It wasn’t the kind of news I felt comfortable sharing in a text or even a phone call.

“She’ll be okay,” Nicole said, squeezing my hand. “She has you and us. We’ll get her through this together.”

I turned to her and smiled while tears welled in my eyes and a deep ache settled inside my chest. “He was the only real family I had left.” My chin quivered, and the tears flowed.

“Oh, baby. I’m so sorry.” Nicole pulled me into a hug and whispered words of comfort.

I buried my head in her shoulder and sobbed.
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When we arrived at Sam’s house, we found Stella, Sam, and the kids making cookies in the kitchen. Stella took one look at me and her face dropped as if she instantly knew something was off.

“Matt, what’s wrong?” Stella pulled off her apron and came around the kitchen island toward Nicole and I. Worry blotted her eyes and wrinkled her brow. “Are you hurt?”

“Stell, I’m fine.”

Stella wasn’t buying it. She stopped before Nicole and I and inspected me as if she might find a broken bone sticking out. She turned her gaze on Nicole. “What happened?”

Nicole glanced at the kids and up at me. “Why don’t you go tell her and I’ll help Sam and the kids with the cookies.”

Stella’s hand went to her mouth. “Oh, God. I knew something was wrong.”

I took Stella’s hand and led her away from the kids and sat her down on Sam’s big sectional.

Stella wore her brown hair back in a ponytail. She wore a pair of faded jeans, a sleek, form fitting black top and her skin glowed with natural, girl-next-door health. Her blue eyes were clear and crisp, but consumed with worry. Even in her current worried state, she looked radiant.

I picked up her hands and slid them in mine. “Where’s Lacy?”

“She went back to her house to pack up a few more things. Is this about Lacy?”

“Yes. Well, it’s about my brother and what he did.”

I spent the next ten minutes replaying the events at the convention center, minus the mind-blowing sex Nicole and I had enjoyed in the coat closet. Stella’s expression had gone from worried to angry to hostile.

“We have to tell her,” Stella said.

I nodded. “I agree, which is why I’m going to go find her. Can you stay here with Lisa?”

“Yes. Take all the time you need.” She leaned into me and pulled me into a big hug. “I’m sorry, baby. I know how you felt about your brother.” She rubbed the back of neck and held me tight.

My defenses weakened, and a hollow pit opened in my stomach. I held on to her tight and inhaled her soft scent. I loved her so much it ached. “I love you so much more than you could ever know.”

She kissed me softly on the cheek and sighed while she continued to hold me. “Oh… I think I have a pretty good idea.”
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The late afternoon sun shone through Lacy’s kitchen window, casting a golden hue across her granite kitchen countertop.

I closed the garage door behind me then walked through the house checking for Lacy. I went room by room until I found her curled up on her bed, sniffling. A closed sketchbook lay beside her and my stomach sank. Something was very wrong.

She wore a pair of faded blue-jean overalls and a white cotton turtle-neck sweater underneath. Blue socks covered her feet, and she lay on the bed with her back facing me. Lacy’s dark hair tumbled across the bed, glossy and thick, and she didn’t seem to know I was there.

“Lace,” I said, keeping my voice as quiet and soothing as I could.

Lacy bolted upright and whirled around to face me. Her eyes, bleary and red, widened when she saw me. Her chin quivered and tears welled in her eyes. “You’re okay? Matt, is it really you or is this another dream?”

Shit. What the hell happened while I was gone? “Baby, it’s me. I’m fine.” I crossed the room to the bed and Lacy practically lunged at me.

She wrapped her arms tight around my neck, buried her face in my shoulder, and broke down sobbing. “I was sure something happened to you.”

I rubbed her back and stroked her hair softly. “What’s going on, Lace? You’re scaring me.”

She raised her head off my shoulder and brought her face even with mine. She touched my cheeks and lips with her fingers before she kissed me and smiled. “It really is you.” She let out a half laugh, half sigh of relief and pulled me back onto the bed with her.

I landed on the plush comforter beside her, wrapped my arm around her waist, and drew her toward me.

Lacy pulled me into a long kiss before letting go of a deep breath. “I’ve had the strangest twenty-four-hours of my life.”

“That makes two of us,” I said. “You go first.”

She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me three more times before letting out a deep breath. “Yesterday evening, totally out of the blue, I got this sick feeling that something horrible happened to you.” She kissed me again, as if making sure I didn’t disappear in a cloud of smoke.

I frowned. “What time?”

“Around seven-thirty last night,” she said.

Seven-thirty Illinois time was five-thirty California time. That was about the time when my world imploded. My face went numb and a spike of adrenaline rushed through my arms and legs. “Why didn’t you call me?”

She shook her head, her chin quivered, and her eyes welled with tears. “I was so sure, that if I called you, I would make it real. It’s crazy. I know how it sounds. But some little voice inside of me told me to just wait for you to come home.”

That sent a chill up my spine. What would have happened if Lacy had called? Leslie Bane had already made me a believer of things science can’t explain. Had Lacy somehow saved my life? Had she been my safe harbor and not the other way around? “What happened next? You got the urge to draw?”

“I went to sleep last night at Sam’s and my dreams felt so real.” She wiped away a tear rolling down her cheek. “It was like I was there and you were trapped. I couldn’t reach you, and you were screaming my name. I was terrified.” Her voice trembled. “I woke up in a cold sweat. Something inside me needed freed, so I went out in the middle of the night and bought that sketch pad. I drew what I saw and hoped it would bring you home to me.”

My skin prickled, and my stomach cratered. “Did drawing make you feel better?”

“No.” She sniffled and kissed me again while she caressed my cheek and gazed into my eyes. “I came home to pack some things and being here made me feel worse. I felt trapped, but too afraid to move. So, I sketched and sketched some more. The distraction helped me, but I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread.”

My heart raced so fast I could hardly breathe. “Can I see your drawings?”

Lacy sat up and handed me her sketchbook.

I didn’t need to open it to know what was inside. “Was it a tower, Lace? Was I trapped in a tower?”

Her face went white and her mouth fell open. “How could you know that?”

I opened the sketchbook, and a black tower appeared on the page. Bleak and stone cold, it looked impenetrable. Every page had the same image, and in that moment, everything crystallized. I closed the sketchbook and set it aside. “I think you saved my life last night. Let me explain.”

I told Lacy everything, starting with Leslie Bane and the tarot card reading. I explained all five of the signs — Sam’s star, Nicole’s sun, and Stella’s lover’s symbol. Lacy hung on every word, her tears now dry. She sat upright on the bed cross-legged, holding onto my hands while I explained everything.

“Leslie told me that the tower represents a sudden, massive change,” I said. “Whoever the card represented, would find herself in an unexpected situation. It was my job to guide her to my safe harbor. But I think you guided me home instead.”

“I don’t see how that applies to me,” Lacy said. “I’m not living in an unexpected situation or dealing with sudden, massive change. Lots of people’s marriages fail and mine has been a long time coming.”

I stroked the back of her hands and held her gaze. “There’s more. This is the hard part.” I let out a deep breath and told her everything I discovered about Luke.

After I finished, Lacy nodded and sighed, but oddly enough, she didn’t look upset. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“I shouldn’t be, should?” She gazed up at me and her eyes looked so big and innocent.

It was as if I was seeing her for the first time, but not as my untouchable sister-in-law, but rather as my lover and friend. I shrugged. “I don’t think there are any rules dealing with your husband having a secret family.”

That made her laugh, and her green eyes twinkled. “What’s wrong with me?”

“I honestly thought you might have a breakdown,” I said. “I’m pretty upset by the whole thing. He is my brother.”

She nodded. “I think it’s because I don’t love him.” She stared toward the ceiling as if thinking. “I feel relief and honestly…” she turned her gaze on me. “I feel thrilled that you finally found our way to each other. Matt, I love you.” She said what we both felt without emotion. She stated it for what it was — a matter of fact. “I have loved you for years and years. God, I loved you secretly for so long and so hard I forgot what true joy feels like.” Her entire face lit up. “I feel like the luckiest girl in the world.” She crawled into my lap and wrapped her legs around me. “Right now, I don’t feel sad. Right now, all I want to do is fuck your brains out.”

Five minutes later, our clothes were heaped on the floor and I moved inside Lacy, her naked body stretched out beneath me.

With every thrust, my cock hardened and of the many times I had made love to her, this time we had never felt so emotionally connected. This was no longer us sneaking around, but us coming together as an actual couple.

Her soft tits swirled in slow opposing directions, gently slapping together in time with the gentle creak of the bedsprings. Lacy’s tits were perfection and her creamy white complexion gave Toshi’s a run for her money. Her stomach, flat and smooth, contracted and relaxed, rolling like a slow-moving wave every time I penetrated her.

I cupped her breast and squeezed, tweaking her nipple to hardness while I gazed down our bodies and watched my cock disappear in and out of my beautiful sister-in-law’s warm, wet and exquisitely tight pussy. My cock glistened with her wetness and her pussy swallowed my cock, blanketing my shaft in a cocoon of pure bliss.

Lacy curled her arms around my neck and gazed up at me, her big green eyes brimming with love. She locked her legs around my waist and bucked her hips, fucking me slow and deep, taking as much of my cock inside her as she could.

I had made love to her at least twenty times, but this time felt like the first. I had never felt so alive inside her — so connected and in love.

Every nerve ending in my cock sang and Lacy’s pussy writhed, squirming and undulating over my manhood like she knew all my secret places. I rocked forward, pushing deep inside with every stroke, grunting, while her soft moans dialed my excitement to ten. Nothing mattered but Lacy and the mother of all orgasms brewed deep in my balls.

She twined her ankles around my thighs and drew her feet down my hamstrings before locking her legs in place around my ankles. She used her strength and leverage to drive my cock deeper and faster. Lacy bit her lower lip, and curled her fingers through my hair, while she grunted and her green eyes grew heavy with a looming orgasm.

With every hard thrust, the bedsprings wailed their siren song while the headboard gently creaked, slapping against the wall.

Lacy pulled me down onto her. Her hard nipples raked my chest before her tits squeezed against my chest, bulging out the sides of her chest.

We met face to face, and Lacy’s eyes twinkled. We kissed with our eyes open, gazing into each other’s soul as our orgasms blossomed at the same moment.

Lacy opened her mouth and furrowed her brow while waves of ecstasy transformed her expression into orgasmic bliss. With her eyes locked on mine, her body shuddered and she let out a long, low moan.

I cried out and my head flashed a moment before I exploded inside her. Rapid-fire loads of milky cum spurted from my cock and rushed down her pussy, filling Lacy’s unprotected womb. I grunted, gazing into her eyes, filling her with my seed, plowing her deep and driving my cum as far down inside her as I could.

Lacy tightened her legs around my ankles and bucked her hips, fucking me harder while she flexed and contracted her pussy, igniting my senses and draining my balls of every drop.

Afterward, we lay naked together atop the still-made bed, kissing and exploring until I grew hard and we made love again. After our third time, Lacy and I made our way to the shower where I fucked her one last time before my cock waved the white flag.

I climbed out of the shower and dried off while Lacy stood naked in the bathroom.

Her wet, damp hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her big tits jiggled in the mirror. She knelt and pulled out a box from beneath the sink and turned around to face me. “I’m late.”

I gazed on the pregnancy test in her hands, and my stomach fluttered. I smiled and gazed up at her. “You’re pregnant?”

She shrugged. “Maybe. I hope. I wanted to find out with you.”

Lacy worked her magic, taking the test before we set it aside, got dressed, and awaited the results.

We sat together on the side of the bed, holding hands, while the covered test sat on my knee ready for us to check the results.

“Ready?” I asked

Lacy squeezed my hand, her own trembling. “I’m ready.” Her voice betrayed her nerves.

“If it’s negative, we’ll just keep tying,” I said. “Okay?”

She gazed up at me and nodded.

“If it’s positive, we’ll go house shopping.”

“Really?” Lacy’s eyes brimmed with wetness.

“I love you, Lace.”

Lacy smiled. “I love you too.” She kissed me and exhaled a deep breath. “Okay, Matthew. Let’s see what it says.”

I uncovered the stick.

A little green plus sign waved up at us.
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After two days of celebrating, Lacy and I boarded a plane and headed out to California. Luke was set to return to Chicago the next day, and Lacy didn’t want to wait. She wanted the whole business behind her, and that included informing Holly Tower of the truth about their shared husband.

Part of me didn’t want the confrontation. Didn’t Holly deserve love? Besides, Lacy and I had gone behind my brother’s back. Who were we to judge? The difference was Holly. She was the victim in our entire sordid affair, and she deserved the truth. If she stayed with Luke, then that was her business. Besides, we meant to tell Luke everything, including our own affair and Lacy’s pregnancy.

I drove the rental car straight to Luke and Holly’s house from the airport. Lacy looked as nervous as I felt and for the entire trip, she clung onto my hand.

Luke and Holly lived in a modest, but well-maintained colonial-style home in a quiet neighborhood on the outskirts of Los Angeles.

We parked on the street and walked up the sidewalk hand-in-hand.

At the front door, I paused and turned to Lacy. “Ready?”

She nodded solemnly, and I rang the doorbell.

The door opened and a pregnant Holly Tower stood before us, holding Luke’s son in her arms. She frowned and gazed between us. “Can I help you?”

My brother appeared over her shoulder and the blood-drained from his face.

I extended my hand. “I’m Matt McCoy, Luke’s brother. This is his wife, Lacy. It’s nice to meet you.”






V

Winning Sister
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“It’s your friend who works at MIT?” I asked Dwayne.

“A friend of a friend,” Dwayne said while he continued pacing my apartment.

Bright sunshine streamed through my big bay window and I had even cracked the window on the unusually warm late January afternoon. The fresh breeze drifting through my apartment almost made it feel like springtime.

“It will be impossible to prove he cheated,” T said. He perched on the arm of my over-sized leather chair sipping on a Monster energy drink.

“I don’t care. We should expose the bastard,” Toshi said. She sat beside me on my black leather couch with her legs stretched across my lap, and her pink polished toes propped up on my knee.

I ran my hand along the worn, faded denim covering her inner thigh. I couldn’t wait to peel them off and lick every nook and cranny of her insane body. “How could Juro watch the closed-circuit cameras through the contact lenses and still make sense of his surroundings,” I asked.

“Wearable tech has come a long way,” Dwayne said. “My friend at MIT said that the prototype Juro stole, will change the way people use computers.”

Toshi folded her arms over her bountiful chest and sighed. “I don’t see how this helps us.”

She wore a gray V-cut t-shirt with the words Northwestern Medical School emblazoned across the front. With her arms folded just below her breasts, she forced a hint of her billowing cleavage through the opening of her t-shirt. Her dark shiny hair was pulled back in a casual ponytail and her pouty expression made her pink glossy lips appear even more kissably soft. When she was angry, her hazel eyes showed more brown than green, and right now, brown dominated.

“Maybe it doesn’t,” I said. “But knowing the lengths he would go to in order to win a poker tournament speak volumes about his ego.”

“Pride is his weakness,” T said. “The mother fucker hates losing. Which is why he hates you so fucking much.”

“Juro knows Matt kicked his ass at that tournament,” Toshi said.

“That and he’s pissed that you love Matt and not him.” T laughed.

Toshi’s lips grew more adorably pouty, and she tightened her arms further, causing her cleavage to jiggle and shake. “I could never love a man like Juro.”

“Who knows, maybe he has a harem too,” T said before his grin widened. “You could activate your inner freak.”

Little did he know, Toshi had already activated her inner freak many, many times over the past few weeks.

Toshi glared and wagged her finger at T. “You better watch it, little brother.”

Toshi had teamed up with Stella, Sam, Lacy, and Nicole. She had endured a crash course in a dozen different sexual positions, and I loved every second. With Juro in Japan on business, Toshi didn’t have to watch her back every second, which meant more time with me. Plus, T was now officially on team Matt and ran cover for his sister with her parents. “Show respect,” I said to T. “That’s my girlfriend you’re talking about.”

Toshi tucked her toes between my legs and smiled. “Thank you, baby.” Then she flipped T the bird.

Trying to steer the conversation back on the subject, I turned my gaze on Dwayne, who sat perched on my windowsill. “So, Juro cheated by tapping into the closed-circuit televisions and monitoring my cards?”

“Partly,” Dwayne said. “Actually, that was likely the least useful tool the technology provided. The receiver on the other end of those wearable contacts picked up on the cards as they left the dealer’s hands along with any minute strains or slight tears in a card that would essentially mark it. He could see seventy-five percent of your cards while they left the dealer’s hand.”

“Shit,” I said. “Bastard owes me 200k.”

“Good luck collecting,” T said.

“Remind me to never play cards with that guy again,” I said.

Dwayne chuckled. “You’re 0 for 2, buddy.”

“He’s one and one,” Toshi said. “Cheating doesn’t count.”

I sighed. “All this and I still can’t figure out how to get you out of marrying the slime. We’ve got two weeks. I’m not letting you go to Japan with him. We’ll run away together if we have to.”

“Remember when I said the mother fucker doesn’t like to lose?” T said. “He’ll find you and he’ll kill you and he’ll take Toshi, anyway.”

“She’s not a piece of property,” I said. “Just because she’s beautiful doesn’t mean he can treat her like a fucking Barbie doll. She’s smarter than the three of us combined and way smarter than Juro.”

Toshi smiled at me satisfactorily before she turned on T. “That’s how you treat a woman. Remember that, little brother.”

T rolled his eyes. “He just wants to get down your pants.”

“He’s already done that,” Toshi said. “And he will again after you leave.”

“TMI,” Dwayne said.

T laughed. “Tosh, I’m your side. You know that, right?”

Her expression softened. “I know. I’m just so angry I can’t see straight.”

“I won’t let him hurt you,” T said, his tone filled with empathy. He glanced at me and back at Toshi. “We won’t let him hurt you.”

“Damn straight.” I squeezed Toshi’s thigh.

She smiled at me then T. “I’m sorry for being such a bitch. I just want this over.”

“Me too, big sister,” T said before looking over at Dwayne. “Let’s bounce. That movie isn’t gonna see itself.”

Dwayne stood and turned toward me and Toshi. “Are you sure you two don’t want to go with? We’re getting sushi after.”

“Thanks, but I want to spend some time with Matt, if that’s okay,” Toshi said.

“And she hates sushi,” T said.

I turned to her and frowned. “How can you grow up in a traditional Japanese household and hate sushi?”

“Because that’s all we ever ate,” Toshi said. “I love burgers and fries. Oh… and milkshakes.”

“Where do you put it? You weigh nothing.”

“I work out a lot,” Toshi said. “And it’s not like I pig out every night.”

“Okay. We’ll leave you two kids alone,” T said. “I left your phone at the library with Trisha. She’s working the graduate stacks.”

“You’re the best brother ever,” Toshi said.

“Yeah, yeah. You can tell your boyfriend to teach me how to play cards as payback.”

I rolled my eyes. “How many times have I tried?”

As soon as Dwayne and T left, Toshi climbed on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. “I thought they would never leave.”

I slipped my hands over her ass and pulled her in tight until my cock pressed firmly against her pussy. “Who are you tonight? Cheerleader? Or maybe a naughty schoolgirl?”

Toshi stroked the back of my neck, smiled, then kissed me softly. “You liked the cheerleader costume, didn’t you?”

“You know I did.” I ran my hands over her back and ground my cock against her. “How about you play the horny babysitter and I play the reluctant dad?”

“Oh… that’s hot.” Toshi kissed me again and ran her hands down my chest. “But I didn’t bring a costume tonight.”

“Ahh….” I ran my hands over her tits and felt her nipples harden through her bra. “Then where do you want to do it first? Here on the couch? Or on the kitchen counter? The shower is always good.”

Toshi kissed me again, deepening it this time. She flashed her tongue across mine before she broke off the kiss and inched forward, grinding her pussy into my hard-on. She smiled at me seductively. “How about naked in bed? I’m feeling traditional.”

“What’s next? The missionary position?”

She outlined my lips with the tip of her tongue and shrugged. “Maybe. I like it when you dominate me.” She reached down and outlined the shape of my rigid cock straining my jeans. “I want Monster Matt inside me.”

About a week ago, she had named my cock, and I liked. “Do we need to shop for pregnancy tests?”

“Maybe soon,” she said before she kissed me again. “I’m ovulating.”

“If Juro doesn’t kill me, your dad will.” I slipped my fingers inside the waistband of her jeans and curled my hands over her bare ass.

She shrugged. “Our babies will be so pretty my father will instantly fall in love.”

“That’s if I make it to the delivery room alive.” I stood up, cradling Toshi in my hands.

She let out a little squeal and grinned before she wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me in tight. “Take me to your bed, master.”
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I crawled onto my bed and stretched out on my back.

Toshi stood at the end of the bed and took off her shoes and socks. “Unbutton your pants, baby.”

“Don’t have to ask me twice.” I popped open the button on my jeans and pulled down the zipper.

Toshi crawled onto the bed, grabbed the legs of my jeans, and pulled them off.

I drank in her amazing curves, noting the way her tits jiggled enticingly inside her tight gray t-shirt. Toshi’s hazel eyes had shifted to a lush shade of green, and she smiled at me demurely before her gaze locked on my hard cock. “It looks like Monster Matt needs tamed.”

I pulled off my shirt and tossed it aside. My cock bulged inside my black briefs and pulsed, thickening, while I feasted on the sight of her still clothed curvy body. “He’s hungry for a sweet and formerly innocent Japanese beauty.”

Toshi smiled and ran her hands over tits. “I saw you looking down my top. Do you want to play with them?” She pulled her t-shirt over her head, revealing a white lacy bra straining to hold in her bountiful breasts. Her creamy cleavage piled up high on her chest and she chewed on her bottom lip, shifting on her feet, gazing at me innocently. “Maybe Monster Matt, would like to slide between my breasts?”

“Monster Matt will make a monster mess on those beautiful breasts.” My pulse quickened, and my hard cock expanded, tenting my briefs. A wet stain of pre-cum appeared on my underwear. “You should free the monster from his cage.”

Toshi unbuttoned her jeans and wriggled them over her hips. She wore a pair of matching white lace panties that conformed to her tight pussy lips. “A mess I can handle, but what if he hurts me? I’m not sure you can fit all of him inside my tiny vagina.” Her innocent tone and look of uncertainty betrayed the experience she had gained in a few short weeks.

What was once true inexperience was now part of the foreplay, and I loved every second of her game. “You underestimate yourself. Only you can quell the fire that rages in the belly of the beast.”

Toshi giggled and reached behind her back before unfastening her bra. Her lacy cups went slack and came loose. Her boobs shifted, but only slightly. She cupped her tits, pressing the bra to her bare breasts. “Would you like to see them?”

My breathing grew heavy, and my gaze drifted between her innocent face and heavy breasts. I licked my lips before replying, “No way. Girls scare me.”

Toshi giggled again and lowered her hands, taking the bra with her. Her perfect, natural tits jiggled and bounced, and her pink, quarter-sized areolas tilted up at a slight angle. Her nipples, not yet hard but perfectly centered, begged for my lips to bring them to life. “The way you look at me. I swear it’s like you haven’t seen me naked a hundred times already.”

“You’re perfect, Tosh. I swear to God, I will never take you for granted.”

Her cheeks reddened slightly, and she paused with her thumbs inside the waistband of her panties. “Matthew McCoy. You make me feel so loved.”

My stomach swirled, and I gazed up into her beautiful, flawless face. “It’s easy because it’s true. I love you, baby. I would do anything for you. But if you don’t get that sweet little ass over here in the next ten seconds, I’ll free Monster Matt myself.”

“In that case, I better get rid of these.” Toshi slipped off her panties, revealing her pussy covered with a thin patch of dark stubble. “I didn’t have time to shave. Is that gross?”

I laughed. “There is nothing gross about you, anywhere, ever. You have a beautiful kitty.” I gazed on her tight slit. Not even a hint of her pink lips showed, and her pussy looked like total perfection.

Toshi smiled and crawled across the bed on her hands and knees. “Good, because I want to play all night long.” As she closed the distance, her tits jiggled beneath her and her nipples slightly hardened. A few locks of her dark hair had sprung free from her ponytail and fell down the sides of her face, adding to her adorable look.

As she reached for my briefs, I lifted my hips off the bed and watched her tits, mesmerized by their bounce and jiggle. It was impossible to say which of the five women in my life had the best tits, but Toshi held a strong hand. “You don’t have to go home tonight?”

Toshi pulled my briefs off and my cock, mercifully, sprang free. Hungrily, she eyed the monster and licked her lips. “I don’t care anymore. I love you. I’m done trying to appease my family.” She crawled atop me, dragging her tits over my chest before she straddled me with her pussy hovering over my stomach.

Now wasn’t the time to lecture her on her safety, but I put a bookmark on her words and would discuss it with her afterward. I cupped Toshi’s tits and tweaked her nipples to hardness. My rock-hard cock towered over us like a mighty oak. Toshi was right about one thing, it was a miracle I could fit my fat cock inside her petite body without splitting her in half. More than once, I had blown half a load just from slipping inside her. Her tightness rivaled Stella’s, and every time I fucked her, I marveled that T’s big sister and I were a couple, let alone she wanted me to impregnate her.

Toshi writhed on top of me, rubbing her tight body over mine while my cock slipped inside her ass cheeks like a hot dog in a bun. She clenched her ass cheeks, tightening her grip on my cock, and found my mouth with hers.

Our tongues flashed together and Toshi freely explored my mouth with her tongue, probing the inside of my cheeks and sliding her tongue over my lips.

Between my thumb and forefinger, her nipples hardened, and she moaned softly in my mouth. I edged my hips upward, sliding my cock through her clenched cheeks and feeling the first inkling of an orgasm bubbling in my balls. Not that I was close, but she enjoyed edging me, and even more, she loved the taste of my cum. True to her word, on the freak scale, she was up for anything and had already engaged in multiple orgies with Stella, Sam, Nicole, and Lacy.

Toshi circled her hips and worked my cock up and down her ass crack. The heat from her pussy radiated over my stomach and with each push backward, her wetness streaked my abdominal muscles. She writhed atop me, using my body as her own personal slip and slide, mashing her tits into my chest and rubbing her body up and down mine.

The bed creaked while Toshi moved atop me, her tits slapping my chest while she brought me to the brink of orgasm.

Abruptly, Toshi unclenched her ass cheeks and my cock sprang free, pulsing and twitching. Still straddling me, she sat upright with her hands pressed flat against my chest. “Don’t come, Matt. Not until I say,” she said while she ground her pussy against my stomach.

The way she sat atop me forced her tits between her arms, and the resulting cleavage almost made me blow my load. “You’re not making it easy,” I said, my voice husky with lust.

Her hard nipples tilted sightly upward, and even more of her hair had shaken loose of her ponytail. Her lips curled into a warm smile and her hazel eyes glowed almost pure green. “I know you love the tease.”

She was right. I came so hard inside Toshi that I nearly passed out. It was a miracle that she wasn’t yet pregnant. But she hadn’t taken a test in weeks. It was highly probable she was with child at this very moment.

Toshi crawled backward down my body, rubbing her tits over my face, chest, stomach, and cock. “Do you like that?” She gazed up the length of my body and worked her ponytail loose, allowing her silky hair to tumble over my upper thighs.

Toshi’s hair tickled my skin and her hard nipples brushed against my knob. My cock twitched and teetered, swaying from side to side. “What do you think?” I couldn’t take my eyes off her. The way she glided and moved over me. I loved the way her natural tits jiggled, mashed together and bounced. I ran my fingertips around her thin waist, over the flare or her hips and down the curves of one of the finest asses Mother Nature had ever created.

Toshi giggled and wrapped her tits around my swollen shaft. “I want to titty fuck you, but don’t come yet. I want your first load in my mouth.”

Holy shit. Her tits enveloped my swollen cock and my breathing grew labored. “The student becomes the master.” Her warm flesh ignited my nerve endings and my toes curled while my knob flashed in and out of her generously endowed breasts.

Kneeling before my cock, Toshi mashed her tits together and worked them up and down my rigid shaft. “You can come inside me with your second load.” She spit down onto my purple raging knob, providing just enough lubrication to turn the titty fuck into a life altering experience. “It’s dealer choice where you put your third load.”

Up and down she went, sliding my engorged manhood between her perfect globes. Slipping and sliding, the heat and pleasure intensified. I clenched the bedspread between my fists and groaned, straining against the orgasm bubbling up inside me. “Tosh, I can’t….”

Toshi released my cock and dropped to her knees. She pushed a lock of her hair behind her ear and wrapped her lips around my knob. Her tongue swirled over my tip and she gently sucked, drinking the pre-orgasmic cum oozing from my cock.

I let out a sharp gasp and my head flashed with a looming orgasm. “Baby, I’m close.”

Toshi slid her lips down the length of my shaft where she expertly drove my knob down the back of her throat. She held my cock in her throat while she swirled her tongue over my shaft, rocking up and down until I let out a low rumbling moan.

Toshi backed off slightly sliding her lips up my shaft stopping on my tip and gently suctioning me to climax.

My hips bucked, and my orgasm flared. I fired off a geyser of jizz across my beautiful girlfriend’s lips and onto her waiting tongue.

Toshi opened her mouth and curled her tongue beneath my spurting cock, cradled it like a priceless relic. White ropes of heavy spunk jettisoned onto the flat of her tongue. She curled her tongue, trapping my cum in a pearl-white pool and gazed up at me, stroking my cock, milking every drop into her waiting mouth.

I let out a life-changing moan and inched my hips forward, sliding my cock over her lips and tongue, spurting more cum into the back of her throat. A line of jizz stretched from Toshi’s lip to my cock and broke, splattering against her chin. She continued milking my cock while I unloaded the last few droplets onto her wriggling tongue.

Toshi curled her lips around my cock and sucked, cleaning off every drop and swallowing my load whole. She used her index finger to clean the cum off her chin and sucked her finger clean. She slathered over my shaft, knob, and balls, cleaning and milking me until my cock came away whistle clean.

I lay flat on my back gazing down at her while I pulled in deep cleansing breaths. “One of these days I’ll pass out from the orgasms you milk from me.”

Toshi crawled her way up my body, dragging her tits over my cock, stomach and chest before she flattened her body against mine and met me face to face. “I love sex, but only with you.” She kissed the tip of my nose and then she softly kissed my lips. “Besides, I want to ride you for a really long time. We had to get that one out of your system first. You come so hard.”

“I’m still recovering from last night,” I said.

“I’ve got a lot of ground to make up. The other girls had a head start” She wriggled against me, forcing the tip of my cock against her soaking wet pussy.

“I’m not complaining,” I said. “Sex with you is like blasting off into space. The ride is crazy and when you get there, the view is breathtaking.”

Toshi giggled and squirmed, forcing my tip into her hole. She flexed her pussy muscles and squeezed, tightening her grip on my knob. “It’s my competitive streak.”

She was an incredible fuck. Maybe the best of my life, but I would take that opinion to my grave. “I’m already inside you. You’re not giving me much recovery time.”

She inched lower, forcing my still swollen cock halfway inside one of the two tightest pussies I had ever encountered. Her expression contorted with pleasure and she shuddered and moaned. “God, your cock is fucking huge.” She bit her lower lip and held steady as if adjusting to my size. “I want to feel Monster Matt grow inside me. We don’t have to hurry.” She kissed me along my neck and licked her way around my outer ear.

Her breath curled inside my ear and bathed my neck in a blanket of warmth. I breathed in her scent, a blend of violets, jasmine, and freesia, and my cock hardened, thickening inside her while her tightness bore down on my manhood like a boa constrictor.

“Mmmm… just like that,” she whispered into my ear. She gently tugged my earlobe between her lips while she rocked her hips, sliding my cock in and out of her tight pussy. “I love fucking you, baby.”

My cock thickened and hardened, penetrating her deeper, and I could no longer resist nature’s urge to pump. I bucked my hips and bottomed out inside her, our skin colliding with a satisfying clap.

“Baby, you’re stretching me out so good. Why did we wait so long to fuck?” Her breathing grew labored, and she clung onto my shoulders, her body writhing while the pace of our fucking intensified.

“Because you played hard to get,” I said, sliding my cock in and out, feeling her muscles flex and relax. “You were a major princess who knew how to cock tease. You gave me so many wet dreams.”

“If I had known how awesome it felt, I would have lived with your cock buried inside me.” Toshi pushed off my chest and sat upright, impaling herself on my tree trunk like she owned it. She let out a sharp gasp and goosebumps flared across her perfect tits.

Her pussy stretched and conformed around my shaft, and my tip squeezed into the tightest nook of her incredible pussy. If I hadn’t already come once, the moment would have sent me flying over the moon. Instead, my cock came alive inside her, demanding a long, hot, sweaty fuck.

Toshi ground her hips and my bed springs squealed to life. Her tits gently swayed, her nipples taut and erect. She moved her hips in a tight circle, mixing in a forward and backward motion. My cock touched every inch of her insides, plumbing her depths while loosening her for the marathon sex session to come.

I reached up and cupped her tits, sliding my fingers over her stiff nipples while Toshi gently rocked my cock, slow fucking me while she gently moaned.

Her pussy grew warmer while our pace increased and I easily slid in and out while the soft sounds of our moans and grunts mingled with the squeaking bed and knocking headboard.

Toshi fucked me harder and faster while her tits slapped together in a blur of motion and I held onto her hips for dear life. She closed her eyes and dug her fingers into my chest. Her mouth fell open and her face contorted with pleasure while orgasm number one consumed her. But she was only getting started. For Toshi Fujimura, orgasms were like Lays potato chips. She couldn’t stop with just one.

For the next thirty minutes, Toshi fucked me in the cowgirl and the reverse cowgirl. We fucked in the missionary position and doggy style before we moved to a side-saddle, spoon-fucking position.

I wrapped my arm around Toshi’s thigh and pinned her leg up high, spreading her open so I could watch my meat slide in and out of her glistening pink hole. We both lay on our sides with me behind her, hammering her, my cock relentlessly in pursuit of T’s big sister’s next orgasm. My shaft glistened with her juices and Toshi’s pink puffy lips clamped down on my rod, sliding over my shaft with every soul satisfying pump.

Toshi, who had come twice during our marathon session, grabbed my hand and moved it to her tit. “Pinch my nipple, baby. I’m coming again.”

My second orgasm brewed deep in my balls and rolled into my consciousness like a thunderhead across the open prairie. I cupped Toshi’s tit, kneading her soft flesh between my open fingers while I pinched her nipple hard enough to elicit a cry and a deep moan from my hot little nymphomaniac.

“That’s it, that’s it… commmminng.” Toshi let out a sharp gasp and her body went rigid. Her pussy clamped down on my cock and her muscles contracted in short spasmodic waves.

I slammed my cock as deep inside her as I could manage. My head flashed white and my hands trembled before my orgasm hit like a struck lightning rod. I cried out and spewed thick loads of cum deep inside her, pumping her full of my seed, grunting with every penetrative thrust. I watched my cum-streaked cock slide in and out of her pussy while I pumped her fertile unprotected womb full of my potent sperm-laden seed.

Toshi ground my cock to dust, clamping down with her pussy while her body quaked against mine as if caught in the aftershocks of a very intense orgasm.

My legs went rubbery, but my orgasm continued as I spurted never-ending loads inside my tight little princess.

She circled her hips, milking my cock. “I want every drop, baby,” she whispered while she cupped my hand that remained locked on her big soft tit.

Afterward, we lay motionless with my cock stuffed inside her. Toshi breathed in and out while a light sheen of sweat glistened off her amazing rack.

I kissed her neck and shoulders gently milking the last few drops into her pussy before my cock went still and we lay together kissing and cuddling.

We showered together, changed the sheets, and ordered carryout from the burger joint down the street. Toshi rattled on non-stop about school, her parents, our future together, and baby names. We watched a romantic comedy together and cuddled on the couch until it was time for bed.

Toshi pulled me off the couch and guided me toward the bed. Toshi sat on down on the edge of mattress and pulled off her t-shirt, unhooked her bra, and shimmied out of her jeans. She gazed up at me and smiled innocently. “Well, did you decide where you want to put load number three?”
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Although I hadn’t had an official death sign for girl number five, I was one hundred percent certain that it was Toshi. It was only a matter of time until the sign followed, which left me feeling a constant vague sense of dread. Everything hinged on freeing Toshi from Juro’s hooks, and I couldn’t do that without enlisting the aid of Mr. And Mrs. Fujimura. It was past time I spoke to them about my feelings for their daughter and begged them to release Toshi from her arranged wedding.

According to T, his parents were home, their moods were high, and he suggested I drop by ASAP.

My palms were sweaty and my heart pounding as I pulled up the Fujimura’s driveway and parked. Toshi was at school and T was at home, but suggested that he should keep a low profile during my confessional. The Fujimura’s were private people and going it alone offered the highest chance of success.

I killed my engine and made my way up the ornate path that led to their front door. With my heart now hammering, I let out a deep breath and rang the doorbell.

A minute later, the door opened and Mrs. F smiled at me. “Matthew. It’s good to see you. Come in and I’ll let Toshiro know you’re here.”

Mrs. F, better known as Tanaka Fujimura, back in her native Japan, was briefly a Japanese movie star and sex symbol in the early 1990s. It was easy to see where Toshi got her beauty. Even in her mid-fifties, Mrs. F was a beautiful woman. She was petite, like her daughter, and wore her long hair piled up in an intricate weave. She had no gray in her hair, and her face showed only a few lines and wrinkles. If Mrs. F was a preview of Toshi’s future, I was a very lucky man.

“Actually, Mrs. Fujimura, I came here to talk to you and your husband.”

Her smile didn’t fade, and she nodded once before opening the door wide. “I wondered when we might see you.” She had a slight Japanese accent, but after spending so many years in the United States, her English was far better than my Japanese.

She wondered when they might see me? My stomach spun. Did they know about Toshi and I, or was she just talking generally? I hadn’t seen the Fujimura’s in well over a year, and I decided not to read too much into it. “Thank you, Mrs. F.”

“My husband’s in the garden,” she said. “Come and we’ll chat.”

I followed Mrs. F through their traditionally decorated Japanese home. The rooms were airy and free, the furniture simple and elegant. The colors, traditional Japanese were wood, green, gray and neutral. A variety of exotic plants and flowers decorated the various tables and shelves. Japanese paper screens divided most of the open living space until we reached the backdoor which was glass inlaid into an ornate iron frame.

Mrs. F pushed open the door and led me through the garden. A wooden deck bare of furniture reserved for summer gave way to a coy pond dormant with the normally frozen January temperatures. But like yesterday, the day was unusually warm and the Fujimura’s took advantage by enjoying their outdoor garden.

We found Mr. F seated in the gazebo at the center of the garden, peering out over the yard while sipping on a cup of hot tea.

As we approached, Mrs. F spoke in Japanese. I had a hard time translating, but she told Mr. F that I had come to speak with them specifically.

Mr. F nodded, seeming unsurprised, stood, bowed somewhat formally, then offered me his hand and a warm smile.

T and Toshi’s parents had always been friendly people, but standoffish and formal in a way I didn’t entirely understand. Maybe it was our different heritage? They had long forbidden Toshi from dating Americans, and that had likely caused us to miss out on years of our potential relationship. But I was finished hiding and beating around the bush. I wanted Toshi, and they needed to know.

I shook his hand and awkwardly returned his bow, unsure if I was doing it right.

Mrs. F smiled and stood beside her husband. “Would you like some tea?”

I was a bundle of nerves and decided holding hot liquids was a bad idea. “No thank you, ma’am.”

“Welcome, Matthew,” Mr. F, said. “Please sit.” He gestured toward a wicker love seat directly across from two wicker chairs where the Fujimura’s sat.

Tanaka Fujimura had silvery gray hair, a thin face, and a balding spot on the crown of his head. He had a warm, friendly smile and calm manner which seemed at odds with the demands he placed on his daughter. He wore a plain dark gray sweat suit and jacket zipped halfway up.

I didn’t know what to make of the ease with which they greeted me, but I braced myself for the storm I was about to unleash. I perched on the edge of the love seat and leaned forward, my stomach turning cartwheels.

“What brings you to see us?” Mr. F asked.

The Fujimura’s looked at me expectantly, their attention undivided.

“I came to speak with you about Toshi,” I said.

Mr. F nodded as if unsurprised. “What about my daughter?”

I glanced between them and mustered up my courage. “I know Toshi is engaged to another man, but she doesn’t love him, sir. With all due respect, I think Toshi should have the freedom to marry who she loves.”

“She loves you,” Mrs. F said. It wasn’t a question so much as a statement.

Her words smacked me across the face, and my head recoiled with the shock. “You know about Toshi and I?”

“Aye,” Mr. F said. “We aren’t blind or stupid, Matthew.”

“I love her,” I said, meeting their gazes straight on. “With all my heart, I love your daughter. She’s funny, brilliant, smart, and beautiful. Please don’t make her marry Juro Uno. I’m not asking for her hand in marriage, I’m asking for you to let her decide.”

“Toshi has loved you for many years,” Mrs. F said. She glanced at her husband and back at me. “My husband has a stubborn streak.”

Mr. F turned to his wife. “She’s engaged,” he said. “What am I to do? Call it off? They will shun the Fujimura name for a generation.”

“Tanaka, we haven’t lived in Japan in twenty years. So what? Toshi grew up here. She is an American. You can’t expect her to follow Japanese tradition.”

It seemed I was late to the party. Toshi and I had likely been at the center of many of those arguments. I held my tongue.

Mr. F glared at his wife. “When we move back to Japan, we —

“We aren’t moving back to Japan,” Mrs. F said, cutting him off. “My grandchildren will be here. I want to watch them grow.”

Mr. F pursed his lips and sighed before turning his gaze on me. “Would you marry Toshi?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “Tomorrow, if it meant keeping her home.”

He sat back in his chair and shook his head. “I’ve been a stubborn fool for too long. I will speak to the Uno’s.”

My heart soared, and I resisted the urge to jump out of my seat. “Does this mean I have your blessing to date Toshi?”

Mrs. F’s smile widened, and even Mr. F cracked a smile. “I’ve always liked you, Matthew. So long as you honor my daughter, you are always welcome in this home and you have our blessing.”

Pure joy welled in my heart, and it felt like a fifty-ton weight had just been lifted off my back. I practically leaped up from the couch and couldn’t help but fist pump and clap my hands.

Mrs. F laughed, and even Mr. F chuckled.

“We expect you and Toshi to come over once a week for sushi,” Mr. F said. “No arguments.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, bowing over and over. “A herd of wild elephants couldn’t stop me.” I wasn’t about to brooch the subject of my harem as that was a bridge too far for Mr. F. Although something told me, Toshi inherited her wild side from her mother. For now, I was content to take the win and call it a day.

On the way out, Mrs. F embraced me, and Mr. F shook my hand. “Please, send our regards to your father.”

That stung. I hadn’t seen my father in months. “I will, sir. Thank you.”

I bound down the pathway and leaped into my car, not waiting a second to call Toshi. Unfortunately, I got her voicemail, which wasn’t surprising considering how much time she spent between school and the hospital. I didn’t want to give away the good news in a voicemail. I wanted to hear her voice and see her face. “Call me,” I said. “I love you, baby.”
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A few hours later, Toshi hadn’t returned my call, but she had texted me letting me know she would be available at six tonight. She signed the text with a kissy-face emoji, which I took as a good sign.

With a few hours free, I decided now was the best time to spring a surprise on the other women in my life. Stella and I had met with an architect and I found a piece of land on a party lake thirty minutes outside the city. Best of all, the land was in Ben’s school district, which would make Sam happy and also honor her divorce settlement with Jason. I had sworn Stella to secrecy, and she had reluctantly agreed. Unfortunately, Stella was finishing a road trip with her dance team and told me to show the other girls without her. Stella planned to meet at my apartment later that night for a private party. Visions of a Stella-Toshi threesome danced through my mind.

After fifteen minutes of driving, I pulled off on a gravel side road toward a small wood just down the lane. Lacy sat in the front seat with me while Sam and Nicole sat in the back.

“Where are we going?” Lacy asked.

“I can’t get him to tell me,” Sam said. “But if he doesn’t fess up soon, I’m cutting him off.”

I glanced in my rearview and frowned. “Hey. That’s harsh.”

Sam folded her hands over her chest, forcing her tits to jiggle beneath her tight white yoga bra. “You know how I feel about surprises.”

“This is a good one,” I said. “I promise.”

“Are we almost there?” Nicole asked before she perched over the back seat and gazed over my shoulder.

“We are there in two seconds.” I guided the mustang to a wide gravel lot and killed the engine. “This is it.”

“We’re communing in the woods?” Sam said, not trying to disguise her sarcasm.

I gazed in the rearview again. “Someone’s begging for a spanking.”

Sam smiled demurely. “Please, daddy? I’ve been a naughty girl.”

Nicole and lacy laughed, and I rolled my eyes. “I told you. This is a good thing. Now, come on.”

We climbed out of the car and crossed the gravel to the edge of the woods.

I slid one hand in Lacy’s and the other in Sam’s. “This is it.”

Wind whistled through the leafless trees, and in the distant glimmer of water reflected the sunshine.

“Matt, what is this?” Nicole said suspiciously.

“If it is what I think it is….” Her voice caught in her throat and I rubbed her hand with my thumb. “Let me show you the lake.”

“Matthew David McCoy. Did you buy this land for us?” Sam asked, tightening her grip on my hand.

“I did,” I said.

Nicole came up behind me and slung her arms around my shoulders. “We’re building a house?”

“More like a mansion. There’s a path right here. Let’s go.”

I led them down a makeshift trail, through the woods, and to the edge of a large lake where other houses appeared on the distant shoreline.

The girls and I gazed across the water and warm wind whipped through their hair — blonde, red, and brunette. It was like an assortment of candies and they were all good enough to eat.

“It’s beautiful,” Lacy said. “But… are you sure?”

“I second Lace.” Sam leaned into me and curled her fingers in mine. “This must have cost a fortune.”

Nicole stood in front of me and leaned her back against my chest. “I would feel guilty making you pay for all of this.”

“Guilty?” I turned Nicole around to face me. “Is that how you feel?”

Her blue eyes shifted, and she shrugged. “I love you, but I don’t expect all this.”

I glanced between Sam and Nicole. “Is that how you two feel?”

“I would love you in a cardboard shack,” Sam said.

“Ditto,” Lacy said. “But I really don’t want to live in your brother’s house if that’s okay.”

I kissed Lacy softly and smiled. “It’s more than okay.”

“We can live at my house,” Sam said. “You don’t need to break the bank.”

“We have made a lot of money in the past month,” I told all three of them.

“We?” Sam shook her head. “You, not us.”

“Leslie Bane’s prophecy didn’t happen on its own,” I said. “You three plus Stella and soon Toshi have as much to do with our success as I do.”

I turned to face Sam. “Before I met you, I was barely scraping by tutoring kids.”

Sam smiled warmly and squeezed my hand.

I turned to Nicole. “Before I met you, I was winning money a hundred dollars at a time playing virtual poker.”

Nicole frowned. “But —

I held up my hand, cutting her off before turning to Lacy. “And before I had you and your sister in my life, I could count the number of times I had won over a thousand dollars in one night on one finger of one hand.”

Lacy grinned. “That’s a lot of ones. We are your good lucks charms.”

“I love you all more than you’ll ever know. We have plenty of money and I’m making more hand over fist.” I studied their faces one by one and met no more resistance. “I have another surprise.” I pulled out a folded piece of paper from my back pocket and opened it for the girls to see.

Lacy, Nicole, and Sam gathered around. “Stella and I met with an architect. I want to show you a copy of the blueprints.”

“Stella knew?” Lacy looked surprised and a little hurt.

I leaned over and kissed her. “Stella nosed in like she always does, and I swore to secrecy. Besides, she made some great improvements. And these plans aren’t final. You guys need to speak up and tell me what you want changed.”

“Figures,” Lacy said. “But I will forgive her so long as we all get a lake view.”

I laughed and held out the blueprints. “Five suites, each with an attached nursery.” I pointed to the rooms lining the second floor before turning to Lacy. “All with a lakeside view, their own private bathrooms, a walk out deck with a hot tub, and check out these walk-in closets.”

Lacy’s eyes widened, and Sam smiled. A look of excitement blossomed on Nicole’s face.

“There’s a common room here. A boat house here. And the two, first-floor wings will have enough bedrooms for every kid, including the ones baking in your wombs.”

Besides Lacy, Sam and Nicole had both discovered they were pregnant all within two weeks of each other. In about eight months, I would be a busy man.

“We can’t have our babies growing up without a proper home,” I said. “We break ground next week. We will finish the house before the babies come.”

“Does Toshi know?” Lacy asked.

I shook my head. “Not yet, but I’m telling her tonight. Don’t spoil the surprise if any of you talk to her.”

The girls surrounded me in a giant group hug and they turned chatty, each discussing their own decorating ideas.

“I have one more surprise,” I said, and the girls stopped talking.

“Matthew?” Sam wagged her finger at me. “Don’t press your luck.”

“So, you’re not interested in a spa day?” I shrugged. “Alright. Lacy and Nic, let’s go.”

“Wait,” Sam said, jumping on my shoulders and riding me piggyback. “I’m coming too.”
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When we arrived at the bath and spa, I sent the girls off for lunch, pedicures, manicures, and facials while I enjoyed a bite to eat at the spa’s indoor cafe. I had just finished when a woman’s pleasant voice attracted my attention.

“Mr. McCoy?” I gazed up from my phone.

The receptionist smiled at me warmly. Her name tag identified her as Tiffany. She was a bubbly blonde with blue eyes and big tits — a true Tiffany if I ever saw one. “We have the jungle room ready for you and your friends.”

I frowned. “Jungle room?”

“All of our private baths are themed,” Tiffany said. “You’re booked for the one we call the Jungle Room.”

“Graceland or Amazon?” I tucked my phone in my back pocket.

Tiffany frowned. “Huh?”

“Never mind. It was a bad joke.” I stood and pushed in my chair.

“Your lady friends will join you shortly. If you’ll follow me, I’ll take you there now.” Tiffany smiled, bounced or her heel and turned. Her high heels clip-clopped on the tile while she strutted down the hall, revealing an ass that matched the rest of the package.

I followed Tiffany, and a sense of deja vu caught me by surprise. Memories of Sam and I’s sauna tryst danced through my mind. But this time, it was a private bath and an afternoon-ending orgy that left my mouth watering. I fucked Toshi for breakfast, Sam, Lacy, and Nicole for lunch, and take dinner with Stella with a side of Toshi for dessert. I owed Leslie Bane big time.

Tiffany led me to a changing room where I stripped to nothing and pulled on a terry-cloth robe that felt straight out of the dryer.

I emerged in a large steamy room covered in greenery, flowers, and even fruit-bearing trees. Dark green tile covered the floor that led to a winding river-shaped bath. “Not Graceland,” I whispered to myself.

Steam curled from the crystal-clear water’s glassy calm surface and reflected the dim overhead lights. Flowering vines covered the walls, and potted trees spaced evenly around the pool gave the place its obvious name. The curvy, river-shaped pool glowed beneath the surface with warm light embedded into the sides and bottom. Piped in jungle sounds played from hidden speakers, including chirping birds, screaming monkeys, and the occasional growl of a jungle cat. They had even mixed in the sound of a flowing river and a crashing waterfall which added to the overall Amazonian flair.

I grinned and pulled on the sash of my robe before sliding it off my arms and hanging it on a nearby hook.

Stair steps allowed for easy entry to the bath, and a submerged seating ledge covered both of the underwater walls.

I eased my way into the water, and my muscles instantly relaxed. The water soothed away the aches and pains, and I let out a satisfying sigh. I fully submerged before rising just enough to float on my back and stare at the dim recessed lights spaced across the dark green ceiling tiles. This was the life and everything was finally coming together. Toshi and I could actually date and be together whenever we wanted. Stella and I had never been more in love, and the rest of the ladies were already bonding over their pregnancies. I couldn’t help but smile and relax while I floated on my back. I treaded water and my cock floated gently to the surface. That’s when I heard the chatter of voices coming from the direction of the changing room.

I sat up and gazed toward the changing room and the three stunning young mommies chatting amicably while they stripped off their robes.

Nicole turned toward me first. Her red hair hung loose over her shoulders and without makeup, the freckles bridging her nose made her look even younger than me. When she saw me, she smiled and eased her foot onto the step while her tits jiggled and her nipples hardened. “They didn’t tell us you would be here,” Nicole said while she eased down the steps.

“That’s because I swore them to secrecy,” I said, floating toward her.

Lacy and Sam stripped down behind Nicole. Sam pulled her hair back into a ponytail and Lacy piled hers atop her head and secured it with a banana clip.

“Then we might as well have some fun, right?” Nicole dunked her head and reappeared with her hair glistening and her smooth skin glowing under the pool lights.

“My thoughts exactly.” I floated to her and reached out, slipping my arms around her waist while she dog-paddled toward me, smiling.

When she reached me, she draped her arms over my shoulders and stood, revealing her perfect, perky tits swaying neatly before finding their true center. “Hello, lover.”

“Hello.” I cupped her tit and drew her in tight before Nicole lowered her tits, letting them float on the surface.

Smooth and glistening, Nicole’s tits jiggled, and her cleavage bobbed over and under the steamy water. Her hard nipples raked my chest, and she wrapped her legs around my waist while our lips met.

Hot and hungry, our tongues lashed. I cupped Nicole’s ass in my hands and pressed her bare pussy against my now raging hard cock.

Nicole locked her legs around my waist and ran her fingers through my hair. She ground her pussy against my manhood, grabbed my cock, and worked my tip up and down her slippery labia.

“Save some for us, ‘ho,” Sam said from just over Nic’s shoulder.

Lacy floated through the water and came up behind me. She mashed her tits against my back and reached around my waist before wrapping her fingers around my cock. “God, you’re already hard? Is that a world record?”

Nicole and I broke off our kiss, and she gazed at me, her blue eyes half closed with lust. “I want to fuck him first.” She ground her pussy against my cock and slipped my head inside her entrance before pushing me deep inside and bucking her hips. “Fuck,” she hissed before she let out a low moan and bit her lower lip.

Her pussy sent a shock wave down my spine, and I gasped while her pussy swallowed my cock like a warm glass of milk. Tight and slippery, she felt like I dream. I thrust forward, driving my cock into her depths while Nicole let out mewling grunts, and the water rippled around her tits.

“Wow, Sam said. Talk about world records. You skipped the undercard fights and went straight for the main event. Just don’t make him come until we’ve all had a round.” Sam floated up beside me, hooked my chin, and forced my face towards her. Her blue eyes sparkled mischievously, and she looked like a woman ready to pounce. She leaned in and found my waiting tongue, her lips sliding over mine before she sucked my tongue into her mouth. Like an octopus tentacle, the blonde mommy’s bubblegum tongue slithered over my lips and plunged toward the back of my throat.

Samantha Baker knew how to push my buttons and I savored every soft moan, gentle touch, and the sweet smell of her warm, minty breath curling up my nostrils. My cock hardened inside Nicole and I grunted, slamming into her with short, powerful strokes that sent rhythmic waves rolling toward the sides.

Lacy slid her breasts up my back and over my shoulders while she kissed her way along my neckline. She ran her hands over my chest and wrapped her legs around my waist from the back before gently grinding her pussy against my ass.

I rocked inside Nicole, sinking my cock into her depths while her soft grunts rose above the level of the piped in jungle sounds. I cupped Nicole’s breast, pinched her nipple, and deepened my kiss with Sam.

Nicole grabbed my shoulders and pulled herself up until we met face to face.

Lacy’s face appeared over my shoulder and she pulled Nicole into a juicy kiss, but that didn’t stop Nicole. She bounced on my cock and the water churned like a washing machine.

I pulled Nicole’s nipple between my lips while I kneaded her other breast, squeezing her soft flesh while I pounded her with deep satisfying grunts

Nicole’s pussy clamped down, and she froze, grunting into Lacy’s mouth while an orgasm locked her in place.

I nibbled Nicole’s nipple while she pressed her hips down, forcing my cock deep inside her and putting my balls on high alert.

Sam broke off the kiss and ran her fingers down my chest and stomach before finding the base of my cock still buried inside Nicole. “Me next.”

Nicole slipped off my cock and floated backwards, taking Lacy with her.

I turned to Sam, slipped my hands over her ass before lifting her up and guiding my cock to her slit.

Sam squirmed in my arms, drawing herself closer to me while she gazed down at my cock and parted her legs. She wrapped her legs around my waist and curled her hands around the base of my neck. Her blonde hair glistened with wetness and her blue eyes sizzled with electric sex. She bucked her hips, working my knob through her slippery labia before it sank into her depths and she let out a satisfying moan.

In one rhythmic motion, I impaled her and drew her in tight, making sure she took all of my cock inside her sweet, warm pussy.

Sam cried out and her pussy flexed and contracted around my shaft. “God, Matt… oh, baby.”

While she adjusted to my manhood, I carried her across the bath and set her on the underwater ledge.

Sam reclined against the wall and parted her legs while I fucked her deep and fast.

I hammered into her and squeezed her golden inner thighs while miniature water spouts formed around us.

Sam grunted, and her tits bounced while I pounded her over and over. Her pussy clenched my cock squeezing me tighter while her pussy grew hot with friction.

Near the steps, Lacy floated on her back and Nicole had her face buried in between the brunette’s legs, eating her pussy. Lacy’s big natural tits floated near the surface, her pink nipples breaking first like twin periscopes. Lacy let out deep moans and pumped her hips, face fucking the ginger schoolteacher.

Sam pulled me down into a kiss and nibbled on my lower lip. “I’m almost there, baby,” she said breathlessly. Her lungs heaved and her tits slapped together as she drove my cock deep inside her sweet mommy pussy. “Fuck me harder.”

I slammed her harder and deeper, forcing grunts from Sam broken by the force of my hammering cock. Her tits bounced atop the water and her hard nipples raked my chest. My orgasm bubbled to the surface and I willed it away, not wanting to disappoint Lacy.

“Yes,” Sam cried out and changed her rhythm, slowing down while her pussy squeezed and clenched my shaft. Her eyes went heavy and lost their focus while her orgasm seemed to consume her.

I continued pumping and eased her back against the wall. I cupped Sam’s perfect tits and pinched her nipples between my fingers.

Sam writhed under my touch. “That’s it, baby.” She arched her back and thrust out her tits, grinding me until she finished.

I slowed my pace and slid my cock in and out of her pussy until she relaxed against the wall and sucked in deep cleansing breaths.

I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips. “I love you.”

Sam curled her hands around my neck and smiled up at me. “God, my sister was a fucking idiot to let you go.”

“Who?” I grinned and Sam laughed. “Go take care of Lacy before she gets pissed at me.” She kissed me hard and then pushed me away, letting me float back into the bath.

On the steps leading out of the bath, Nicole snuggled between Lacy’s parted legs. The two women kissed and their hands roamed while I floated toward them, hell bent on finishing inside my sister-in-law.

I perched on the top step with the water lapping at my balls. My cock, stiff and swollen from two rounds of fucking, towered above the water like a lighthouse on a rocky shore. “All aboard the choo-choo train.”

The girls broke off their kiss and turned their gazes on me. My cock attracted their interest like two moths swarming around a five-hundred-watt halogen street lamp.

Nicole slid backward and Lacy turned over and stood on the broad second step.

Her green eyes blazed with desire. Her tits, creamy and perfect, jiggled and shook while she straddled me and lowered herself toward my cock. “What if I don’t have a ticket?” Lacy said teasingly.

“Then you must pay the fare,” I said.

She grabbed my cock and slid it back and forth over her hot slippery lips. Beads of water glistened off her freshly waxed pussy and her pink lips sprouted from her slit. “I don’t have any money?” Her tone was pleading, and she stuck out her lower lip and innocently batted her eyes. She guided my tip to her entrance and inched lower.

Her pussy quivered on my manhood, spiking my heart rate. I sucked in a shallow breath and clenched my ass cheeks to stop myself from coming. “Perhaps we can make another arrangement,” I said, doing my best to keep up the act. I reached for her heavy tits and their weight settled satisfyingly in my palms. I rolled her fat nipples between my fingers and my cock stiffened inside her. She was perfection and knowing I had impregnated my lifelong fantasy girl made her even hotter.

Lacy leaned forward and pressed her palms flat against my chest. Her green eyes sparkled and wisps of her dark hair had come loose of the clip and fell down her cheeks in a way that heightened her innocence. She drove her hips down and forward, and her juicy ass bounced off my thighs with a satisfying clap. Water sprayed and her tits jiggled and Lacy started rocking.

My toes curled, and I let go of her tits, watching them bounce together like a metronome. I ran my hands down her sides and settled my palms on her hips just below her waist. Her pussy felt like a magic carpet ride, warm and magical. I loved it when she rode me, and today was no exception. Of all the women in my life, I had fucked Lacy the most, but Toshi was making a hard run at Lacy’s already high numbers. Her pregnancy had only made her cock cravings intensify, and she came to me all hours of the day and night looking to get off.

I drove into her hard and deep, feeling every inch of her warm quivering pussy light up the pleasure centers on my cock.

The water sloshed, and gentle waves lapped over the edge of the bath. Nicole and Sam floated up on each side of me, and the women caressed my chest and went to work showering my ears and neck with wet tongues and sloppy kisses. Nicole’s nipple grazed my rib cage and Sam’s fat tit mashed under my arm.

Already on edge, my head swam with lust, and my balls ached for release.

As if seeing it in my eyes, Lacy fell forward and her dark hair tickled my chest while she gazed into my eyes. “Baby, let it go. I’m coming….” Her words trailed off and merged into a deep moan, and her pussy tightened around my shaft.

I grunted something meant as an affirmative, and Lacy’s eyes swam in orgasmic bliss before she let out a sharp gasp and her body shuddered.

Her pussy rolled in waves over my cock and ignited my orgasm like a blasting rod. I bucked my hips and pushed Lacy off the step. An unearthly groan welled up from inside me, and a tidal wave of cum rocketed up my shaft and sprayed like a geyser drowning drowned my sister-in-law’s womb in a wash of milky spunk.

Nicole and Sam swarmed me, kissing my chest, neck, lips, and ears. Their warm breath and soft moans launched me to a second, higher peak, and I groaned, spurting cum inside Lacy with a fevered intensity.

Lacy ground my cock and milked every drop until I had nothing left to give.

Spent, my legs turned rubbery and Lacy fell forward, heaving for breath while Sam and Nicole stretched out beside us.

We spent the next twenty minutes enjoying not only each other but the bath as well, and by the time we left the spa, I was floating ten-stories high and felt relaxed enough to sleep for a week.

That all ended when my I picked up an incoming call from T.

“Matt?” T said.

T’s voice was heavy and something wasn’t right. “Hey, dude. What’s going on?”

T sighed into the phone. “I’ve got some bad news, man. Are you sitting down?”
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By the time I reached the hospital, I found Stella waiting for me in the lobby. Worry lined her face, and she melted into my arms as soon as she saw me.

“I just saw, T,” she said. “He’s on the fifth floor.”

My stomach swirled, and I thought for a second I might hurl. “What about Toshi? Has anyone told her?” That she hadn’t called me and T had concerned me. I had barely heard a peep for her in hours, and something about that didn’t settle right. Since giving her the phone, Toshi had chatted with me nearly non-stop except for the hours she spent studying or working. Even on breaks, she spent the time texting or calling me.

Tears welled in Stella’s eyes. “Baby, it’s not good news. He took her.”

My legs turned to warm Jell-O and my vision narrowed. It felt like someone had just bashed my lungs with a two by four. “Juro.” It wasn’t a question.

Stella wrapped her arm around my waist. “Matt, let’s get you to a chair.”

“No, baby. I can’t sit. Where did he take her?” I forced air in and out of my lungs and my head felt like it was ten sizes too big.

“T didn’t tell me,” she said.

“Where’s T?”

She rubbed my back. “He’s with his mom on the fifth floor.”

I took her hand and nodded. “Let’s go.”

We found T and his mom sitting inside a hospital room with Mr. F, who had wires on his chest and tubes inserted into his nose. A dozen machines surrounded Yukio Fujimura and three IV drips filled him with fluid.

When we walked in, Mrs. F. And T glanced up at us. T stood, but his mother didn’t move. She offered me a weak but warm smile and tears welled in her eyes.

I nodded at her, wanting to say more, but unable to find the words. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Fujimura,” was the best I could do.

T walked past us and motioned for us to follow. We left Mr. and Mrs. F and entered a waiting room across the hall.

Stella and I sat together on a sofa and T sat across from us in a plastic padded chair. A coffee table layered with out-of-date magazines sat between us and a TV in the corner showed CNN news.

“How is he?” I asked.

T sighed. “About how you would think for a guy who just suffered a massive heart attack. He’s lucky to be alive. The next twenty-four-hours will be critical.”

“Where’s Toshi?” I asked.

T glanced at Stella, his expression grim. “You told him?”

“She told me that Juro took her. Where is she?” My patience was wearing thin.

“Juro got back into town this afternoon. My dad met with him and told him the wedding was off. Juro wasn’t having any of that. He and my dad got into a huge argument. It turns out Juro never planned to marry Toshi.”

“What?” Stella’s jaw dropped.

My stomach swam and my face went numb. I had a feeling the next words out of T’s mouth would change my life forever.

“Juro planned to sell Toshi on the black market in Japan,” T said. “That’s what caused my dad’s heart attack.”

Stella gasped and covered her mouth, and my world crumbled to dust.

My shoulders went slack, and I hung my head while hot tears welled in my eyes and burned my cheeks. Wracking sobs consumed me and for the next few moments the world faded into a blur of sound and motion.

Visions of Toshi’s smiling face flashed through my mind. We had planned to be together that very night and every night after.

Through blurry vision I gazed up at T. “My world doesn’t work without her.” I wiped away the tears streaking my face and sucked in a deep breath.

“I know, buddy. She loves you too.”

Beside me, Stella wept. She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and she leaned her head against mine.

I pulled her into a tight hug and the two of us broke down while T sagged in his chair, looking completely defeated.

Stella came up for air first and turned back to T. “We have to get her back.”

“I know,” T said. “It will be dangerous.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “Where does the mother fucker live?” Rage boiled inside me and my vision flashed red. I had murder on my mind and nothing would stop me from killing Juro.

“If you go barging into his house, you’ll be dead before you get two steps past his front gate,” T said. “There’s another way.”

“How?” I asked.

“Buy her from him,” T said.

“What?” Stella said. “That’s not right.”

T eyed her, his expression blank. “Right or wrong doesn’t matter. Toshi does.”

“We have to do it,” I said. “How much?”

“Two million,” T said.

My legs turned to rubber. “Dude, I don’t’ have two million bucks.”

“Yeah. None of us do, but there’s another way,” T said. “Juro and I have mutual friends and they tell me the night that Toshi goes up for auction there’s a big poker tournament right before it. A tournament Juro organized.”

“Can I win three million?” I asked.

“Four million,” T said. “But the buy-in is 500k. There’s eight players, winner takes all.”

“We don’t have that kind of money,” Stella said.

After buying the property and paying the architect, I wasn’t destitute, but I didn’t have five-hundred-thousand dollars either. “I have a hundred and fifty thousand,” I said.

“Mom said she could kick in another hundred thousand in cash,” T said.

“That gets us halfway there,” Stella said. “Where do we come up with another two hundred and fifty thousand dollars?”

My answer came instantly, but there were no guarantees. The thought of groveling at his feet made me sick. But what choice did I have? “My father.”

“Will he lend it to you?” Stella asked.

I looked at T. “When is the tournament?”

“In three days,” T stared at me as if wanting to say more.

“Spit it out,” I said.

“Matt, these guys aren’t friendly. This isn’t a Vegas poker tournament where rules and laws are followed. Some of these guys are Yakuza and they don’t take kindly to losing.”

“If Matt’s going to get killed, then we have to find another way,” Stella said.

“I’m not saying that. Juro will be there,” T said. “And if they catch Juro cheating the way he did in Vegas, he won’t live to see the next day.”

“T, I don’t cheat.”

T nodded. “I know. Just make sure you show the proper respect. Be a little deferential, but don’t kiss their ass either. Be polite, but not a pushover. Does that make sense?”

“No,” I said. “But I’m doing this, anyway.”

“Are you sure you can get him in the game?” Stella asked.

“I can get him in, but we need the money fast,” T said. “And by fast, I mean by tomorrow.”

“Shit.” I sighed. “Alright. One way or another, I’ll have it for you. I’ll book my flight for tomorrow night.”

“Our flight,” Stella said. “I’m not letting you go alone.”

“Stella, this isn’t the place for you. No way.”

T glanced between Stella and I. “Don’t take offense to this, but if you bring in arm candy like Stella, she might smooth the path for you, if you know what I mean.”

“She’s not a hooker,” I said. “She’s my girlfriend.”

T rolled his eyes. “I don’t mean like that. She should just wear a dress that might cover a little less than usual. It will take the attention off of you, and that’s a good thing.”

Stella smiled. “I’ve got this covered.” She leaned in and kissed me. “We’ll get her back together. Everything will work out. I promise.”
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The phone call to my father had been slightly less painful than I imagined, but that was only to make sure he was home. I wasn’t about ready to ask him for two-hundred-and-fifty-thousand bucks over the phone.

I dropped Stella off at Sam’s so she could fill them in on the news and I headed for my dad’s house, which was only two doors down from the Fujimura’s.

I punched in my old code on the gate out front and the door swung open before I eased my Mustang up the driveway.

My dad and I hadn’t spoken since the previous spring nearly a year ago. Our conversation had been stilted and strained. My dad wasn’t good with small talk and frankly neither was I. We had done our best to avoid each other in the years following my mother’s death, so not seeing him wasn’t exactly a sacrifice.

When I reached the front door, I didn’t know whether to ring or simply walk in. I hesitated, and the decision was made for me when the door swung open and a very attractive biracial woman in her early thirties appeared before me. She had soft green eyes, a beautiful face, and her dark hair hung in a braid over her shoulder. She smiled at me warmly, flashing perfect white teeth. “I finally get to meet you,” she said before she stepped out onto the front porch and pulled me into a friendly hug.

The gesture caught me completely off-guard, and I halfway hugged her before she stepped back. “Sorry. You are?” I asked.

She laughed, genuinely amused, and her cheeks turned red. “Sorry. I’m Misha. Your dad’s girlfriend. I’m a little nervous. I show lots of affection when I’m nervous. I just couldn’t wait to meet your dad’s favorite son. He never stops talking about you, so I wanted to make a good first impression.”

That news really shocked me. I glanced over my shoulder and back at her. My dad didn’t date. Or if he did, he never spoke about it. I could count on one hand the number of dates he had gone on since my mom’s death. And to hear that he talked about me? That was more than a little far-fetched. “Do I have the right house? You’re talking about Jamison McCoy, right?”

She laughed warmly, and I couldn’t help but get pulled into her orbit. Her grace and charm seemed absolutely genuine. “He’s the one. Come on in. He’s just getting washed up for dinner.”

My dad never ate dinner at the house unless it was carryout. But as Misha led me through the house, the distinct smell of pot roast made my stomach growl.

“Jamie, Matt’s here,” she yelled up the open stairway.

“Be right down,” my dad called back, his voice cheery.

Jamie? Who the fuck called him Jamie? Was I stepping into a Twilight Zone episode or maybe I was getting punked?

“I hope you’re hungry,” Misha said. “I made enough mashed potatoes to feed a small army.” She led me through the house toward the kitchen.

“Is that pot roast I smell?”

“Yeah.” She grinned at me while she stirred the potatoes, then she pulled the roast out of the oven. “It’s my mom’s recipe. I hope you like it.”

“It smells amazing.” My stomach growled.

“Grab a plate and help yourself,” Misha said.

“I didn’t know my dad still knew how to do a sit-down meal.” I scooped up a heaping helping of mashed potatoes and loaded them onto my plate.

“He’s a work in process,” Misha said. “But the therapy has helped.”

My dad was in therapy? Holy shit. Why hadn’t he reached out? “That’s good to hear.”

“Matthew?” My dad said from behind me.

I whirled and stared into the eyes of a ghost. The man before me was a memory of the father who had died the same night as my mother. I remembered this version from long ago. He stood there in blue jeans and a cardigan sweater, his hair slightly mussed and his whiskers more gray than brown. Gone was the suit and tie, the hard stare, and empty eyes. Whatever spark that had died in my father’s eyes had returned. I knew it the second I laid eyes on him. “Dad?” My voice cracked and tears welled in my eyes. I was five years old again and staring up at my hero.

Tears welled in my dad’s eyes and he held out his arms. “Matthew,” his voice cracked and his chin quivered. “Will you forgive me?”

I set down the plate and fell into his arms, pulling my dad into a hug we hadn’t shared since the night before my mother’s death.

Behind me, Misha sniffled, and I knew she was crying.

My dad broke down sobbing while he held me in his arms and didn’t let go.

I clung onto him, afraid he might vanish into dust, and cried the tears of a little boy who had finally found his way home.
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We sat around the kitchen table and ate by candlelight. Misha kept the wine flowing, although I wasn’t in the mood to celebrate. My dad opened up to me about everything. He had been cheating on my mom the day she died, and the guilt consumed him. It was a long, slow spiral, and my brother and I were the wreckage left in his wake. On a day he considered ending his life, he met Misha at the drugstore while he held a box of razor blades in his hand.

They hit it off instantly and meeting her was the start of his journey back. He had spent six months in intensive therapy and was still going. He asked me if I would go with him and I agreed, happy to have him back.

I told him about Luke and he said that Luke contacted him and told him about divorcing Lacy and moving to California.

I had been at my dad’s for almost an hour before I broached the subject of my life, and I used Luke and Lacy’s divorce as a springboard.

I told them both the long saga starting with Jennifer and my trip to Leslie Bane’s and ended with Toshi’s kidnapping.

If my dad or Misha was surprised about my love life, neither one acted like it. In fact, I felt no judgment from my father. They both showed great concern about Toshi and my dad asked questions about all of them and especially about Mr. Fujimura’s health. I hadn’t got around to asking about the money and was almost ready to broach the subject when my father chimed in.

“Matthew, you know you have a trust fund, right?”

“Trust fund?” I blinked.

“I told you about the trust fund,” my dad said. “You were sitting in my office a few months before you left for college. I gave you the name of the attorney handling the account. It’s how you paid for college.”

“Dad, what the fuck are you talking about?” I glanced between him and Misha to see if they were joking, but no one was smiling.

He stared at me, jaw agape. “How did you pay for college?”

“Poker,” I said. “I worked my through on my own.”

He ran his fingers through his hair and sighed. “How could I let his happen,” he whispered to himself before he turned back to me. “Son, I’m sorry. God, what you must have thought of me.”

I wracked my brain recalling the visit to my dad’s office, and it came back to me. “You gave me a binder,” I said blankly.

“Yes.” My dad threw up his hands in exasperation. “I thought I was going crazy. Did you not access any of the money?”

“I left the binder in my desk drawer upstairs,” I said. “Dad, I honestly tuned you out. You were giving me a lecture about responsibility and I stopped listening halfway through. I’m sorry.”

My dad stared at me as if I had gone mad. “Son, there’s over a million dollars in that account.” He laughed and shook his head. “I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.”

Goosebumps flashed across my back and down my legs. “A million dollars? You’re fucking serious?”

My dad laughed and nodded. “Yes. Use it, son. Go beat that motherfucker and bring Toshi home.”
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On the long flight to Japan, Stella curled up beside me and fell asleep. T sat on my other side, and beside him, Dwayne slept with his head against the window. Thin streaks of light from the overhead lamp cast long shadows on T and I as we sipped on whiskey and went over our game plan.

“I can’t beat him if he’s cheating,” I said. “Those contact lenses he stole make it impossible for him to lose.”

“He won’t wear the contacts,” T said. “It’s too dangerous. They’ll kill him if they find out.”

“What if he does it, anyway?”

T grinned. “I brought along an insurance policy.”

I frowned. “What?”

T bent over, unzipped his computer bag, and returned with a small black device that looked like it had six antennae sprouting from the top. He held up for me to see. “This is our insurance policy.”

“What is it?”

“A Bluetooth jammer,” T said. “Those contacts use a Bluetooth signal to send and receive data. With this puppy, his contacts won’t be worth a lick.” He grinned with satisfaction. “I can’t wait to see the look on that smug motherfucker’s face when his James Bond shit fizzles out.”

I turned the device over in my hand. It didn’t look like much. “You’re sure it works?”

“I could turn on right now and you’d see a lot of confused people real quick, but I don’t want to bring the fucking plane down over the middle of the Pacific Ocean. You dig me?”

“Yeah. I think that’s the best idea I’ve heard all day.”

T took the device and tucked it into the bag. “Don’t worry, abut Juro, hoss. I’ve got his shit locked the fuck down.”

We clinked whiskey glasses and polished off the last of our Jack Daniels.

Hours later, the plane touched down in Tokyo and T led us to a swanky hotel near the private club hosting the poker tournament and human trafficking auction. Stella and I had booked a suite overlooking the city, lit with neon and bustling with people.

Dwayne and T booked the suite across from ours. The tournament was later than night and the jet lag was killing us. Stella and I fell asleep the moment our heads hit the pillow.
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At ten o’clock we showed up at the private club. T gave the concierge the code that would allow us entry into Tokyo’s ritzy underworld, where people were bought and sold on the open market. The thought sent a chill up my spine, but knowing I might be moments away from seeing Toshi made my head spin with nervous anticipation.

Stella attracted every eye in the joint. She wore a silver sequined dress cut so low in the front it almost reached her navel. Her tits, held inside the dress with double-sided tape, spilled from the top revealing everything to the edge of her areola. The dress hugged every curve of her amazing body and her brown hair shimmered with silver glitter. We had spent a small fortune on her hair and makeup, making sure she checked all the boxes.

T and Dwayne could barely look at her without their cheeks flushing red, and I didn’t blame them. Hell, I had seen her naked a million times before and even I blushed looking at her. She looked like a woman in a league all her own, and that was exactly the distraction we needed.

As the concierge led us through the club, Stella wrapped her arm inside mine while we scanned the crowd.

There were dozens of stunningly beautiful women inside the club, but none of them were Toshi.

The concierge continued through the kitchen, down a long flight of stairs, along a narrow hallway that ended with a metal door. He punched in a long code and the door clicked open. He opened it wide and stepped back. “Welcome to Club Pluto.” He grinned, and we stepped inside.

The door clicked shut behind us and we stood amidst a room filled with men wearing tuxedos and women who almost rivaled Stella in beauty. Cigarette smoke filled the air and somewhere a piano played old jazz music. Cocktails and hors d’oeuvres appeared before us on silver trays delivered by white gloved servers wearing white tuxedo coats and red bow ties.

T leaned over and whispered in my ear. “The women wearing black are up for auction. It’s all very discreet.”

I nodded, and my eyes fell on the dozens of women wearing black. “It’s a good thing Stella chose the silver dress.”

“Stella already knows,” T said. “I made sure of it.”

We passed through the crowd where Stella continued to draw the eye of every person, man or woman, in the room. The covetous looks among the men made my skin crawl and Stella squeezed in close to me, apparently feeling more than a little self-conscious.

I leaned over to T. “When the game starts, I want Stella sitting right between you and Dwayne. Do not let her leave your side.”

“I’m on it, chief. No worries,” T said.

The poker table appeared in a shallow pit surrounded by three layers of dinner table seating. The room was already packed, but the poker table remained empty. At one of those tables, the one nearest the pit, I spotted Toshi and my heart nearly stopped.

“She’s there,” I said, my voice ragged and raw. “The first table nearest the dealer. Do you see her?”

Toshi, like Stella, wore a dress that left little to the imagination. But of course, Toshi’s was black and satiny, cut low in the front showcasing her specular chest. Her ruby red lipstick didn’t suit her, and neither did the gallon of makeup covering her face. Diamonds showered her ears, neck and fingers. She stared straight ahead, her eyes hollow and her expression grim.

“I need to let her know I’m here,” I said as I started for the table.

“Do that and they’ll kick your ass out of here buy-in or no buy-in,” T said. “She’ll see you when the game starts. Don’t worry, hoss. We aren’t leaving her without her.”

“She looks destroyed,” Stella said, her voice shaky.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her, and I willed for her to turn in my direction. “Please, Tosh. Look at me,” I whispered to myself.

As if on cue, Toshi turned and looked toward me. Our eyes met and her entire face transformed. Tears welled in her big beautiful eyes and her chin quivered. She went to stand and a heavy hand forced her down — Juro’s hand.

Toshi didn’t resist, but sat and stared at me, her eyes suddenly filled with hope.

I mouthed the words, I love you, and Toshi nodded before dabbing at her eyes with her napkin.

Beside me, Stella sniffled, and T squeezed my arm.

“She sees you, hoss.”

Dwayne came up behind me and placed his hand on my shoulder. “You’ve got this, Matt.”

An elderly Japanese man appeared before me and spoke in his native tongue. “Mr. McCoy, are you ready?”

I replied in Japanese that I was, and he smiled appreciatively. “You are in seat number eight,” he said in English before he handed me a card. “Present this to the dealer. Please make your way to the table.”

Stella leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “I love you, baby. Good luck.”
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I made my way to the table and arrived in time to see Juro glaring down at me from his table. He whispered some harsh words to Toshi, and she shook her head while Juro squeezed her elbow and pulled her hard enough for Toshi to let out a cry of pain.

I stood and made a move towards Juro when a heavy hand came down on my shoulder. I glanced over my shoulder to find a bruising bouncer standing behind me and more located around the pit. The gun inside his jacket didn’t escape my attention, and so I sat and fumed.

The elderly man who gave me my card appeared before Juro’s table and briefly spoke to him.

Juro flexed his jaw, stood, and stormed away from the table, glaring daggers at me as he went.

I glanced up at Toshi and she rubbed her elbow while she stared down at me, her eyes pleading for me to get her the fuck out of there.

Juro sat down in the seat across from me and immediately started talking shit about me to the guy next to him in Japanese. “Who invited the American? Oh well, easy money, right?” Juro and the other Japanese man, older and fatter, chuckled together at my expense.

“If you touch her again like that, I’ll kill you,” I said to him in perfect Japanese.

The man beside Juro stopped laughing and Juro’s eyes flared with shock then rage. His jaw muscles flexed and his eye twitched. He stared at me with murder in his eyes.

“If you’re going to talk shit about another man, say it to his face,” I said in Japanese.

Juro’s cheeks reddened slightly, and he averted his gaze as if unwilling to meet mine.

I glanced back at Toshi and for the first time she smiled and blew me a kiss. I smiled back at her before glancing over my shoulder and finding Stella, Dwayne, and T sitting at a table on the opposite side of the room from Toshi.

Stella smiled and me and also blew me a kiss.

A wave of relaxation loosened my muscles, and I closed my eyes. I had five women with me in spirit. Five women who I loved more than anyone. Five women I couldn’t let down. I sucked in a deep breath and let it out before I opened my eyes and grinned over at Juro with cool determination.

For the first time, I detected something in Juro’s eyes. That something was uncertainty.

I kept my gaze locked on him while the dealer recited the rules of Texas Hold ‘Em, and the game began.

Focused and determined, the cards were with me. I made quick work of three of the men at the table and an hour later, I sent two more packing. Other than me, Juro and a fat bald Russian were the final two players remaining. I held the lion’s share of the chips. Juro and the Russian were simply along for the ride. I had them both dead to rights, and they knew it.

Two hands later the Russian was out, leaving Juro and I alone. All eyes settled on the table and you could have heard a pin drop in the crowded room.

“I would like a five-minute break,” Juro told the dealer in Japanese.

I glanced at T, and he nodded, patting his jacket.

“No breaks,” the dealer said in English. “We play to the end.”

I grinned at Juro. “You can always piss your pants if it hurts that bad.” Again, my Japanese was flawless.

Juro’s expression soured, and he gazed down at the table, his expression defeated.

Two hands later, I put him out. It was fast and merciless, just the way Juro liked it.

The dealer declared me the winner, and the crowd clapped politely before the music started and Juro vanished from the table.

The old man in the tuxedo appeared before me. “Congratulations on your victory, Mr. McCoy. Your winnings will appear in your holding account within the hour. Please don’t leave until you have verified the transaction.” He bowed before me and turned to leave when I stopped him.

“Excuse me,” I said in Japanese.

He turned back to me, his expression expectant.

“I would like to purchase the young woman at the table behind me.” I tipped my head toward Toshi, who had her eyes locked on me.

“A bid or the asking price,” the old man said.

“The asking price is two million?”

He nodded.

“The asking price,” I said.

The old man’s eyes widened as if that were unheard of. “Yes, sir.”

I watched the old man walk up the stairs and talk to Juro by the bar. They had a brief conversation and the old man headed back toward me.

My heart raced, and my hands trembled. I gazed up at Toshi and offered her a weak smile.

The old man appeared before me, his expression grim. “The seller refuses your offer,” the old man said.

My stomach dropped. “What? No. That’s not fair.”

“I’m sorry,” the old man said. “It’s his right.” He bowed formally. “Good evening, Mr. McCoy.” With that, he turned and vanished into the crowd.

I sat there, too stunned to move. What now? I wasn’t about to let it go. I gazed up at Toshi and shook my head.

Her face dropped, and her shoulders sagged. Tears welled in her eyes and my insides turned to mush.

I glanced over at T, Dwayne, and Stella who were already on their way toward me. I took one last glance at Toshi, stood and headed for the bar.

Juro chatted with two old Japanese guys and laughed warmly before Juro shook his hand.

I tapped on Juro’s shoulder and he turned to face me. His expression didn’t change. He knew I would come find him, and his satisfied expression showed he savored the moment. “Why did you refuse my offer?” I asked in Japanese.

“I already have a buyer,” he answered, gesturing toward an eighty-year-old Japanese man with liver spots covering his forehead.

“I’ll pay three million,” I said.

Juro grinned. “Not for sale.”

Dwayne, T, and Stella appeared behind me and Juro’s gaze fell on Stella and moved to her tits.

“Four million,” I said as the desperation sank in.

He didn’t answer but stared intently at Stella. “I’ll wager Toshi for her,” he said in English, nodding toward Stella. “Winner takes them both.”

Rage welled inside me, and I fought the urge to deck the motherfucker. “No. Unacceptable.”

Juro smiled. “I don’t need your money, Mr. McCoy.” He spat out my name as if it revolted him.

I felt a tug on my shoulder and I turned to find Stella staring at me. “Matt, do it.”

I drew her in close and lowered my voice. “I don’t trust him,” I whispered. “I can’t lose you and Toshi.”

She kissed me softly on the lips and smiled. “Baby, you won’t lose. I guarantee it.” Her eyes glowed with serenity, as if she saw the future and already knew the outcome.

Leslie Bane’s prophetic words replayed in my head. This card is at the center, meaning she will anchor you and your others loves.

“Our anchor,” I whispered as I gazed in Stella’s eyes. “You are the one who holds us all together.”

Stella nodded. “I trust you, Matthew. Now, go win Toshi and let’s go home.”

I turned back to Juro and nodded. “You’re on.”

Juro grinned. “Meet me at the table in fifteen minutes. One hand. One winner.” He disappeared into the crowd.

I turned to T. “If that device of yours takes double-A’s, make sure they’re working.”
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The crowd gathered around the pit, and the dealer recited the rules.

“One hand,” the dealer said for all to hear. “No raises or calls. The winner takes home both of the beautiful women.” He gestured toward Stella and Toshi, who sat together at a table near Juro and I.

Stella and Toshi held hands, and both locked their eyes on me.

Juro and I sat in the same spots we had for the tournament.

As the dealer shuffled the deck, I turned to T and nodded.

T reached inside his jacket and flipped on a switch.

Juro’s eyes widened, and he stood, his expression panicked. “Five-minute break.”

“No breaks,” the dealer said.

Behind Juro, two bouncers moved up and forced him back down into his chair.

I grinned and spoke to him in Japanese. “What’s wrong? Is something in your eye?”

Juro’s face went ashen, and he gazed over at Toshi, horrified.

She flipped him off and turned to me before blowing me another kiss.

The dealer delt us each two cards.

I glanced at my cards. I held the ten of hearts and the ace of hearts. On their own, they weren’t great, but they had the potential to become great.

Juro’s eyes widened, but his expression remained blank. He was either bluffing or he had a good hand. It didn’t matter. Right now, we were both tied to the hands of fate, and I liked my odds.

The flop came next, which comprised three cards either of us could use to assemble our best hand.

The ace of spades, the jack of hearts, and the nine of clubs appeared on the green velvet.

The ace gave me a pair, which was merely an average hand, but the jack was the building block I needed for the hand of a lifetime.

Juro eyed the cards, but I couldn’t read his expression.

The dealer laid the next card, known as the turn, on the table, and my stomach swirled.

The queen of hearts grinned up at me from center state. She joined the ten, jack, and ace to form what could be a royal flush, the most powerful hand in poker.

Juro’s expression remained unchanged, which told me squat. The guy hadn’t given me much to go on other than his mediocre ability at playing cards.

The odds of the dealer laying down a king of hearts were less than one percent. I held my breath and waited.

The dealer announced, the river, the last card before he dealt it.

Heart pounding, I glanced over at Toshi and Stella.

They clasped hands and stared ahead, perched on the edge of their seats.

I turned back to the table just as the dealer laid down the river.

My heart thundered, and I breathed like a racehorse through my nostrils.

The king of hearts appeared on the green velvet and it took every ounce of self-control I had to feign disappointment.

Juro’s eyes glowed with victory, and a smile widened on his face. He laid down his cards, two kings, and the dealer announced three of a kind, including the king of hearts in the community pile.

Triumphantly, Juro pumped his fist and stared at me, flexing his jaw like a cocaine addict.

Then I laid down my cards, and Juro’s smile vanished. “Checkmate, bitch.” I said in Japanese.

“Mr. McCoy, with a royal flush,” the dealer announced.

The crowd went wild, cheering and shouting.

Stella and Toshi leaped from their seats and rushed the table, hugging and kissing me while Juro hung his head in defeat.

T and Dwayne joined the girls, and the five of us came together jumping and hugging in wild celebration.

I pulled Toshi into a tight hug and breathed in her scent, sweet apple and orange blossom, and my entire body relaxed. “Did he hurt you?”

She shook her head and wiped her eyes. “I knew you’d come,” she said, her voice cracking. She brought her face even with mine and her eyes glittered with tears. “You are my forever.”

“How about you, me, and a baby?” I kissed her softly and Toshi nodded.

“I’d like that,” she said.

I drew her in tight and ran my hand down her sleek, slender frame and curled my palm over her ass. “Let’s go home.”
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After hours of celebration, Toshi, Stella and I entered our suite, and I flipped on the lights.

“Let’s check on your dad,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked. “I mean, will he get mad that we’re together alone in a hotel room?”

“Mad?” Stella laughed. “Sweetie, the man already gave his approval. Besides, you’re not alone. The three of us are about ready to get freaky.”

I chuckled and climbed onto our giant king-sized bed, and the girls clamored after me. We huddled together, leaning against the mound of pillows on our headboard with Toshi and Stella cuddled in on each side. They still wore their gowns but had given up trying to contain their tits.

Stella’s right breast popped free revealing her hard pink nipple and Toshi’s dress slipped sideways revealing half of her areola.

I glanced at each of them and my cock approved, signaling its praise by rapidly hardening in my pants. “I better keep the camera aimed at our faces.”

The girls squeezed in tight and I called Mrs. F using the phone’s face time feature.

A grinning Tanaka Fujimura appeared on the screen, perched on the edge of the bed with an alert and awake Yukio.

“Toshi,” Mrs. F said. “Baby, are you okay?”

“I’m fine, mama,” Toshi said. “Matthew rescued me.” She kissed my cheek and grinned back at the camera.

Mr. F smiled and waved. “Tell me what you did to Juro. I hope that son of a bitch got what he deserved.”

Mrs. F glared and spoke to him in rapid-fire Japanese. Mr. F frowned like a scolded child. “We’ll talk later about that.”

“Papa, how are you feeling,” Toshi said.

“Much better, my love. I’m ready to go home,” he said.

“No, he’s not,” Mrs. F said. “The doctor wants him here through the weekend.”

“I expect you two next Sunday for dinner,” Mr. F. said. “No trying to squirm out of it either.”

Toshi pulled me into a hug and kissed me again. “Deal. Right, baby?” She looked up at me and her eyes twinkled.

“I wouldn’t miss it,” I said, grinning at the camera.

On screen, the nurse appeared in the frame and Mrs. F said a quick goodbye before I disconnected and tossed the phone aside.

“I could sleep for a week.” I drew Toshi and Stella toward me and felt their big soft tits mash up against my sides.

“You mean after, right?” Toshi said working my bow tie loose while she kissed her way along my chin and back to my ear.

Her tongue swirled over my smooth flesh and her warm breath ignited an electric current that started in my spine and curled my toes. I ran my hand down Toshi’s back, taking her zipper with me.

Stella slid onto my lap and straddled my mid-section before she reached behind her back and unbuttoned her gown. The top portion of her dress fell to her waist, revealing her incredible tits in all their glory. “She means you can sleep on the plane. We have a full night ahead of us. Better get ready, baby. Tonight, we’re going to make a man out of you.”

Toshi glanced up at Stella and giggled. She sat upright on her knees and her dress fell to her waist, revealing her creamy tits and fat pink nipples. “Oops. Looks like I had a wardrobe malfunction.”

Stella giggled and stood up and shimmied out of her tight dress, working it over her hips. “You undress his top, and I’ll do his bottom.”

“Mmmm… good idea.” Toshi puckered her lips and kissed me with a loud smacking sound. She let the kiss linger and slithered the tip of her tongue over my bottom lip. “Sorry baby, I got red lipstick all over your face.”

Her soft tits jiggled and bounced, and I cupped one in my palm before running her hard nipple between my open fingers. I gazed up at Toshi and my cock twitched.

Toshi’s hazel eyes glowed almost pure green, and her porcelain complexion, smooth and flawless, appeared as if it were carved from ivory. Her plump ruby-red lips glistened with sex and her dark eye shadow lent her a seductive, distinctly Eastern air. She wore her hair in twin braids that coiled over her ears and fell loosely over her shoulders. She was off the charts hot and I was putty in her hands.

“I don’t think he cares about the lipstick,” Stella said. “God, the way he’s looking at you is making me wet.” Stella tossed aside her dress and peeled off her white lace thong. She towered above us, completely naked, with her hair and makeup still perfect.

She looked like a goddess, and I swallowed a lump forming in my throat.

Stella’s firm tits jiggled with their natural weight, and her flawless body shimmered in the same silvery glitter the stylists had used in her hair. Her pussy, like the rest of her, was groomed to perfection and smooth as a baby’s butt.

“Is that glitter body spray?” Toshi asked. “You look so fucking hot.” She stood on the bed and pulled down her black dress, revealing a pair of black silk panties and sheer black, thigh-high stockings.

Stella cupped her tits in her hands and let them bounce free before they gently slapped together. “Yeah. It’s a glittery spray tan. I thought Matt would like it.” She put one hand on her hip and the other behind her head before she struck a pose. “What do you think?”

I licked my dry lips and nodded, my head swimming with lust. “Yeah. Good call. Without that spray tan, you would be hideous.” My tone oozed sarcasm that didn’t slip past the girls.

Toshi giggled, and Stella put her hands on her hips, grinning. “You own me a back rub for that comment, mister.”

Toshi slithered out of her panties and tossed them aside. Like Stella, her kitty was waxed smooth without a stubble in sight. She started to take off her black silk thigh-high stockings, and I stopped her.

“Baby, leave those on,” I said. “You look so fucking hot.”

Toshi blushed and smiled at me demurely. “Okay, baby.” She dropped to her knees, leaned forward and pulled my bow tie out of my collar before she went to work on my tuxedo shirt. “You’re a little overdressed.”

Stella, still straddling me, dropped to her knees and worked my belt free. “Toshi, look. He’s already rock hard.” Stella outlined my cock with her fingers and swirled her index finger atop my pulsing knob. “Do you want to put your giant junk inside me, baby?” She smiled at me innocently and bit her lower lip. “I haven’t had your big cock inside me for days.”

Toshi worked free the last few buttons on my shirt. “We call his penis Monster Matt.” She smiled down at me while I watched her tits jiggle and shake. “Don’t we, baby?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice thick with lust. I curled my palm beneath Toshi’s under-boob and squeezed it in my fingers. Her breast, equal parts heavy and springy, hardened my cock to another level. “You said it brings out the beast in you.”

Stella giggled and tucked a lock of her brown hair behind her ear. She unzipped my pants and worked them down my legs. “I like that name. Can I use it too?”

“Sure,” Toshi said. “I’ll need all the help I can get to make his hard cock go down. It seems the more I fuck him, the harder he gets.”

Stella tossed my pants aside and came back for my boxer briefs. As she crawled up my legs, her firm tits jiggled beneath her chest. “Sweetie, it’s like the song says, your body is a wonderland. It’s no secret why Monster Matt likes you so much.”

Toshi’s cheeks reddened. “Thank you, Stell. That’s sweet.”

I kneaded Toshi’s firm tit while she leaned forward and worked my tuxedo shirt over my shoulders. The action forced her boobs into my face and I pulled her nipple into my mouth and suctioned it between my lips. She tasted sweet, and I rolled her spongy nipple over my tongue and covered her areola with my mouth.

Toshi giggled and paused. She mashed her tits into my face and squeezed them together, practically drowning me in her sweet mammary flesh. “That feels so good, baby.”

Stella pulled off my briefs and my cock sprang free. “There’s he is.” She gazed on my cock and her eyes glistened like it was Christmas morning. She licked her lips before she leaned forward and kissed my swollen tip.

Stella’s soft touch sent a shiver down my spine and my cock twitched and swayed like a massive oak caught in a blustery spring wind.

Stella giggled. “Looks like someone is glad to see me.”

With my mouth full of Toshi’s nipple, I had a hard time agreeing with Stella. I pulled Toshi’s nipple between my teeth and slid my hands down her flat stomach until I reached her pussy. I slipped my middle finger along her slit and found a pocket of wetness I used as lubricant to coat her sweet pink meat.

Toshi ran her fingers through my hair and gyrated her hips softly, moaning. “Baby, that feels amazing.”

Stella knelt between my legs and leaned over before sliding her lips over my knob and swirling her tongue over the back of my glans. She wrapped her delicate fingers around the base of my shaft and stroked, forcing pre-cum onto her waiting tongue. “Mmmmm…. Baby, you taste yummy.” She slurped my cock and came off with a delicious popping sound before licking it like a lollipop.

I released Toshi’s nipple and plunged my face between her tits while she mashed her breasts together, one on each side of my face. I licked the inner curve of her tits, showering them with kisses while I slid my finger inside her pussy and met tight resistance.

Toshi let out a low moan and bucked her hips, fucking my finger while she practically suffocated me with her tits.

Stella licked along my shaft while she continued stroking my cock, milking a bubble of pre-cum onto my tip. Her blue eyes swam with lust and the glitter coating her tits and chest sparkled beneath the room’s warm lights. She gazed down on my cock, parted her lips, and plunged downward, swallowing it all in one swift motion.

My cock entered the back of Stella’s throat and I let out an audible groan. I bucked my hips, fucking her throat while Stella let out rhythmic guttural gagging sounds.

I slid my fingers inside Toshi’s pussy and used my thumb to uncover her buried clit. I swirled my finger over her tiny bud and Toshi let out a sharp cry of ecstasy and tossed her head back, letting her braids swing free behind her.

Stella came off my cock and waterfalls of saliva flowed down my knob and shaft like melted ice cream. She spit on my cock, took a breath, and lowered herself again, sliding her lips up and down my cock and taking my knob halfway down her tight throat.

I fucked Stella’s throat, ramming her deep while her big tits bounced off my balls. The sensation was unlike anything I had experienced, and she would doom me to an early orgasm unless she backed off fast.

Toshi twerked her hips, coming up and down off my finger. Her clit buzzed under my thumb and her breathing intensified.

Her tits slapped my face, and I drifted from one nipple to the next, giving them both my undivided attention. But I wanted to taste the stunning Japanese beauty, and I was seconds from firing a massive load straight down Stella’s throat. I came up for air and called out, “Double Cowgirl.”

Like trained harem queens, the girls understood and scrambled to their new positions.

Stella came off my cock and caught her breath while she straddled my mid-section. She grabbed my cock and guided my slippery knob between her soaked pussy lips. She gazed down on me, her blue eyes sparking with frenzied desire.

Toshi pulled back, removing her tits from my face, and I slipped my finger from her pussy. She scrambled quickly, straddling my mouth and lining up her pussy with my lips. She aligned the rest of her ass on my face and she stared at Stella head on while I pleasured them both.

Stella impaled herself on my cock, and goosebumps flared across her flat tummy and big tits. Her nipples hardened, and she bit her lower lip while she leaned forward and braced herself on my abs. “Baby, fuck me,” she said breathlessly.

I squeezed my hips and drove deep inside Stella’s pussy, lifting her off the bed while I impaled my brown-haired beauty with my granite hard cock. I slipped my hands over Toshi’s legs and caressed her inner thighs while I licked her labia and drove the tip of my tongue into her tight puckered hole.

Toshi let out a sharp gasp and writhed her hips, forcing more of her pussy into my mouth. “Don’t stop,” she said. “I’m so close.”

Stella ground her hips forward and backward, deep fucking me and using my cock to loosen the tightest pussy I had ever entered. Her tits rolled on her chest and her stomach moved like a belly dancer, undulating in waves while my cock probed her depths. “You’re in so deep. God, I can feel your heartbeat inside me.” She closed her eyes and fucked me hard, shaking the bed while her tips slapped together.

I slid the flat of my tongue forward and lapped up Toshi’s juices while I probed for her clit. Toshi’s tiny clit sprang free from her folds. I sucked it gently between my lips and swirled my tongue over her tip. I buzzed my lips together and vibrated Toshi’s clit, eliciting a sharp cry of ecstasy.

She leaned forward and clawed at my chest while a gush of wetness filled my mouth. Her pussy pulsed and twitched while she bucked her hips and came harder than she ever had.

I lapped up every drop and licked her clean a moment before my balls reached their limit.

Stella let out an unearthly moan and ground her hips down and forward. Her pussy spasmed and undulated over my cock while she let out a series of throaty, high-pitched, grunts. Wetness seeped down my balls and the high heat and friction of our fucking fueled by her orgasm sent me over the edge. Ecstasy exploded across my pleasure centers. I cried out while I came inside her. A firehose of cum rushed from my cock and blasted her womb. My hips worked on autopilot and I pumped load after massive load into the inner depths of her womanhood, drowning her in a bath of milky jizz.

She squeezed me of every drop, fucking me slow and steady, grinding her hips while her hard breaths washed over my chest and stomach.

I swiveled my hips, continuing to fill her with my seed until my balls emptied and my cock went still. But I wasn’t finished. Not even close. My cock remained rock hard and only one woman could cool the inferno raging inside me.

Toshi rolled off my face, and Stella came off my cock trailing a line of cum behind her.

I sucked in two quick breaths and called out the next position. “Deluxe doggy.”

“Yes, baby.” Stella said.

I sat up, my cock still hard as a rock, while Stella crawled across the bed and lay down in my place.

Toshi sat upright until Stella situated herself on her back and spread her legs. The perky raven-haired goddess got up on her knees in the doggy style position. She presented me with her ass, leaned forward and lapped up Stella’s pussy.

I came up behind Toshi and slapped her ass, causing her to jump and moan and leaving behind a red handprint. She parted her legs and gyrated her hips. She gazed back over her shoulder, her eyes emerald green. “Fuck me,” she said before turning back and licking a line of cum off Stella’s inner thigh.

I gazed down at the scene before me and looked on while a small river of cum flow from Stella’s pussy and pooled on Toshi’s moist pink tongue.

Toshi licked up every drop and Stella bucked her hips, face fucking Toshi while she tweaked her own nipples between her thumb and forefinger.

I slapped Toshi’s other ass cheek, leaving behind a second handprint on her porcelain-white ass.

She yelped and moaned, doubling down on Stella’s pussy while Toshi’s pussy quivered with ecstasy.

She loved it when I fucked her doggy style. The penetration I achieved in the position was unrivaled and Toshi loved having as much of my cock stuffed inside her as humanly possible. I inched forward and guiding my tip to her already swollen pussy lips and slid inside her in one smooth motion.

Toshi gasped and pressed her hips backward, slamming into me with skin-slapping satisfaction and burying my cock to the hilt. She let out a mewling groan and started forward and backward, driving my cock in and out.

Friction built, and the veins on my manhood swelled. The wetness from Toshi and Stella combined to turn my rod into a glistening temple of female pleasure. I rammed Toshi hard and fast and leaned over, scooping up her big tits and tweaking her nipples between my fingers.

Stella pushed her hips off the bed, forcing her pussy into Toshi’s waiting mouth while her breathing grew labored and her blue eyes swam with orgasm number two waiting in the wings.

I piston fucked Toshi, and ours bodies collided, causing her ass and legs to shudder and jiggle. I felt every inch of her tight pussy contract, expand, and squirm around my cock.

Without warning, Toshi’s body stiffened and a fresh layer of her slick juices glimmered off my cock. At the same moment, Stella let out a breathy gasp and locked her legs around Toshi’s head. She pushed her entire body up and off the mattress, squirming, caught in the throes of orgasm number two.

A spike of adrenaline surged in my legs and washed through my arms, chest, and cock. I drove forward with my hips sinking as deep inside Toshi as I could and an orgasmic tidal wave consumed me. I grunted and fired thick strands of milky spunk deep inside my fifth and final great love. My cock pulsed, pumping on its own, releasing a Niagara Falls of my potent seed into her fertile womb.

Toshi ground her hips in tight circles, milking my seed while I slowly withdrew my cock and sank it home, my body clapping her ass. My cock, white with jizz and wet with Toshi’s fresh juices, went still and my head swam with the spent effort.

The girls and I collapsed into a twisted heap of arms, legs, and naked flesh. We spent the next hour kissing and cuddling before we did all over again.

Afterward, we drifted off to sleep, and I woke in the middle of the night to find Toshi riding my cock, and an hour later I woke impossibly horny and climbed between Stella’s legs and came inside her after five powerful thrusts. By the time the sun shone through our hotel window, neither I nor the girls had anything left to give.

Happy but spent, we showered and met T and Dwayne in the lobby before we headed to the airport for the long flight home.

We slept during most of the flight. I had Stella curled under one arm and Toshi wrapped tight in the other. Somewhere over the Pacific I woke and found Toshi staring out the window.

Moonlight glowed on her face and glistened off tears streaking her cheeks.

Panic pushed away the sleep, and I reached for her, wrapping my arms around her chest and drawing her to me. “Baby, what’s wrong?”

She glanced over her shoulder and smiled. “Nothing. I’m just so happy.” She took my hands in hers and slid them over her stomach, and stopped over her womb. “Matt, I’m pregnant.”
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A year later, we had a new life in our new mansion by the lake. I had four perfect babies, all of them girls, and Stella and I had tied the knot less than a month earlier. Sam, Lacy, Toshi, and Nicole all wore engagement rings, and all were planning weddings.

I continued my winning ways, playing poker when it suited me. We had taken the five million I had accumulated through my trust fund and the poker tournament and turned it into nine million and growing. Our money woes were over forever, and now our focus turned inward on our family and each other.

That family included my father and Misha, who became a big part of our lives. My dad had jumped in with both feet and become the father and the grandfather I had always envisioned.

The Fujimura’s, while initially resistant to our harem, fell in love with their granddaughter and fell back in love with the smart, independent daughter they were getting to know for the first time. Most importantly, we never missed a Sunday dinner at their house. Although those dinners had expanded to include a small army of our family, Mr. and Mrs. F loved every second.

We never heard from Juro again, but Vegas found out about his cheating via an anonymous tip — cough — T and Dwayne, cough. The Las Vegas gaming commission banned him from ever stepping foot inside another casino on Nevada soil, and there were arrest warrants out for his kidnapping of Toshi.

Dwayne and T graduated and found love on their own. Both they and their girlfriends were fixtures at the house by the lake, and both of them had bought the adjacent properties and were building homes of their own.

I had never been happier and fell deeper in love with each of my five beautiful harem brides every passing month. Lacy and I were trying for child number two. Toshi wanted to wait until after she finished her residency before having another baby, but I had a sneaking suspicion she had already stopped taking her birth control.

Stella wasn’t in a hurry to start a family. She graduated from Northwestern with honors, and we were inseparable. She was a lake junkie and loved spending time on the boat and even more time naked in bed.

Sam and I planned to get married in a chapel down the street from our new home, and Ben had become the most incredible big brother to his new little sister. Sam and Jennifer’s relationship was a work in progress, but looking better every day. Jennifer had even come over to the house twice to visit the babies and just hang out.

Nicole’s steroid-crazy husband Bruce came out of the closet and was currently engaged to his training partner at the gym. Ironically, the revelation had brought Nicole and Bruce closer, and Bruce had turned out to be a pretty decent guy. Her pregnancy had deflated the male population at Lakeside High, but her newly earned MILF status had triggered a second wave of horny high schoolers.

My brother stayed in California, and neither I nor my father heard a thing from him. Nothing that was except that we heard his wife stayed with him, but I was in no hurry to reach back out to him and neither was Lacy.

One of the most satisfying moments of the last year came when Leslie Bane visited our house and met each of my five great loves. Looking back, I couldn’t believe how far life had taken me, and looking forward, our future was paved with only the best of luck.
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          Mommy Pact: Complete Five-Book Box Set
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            When lust turns to obsession, a young man’s dreams come true…

Soon to be twenty-one year old med student, Steve Brooks, seems to have it all. His knockout-hot girlfriend, Courtney Evers, is on the verge of attaining her Olympic dreams, and Steve vows to make her his beautiful bride.




But Steve has a family secret that Courtney doesn’t know. On their twenty-first birthday every one of Steve’s older brothers had their future wife chosen for them by their rich and eccentric uncle. When Steve’s birthday rolls around, he’s summoned by Uncle Lee and is ready to become the first to refuse his uncle’s wish and reject his multi-million dollar trust fund.




But Uncle Lee has another plan for Steve. A plan that involves Steve conquering all his red-hot sisters-in-law. Uncle Lee gives Steve one year to take his brother’s brides and claim the family inheritance. When Steve agrees, they seal the pact with a handshake. A pact that begins with Steve making a move on the buxom and beautiful, raven-haired MILF, Katie. Steve’s always had a crush on the sexy and smart young mommy, and now he’s taking the gloves off before he carts her away to the bedroom.




In this full box set, Steve falls hard for all his brothers wives. There’s Mia, the busty platinum-blonde MILF who offers Stevie an unforgettable massage.




Stevie finds Quinn, a lithe, fit, and athletic supermodel, tucked away in a tropical paradise. He gets an unexpected but very welcome surprise when Quinn’s curvy best friend and world famous supermodel Emma Roads crashes the party.




Uncle Lee throws Stevie a curve when he sets up Stevie with his childhood nemesis Violet Austin at a swanky New York City Party. The perky, busty, blonde dynamo happens to be the little sister of Stevie’s last sister-in-law Jessa and the blonde spitfire always gets what she wants.




The story comes to an epic conclusion at Jessa’s beach house in the Hamptons. The creamy redheaded MILF beauty doesn’t like to let her little sister win at anything including men, and its up to Stevie to corral Jessa and the rest of his MILF harem in his uncle’s Rocky Mountain mansion.




Mommy Pact contains all five stories that follows twenty-year-old medical student Steve Brooks as he assembles a harem filled with sexy young MILFs.




18+ Only!
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            Passion, heat, and love across an ocean of time…




Twenty-year-old Jack Love lives his life blissfully unaware of a past yet to come. But the past bursts into the present when Jack travels home for the Labor Day holiday with his best friend Alex and Alex’s curvy and gorgeous cousin Emily. What Alex doesn’t know is that Jack and Emily have been secretly heating up the sheets when they’re not competing for their college swim team.




When the trio arrives home, Alex’s mother, the sizzling redhead April Harrison, mistakes Jack for a long lost love while her twin sister, voluptuous blonde Mae Gilbert does the same. A confused Jack is ready to run for the hills when he receives a hot midnight rendezvous from April and discovers the true meaning of the word MILF.




But Jack’s night keeps getting hotter when Emily confesses her feelings under a starry moonlit sky and reveals a wound so deep it ripped the family apart.




With the coming of dawn, Jack wakes up in 1987 and must save the sexy twins, April and Mae, and their petite and busty blonde sister, Stella Harrison.

Now Jack, must unlock the secrets of the past to reunite the women he loves to protect a future in limbo.




Harem Help Me combines five shorts into one novel length story that follows twenty-year-old collegiate swimming champion Jack Love as he reunites his harem across the fourth-dimension of time.




18+ Only!
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          MILF Obsessed: Complete Five-Book Box Set
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            Seven years of obsession turned the geek into the freak… 




Once geeky Jack Thorpe has spent the past seven years honing his mind and body in pursuit of one thing — MILFs. Jack’s relentless research and planning will lead him to MILF wonderland or the dustbin of broken dreams.




But Jack must navigate through murky waters to reach his ultimate MILF queen, his father’s former wife Luna Thorpe. To win her heart, he must first win the affection of a bevy of buxom beauties. 




The road to Nirvana starts with his longtime fantasy goddess, the golden-haired beauty Amanda Baker. The stunning unattainable blonde goddess wouldn’t give old Jack the time of day. But when Jack reveals his new and improved self at his families beach side pool party, Amanda takes the bait.




Amanda isn’t the only goddess Jack needs to help pave the way to his personal heaven on earth. There’s the beautiful and lithe Asian doctor Kim Yang, Jack’s former supermodel-hot English teacher Pam Brooks, and Luna’s own knock-out-hot daughter Emila Lopez.




One by one, Jack takes his shots until it all comes down to a fantasy vacation on a Caribbean island. Can he tame lovely Luna or will his dreams go up in smoke?




Find out in this complete, five-volume, box set that follows twenty-year-old Jack Thorpe as he pursues a bevy of knock-out hot MILFs during one wild California summer.
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