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Mademoiselle Monet walked up and down the tight aisles in my college French class, returning our graded final exams. “Overall, you did very well,” she said to the class.

Her heavy French accent always did it for me. Then again, everything about her always did it for me. I tracked her movement with my gaze, memorizing every nook and cranny of her fabulous figure. I locked my eyes on her cushy heart shaped ass, ensconced in her tight faded blue jeans. She wore her long brown, sun-streaked hair pulled back in a loose, messy ponytail. Errant wisps trailed over her cheeks and along the back of her neck, which made her natural beauty that much more intoxicating. With every step, her tits jiggled slightly inside her form-fitting white top, and her pink pouty lips glistened under the shiny fluorescent lights.

Around me, every male student, and even a few females, stared slack-jawed at the stunning French goddess. At twenty-eight-years-old, Gabrielle Monet had arrived in the United States from France the day before our first class. From that first moment, she had stolen our collective conscious.

The mademoiselle paused beside my desk and handed me my graded paper. “Well done, Jacques.” She winked at me, her blue eyes twinkling with mirth as she flashed a hint of her perfect white teeth.

Between her breathy French accent, unrivaled beauty, and a figure that looked hand-crafted by Michelangelo, I had spent every second of every class with my cock perpetually stiff. Mademoiselle Monet was a classic tease, and I envied whoever had the good fortune to bed her after the sun went down.

Mademoiselle Monet continued up the aisle past me while I stared after her with my graded test clutched in hand.

My best friend, Eric, leaned across the aisle from where he sat at the desk beside me. “Jack, did you see the way she looked at you?”

I rolled my eyes. “That’s how she looks at everyone.”

“You should make a move on her,” Eric said. “I’m telling you, she is way into you. And this may be your last chance.”

“I appreciate the ego boost, but I’m nineteen and she’s a grown woman. It ain’t going to happen.” I flipped over my test and checked out my grade.

It was an A-plus, giving me a perfect overall GPA for my freshman year. Given my double major in computer science and French, that was no easy feat. But it was the note in the margin that caught my attention.

Your hard work paid off! If you need a French tutor this fall, call or text me. 555-8156.

The message was written in French, and it took me a few seconds to work through the translation before my stomach fluttered and my legs turned rubbery. I leaned over to Eric. “Did she write a note on your test?”

“No. Why?” Eric held up his test for me to see. There was a simple B-Plus written at the top. He frowned and gazed down at my test. “Did she write you a note?”

“Not really,” I said, stuffing the paper away in my backpack. “She just told me good job.” I glanced around the room and from the papers I saw Gabrielle Monet had not written her number on any of them.

The mademoiselle leaned against the desk at the front of the class, turned her exquisite smile on the class, then settled her gaze on me. “If anyone would like to discuss their grade after class, I’ll stick around for a few minutes.”

The class rose to leave, gathering books and bags, while Eric leaned in and whispered urgently, “Dude. Please, man the fuck up and make a move. If not for you, then think of me.”

“What would I even say?” I asked as several students gathered near the mademoiselle, most of them guys.

Eric gazed upward and clasped his hands together as if pleading with the heavens. “Gee… I don’t know… how about you say — would you like to go out to dinner with me? I would do it myself, but only one of us got buff during their freshman year.”

“I’m leaving tomorrow for the entire summer,” I said. “There’s no time.”

Eric placed his meaty paw on my shoulder and squeezed. “In the immortal words of Eric Clapton, we’ve got tonight.”

“She’s way out of my league,” I said. “Look at her. She’s a goddess.”

Eric sighed. “I’m well aware of her goddess status. Admittedly, you in no way deserve her, but I’m willing to live vicariously through you, either in triumph or defeat. Carpe Diem, dude. Don’t let the ghost of Robin Williams down.”

“I’ll talk to her,” I said. “Happy?”

Eric grinned. “Don’t fuck it up. I’ll be waiting out in the hallway. Oh, and if she’s into bigger boned guys, tell her I’m available. Good luck.” He patted me on the chest, then turned to go.

I watched Eric as he filled in behind the retreating class, leaving me alone with the mademoiselle and one remaining student.

As I waited for her to finish chatting, the mademoiselle’s gaze flickered to mine. She gave me the faintest smile that touched her eyes before resuming her conversation with a beefy football player named Chad.

“Anyway, I’m at the Delt house until the end of the week. After that, I’m moving into an apartment across town. Maybe we could get together this summer?” Chad asked.

The mademoiselle frowned. “I’m sorry, Chad. I don’t date students.”

Fuck my life. What was I doing? My stomach seesawed, and I turned to go.

“Monsieur Lawrence, please wait,” she said over Chad’s shoulder, stopping me in my tracks.

I clenched my jaw tight, squeezed the strap on my backpack, and turned around to face her. “You’re busy. It’s fine.”

“I have time.” She pushed an errant strand of brown hair out of her eye and turned back to Chad. “Is there anything else?”

A red-faced Chad shook his head, his expression grim. “Sorry. It was worth a shot.”

The mademoiselle smiled at the football star. “We can bring friends?”

“Sure?” he said before giving her an awkward wave. He turned toward the door and averted his gaze from me before he left.

Me and the mademoiselle stood before each other alone in her classroom. I stepped toward her while my lunch threatened to come up at any moment. What was I supposed to say now?

“You did very well this year,” she said. “Those tutoring sessions paid off.”

“I had an outstanding teacher,” I said before I licked the dryness from my lips and tried to still my racing heart.

“You were eager to learn. It was a pleasure watching you discover my language. Can I ask you why you chose French as your foreign language requirement?”

“It’s more than my requirement,” I said. “I’m double majoring in French and computer science. My plan is to do a tech internship in France my junior year and move there after I graduate.”

The mademoiselle raised an eyebrow. “Impressive. Then I expect to see more of you next year. And maybe someday I can show you my beautiful country.”

“Oui,” I said, smiling. “Thanks for your phone number. I’ll take you up on those tutoring sessions and if it ever comes to it, I’ll cash in on that tour of France too.”

“Tres excellente,” the mademoiselle said. She perked up and her eyes danced with delight. “But to become fluent en Francais, will take more than classes. You must immerse yourself in the language.”

“That’s a little hard to do from the Midwest,” I said.

“Which is why I will teach you.”

“Mademoiselle Monet, I can’t ask you to do that.”

“It’s Gabby,” she said. “Or Gabrielle, if you prefer. But my friends call me Gabby.”

My cheeks flushed with heat. “Gabby? It feels strange calling you that.”

“Text me so I can have your number,” she said.

I stared at her awkwardly. “Right now?” I pulled out my phone.

“Oui,” she said and went around the desk to get her phone out of the drawer.

I texted the number written on my exam.

Me: Jack Lawrence’s number

“It’s okay if I add you as a contact?” I asked.

Gabby laughed. “Of course.” She typed in a message and hit send.

Gabby: Gabrielle Monet, 1197 Baker Street

I frowned. “Is that your address?”

“Oui,” she said. “When we practice, you can come to my house.”

My pulse ticked higher. Was she serious? “I’ll be gone most of the summer.”

“When do you leave?” she asked.

“Tomorrow,” I said. “My flight leaves mid-morning. I’m visiting my brother and his wife in Colorado.”

“I envy you. Is that where you’re from?”

“Born and raised in Denver,” I said.

“Then we should practice tonight,” she said. “I’ll make us dinner. Come over about six?”

I stared at her, my jaw agape. “For tutoring?” I asked.

Gabby laughed. “Unless I misread the signs, I hoped you might come over for a casual dinner date.”

My cheeks went numb, and heat flashed up the back of my collar. “I don’t understand. You just told Chad you don’t date students.”

“Technically, you are no longer my student,” she said. “Besides, I’m not interested in Chad.”

“You’re serious? Did Eric put you up to this?”

She laughed, then leaned forward and pushed an errant lock of my dark hair off my forehead. “After what you overhead with Chad, I was afraid you wouldn’t ask. We can pretend that you asked me as long as you say yes.”

Her touch energized me, igniting waves of sexual energy that crisscrossed my body. Was this actually happening? “Yes,” I blurted out. “Six o’clock. I’ll be there.”
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After talking Eric out of going with me to Gabby’s house, I arrived at her place a few minutes after six o’clock in the evening.

Gabrielle Monet lived in a modest cottage on the outskirts of campus. Mature trees left most of the yard covered in shade. Well-manicured shrubs and a variety of summer flowers in full bloom lined a cobbled sidewalk that led to the front door.

As I walked along Gabby’s winding walkway, I spotted a cozy stone patio tucked away off the back of the house where a fountain gurgled, and soft music floated through an open door. When I reached her front door, I tucked a bottle of wine under one arm, sucked in a deep breath, and knocked.

A few seconds later, Gabby’s svelte figure appeared through the panes of beveled glass. She gave me a little wave, then opened the door, standing before me looking like a supermodel. “Bonjour, Jacques.” She flashed me a warm smile.

Gabby stood before me wearing a white sundress featuring thin spaghetti straps and a V-shaped neckline that scooped low enough to reveal the subtle swell of her ample cleavage. The dress ended just above her knees that showcased plenty of her firm, fit legs already glimmering with a faint summer tan. Her rich, silky brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, shimmering and lustrous. It was the first time I had ever seen her wear makeup, which she never wore during class. Tonight, she wore just enough to draw out her incredible blue eyes while her lips glistened under a fresh application of pink gloss.

“Wow. You look stunning,” I said, not sure of what else to say.

“Merci,” she said and opened the door wide. “You look very handsome as well. That color of blue suits you. Come inside. Dinner is almost ready.”

I walked through the front door, and the scent of grilled steak set my stomach growling. I held up the wine bottle. “It’s somewhat intimidating picking out a bottle of wine for a beautiful French woman. But the guy at the store swore by this stuff.”

Gabby laughed and took the offered bottle. “You are as sweet as you are smart and handsome. I admit I know little about wine, but I’m learning.” She picked up my hand and led me into the kitchen behind her. “I hope you like steak. I wasn’t sure what to cook.”

At her touch, my stomach fluttered nervously. “I love steak and it smells amazing.”

Sunshine, from the open back door, filtered through her thin sundress, revealing the outline of her legs including her sumptuous ass.

My cock unfurled in my jeans and thickened as I drank in her dreamlike curves.

She led me deeper into the kitchen and placed the bottle on the counter. She gazed over at me, tucking a lock of brown hair behind her ear before leveling me with her bright blue eyes. “Can you open the bottle for us? I still need to toss the salad.”

God, she was insanely beautiful. My stomach dipped, and I squeaked out a quick yes.

Gabby seemed reluctant to let go of my hand but did so before pulling open the silverware drawer and handing me a silver corkscrew.

As Gabby prepared the salad, I fiddled with the corkscrew, twisting the skewer into the cork.

“I can’t believe I’m standing in your house,” I said, chuckling nervously.

“I can’t believe you’re standing in my house, either,” Gabby said before smiling and laughing sweetly. “But I’m glad you are.”

“Are there any boyfriends, foreign or domestic, I should know about?” I asked, before inwardly cringing at my sheer lame awkwardness.

“I’ve been holding out for the right guy,” she said. “What about you? Has anyone caught your eye?”

“Not so much,” I said. “I’ve never really been good around women. My brain tells me what to say before the words get tied up on my tongue, and I end up looking stupid. Right now, I’m barely holding it together.” I somehow worked the cork out of the bottle without making an idiot of myself. “The guy at the store told me to let it breathe for a few minutes.”

Gabby tossed the salad with a giant set of wooden salad utensils while she shot me a doubtful smile. “I’ve seen the way women look at you. You aren’t giving yourself enough credit.”

“I haven’t always looked like this,” I said before my cheeks warmed. “Not that I’m good looking.” I let out a nervous chuckle. “The last year has been kind to me. Between the hard work in the gym and my vanishing acne, I’ve come out the other side looking halfway human.” I filled a glass with red wine and handed it to Gabby. “I could say the same about you. Every guy in class practically drooled over you.” I cringed at the awkward line. “God, I’m so cringeworthy. Forget I said that.”

Gabby laughed and pushed the salad aside. “I’m aware of the attention.”

“I’m sure you could have your pick of lucky guys, which makes me wonder, why me? I feel like Charlie Bucket standing outside of Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory holding a golden ticket.”

Gabby picked up the wineglass and furrowed her brow. “Who is Charlie Bucket?”

I filled a second glass before setting the wine bottle aside. “He’s a movie character. Sorry. It was my lame attempt at humor.”

Beside Gabby, the oven beeped, and she turned to face it while she reached for an oven mitt. “Dinner is ready. Can you take the bread and the salad to the patio? I’ll meet you there with the steaks and wine.”

I did as she asked and stepped out onto a cozy terrace lined with wide flat stones. The evening air was light and refreshing, carrying the subtle scent of fresh flowers on a cool breeze. A table already set with plates and utensils sat in the middle of the patio. Cushioned furniture and a low coffee table sat on one side of the patio while on the other, a series of stepping stones led deeper into a garden heavy with flowers and shrubs. Near the table, an ornate stone fountain gurgled happily. Water cascaded over a formation of loose rocks before pooling at the bottom.

I placed the salad and the bread on the table and soaked in the inviting atmosphere. A few seconds later, Gabby appeared behind me, carrying the steaks and wine.

I turned to face her and stepped forward to help her with the plates. “This place is amazing.”

She glanced around the terrace and smiled. “Oui. It reminds me of home. I spend every night out here reading or listening to music.”

“I don’t blame you. This place beats the dorms by a mile.” I settled the plates onto the tabletop and Gabby set down the wine glasses.

Gabby sat down just as my phone buzzed in my pocket.

“Sorry,” I said. “I better check this in case it’s about my flight tomorrow.”

“Of course,” Gabby said as she reached for the salad.

I pulled out my phone and checked my messages. It was from my brother Max.

Max: FYI… I have a work thing I can’t get out of, so Jenny will pick you up at the airport tomorrow. She’ll meet you by the baggage claim when your plane lands at 10 AM.

My stomach tripped over a nest of butterflies. Jenny Lawrence was my twenty-eight-year-old sister-in-law, who I borderline obsessed about. She was the dictionary definition of a blonde goddess. I had single-handedly kept Kleenex in business, jerking off to fantasies involving the fair-haired goddess. In fact, it was my gorgeous sisters-in-law who had fueled my desire to go home for the summer.

“Is everything okay?” Gabby asked me.

“Everything is fine. My sister-in-law is picking me up at the Denver airport tomorrow morning.” I sat down across from Gabby and reached for the bread. “This looks amazing.”

“You’ll be at your brother’s house all summer?” Gabby asked.

“I have three brothers,” I said. “I’m spending a few weeks with each of them and their wives.”

Gabby gazed at me as she cut into her steak. “Are you the youngest?”

“That’s me,” I said. “I was the accidental product of too much wine and not enough protection. My brothers are much older than me.”

Gabby laughed. “I see. Well, your parents produced a wonderful son. How much older are your brothers?”

“Max, the one I’m visiting first is twenty-eight.”

“He’s my age,” Gabby said.

“Then there’s Tom. He’s thirty-four and Adam is thirty-seven. They all have one thing in common.”

“That would be?”

“None of them have kids.” I shook my head. “I think my poor mother will blow a gasket if she’s not made a grandmother soon.”

Gabby raised an eyebrow. “That’s unusual.”

“It is,” I said. “I try not to pry. I’m sure they each have their reasons.”

“Maybe your visits will bring them good luck,” Gabby said. “When will you be back?” Her voice sounded hopeful.

“Classes start in August, but I’ll be back in July.”

Gabby’s smile faded. “That’ a long wait for a second date.”

My face flashed with a mixture of alcohol and nervous energy. “We aren’t done with the first one yet. You might change your mind by the end of the night.”

“I doubt it,” she said.

“While I’m gone, you might meet a man who sweeps you off your feet.”

She smiled at me coyly. “Who says I haven’t already?”

Despite her inviting smile, I let that comment go. When I woke up this morning, Mademoiselle Monet was an untouchable fantasy girl. A teacher so hot I had spent many evenings under a hot shower while she fueled the spank bank. Now, I was sitting across from her at her home on a romantic date. It was a lot to process.

As the dinner progressed, we made romantic banter and finished a second bottle of wine before the sun vanished over the tree line and the stars came out above a cloudless night sky.

I helped Gabby bring in the dirty dishes and placed them on the counter where she stood before the sink, rinsing out a salad bowl.

Soft music floated in from the family room and the scent of apple pie radiated from the oven.

“You made dessert?” I asked. “It smells incredible in here.”

Gabby shut off the water and turned around, leaning against the sink while she leveled me with her simmering gaze. Then she surprised me. She leaned forward, grabbed my hand, and drew me toward her. “Merci.” She laced her fingers in mine and her eyes twinkled. “But the pie still has forty-five minutes in the oven.”

My stomach swirled, and I edged closer, inhaling the welcoming scent of her orange blossom perfume. I slipped my hands around her waist and my cock stiffened inside my trousers. “Oh?”

Gabby tucked her index finger inside my pants and pulled me even closer. “And since you’re leaving tomorrow, I thought we might find a fun way to occupy our time until the oven beeps.”

At over six feet tall, I gazed down into Gabby’s inviting eyes and my head swam. Without thinking, I leaned over and kissed her soft, warm lips.

Gabby sank into me, moaning softly as she deepened our kiss. Our tongues melted together, swirling and gently probing while the sounds of our smacking lips filled the silence.

Her lips tasted of strawberry, her tongue of sweet wine. I slid my hands over her hips and flattened my palms over the steep curves of her sumptuous ass. My cock pulsed, hardening into a bulge that pressed against Gabby’s stomach.

She broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. Her nostrils flared and her eyes sparkled with caged heat. “I’ve waited months for this.” She wrapped her hand around my hard cock and gently squeezed. “I knew you would be a big boy.”

My cock reacted, unfurling inside my briefs until my shaft straightened, shifting upright like a plant seeking sunlight. I squeezed Gabby’s ass, kneading her flesh through her thin dress while my cock throbbed, nestled in her warm palm.

She kissed me again, and we opened our mouths, deepening the kiss while our tongues swam together. Gabby ran her fingers along my shaft, tracing the massive bulge in my pants while she moaned softly.

I pulled her dress upward, tugging it over her hips until my fingers brushed the bare flesh of her supple ass. High octane lust radiated from my brain like summer heat waves on a long stretch of freshly paved highway. I had wanted no one or anything as badly as I wanted Gabrielle Monet at that moment. For the first time in my life, my virginity was truly in play.

Gabby unhooked the button on the front of my trousers and eased the zipper down just enough to snake her hand inside my waistline. She moved her palm over the outside of my briefs and traced the outline of my twitching tip with her index finger. She broke off our deep kiss and came away breathless as she searched my face with her eyes. Without a word, she laced her fingers in mine, kissed me softly on the lips, and led me from the kitchen.

My heart slammed in my chest, pounding so hard I felt it beat in my temples. My legs turned weak and rubbery, and my breaths came in short, ragged pulls, leaving my lips dry. The furthest I had ever gone was with Daisy, my shy high school girlfriend, who had once let me cop a feel of her bra-clad tits. But Gabby was a woman with far more experience than I, who clearly wasn’t afraid to go all the way.

Her dress swished over her perfect ass, fueled by her swaying hips. It was a move I had seen a million times during French class, but never like this. Gabby smiled over her shoulder at me and deepened her grip, leading me past the family room, down a short hallway, and into her bedroom.

I followed her through the open door and took in the space.

Gabby’s bedroom was warm and cozy, with a big brass queen-sized bed, a plush white comforter, and a mound of fluffy pillows. White curtains and matching blinds covered two windows. A white area rug covered hardwood floorboards and another open door inside the bedroom led to what looked like a small bathroom. A wooden chest sat at the foot of the bed and a chin-high chest of drawers stood against the wall opposite the bed.

Candlelight flickered from a pair of bedside candles and a thick, triple-wicked candle sat atop the dresser, illuminating the bedroom with faint, warm light. Mademoiselle Monet had prepared for this moment well in advance, and I wasn’t about to call her on it.

Gabby pushed me onto the edge of her bed and stood before my parted legs as she ran her fingers gently through my thick head of hair. She cocked her head at a slight angle and furrowed her brow while she measured me with an amused expression on her face. “You look nervous.”

I swallowed a lump in my throat, then let out a held breath. There was no use pretending I was some sort of Casanova. The experience gulf between us was as wide as the Grand Canyon, and I wasn’t about to fool her. “I am nervous. It’s kind of my first time.”

A slight smile tugged at Gabby’s lips, and she raised an eyebrow, her expression surprised. She ran hands over my shoulders and inched closer until her braless tits appeared inches before my face. “I’m honored.” She ran her fingers through my hair and studied me closely. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

“Yes,” I answered a little too quickly before gazing up into her eyes and reaching out for her hips. “I mean… this is a dream come true. Having you be my first is more than I could have ever hoped for. But….” I held her gaze for a long second. “This may not be the finest performance you’ve ever experienced.”

She wore a bemused smile, took my face between her hands, then leaned over and kissed me softly on the lips. “It will be wonderful because I’m with you.” Gabby slid her hands down my back and tugged on my shirt until it yanked free of my trousers. She gave it a smooth pull until it disappeared over my head.

I let my hands wander down her legs and up the inside of her dress. Her warm skin filled my palms, and I squeezed her bare ass, kneading her flesh between my fingers. High on her hips, my thumbs brushed the edge of her G-string.

Gabby’s fingers danced over my muscled chest, then back up again, sliding over my shoulders before twining her fingers through my shaggy hair. “I love it when you touch me. From the first moment I saw you, it was like an electric current between us.”

“Then it wasn’t only me.” A nervous smile flickered across my face. “I felt the same way, but I didn’t want to get my hopes up.” I slipped my thumbs inside the thin waistband of her panties and slowly drew them over her hips, then lower, letting them fall to the floor before she gingerly stepped out of them.

In one fluid motion, I stood and took the hem of Gabby’s dress with me. I drew it over her waist and higher, meeting firm resistance at her big braless tits.

She met my gaze, her blue eyes cool, and stretched her arms, cat-like, high over her head as she flashed me a coy smile. “Keep pulling.”

I gave the dress a second tug and her big, firm tits sprang free as the dress whisked over her head and shoulders.

Gabrielle Monet stood before me wearing absolutely nothing. Her tits jiggled and swayed high on her chest, a picture of feminine perfection. Her hard, pebble-sized nipples were perfectly centered inside her slightly puffy and raised, quarter-sized areolas.

I gazed at her in wonder, slack-jawed and bug eyed. “You’re perfect.” I reached out and cupped her firm tits, giving them a slight squeeze before they naturally sprang back into place.

Gabby’s leering gaze wandered over my muscled chest and lower, where she eyed the bulge in my pants. She dragged her index finger along the trench in my abs and licked her lips. “I could say the same about you.”

My cock throbbed inside my tight briefs and, as if sensing my discomfort, Gabby pushed my already open pants over my hips until they dropped, joining our growing pile of unwanted clothing on the floor.

“Lay down on the bed, Jacques,” Gabby said, and I obliged, sitting on her bed before scooting backward and stretching out across the middle of the bed on my back.

Gabby crawled on after me, hovering over my body, before she stopped near my midsection. She hooked her thumbs inside my waistband and peeled off my uncomfortable briefs, at long last freeing my cock.

My glistening manhood sprang free, towering over my body and swaying like a telephone pole caught in a hurricane. In the chance the night ended with a best-case scenario, I had carefully manscaped prior to arriving at Gabby’s house to avoid explaining away an overpowering bush.

With my briefs joining our discarded clothing, Gabby crawled back up my body, slinking over me like a jungle cat. Her big tits swayed and jiggled from side to side beneath her chest as she eyed my towering manhood like the grand prize at the county fair.

Her long, golden brown hair tickled my thighs, sending shivers up my spine. My cock throbbed, rock hard and twitching, while Gabby reached out and wrapped her fingers around my rigid base.

I moaned softly and swiveled my hips as I drank in the sensuous curves of her incredible body.

Her hips were smooth and lush, leading to a thin waist and a flat, tight tummy. A thin sliver of trimmed pubic hair covered a pussy already slick with her wetness.

Gabby squeezed my cock, milking a clear droplet of pre-cum from my slit before she leaned forward and licked it clean using the flat of her tongue.

My toes curled involuntarily, and my cock throbbed, pulsing inside her soft grip. It was the first time a tongue had ever contacted my cock, and the feeling was overpoweringly wonderful.

She smiled at me over the tip of my cock. “You are so hard. Do you want to feel it inside me?”

My head roared with fiery lust, and I managed a garbled yes before Gabby giggled and kissed the tip of my cock.

She licked the crown of my tip like a melting ice cream cone, then swirled her tongue over my glans. With her hard nipples raking my upper thighs, Gabby sealed her lips around my shaft and gently sucked, sliding her pouty pink lips along my rod, taking me deep inside her mouth.

I groaned and arched my back. My balls tightened, and I bit my lower lip, on the brink of blowing my load in Gabby’s hot, wet mouth.

She came off with a sharp pop and slurped up the excess saliva before giggling again. “I can feel you twitching inside my mouth.”

“It won’t take much,” I said. “You’re just so beautiful.”

“Thank you, my sweet man.” She pushed off my chest, sat up, and straddled me, never taking her hand off my cock. Gabby planted one knee on the bed beside my hip and pushed herself higher before dragging my knob along her soaking, swollen labia.

Every nerve ending in my tip lit up like a scoreboard, sending waves of ecstasy crisscrossing my body. I groaned again and inched my hips off the bed, seeking her tight little pussy.

“I’ll teach you everything,” Gabby said. “Don’t worry about pleasuring me. When you feel like coming, let it go inside me.”

“I brought a condom,” I said.

Gabby raised an eyebrow. “Do you want to use a condom the first time you make love?”

“No.” My voice came out raw.

“You won’t ever need a condom with me, baby. Are you ready?” She slid my knob along her wet slit until the tip sank into the warm, fleshy folds near her entrance.

My heart raced, and adrenaline surged through my veins. I had waited nineteen for this moment. In my wildest imagination, I never dreamed I might lose my virginity to a beautiful French teacher nine years my senior. The things she could teach made me want to forget my Colorado trip entirely.

Pushing all that aside, I focused on Gabrielle’s angelic face and crystal-clear eyes. “I’m ready.” I reached out and slid my hands up her thighs as Gabby sank down onto cock, halfway impaling herself while her body shuddered in ecstasy.

Her pussy was warm, and way tighter than I expected. Not that I knew what to expect, but the sensation was better than any drug or any high I had ever experienced. My cock throbbed inside her, pulsating against her inner walls as she squeezed down on my shaft with her pussy muscles.

“Oh, baby. You are so big.” Gabby’s words came out breathless and her chest heaved, setting her tits bouncing and swaying as she adjusted to my size.

I edged my hips off the bed and pushed deeper inside my sizzling hot teacher, letting out a primal moan as my cock twitched and pulsed, leaking cum inside her. I held back my orgasm for now, but I had years of buildup seeping out of me. Was she on the pill? Maybe she had an IUD? I didn’t care. In fact, the thought of impregnating such a beautiful creature turned me on even more than I already was.

Gabby leaned forward and gyrated her hips, plumbing her pussy with my rigid cock until I fully impaled her, my cock throbbing inside her incredibly tight pussy.

“I knew it would feel good, but this feels incredible,” I said.

Gabby leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “You are way bigger than any man I’ve ever been with,” she said. “But I haven’t been with a real man in almost a year.”

A real man as opposed to a fake man? Or did she mean sex toys? “I’m already very close,” I said.

“Don’t hold back.” She kissed me again. This time, our tongues flashed together before she gazed into my eyes. “How does it feel to lose your virginity?”

I grinned. “Pretty fucking amazing.”

Gabby giggled and moved her hips as she slowly started fucking me. Her wooden bed frame creaked in mild protest, and her big round tits rode across my chest like two soft pillows.

I ran my hands along the curve of her spine and settled my palms on her ass so I could feel her move atop me. She told me to let it go, but I wanted to at least try to please her before I made an inevitable mess. I timed the rhythm of my hips so that my upward thrust had the greatest momentum when she bottomed out on my massive cock.

The result was a sharp gasp from Gabby as her eyes widened with surprise. “Mmmm… you’re a natural. Try to keep pace.” She sat upright and took my hands, pushing them onto her tits. “Play with my nipples while I grind you.”

Gabby picked up her pace, fucking me harder as the bed frame squeaked under the heavy load.

I tweaked her nipples, rolling them between my fingers as they grew harder, and Gabby moaned.

With light slapping sounds, my midsection clapped against Gabby’s ass, sending shock waves across her hips while I thrust faster and harder, meeting her stroke for stroke.

Gabby’s breathing quickened, and she furrowed her brow, gazing down at me with her lips parted and her eyes half closed. “Baby, I’m so close.” She fucked me harder, making the bedsprings sing as I mercilessly pounded her, thrusting harder and deeper until her pussy felt like it was on fire.

My powerful thrusts cut off her warbling moans. I tweaked her stiff nipples between my fingers as I kneaded her big, soft tits in my hands. My cock twitched and pulsed so hard I passed the point of no return. The most powerful orgasm of my young life hit me like a runaway train. “Coming.” I groaned and thrust my hips high off the bed, impaling her as my cock boiled over, spray painting her womb with hot loads of sticky, potent cum.

Gabby’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she dug her fingers into my muscled chest, squeezing her pussy so tight I couldn’t have pulled out of her even if I had wanted to. Her body went rigid, and she cried out, moaning so loud I was sure the neighbors could hear.

My cock continued to spurt uncontrollably, blasting her insides with heavy ropes of sperm-laden cum. The feeling of unbridled pleasure was the greatest experience of my life, and I was hooked. Why weren’t people fucking all day long? I released her tits and grabbed her hips, forcing her up and down on my cock as she slowed her pace, milking me dry of every drop.

Gabby worked her hips in a slow front-to-back motion, grinding my cock until it stopped twitching inside her. She leaned forward and pressed her big tits flat against my chest before we kissed.

With my hard cock still inside her, our make-out session lasted for the better part of a half hour. We touched forbidden flesh and explored each other’s bodies unencumbered by our student-teacher relationship.

Finally, Gabby broke the kiss long enough to gaze into my eyes and let out a satisfied sigh. “Can you at least spend the night with me? I don’t want you to go home.”

“Go home? Who said anything about going home?” I asked. “Round two is in our near future. Can we try it doggy style next time?”

A broad smile stretched across Gabby’s face. “Oui.” She kissed me full on the lips and came away, her eyes twinkling. “After a piece of pie.”

I had forgotten about the pie. “Naked pie in the kitchen?”

Her eyes danced, and she pushed herself off my chest. “Absolutely.”

We spent a few minutes cleaning up the mess I left inside Gabby’s pussy. Ten minutes later, we sat across from each other at Gabby’s cozy kitchen table made for two, eating warm apple pie. Gabby sat before me naked and completely uninhibited, laughing at my dumb jokes while we stuffed our faces.

I swallowed a big bite and gazed across the table at her. “You know you could come with me to Colorado.”

She gazed at me with a bite of pie dangling from her outstretched fork. “You’re serious?”

“I don’t want to scare you off,” I said. “Was tonight more than just us scratching an itch?”

“Is it for you?” Gabby asked.

“Much more. That’s why you should come with me.”

She put her bite into her mouth and measured me with her gaze before she swallowed. “My parents are coming to visit in late June, and I have a conference I need to attend that goes for the next two weeks.”

“That’s perfect. You could meet me at my brother Tom’s house. He lives up in the mountains. You’ll love it. Stay as long as you want.”

“He wouldn’t mind?” Gabby asked.

“Mind? He would love to meet my girlfriend.” My cheeks turned hot, and I tried to backpedal. “Not that you’re my girlfriend. But if you were, he —”

Gabby giggled and grabbed my hand. “It’s fine. It makes me happy to hear you call me your girlfriend.”

“So, you’ll go?” I asked.

“Oui.” She grinned. “Will your brother mind if we sleep together?”

I laughed. “He better not mind.”

“Good. Because I won’t be able to keep my hands off of you.”

I grinned and scooped up another bite of pie. “Can I ask you about birth control?”

Gabby raised an eyebrow. “About the condoms?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t want to use condoms with you, either. Are you on any other birth control?”

“I’m not,” she said. “I’ve had problems with the pill, and I’ve never been sexually active enough for an IUD.”

A knot formed in the pit of my stomach. “So… we’re playing Russian roulette?”

Gabby shrugged. “I’m not ovulating. We’re safe tonight, but if you don’t want a little Jacques running around, you might have to wear protection when I visit you in Colorado.”

“Oh?” My voice came out flat and sullen. “It sounds like you don’t mind getting pregnant?”

Gabby giggled and squeezed my hand. “If I ever got pregnant with a baby we made, I would keep it. Does that bother you?”

“Really? What if you end up hating me?” I asked.

She shook her head, and her big blue eyes swam with love. “You have a kind heart, Jacques. When I came here, I broke off a long-term engagement with a man several years older than me. He was cold and aloof. You are everything he isn’t. At my age, having a child is something that’s on my mind often.”

“I see. I’m not sure I’m ready to be a father just yet.”

Gabby shrugged. “Pull out or come inside me. It’s your choice.” She pushed away from the table and took our plates. “Now come on. Let’s go practice making babies.”
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It took less than thirty seconds to spot my gorgeous sister-in-law waiting for me at the Denver baggage claim. “Jenny,” I called out across the terminal, causing the stunning blonde to turn and ravish me with a smile.

My stomach swooned, and my heart leapt into my throat. My months’ long infatuation with Gabrielle Monet was nothing compared to my five-year infatuation with my twenty-eight-year-old blonde bombshell sister-in-law.

When I was only fourteen years old, my brother Max brought Jenny home to meet the family. She was twenty-three and a hard eleven on a ten-point scale. In the five years since, Jenny had somehow only grown hotter.

From bikini-clad backyard barbecues to baggy pajama tops that revealed a little too much, my time with Jenny had been an exercise in sexual frustration. Her body was as sublime as the features of her picture perfect face. And she was off limits.

Jenny waved back at me excitedly as a bright smile split her face.

“Jesus H. Christ,” I mumbled under my breath as I soaked in her outfit.

Jenny was petite, standing five-foot-two in her bare feet with big springy tits, a thin waist, and a bubbly, compact ass. She drew the attention of nearly every man surrounding her as she half-skipped toward me with her tits springing from side-to-side.

She wore a pair of tight denim shorts, a loose white tank top, and a matching spandex athletic top visible in the sizeable gaps at her sides. Jenny wore her golden hair pulled back in a neat ponytail and her tanned, toned legs bore not an ounce of unwanted fat. Her bright white Keds tennis shoes offset her golden girl complexion. With glossy-pink cock-sucking lips, white teeth, and a pert nose, she had the look of a woman you might find lurking on the pages of a swimsuit calendar.

My brother Max had scored big by marrying Jenny, but he was every bit as handsome as Jenny was pretty. Until this year, I had concluded that the family DNA for good looks had cruelly skipped me. Thankfully, I was just a late bloomer.

Jenny bounded into my arms, and I scooped her up, swinging her about in a tight circle.

She squealed with delight and tightened her grip around my shoulders as she buried her head in my neck. “I can’t believe it’s really you.”

She smelled like clean sunshine and fresh air, and her soft tits rested comfortably against my chest. I nestled my nose into her golden locks and inhaled her natural scent, causing my cock to stiffen in my shorts. Baggy shorts were the name of the game around Jenny Lawrence. I had a perpetual hard-on in her presence. “Hey there, JJ. I missed you too.” Reluctantly, I set her down and towered a full foot over her.

Jenny scooped up my hands as she examined from head to toe. “You went and got hot? You must beat the ladies off with a broom.”

My cheeks turned warm, and I shook my head. “Not really. Just one lady and no broom.”

“Little Jackie has a girlfriend? I need all the details.”

“Let’s get my luggage first,” I said.

“Right.” She cradled my hand in hers and led me toward the baggage carousel. “But don’t think I’ll forget. The last time you had a girlfriend was that girl from high school. What was her name, Daisy?”

I cleared my throat. “Yeah. Let’s leave Daisy comfortably in the past.”

We gathered my luggage and Jenny talked my ear off as we made our way to the car. An hour later, we pulled into Jenny and Max’s unattached garage in downtown Denver’s trendy Capitol Hill area.

I pulled my luggage from the trunk and Jenny led me through the garage and into their fenced off patio area, complete with an outdoor bar, a big screen TV, and a hot tub.

“You added a hot tub?”

“Yes,” Jenny said. “I fought it at first, but Max gets so sore after his long bike rides. It’s pretty great, but don’t tell him I said that.” She shot me a sheepish grin as she climbed the short stairs that led into the house.

We entered the house through the kitchen, and Jenny made her way towards the stairs. “I’m putting you on the third floor in the room down the hall from our bedroom.”

“Sounds good.” I followed Jenny up the stairs with my gaze locked firmly on her tight little ass.

She passed her open bedroom door on the left. “Bathroom is on the right. You’re staying at the end of the hall.” She pushed open the door and walked into a cozy guest bedroom with a queen-sized antique poster bed sitting in the middle of the room.

“You don’t see beds like that anymore.” I put down my suitcase and stood at the end of the bed.

Jenny hopped on the bed, and it squeaked loudly beneath her pixie weight. “It’s an original with the house. I don’t think it will even fit through the door.” She kicked off her shoes and stretched out like a cat, with her head resting atop a fluffy mound of pillows. She smiled down at me and sighed contentedly. “It’s so comfortable.” She patted the mattress beside her. “Come, try it.”

My stomach dipped with nervous energy. “Try it? You’re on it.”

Jenny giggled. “There’s more than enough room for both of us, silly. Besides, I don’t bite.”

I kicked off my sandals and joined her on the bed, careful to keep plenty of distance between us. The mattress soaked me in, conforming to my body as if it were custom-built just for me. “Holy shit. You’re right.”

“I told you.” She laughed. “I sleep in here all the time whenever Max snores. Plus, he gets up at the crack of dawn to work out. A lady needs her beauty rest.”

“Now I feel bad,” I said. “I can sleep downstairs.”

“Don’t be silly,” Jenny said. “I want you to feel comfortable. Three weeks is a long time.” She spread out her arms and sighed. “I promise that you’ll never forget this bed.”

A wave of drowsiness swept over me. Gabby and I had stayed up all night having sex and the sleep on the plane wasn’t great. “You’ll have to scrape me off the bed with a spatula.”

Jenny giggled again and turned on her side to face me, propping herself up on one elbow. “I can’t believe how much you’ve changed.”

“I hit the gym,” I said and smiled over at her. “But not at six am or anything crazy.”

She laughed. “Good. A man needs his sleep.”

“And the acne cleared,” I said.

“It’s not just that,” Jenny said. “You’re taller. And you have shoulders broader than all your brothers. You’ve filled out into a man. You look closer to my age than nineteen.”

I gazed into her pretty blue eyes. “Thanks, JJ. That means a lot. How’s everything going with you and Max?”

Like flipping a switch, Jenny’s eyes filled with tears, and her chin quivered with emotion. She shook her head and dabbed at her eyes. “I’m sorry.” She averted her gaze and sniffled.

I reached for a bedside tissue and handed it to her. “What’s wrong J? Did Max do something to you?”

Jenny took the tissue and dabbed at her eyes. “It’s nothing like that.” She let out a deep breath and composed herself. “We’re having problems getting pregnant.”

“Oh, God. I’m so sorry. That was stupid of me to pry.”

She shook her head and grabbed my hand. “No. It’s sweet of you to ask. I shouldn’t dump this on you.”

“You’re not dumping on me, JJ. That’s what family is for.” I wanted to ask her what the actual problem was, but I didn’t feel comfortable putting her on the spot. Thankfully, she was quick to volunteer the details.

“It’s Max,” she said. “It turns out he’s sterile.” She let out a short, bitter laugh.

My jaw dropped. “What? How?”

“It was a biking accident,” she said. “He wracked himself and did some serious damage.”

“Oh, shit.” I squeezed her hand. “Can he have a surgery to fix it?”

“He’s had three surgeries already. The doctors don’t know what else to do.” Her eyes filled with tears, and she shook her head. “It’s not good, Jack.”

“Can I help?” I asked. “If it’s sperm you need, I’ve got plenty.”

Jenny’s eyes widened. “I can’t ask you to do that.”

“I’m offering,” I said.

She shook her head. “I don’t know. You should think about it, and I’ll talk to Max. Let’s not decide anything right now.”

From the door came a familiar male voice. “What are we deciding? If it’s not about dinner and drinks, it can wait.” My brother Max grinned from just inside the open door.
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The three of us ended up at the Lowdown Brewery and Kitchen, which was within walking distance of Max and Jenny’s place. The food was great, and the beer was amazing, and that was before the band came on. We ordered another round and sat back on full stomachs watching the band play before Jenny remembered what she wanted to ask me back at the airport.

Jenny smiled over at Max. “So, did you know your little brother has himself a girlfriend?”

Max’s eyes widened. “No shit?” He turned to face me. “Why didn’t you say something”

I shrugged. “It didn’t come up, and it’s pretty new.”

“Who is she?” Max asked.

“Don’t tell me it’s some catty sorority girl who sank her claws into you,” Jenny offered me a little frown. “Those girls can be bitches.”

“She’s not a sorority girl.” I gave them both a smug grin. “Unless they have sororities in France.”

“Dude, she’s French?” Max leaned forward. “You hit the fucking jackpot.”

Jenny rolled her eyes and swallowed a giant gulp of beer. “Just because she’s French doesn’t mean she’s hot.” Her words came out with a slight slur as if she was heavily buzzed. It wasn’t really like Jenny to be so catty, and I had a feeling her slight inebriation had lowered her filter.

Max frowned at Jenny. “Are you jealous?”

Jenny glared at Max. “Are you?”

“Easy, blonde pixie,” Max said. “I come in peace.”

“Let me see a picture of her.” Jenny inched her chair closer to me.

Under the table, I felt her foot brush up against my leg. I smiled at her. “You’re that curious?”

“She’s not the only one,” Max said. “Picture. Now.”

“Lemme see,” Jenny said through her growing slur. She leaned in close, gazing at my phone. The motion caused her foot to press harder against my leg and slide up my shin where she left it.

I sighed and pulled up my pictures. “We took this one last night.” I turned my phone around and showed them a selfie of Gabby and me we took at the dinner table.

“Holy smoke show,” Max said. “You’re dating that girl? Double jackpot.” He reached across the table and gave me a high five.

I felt guilty objectifying Gabby, but he was right. She was a smoke show.

Jenny glared at my phone. “She’s in college? How old is she?”

“Actually… she’s twenty-eight,” I said.

Max cackled with laughter, and Jenny’s jaw dropped.

“She was my French teacher until yesterday,” I said. “She asked me out after class.”

My brother stood and spun in a circle, cackling and pumping his fists. “Bro, you are the man!” He leveled double pistols at me and then fake fired before blowing off the fake smoke. He grinned at me, beaming with admiration. “Let me get this straight. Your hot French teacher from France asked you, Jack Lawrence, out on an official date?” He shook his head and gazed at me with approval. “My work here is done.”

I laughed and put away my phone, grinning up at him. “Shut the fuck up, dude.”

“Did you score with her?” Max asked.

“What happened between me, and Gabby is my business,” I said.

Max barked out a laugh. “You totally banged her. Well played, little brother.”

Jenny didn’t look nearly as pleased as Max. “Her name is Gabby?”

“Gabrielle Monet,” I said. “But she goes by Gabby.”

“Even her name is hot,” Max said.

Jenny half glared at me and folded her arms over her chest, which pushed her tits together, forming a mouthwatering ripple of cleavage that rose above her top. “I can’t believe you’re dating someone my age.”

“Are you angry or something?” I asked.

“No,” she said and shrugged. “I’m just surprised.”

But it was more than that. Jenny was pissed, and I didn’t know why. “You’ll have time to meet her later this summer,” I said. “She’s meeting me at Tom’s house in a few weeks.”

“Ooh, la, la,” Max said. “I can’t wait to meet the Fraulein.”

“That’s German, dumbass,” Jenny said, laughing at Max. “You’re looking for the word, mademoiselle.”

Max rolled his eyes. “Whatever. I’ve got to piss. BRB.” He pushed away from the table and swiveled away from us before disappearing further into the restaurant.

Jenny edged closer and now blatantly rubbed her foot up and down my shin. “So, you’re into older women?” She sipped on her beer and gazed at me with a mischievous grin.

“Her age isn’t a factor,” I said. “I like beautiful, smart women.”

“Oh, I’m well aware of what type of women you’re into.” Jenny giggled and practically eye fucked me while she tucked an errant lock of her blonde hair behind her ear.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Jenny rolled her eyes. “Come on, Jack. We’re both adults. Can we just acknowledge that you’ve always had a crush on me? It’s not like I don’t know.”

My cheeks flushed hot, and I stared at her, stunned. I didn’t know what to say and stared at her like an idiot.

Jenny laughed and leaned forward before giving me a small peck on the cheek. “You’re so easy to tease. But it’s true. Don’t try to deny it. I think it’s beyond adorable and I’m very flattered. Even Max knows that you have a crush on me.”

“What? How?”

“Baby, it’s obvious,” Jenny said, slurring more than ever. “The way I catch you look at me sometimes… it’s like you want to fuck me silly.”

“Maybe I did when I was a kid, but —”

“Jack, you gave me that look today at the airport and then again upstairs in the guest room. Nobody, not even Max, looks at me the way you do.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’ll stay with Tom if you’re uncomfortable.”

Jenny reached out and squeezed my hand, giving me a reassuring smile. “I’m not uncomfortable. It’s the complete opposite, really. But there is something you need to know.”

“That would be?”

Her eyes danced, drinking me in, and she traced a small heart on the back of my hand with her fingertip. “I’ve always had a crush on you, too.”
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My brother arrived at the table shortly after Jenny’s confession and I locked it away, chalking it up to a drunken night out on the town. By the time we got home, we were all more tired than drunk, and we called it a night.

Jenny and Max disappeared into their room. I hit the bathroom, then went to bed, stripping down naked before I crawled under the sheets. Sixty seconds later, sleep took me.

In the middle of the night, my bedroom door groaned open, and my eyes fluttered open.

“Jack?” Jenny whispered from the open door. “Are you awake?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice heavy with sleep.

“Max is snoring like a log. Can I sleep with you?”

Any semblance of exhaustion was swept away under an influx of fresh adrenaline. I sat up a little in bed and gazed toward the bedroom door.

The full moon shining in through the bedroom window cast Jenny in a silvery sheen that made her easy to see despite the murky shadows.

Jenny wore a long white t-shirt that covered her hips, and her long blonde hair hung loose over her shoulders.

“Are you sure? What if Max wakes up?”

“He’s out like a light. I’ve hit him a dozen times and he won’t stop snoring.”

“I guess so, but you should probably leave before he wakes up.”

Jenny stepped inside and closed the door behind her until it clicked shut. Then she came around to the far side of the bed and started to get in.

“Wait,” I said, stopping Jenny in her tracks.

“What’s wrong?”

“I’m naked. I mean… I sleep naked. Does that bother you?”

“Oh, good. So do I.” She pulled off her t-shirt and tossed it aside, revealing her big tits jiggling in the shadowy murk. Without another word, she slipped under the sheets and pulled the blanket up around her shoulders.

I froze under the covers, afraid to move, while Jenny shifted toward me under the sheets.

“It’s freezing over here,” she whispered. “Can I come closer to you?”

My cock hardened to concrete in fifteen seconds. “Sure.”

Jenny inched closer and slid her cold feet under my bare thigh. “You’re so warm.” Her body followed her feet until her clean scent enveloped me and the warmth from her body radiated along my side.

Her warm breath floated down my neck, and she casually draped her hand over my bare chest. “This is nice.”

“Yeah.” My heart beat so hard and fast I thought I might pass out.

Jenny traced an invisible pattern on my chest and inched closer until her tits mashed against my rib cage. “Why are you so nervous?” She giggled and rested her palm flat against my chest, rubbing my pectoral muscles.

“JJ, what are we doing here?” I turned my head and found her face inches from mine.

She gazed into my eyes for a long heartbeat. “I don’t like you being with her.”

Her slur was gone, and it seemed sober Jenny was back. But sober Jenny clearly remembered what drunken Jenny had blurted out and didn’t have a problem with it. “Why?” I resisted the urge to kiss her and drank in her beautiful face.

“I always thought that you and I had a thing,” she said. “And that one day, when the time was right, we would act on our feelings. But she’s my age, Jack. If she was your age, I wouldn’t be jealous. I know it doesn’t make sense. You’re mine. Not hers, and she can’t have you.”

“Jenny, if this is the alcohol talking —”

“It’s not,” she said, cutting me off. “I’m sober, and these feelings aren’t new.”

“What about Max?”

“Max knows how I feel,” she said.

“How would Max feel if he knew you were lying in bed naked with me?”

“He wouldn’t mind,” she said. “We came to an understanding… a long time ago. You should talk to your brother.”

I stared at her for a long moment, then leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips.

Jenny didn’t resist. She draped her leg over my upper thighs and ran her hand down my stomach until she found my hard cock pressing into the sheets. She took me in hand and slowly stroked as she opened her mouth and our tongues lashed together.

I had died and gone to heaven. It was the first night of my trip and I was entwined with my naked sister-in-law while she stroked my cock. Lucky for me, Gabby and I had gone five rounds the night before, which gave me some lasting power. I meant to explore her naked body from head to toe, kissing every inch before I fucked her brains out.

I slid my hand over her ass, squeezing it firmly as I deepened our kiss. Her bubble-gum tongue rolled over mine, and her soft, ripe lips slid over mine like a dream. She moaned while she slid her tongue across my front teeth, then she sucked my tongue deep inside her mouth.

Jenny ground her wet pussy against my hip and squeezed my cock, stroking me with long, leisurely pulls. She broke off the kiss, breathless, and gazed at me, her blue eyes heavy with lust. “Your cock is massive.” She gazed down the length of my body and smiled seductively. “It might split me in two.”

My stomach swirled as anticipation of the main event triggered a deluge of adrenaline that spiked my heart rate. “I won’t bother asking if I should pull out.”

Jenny giggled and kissed me. “Nope. I’ll spend the next three weeks draining you dry. Then I’ll try to steal you from your brothers’ houses for the rest of the summer. Gabby can go fuck herself. You’re my man.” As she gazed into my eyes, Jenny squeezed my cock and ran her thumb tenderly over my swollen glans. “Put a baby in me, baby.”

How I would conduct that feat with Max around was a topic for a different conversation. Right now, I was hungry for some blonde pixie. “First things first,” I said before I wrapped my arms around Jenny’s slender frame and flipped her under me.

Jenny let out a quick gasp and giggled as she let me manhandle her. “I love a man who takes charge.”

I pinned her arms back against the pillows and stretched her out below me, taking a good long look at her naked body for the first time.

Perfection was a subjective term, but in Jenny Lawrence’s case, it was safe to say she was objectively perfect. Her tits were round and full and jiggled atop her chest like a warm cheesecake straight out of the oven. She was a D-cup without trying and her areolas were flat, round, and perfectly symmetrical. Jenny’s hard nipples towered above her ripe tits like spongy erasers badly in need of a nibble and suck.

Then there was her complexion with sharp tan lines demarcating her bronzed flesh from her creamy forbidden interior. Her body was smooth and blemish free. The faint lines of a four-pack appeared on her abdomen and the tan lines repeated themselves around her hips and waist. Jenny’s bronzed legs were toned, soft, and glistening under the moonlight. Her creamy, kissable thighs led to a crisp pink slit, perfectly waxed and soaking with her wetness.

I soaked in every curve of her perfect face, then gazed down the length of her body with my jaw hanging open and drool collecting on my bottom lip.

“That’s the look,” Jenny whispered. “No one looks at me like you do.” She reached up and drew me in tight, kissing me softly on the lips before she let out a little moan and our tongues darted together.

When we broke off the kiss, Jenny stared deeply into my eyes, and I lost myself in those bottomless blue pools.

“I love you, Jack,” she whispered and ran her hands over my chest and back up to my face, where she cradled my cheeks in her palms. “I always have.”

“I love you too, JJ.”

Jenny grinned. “Nobody but you ever calls me JJ. Did you know that?”

“Does it bother you?”

She shook her head, and her eyes glimmered with joyful tears. “I love it. Max tried to call me your pet name for me once and I told him to stop. I told him only you can call me JJ.”

Jennifer Jordyn was Jenny’s first and middle name, but I had shortened it to JJ almost five years ago and it stuck. “I don’t want to hurt Max.”

She shook her head. “My love for Max is complicated. I don’t want to hurt him either, but I burn for you, Jack. Way down deep in the pit of my stomach, I know that you’ve always been the one. Maybe the pregnancy thing was serendipitous. Maybe I’m supposed to have your babies.”

“And raise them with Max?” I asked.

“Max will make a wonderful uncle,” she said. “Don’t you think? But you are the only father our children will ever know.”

“J, I can’t hurt him. I love him.”

“Talk to him,” Jenny said. “It’s his story to tell, but you’re worrying about nothing.”

I wouldn’t hurt Gabby any more than my brother, but I wasn’t about to bring that up. And I had waited far too long for this moment to put it off any longer. Without another word, I nuzzled my nose behind Jenny’s ear and licked my way around her earlobe while she softly moaned.

Jenny kissed my neck and ran her fingers along my back until she reached the covers and tossed them aside, freeing our bodies entirely. “I want to get a good look when you fuck me,” she whispered while she kissed her way along my neck. She twined her petite feet in my ankles and rubbed her legs against mine.

I kissed my way lower, down her neck, tasting her sweet flesh, while Jenny ran her fingers through my shaggy hair. When I reached her tits, it was like the greatest Christmas morning of my life. I cradled her big natural tits in my palms, savoring their weight and feel. Then I squeezed them together, forming a massive mound of bronzed cleavage. “They’re perfect.”

Jenny ran her hands over mine and smiled up at me. “Thirty-eight D-cups, and they are all yours.”

I lowered my lips to her nipple and sucked the spongy tip between my lips. Having JJ’s nipple swirling around in my mouth was surreal and intoxicating all at the same time. I gave her nipple a gentle love bite, then opened my mouth, covering her entire areola with my lips and sucked, savoring her sweet flesh.

“Baby, I love that so much,” Jenny whispered. She dragged her fingertips down my spine, squeezed my ass, and ground her pussy against my stomach.

I gave her nipple a gentle tug with my teeth, let it go, and it snapped back into place. Not to leave her magnificent chest lopsided, I inhaled her other nipple, gently sucking while I kneaded her tits between my open fingers. She was a ten-course meal rolled into one pixie package of pure sexual dynamite. I couldn’t wait until she rode me, but I had long fantasized of pounding her between her legs while I watched her face contort with pleasure.

But I was getting way ahead of myself. I played with her nipple, teasing it with tongue before stuffing my face inside her cleavage while I pressed her massive tits against each side of my head. I was in paradise.

Jenny’s breathing intensified, and her pussy soaked my stomach with her constant grinding. She raked my back with her long fingernails and sucked my earlobe between her lips. Her sweet, warm breath curled inside my ear and trailed down my neck, sending shock waves of ecstasy rolling across my body.

It was time to press on and taste the nectar locked away inside Jenny’s tight little pussy. Even in the tiniest bikini bottoms, she only ever revealed the faintest camel toe. Hers was the Mona Lisa of pussies, and I needed a closeup view. With her tits firmly in hand, I kissed my way lower, along her upper stomach, across the flat plain of her tummy until I reached no-man’s-land. The heat radiating off her pussy nearly sent me into a feeding frenzy.

“Oh, baby, yesss….” Jenny hissed and parted her legs, giving me free access to her secret jewel.

I licked my way across her bikini line, teasing her and eliciting a low moan from my golden goddess.

She dug her fingers into my hair and gyrated her hips, willing me to descend into the land that had only ever lived in my imagination.

Her scent was pure and sweet. The creamy flesh of her mons rolled easily over my probing tongue. I reluctantly released her tits and cradled her compact ass in both hands, kneading her cheeks while lifting her gently off the bed, allowing me to position her soaking wet slit in exactly the right spot.

Jenny’s wet labia gleamed under the silvery moonlight streaming in through the bedroom window. The slight creaking sound of the antique bed rose above Jenny’s fevered moans and airy breaths. She clutched twin handfuls of my dark hair and slung her toned legs over my shoulders, grinding her pussy against empty air.

I went all in. Her scent drove me crazy, and I started high on her pussy, sliding my tongue along her slit, lapping up her wetness before I drove my tip into the thick of her pink, setting loose a fresh wave of lubrication.

Jenny’s moans turned into loud groans. She bucked underneath me as she drove her heels into the soft flesh of my back. “God, baby. Don’t stop.” She rapidly repeated the phrase as her words came out in a fevered rush.

I cradled her ass in one hand, freeing the other to help me in pushing Jenny over the brink. While I lapped up her pussy, I used my thumb to uncover her clit.

That action alone drove Jenny wild. Goosebumps flashed across her stomach and chest, hardening her nipples into daggers while she moaned loudly, calling out my name while she ground her pussy into my lips.

I swirled my thumb over her clit and thrust the tip of my tongue into her tight little honey hole, lapping up her juices as she flowed like an open faucet. The crash course Gabby gave me was certainly coming in handy.

“I’m so close,” Jenny said, as she tightened her thighs around each side of my head, and I went in for the kill.

I licked my way up her pussy and moved my thumb, replacing it with the warm reverberation of my lips and the swirling of my probing tongue. I pulled Jenny’s petite little clit between my lips and sucked, sending her over the brink.

Jenny’s body went rigid. Her pussy spasmed in my mouth, and she clamped down on the side of my head with her thighs. She pulled my hair inside her closed fists and cried out so loud I thought my brother would burst through the door and bust us in the act. But we were both too far gone to care.

Jenny’s body remained rigid as the orgasm crested and washed over her while I kept up the pressure on her sensitive pussy. As she came down the other side, she released her leg lock around my head and her body jerked with aftershocks as I dialed back the pressure.

Jenny sucked sharp breaths through her parted lips and collapsed back onto the bed. She gazed down at me, where I remained between her parted legs with her arms stretched out beside her and her relaxed legs spread open. “God, Jack. What the fuck did you do to me? That was intense.”

I crawled up between her legs. My cock remained steel hard. My shaft bounced between her parted legs, leaking thin strings of clear pre-cum that stained her creamy inner thighs. “Fucking is exactly what I’m about to do to you.”

Jenny’s face lit up, and she stretched out her arms over my shoulders before coiling them around my neck. She drew me into a short, passionate kiss. “Don’t pull out.”

I chuckled and kissed her again as I dragged my swollen tip across her soaking wet pussy. “Don’t worry, little J. Are you ovulating?”

“Next week,” she said. “That gives us this week to practice like we’re training for the sexual Olympics.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Are we talking free use?”

Jenny giggled. “If I said no, would you fuck me anyway?”

“The genie is out of the bottle now,” I said.

She loosely coiled her legs around my waist and drew me in. “This pussy belongs to you now. Where and when you fuck me is your call.”

My stomach dipped, and I hoped against hope her words weren’t simply pillow talk. Because I meant to test that theory again and again over the long, hot summer. As I gazed into Jenny’s clear blue eyes, she raised her hips as I thrust forward. With a primal groan, I sank my pulsing cock deep inside my sister-in-law’s tight pussy.

The pleasure of her heat and tightness nearly overwhelmed me. I bit my lip as I maintained eye contact with my blonde pixie. The urge to come coursed through my veins, and I held still as my cock throbbed against her tight, pulsing walls.

Jenny flexed her pussy, clamping down on my manhood. She dug her heels into my ass and coiled her hands around the back of my neck, using me to leverage her hips. “Fuck me like you own me,” she said.

I went to work, starting with slow, deep thrusts until I was sure my orgasm had receded enough for fantasy to meet reality. With a single powerful driving thrust, I rammed her hard until my cock met the stiff resistance of Jenny’s cervix.

She let out a sharp gasp, and her eyes washed over with pleasure. I pumped inside her again and again, grunting as my cock hammered home.

Jenny’s lips parted and her breathing turned ragged. She grunted with every thrust, and I memorized every line on her face.

I piston fucked my little blonde angel, watching her tits roll atop her chest, slapping together as I plowed her fertile soil. My thighs slapped against her tight little ass, and my grunts merged with hers. Through it all, my eyes remained locked on hers.

The old bed squeaked like the wailing dead, making such a commotion there was no way my brother could have slept through the rhythmic sing-song music of the groaning bed frame.

I didn’t care if Max heard or if I turned the bed into a pile of splinters. My day had arrived, and I was taking the ride of my life. I fucked JJ harder and faster, stealing a glance downward as my cock split her open in a blur of motion amid the slick sounds of wanton sex.

Jenny moaned. “God, Jack. I love you so much.” She shouted out my name. Either Max was the world’s deepest sleeper, or he had slit his wrists.

“Oh, baby. I’m coming.” My voice quivered and my cock felt as hot as the sun.

Jenny clamped her legs down around my waist, locking me in deep. She held my face in her hands as she gazed into my eyes. “Come inside me, baby.”

A seismic orgasmic swept over me and I groaned, gushing deep inside Jenny, spurting a river of cum straight into her fertile womb. My vision blurred and my head spun as I came, unloading a freight train of fantasy jizz into the girl of my dreams.

My body spasmed and Jenny squeezed her pussy, milking my twitching cock as she drew my face in tight with hers.

“I feel it deep inside me,” she whispered and kissed me softly on the lips. “We’re making our baby.” She kissed me again and my orgasm crested while my head flashed.

I let out a groan born from my soul and came over and over, spurting so much cum I nearly passed out.

Jenny’s pussy undulated over my shaft, milking me while she slowly bucked her hips, sliding her hot pussy along my shaft.

My orgasm crested, then faded as the contractions of my twitching cock grew longer. When I arrived at the bottom of the Mount Everest of orgasms, I was completely spent. I collapsed on top of her, doing my best not to crush her under my weight, but it didn’t seem to bother Jenny.

She kissed me softly on the neck and gently ran her fingers through my hair as she rubbed her silky feet along my hamstrings and down my calves. “Do you feel better, baby?” She whispered in my ear.

I regained enough strength to push myself up onto my elbows. “I think I went to the moon and back.”

Jenny giggled and kissed me. “That was a long time coming for both of us.”

“How can Max sleep through that?” I asked.

“He’s not here,” she said as her eyes turned round with worry. “Don’t worry about it tonight. We’ll talk through everything later.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

Jenny kissed me and tenderly brushed her fingers over my cheeks. “Tomorrow. Okay? Let tonight be about us.”

I was running on very little sleep, but my post nut clarity told me it best not to push things. “Can you sleep with me? I don’t want you sneaking off in the middle of the night.”

“Yes,” she said and kissed me softly. “It would take an act of God to get me out of our bed.”

“Our bed? I like the sound of that.” I sat up on my knees and slid my cock out of Jenny’s pussy, pulling a long string of thick cum with me. More jizz leaked from her pussy, sliding down over her ass. “I really topped you off.”

“Hand me one of those pillows, baby. I want to prop up my ass and give Mother Nature a little nudge.”

I handed her a pillow from my side of the bed. “I thought you weren’t ovulating.”

“I’m not, but you never know,” she said. “Our baby might have just been conceived. Isn’t it exciting?” Her eyes glimmered with happiness.

“Well, there’s a lot more where that came from.” I stretched out on the bed beside her as my cock stood at half mast, glistening above me, reveling in its triumph.

Jenny reached over and wrapped her fingers around my cock, gently playing with it, coaxing it back to hardness. “Don’t get too comfortable. I want to fuck one more time before we go to sleep.” She leaned over and kissed me. “Don’t worry. I’ll do all the work. I’ve wanted to ride that cock for years.”

I grinned. “Cowgirl?”

“You can watch my tits bounce,” she said.

“If this is a dream, don’t wake me up.”

Jenny giggled. “I’ll make you forget all about your hot French girlfriend.”

“Either that, or we can talk her into a threesome.”

Jenny’s eyes widened. “I’ve never had a threesome. Do you think we could talk Ariana or Emma into joining us? That would be so hot.”

Ariana and Emma were my other sisters-in-law who had driven me as equally crazy as Jenny over the years. “I’m not sure my heart could take it.” My cock once again soared over my midsection. “But I wouldn’t say no.”

Jenny climbed on top of me, straddling me as her firm tits bounced and swayed before me. “Okay, baby. Buckle up for round two. It’s time for JJ to ride.”
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The next morning, in those blissful few moments before I fully woke, I experienced the strange sensation of having my cock immersed in a warm bath. My mind warned me I was wetting the bed. Panic took over, and I shot upright, opening my eyes to reveal the truth.

Golden sunlight streamed in through the twin bedroom windows and a golden blonde hovered over my midsection, bobbing up and down on my hard cock.

Jenny came off my cock with a loud slurping sound, swirled her tongue over my knob like a cherry lollipop, and glanced up at me with a giant grin plastered on her pretty little face. “Good morning, baby. How do you like your new alarm?”

My cock twitched, lightly tapping Jenny’s bottom lip. I inspected her incredible body under the raw power of broad daylight and my stomach fluttered with butterflies. Jenny Lawrence was a vintage cherry red Maserati. What was she doing with a nineteen-year-old kid? “I don’t recall setting an alarm.”

Jenny stretched sideways across the middle of the bed, lying flat on her stomach with the messy sheets crumpled up beneath her. Her compact ass formed a perfect round bubble that rose precipitously from the smooth valley of her dimpled lower back. She bent her tanned toned legs at the knee, playfully swinging them back and forth while she kissed my swollen knob with her sumptuous, cock-sucking lips. “So, I should stop?” She smiled mischievously, then gave my shaft a long wet lick using the flat of her tongue.

“Uh… not on your life.” I pushed a pillow behind my neck and shoulders to prop myself up for a good, long look. “If you keep that up, I’ll fire a live round inside that pretty little mouth of yours.”

One of her perfect tits pressed firmly against my upper thigh, causing her side boob bulged outward. Her pink nipple flashed in and out of view while she continued licking my shaft. “That’s kind of the idea.”

Despite Jenny’s bed head, her golden locks glistened with a healthy, lustrous sheen. Her hair tumbled over her shoulders and drifted down her back, while errant wisps floated across my upper thigh.

Jenny had no shortage of physical gifts, but it was her eyes that did me in. They always had. Her blue irises sparkled with life, energy, and a mischievousness that was infectious to anyone who spent five minutes in her presence. She was one of those rare souls who radiated charisma and had left a long trail of broken hearts in her path.

“Aren’t we reserving my swimmers for your kitty?” I asked.

Jenny giggled and shook her head. “Unh-uh.” She sealed her lips around my knob and sucked before coming off with a pop. “I want to taste your cum. It’s been a long time since I had a cock in my mouth.”

That surprised me. Was her sex life with Max really that dead? “In that case, don’t let me get in the way.”

Jenny kicked her feet playfully behind her and kissed my tip adoringly. “He’s all mine now. Gabby can go fuck herself.” She shot me a sideways glance as if gauging my reaction.

“Gabby might have something to say about that,” I said. “Who knows? When you meet her, you might change your mind?”

Jenny frowned but didn’t stop pleasuring my cock. She gently squeezed the root of my cock and stroked while she licked her way up my shaft. “You plan on dumping me?”

“Do you plan on dumping me?” I shot back.

“Never,” she said. “But I’m highly possessive. And with you especially. Now answer me. Are you going to dump me for Gabby?” She squeezed my cock in her hand threateningly.

“If Gabby has a problem with my being with you, then that’s on her,” I said. “I’m not stopping us… ever.”

Jenny grinned and kissed my tip. “Good answer. Now lay back baby and let mama drink her go-go juice.” She stopped talking, lowered her mouth over my cock, and practically inhaled me.

Warm, soft, slurping pleasure enveloped my cock in a silky, rapturous cocoon. My knob squeezed the back of Jenny’s throat and her tongue coiled around my shaft. A tongue that was everywhere at once and the orgasmic tension in my balls quickly escalated. When Jenny wanted me to come, I was powerless to stop her.

Jenny let out a slight gagging sound, then backed off, taking a string of drool with her. She took a breath, then dove back in, sealing her lips around my shaft before bobbing up and down.

Her tongue swirled over my shaft, and Jenny used a free hand to play with my balls. Her lips rode my shaft with a warm, wet urgency that put my balls on notice. Even after fucking her twice last night, I was already on the brink. I had a feeling today would be a lot more of the same.

Jenny moved her hand to the base of my cock and stroked. She came off my knob and wriggled her tongue up and down my shaft, eyeing me while she did. She focused her tongue play on my glans, using her tip to swirl around my knob.

The sensation was overwhelming. With her open mouth positioned over my knob, I grunted and came, spurting a thick rope of jizz over Jenny’s upper lip, nose, and eye.

As I gushed inside her pretty little mouth, she opened wide and extended her tongue, taking in every drop. Jenny stroked my cock and gazed up at me with a modest smile on her face. A pool of cum had collected on her bubble-gum tongue before my orgasm finally receded.

“God, JJ….” My breaths came fast and short and I watched in fascination as Jenny closed her lips and swallowed my load.

“Yum,” she said. “It’s salty but smooth.” She ran her finger over her eye and cheek, collecting a thick load before licking it off her fingertip and giving me a satisfied expression.

“You can use it like a beer chaser,” I said.

“All day long, baby.” Jenny leaned over and licked my knob, milking my cock onto her outstretched tongue before she licked my shaft whistle clean.

“This is already the best vacation of my life,” I said.

Jenny kissed my tip, then sat upright. “I’m taking the next three weeks off work so I can spend every second with you.”

“Something tells me you’ve had this planned long before my arrival.”

Jenny crawled forward on her hands and knees, taking her jiggling tits with her. She planted a kiss on my lips and gazed into my eyes. “Jack, you have no idea.”

“You want to fill me in?”

“That’s your brother’s job. Well… it’s my job too, but we can talk after your conversation with Max.”

“Where is Max?”

“He’ll be home later,” she said. “In the meantime, I’m going to make us breakfast.” She popped off the bed and pranced naked into the bathroom, where she put on a pink silk bathrobe that ended just below her ass. She barely cinched the front, and her tits wobbled invitingly with her hard nipples poking through the soft material.

I drank in her busty princess form and considered bending her over the bathroom counter and fucking her brains out. But my cock wasn’t quite ready for round two.

Jenny faced the bathroom mirror and scooped her blonde over her shoulders until it stretched comfortably down her back.

“There’s no way I can keep my hands off you while you’re wearing that,” I said.

Jenny grinned at me over her shoulder. “I’m counting on it.” She sashayed past me and gave me a little wink. “I’ll meet you in the kitchen, baby.” She disappeared through the open door, barefoot and naked under a thin strip of silk. As she strode along the carpeted hallway, her compact ass swayed invitingly from side to side, sending ripples across the silk robe.

As I studied Jenny’s retreating body, I noticed Jenny and Max’s open bedroom door that Jenny walked past without giving it a second glance.

What exactly was going on between them? Ever since my arrival, Jenny had treated me more like her husband than Max. It went beyond us, screwing around behind Max’s back. Something was off. Even at the brewery last night, she had pulled her chair around beside me and spent half the night playing footsies with me under the table while Max watched us, unperturbed.

My brother wasn’t an idiot, and Jenny wasn’t particularly careful about hiding her overt moves. Not to mention she wore her feelings on her sleeve. Max would have to be blind not to see how into me she was. Which meant Max was well aware of his wife’s infatuation for his little brother. Oh well, I would find out soon enough. Right now, I wanted to test my free use boundaries, starting with what lay beneath that itsy-bitsy silk robe.

I let out a satisfied sigh, then crawled out of bed and made my way into the adjoining bathroom. Jenny’s robe wasn’t the only thing of hers in the bathroom. Her makeup, jewelry, brushes, hairdryer, and toothbrush were among the many other items neatly contained on the counter and inside the walk-in closet. It was a closet filled with all her clothes, including a dresser bursting with her undergarments, t-shirts, shorts, socks, and a variety of other items. There was a shoe rack filled with her shoes and more jewelry sat inside an open jewelry case atop her dresser. There was no sign of Max anywhere.

Was it really that odd? Max and Jenny lived alone. Jenny probably used the bathroom so she could spread out and give Max his own space. But my spider senses told me that there was much more to the story than that. Had they had a conversation last night after we got home from the brewery? Jenny had insisted that Max would fill in the details, and I was inclined to trust her. After all, she loved me and apparently had for a long time. I would get answers. In the meantime, I would feast on my gorgeous sister-in-law.

I spent a few minutes in the bathroom taking care of the essentials, put on a baggy pair of shorts and a t-shirt. I didn’t bother with the briefs. For what I had in mind, I wouldn’t need them. By the time I made it downstairs, the scent of fresh pancakes drifted in from the kitchen.

Max and Jenny’s kitchen contained the latest in stainless steel appliances. The space was bright and airy, with white cabinets and a sleek quartz counter top. The kitchen overlooked a long bar where a half-dozen bar stools sat. Beyond the bar there was a larger kitchen table and then the door leading to the back patio with the hot tub, outdoor bar and barbecue, with the garage door on the far end of the patio.

Outside, the morning sun drenched the patio in bright light. A light breeze shifted the branches of a Japanese maple planted near the garage. Inside the kitchen, the morning news played on a mini TV perched on the kitchen counter.

Jenny stood over an electric griddle, flipping banana pancakes where she faced the kitchen barstools.

With her back to me, she hadn’t heard me enter the kitchen and my cock hardened at the sight of her tiny ass nestled just inside her silk robe. Her toenails were painted glossy white and her toned, tanned legs were firm and gloriously bare. JJ’s golden hair rippled like spun gold over her shoulders and the sounds of a commercial drowned out my approaching footsteps.

Silently, I tiptoed across the kitchen and came up behind my pixie treat, slipping my arms around her waist while I tucked one hand inside her robe, squeezing her bare breast between my open fingers.

Jenny giggled. “Morning, baby. I heard you coming down the stairs.”

I nuzzled inside her neck and kissed her softly behind the ear, inhaling her sweet scent. Her nipple hardened between my index finger and thumb before I gave it a gentle tug.

Jenny opened her neck to me and paused over the griddle. She reached back with one hand and cupped my ass. “You’re overdressed.”

With my free hand, I slid my shorts down my legs and my cock sprang free, nestling in the silk-covered crack of her perfect ass. “Better?”

She flipped over a pancake and squeezed her ass cheeks together, tightening them around my cock. “Are you perpetually hard?”

“Around you I am.” I licked my way around the outside of her ear while I squeezed her tit, letting her firm flesh fill my open fingers.

“Before we get carried away. The Rockies are playing tonight. Will you go out on a date with me?”

I drew Jenny’s silk robe over her ass and slid my cock between her legs, where the heat from her pussy bore down on my throbbing tip. “What about Max?”

“He’s got you for lunch,” she said. “I’ve got you the rest of the day and night.” She wrapped her hand around the back of my head, drew me over her shoulder, and kissed me softly on the lips.

“Max doesn’t care if I fuck his beautiful wife?” I slid my cock between her ass cheeks, leaking pre-cum onto her bubbly ass.

“I’m yours. Not his.” She leaned forward and braced herself against the countertop on either side of the skillet. Her robe fell open and her tit slipped out. “What are you waiting for?” She wriggled her ass, forcing my knob over her wet slit until my tip caught just inside her entrance.

I let out a groan and eased my hips forward, sinking deep inside my perky blonde dynamo. The feeling was no less intense in the naked light of day. Her pussy was hot and tight, and I had entered the gates of heaven. I pulled loose the sash at the front of her robe. Her robe fell wide open, and I cupped both of Jenny’s tits in my hands and squeezed while I pumped my hips, fucking her slow and deep.

“Oh… baby.” She clamped down on my manhood, tipped her head back, and bounced off my midsection, forcing my cock in and out.

Steam rose from the banana pancakes and the TV news weather guy called for a warm night ahead. “Next up, we’ll talk to a relationship expert about ways to keep your love life spicy,” the news anchor said with a cheery, upbeat voice.

“No problem on that front,” I said, eliciting a giggle from Jenny. I watched my cock slide in and out, glistening with Jenny’s wetness while she flipped the pancakes.

I let out a soft chuckle. “That’s dedication.”

Jenny laughed, then set aside the spatula. She braced herself against the counter and pushed back hard against my driving cock. “Baby, pound me.”

I released Jenny’s tits and ramped up the pace, piston fucking my girly princess. I gave her ass a sharp smack, grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled back her neck.

She groaned with pleasure. “Yesss… Smack my ass again.”

I smacked her ass again, leaving behind a red handprint. With heavy grunts, I pounded her so hard her tits slapped together, and her ass clapped off my thighs.

My brain forecast a fast moving orgasm followed by a high pressure internal nutting. My breathing intensified as my fiery cock moved in a blur, splitting my tiny blonde angel until her body stiffened and she let out a loud moan.

That’s when I looked up and saw my brother stepping through the garage door. The only thing standing between Max catching me balls deep in his wife was a short stretch of outdoor patio.

“It’s Max,” I said and started to pull out.

Jenny reached around and latched onto my wrist. “Don’t you dare stop. Come for me, baby.”

I groaned and thrust forward, freezing inside her as a massive orgasm lurched from my nuts and spray painted my pixie queen with a gallon of hot sticky jizz. “Fuck….” I groaned and tipped back my head, pumping my seed deep inside Jenny as my brother made it halfway across the patio.

Jenny cinched her robe, tying the sash at her waist as she moved her hips, milking me dry.

As my brother’s hand reached the kitchen door, my cock went still, and I pulled out, dragging a river of cum with me. I stepped back and quickly grabbed my shorts, dragging them up to my waist while Jenny fixed her robe.

Max stepped through the back door and smiled at Jenny standing over the pancake griddle. “Banana pancakes? Yes, please.”

With cum leaving a stain inside my shorts, I stepped back against the counter, adjusted my cock and pulled my shirt down to cover the wet stain and blatant bulge.

“They’re almost ready,” Jenny said with a smile and spring in her voice. “Have a seat at the kitchen table and Jack will bring the coffee.”

“Are you sure you don’t have your hands full, little brother?” Max grinned at me sheepishly, as if he knew exactly what we were up to.

“I… uh… nope. I’m good in here. What do you want in your coffee?” I turned around to the coffeepot and grabbed three mugs.

Jenny glanced at me over her shoulder and smiled sweetly. “I’ll have a little cream and sugar in mine, baby.”

Baby? My eyes bugged out, and I glanced over at Max, who had sidled onto a long bench at the kitchen table, seemingly without hearing Jenny’s slip-up. But was it really a slip-up?

“Nothing in mine, Jack. Strong and black. I would recommend the same for you. We need to gas up.”

As if reading my mind, Jenny grinned at me and winked. “I’ll bring the pancakes over.” She reached out and cupped my fat cock in her hand and giggled conspiratorially.

I balanced three full mugs of coffee in my hand and glanced at Jenny, giving my cock a precious few moments to deflate. That’s when I noticed a thick string of pearly jizz rolling merrily down her inner thigh.

“Can you bring the paper towels?” I asked her and tipped my head toward the mess leaking down her leg. “Just in case we spill some syrup.”

Jenny glanced down and her eyes widened before a big, beautiful smile lit her face. “I’ve got you covered.” Then she gave my ass a playful smack and sent me packing.

I left the kitchen and set the mugs down on the table while Max was busy on his phone. It seemed he wasn’t paying Jenny any attention. I took the seat across from him and pushed a mug in his direction. “So, what’s on tap for today?”

Max sipped the coffee, gazed at me over the rim of his mug, and smiled. “How do you feel about rock climbing?”
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As I reached for the last handhold before the top of the rock-climbing wall, beads of sweat trickled down my forehead. My legs trembled with the strain of exhaustion and my arms felt like two-ton lead weights. But with the end so close in sight, I was determined to finish.

“You’ve got it, Jack.” Five minutes earlier, my brother reached the top. He peered at me from his perch, supplying equal amounts of encouragement and brotherly humiliation. “One more to go.”

I paused for a moment to collect my breath and mopped the sweat from my forehead. I turned my gaze on my brother’s grinning face. “Why did I let you talk me into this?”

“You would have never done this on your own,” Max said. “Come on, little brother. One more foothold and you’re there.”

Max’s encouraging words only fueled my guilty feelings. I had violated his wife six ways from Sunday under his own roof. Unfortunately, with all three of my sisters-in-law, my weak spot was as wide as the Grand Canyon. Combine that with my raging teenage hormones and I would have had more luck not breathing than resisting Jenny’s charms.

I sucked in a deep breath, grabbed the next handhold, and pushed myself up. My upper body emerged over the top and I fell forward, gasping for air as my brother patted me on the back.

“Good job, Jackie,” Max said. “Take a breather before we repel down.”

I inched forward on my belly until my entire body rested comfortably on the surface. As I huffed for breath, I gazed up at Max. “I can’t believe you do this on actual mountains.”

Max laughed. “You’re just not in climbing shape.”

“I’m in good shape,” I said.

“You’re muscular,” Max said. “Too muscular, in fact, and your stamina could use improvement.”

I turned over onto my back and sat up, inching closer to Max. If he was going to chat with me like Jenny said, then now was the perfect opportunity. I gazed out over the indoor rock climbing facility and the multitude of climbers below, waiting for him to speak.

After a long moment of quiet, Max finally broke the seal. “Sorry about this morning. I should have given you guys a bit more warning.”

My cheeks burned hot, and I turned to face him. “A warning? I expected a fist to my teeth. What the hell is going on with you and Jenny?”

Max let out a long sigh and ran his fingers through his shaggy brown hair. “Where to start…?”

“Let’s start with a question. Are you really sterile?”

Max turned to face me. “Yes,” he said. “I had a biking accident and some surgeries that didn’t work, but the doctors believe that given enough time, my body will heal the damage.”

“Shit. I’m sorry, Max. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t tell anybody,” Max said. “Except for Jenny.” Max turned and met my gaze. “Jack, I don’t want kids. At least not anytime soon.”

“Jenny knows you don’t want kids?” I asked.

“She knows. She knows everything.”

“I’ll ask you again, what’s going on between you and Jenny?”

Max laughed and shook his head. “Let me turn it around on you. What do you think is going on between Jenny and me?”

“Judging by the bathroom set up I saw this morning, I would call you two roommates rather than husband and wife.”

“Got it in one,” Max said.

I let out a long sigh. “Mind filling me in on the details?”

“I’m not even sure when it started. The first year of our marriage was happy, but she was never really into me…sexually.” He leaned back and gazed at the ceiling. “I can’t believe I’m talking to my little brother about my sex life.”

I chuckled. “You think I’m enjoying this?”

Max leaned forward and gazed straight ahead. “The first year she put up with me in the bedroom, but it faded fast after that.”

“Max, you’ve only been married for three years.”

Max let out a humorless laugh. “During our second year of marriage, I can count on one hand how many times we were intimate. During year three, that number dropped to zero. Our chemistry never matched. The thing is, Jenny and I get along great. We just don’t love each other that way.”

“So that’s it? You fell out of love?”

“Yes. That’s the heart of it,” Max said. “What you don’t know is that I’ve had a girlfriend going on a year and a half.”

My jaw dropped. “Does Jenny know?”

Max chuckled. “God, yes. She was the one who set us up. Her name is Lisa. She’s big into outdoor activities, including mountain climbing. Lisa is the one who really got me off the bike and onto the ropes.”

“Damn. Do mom and dad know?”

“Nobody knows except for you and Jenny.”

“Why not just get a divorce?”

“That’s kind of complicated. For one, Jenny and I are comfortable living together. She has her room, I have mine, and the three of us go out all the time.”

“The three of you? You mean you, Lisa, and Jenny?”

“Yeah. Among our other common friends.” He met my incredulous gaze. “I love Jenny… like a sister. Jack, it’s you who she’s crazy about. She yammers about you constantly to Lisa and me. At first it was weird, but after a while, I made peace with it. Now, I’m rooting for Jenny and you.”

My cheeks flushed hot, and I gazed down between my legs. “Jenny doesn’t date anyone?” I picked at my shoe string while my brother slid his arm around my shoulder.

“Despite her friends constantly trying to set her up, no. She’s in love with you and has been for a long time. I think her feelings for you developed shortly after we married. That’s the other reason we’ve stayed married. Jenny wanted an excuse to stay close to you. We were afraid a divorce would paint Jenny in a poor light and our family would reject her, including you.”

“Oh? I can’t say that’s illogical, but I would never turn my back on JJ. Why hasn’t Jenny told me how she feels?”

“She was waiting for you and me to talk, but she’s forbidden me to have this conversation with you until last night.”

Then it hit me. All the comments about Gabby’s age and the jealousy she showed last night at the restaurant. But I didn’t want to make any assumptions, so I played along. “Why?”

“She was afraid you would reject her.”

I laughed and stared at my brother, who wasn’t laughing with me. “Seriously?”

“At first, she thought you would be angry that she had feelings for you while she was married to me. But I convinced her a long time ago that wouldn’t happen.”

“Then there must another reason.” I knew damn well the reason because I knew Jenny. She ran hot, and the green-eyed monster had sunk its fangs into her.

“She thought you wouldn’t want her because of your age gap. That’s why she got so pissy last night when she found out about you and Gabby.”

There it was. “That makes sense.”

“But it was a good thing because it pushed her to take action. I practically forced her to go to you last night.”

“Jenny isn’t a grandma. She looks my age,” I said. “And she’s a fucking knockout.”

“That’s a fact,” Max said. “It’s also a fact that you’re only nineteen and, let’s face it, you could have your pick of the litter at college.”

I gazed at my brother in disbelief. “That’s completely untrue. Until the last year, I was hideous compared to you, Tom and Adam.”

Max rolled his eyes. “Beauty is seriously in the eye of the beholder.” He shook his head. “Jenny doesn’t see it that way, and neither does anyone else on the planet. Jack, you stole the crown jewels for good looks. Surely you recognize that.”

“Is that why I spent four years in high school at home?”

Max laughed. “That was on you. Mom said there were lots of girls who came around asking about you.”

“Name one,” I said.

He held up his hand and started holding up fingers. “Lacey Spencer, Anna Rogers, Natalie Lopez, Ju—”

“Okay,” I said, cutting him off. “I was never good at talking with girls. If any one of those girls spent ten minutes with me, they would’ve run the other direction.”

“Jenny’s not running,” Max said. “In fact, she wants to be a mom. That’s something I couldn’t give her. And that’s her biggest fear regarding her and you. She’s afraid you won’t want to have kids with her until she’s passed her prime child-bearing years.”

“She mentioned have kids,” I said somewhat noncommittally.

“Ask yourself. Are you ready to be a father? There will come a day soon, where Jenny and I will get divorced. I’m not expecting an answer, but don’t lead her on if you aren’t willing to put a ring on her finger.”

I gazed out over the facility with my mind drifting to visions of a life with Jenny. It was an amazing life I never dreamed possible. But I wanted to live in Europe. I wanted to travel and experience life. How would that go over with Jenny? “I love her.”

“I know,” Max said. “Jenny knows that, too. Love isn’t the issue. What Jenny’s asking for is a gigantic step, and you just started dating a woman Jenny’s age.”

“Right.” I let out a long sigh. “What would you do in my place?”

Max raised an eyebrow. “I’m not the right person to ask. I don’t want kids or even a marriage. If I could live out of the back of a van and spend my days climbing mountains and my nights under a blanket with Lisa, I could die happy.”

“You’re right. That’s not helping.”

Max laughed. “Jack, you were born older than the rest of us. Ask yourself — without bringing kids into the picture, could you see yourself spending the rest of your life with Jenny?”

“Yes.” I answered without flinching.

Max grinned. “Do you want to be a dad?”

I gave him a sideways glance and a sheepish grin. “Somebody in this family needs to take up the slack.”

Max laughed hard and slapped me on the back. “Now you sound like mom.”

“I think she’s counting on me,” I said.

“We all are, little brother.” He squeezed my shoulder warmly. “Spoiler alert… you’ll be an amazing father, and Jenny will be an amazing mother. She’ll show you the way if you let her.”

“You sound like you think I should do it,” I said. In fact, I may have already done it. It wasn’t like Jenny and I had practiced safe sex. The idea of Jenny having our child didn’t bother me. It all boiled down to whether or not I wanted the responsibility that came with it, and if I wanted to sever all ties with other women, including Gabby.

“I think you’ll figure it out,” Max said. “And when you do, I have a feeling you’ll make everyone else green with envy.”
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As Max and I stepped onto the patio from the garage, we found Jenny sunning herself on the back deck. The hot pixie blonde stretched out on a black deck chair wearing a skimpy white bikini that perfectly matched her tan lines. I knew all too well. Her golden skin gleamed with a thin sheen of perspiration, and she wore her hair piled in a knot atop her head. A pair of dark sunglasses finished her smoldering look.

Music streamed through various speakers surrounding the patio and a giant Yeti filled with ice water sat on the patio beside her chair. Jenny picked up her phone and turned down the music before she peered over the rim of her black Ray Ban’s, her eyes assessing me.

Max turned to face me and pulled me into a quick hug. “I’ll leave you two alone.” Then he turned back to Jenny and feigned a formal bow. “M’lady, my part in this circus is complete. You have my blessing to go forth and fornicate. May you have enough children to turn you gray by the age of thirty-five.”

Jenny beamed, flashing her white teeth, turning her gaze on Max. “Thank you, Maxwell. I owe you.”

Max squeezed my shoulder and smiled. “Nah. He’s crazy about you. I didn’t do much.” He stepped aside and glanced between us. “You guys have fun tonight. I’m sleeping over at Lisa’s for at least a few weeks.” He grinned and headed into the house, leaving Jenny and me alone.

Jenny pulled off her sunglasses and patted the end of her chair. “Sit with me, baby?”

I parked my rear beside her dainty little feet and rested my hand on her leg. “You could have told me, you know.”

Jenny let out a held breath, and her eyes glimmered with tears. “I was afraid I would lose you.”

I scooped her feet into my lap and edged closer before leaning in and giving Jenny a full kiss on the lips. “Your age doesn’t matter to me if mine doesn’t matter to you.”

She dabbed at her eyes and smiled. “I don’t care about your age.”

I reached out and spread my palm across her flat womb. “If we don’t have a baby simmering in there, we’ll keep going until we do. I would be honored to walk a child through this life with you on my arm.”

Her chin quivered, and the waterworks stared. “You mean it?”

I leaned in and kissed her again. “Wild horses couldn’t stop me.”

Jenny wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me into another kiss, this one deeper, fueled by simmering lust. When we came up for air, she ran her fingers through the short hair at the back of my neck and studied my face as if for the first time. “We don’t have to hide it anymore.”

“This means you’re my girlfriend?”

Jenny laughed and smacked me playfully on the chest. “Yes, dummy. I’m way more than your girlfriend.”

I kissed her again and gazed down at her big beautiful tits barely contained inside her skimpy top. “Please tell me we can do it in the hot tub.”

“After the game,” Jenny said. “You’re taking me out on a proper date tonight.” She pushed herself out of the chair and took me by the hand. “Speaking of which, it’s time to get ready.”

Inside the house, Jenny led me through the house like the Pied Piper, lulling me into submission with her compact ass. I followed Jenny unerringly with my gaze locked on her white biking riding the crack of her dictionary-perfect ass. We took the stairs, then entered our bathroom, where Jenny turned on the hot water before we stripped down naked.

The hot shower was a welcome relief after the strain of the rock wall climbing. Jenny massaged my back and shoulders while she lathered up my body, including my stiff cock, while she talked my ear off.

I returned the favor, generously lathering Jenny’s hard to reach places while focusing extra attention on her treasures long forbidden me. Despite thirty minutes of kissing, touching, and fondling, we didn’t have sex, but our time together was just as rich. Jenny and I were officially bonding as a couple, and it felt as natural as breathing.

Jenny spent way more time getting ready than me, and I made myself busy in the kitchen, preparing our portable martinis and tidying up the kitchen. When Jenny arrived before me, my jaw dropped.

She wore a Colorado Rockies jersey buttoned at the bottom and open at the top. Underneath the jersey, she wore a white crop top, showcasing enough of her tantalizing cleavage to fuel a steady drool. She added cut-off jean shorts, sandals, and a Rockies baseball cap with her hair fashioned back in a long ponytail.

“Just… wow.” I gawked at her, the cocktails in my hand forgotten. “Baby, you look… wow.”

Jenny giggled, stepped up to me, and kissed me softly on the lips. “That’s how a man should look at his lady.” She stole a cocktail from my hand and smiled. “Thank you for making this for me.”

The stadium was within walking distance of Jenny’s house. She and I made our way there, hand-in-hand, while we sipped our drinks and chatted about our vacation time together. Jenny got plenty of looks from nearly every man we passed, with more than enough whistles and cat-calls to file a sexual harassment lawsuit.

“Do you always get this much attention?”

Jenny shrugged. “It depends on what I’m putting out there.” She smiled up at me and squeezed my hand. “Right now, I’m rocking a strong happily ever after vibe.”

I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. “You wear it well.”

We had great seats at the ball game. Despite my offer to take Jenny out to dinner, she insisted on stadium food and beers. The night proceeded without a hitch and by the time we left the game, a cool breeze made for a comfortable walk home.

Inside the kitchen, Jenny wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me into a slow, tongue-fueled kiss. When she came up for air, her eyes danced with electric energy. “Make me another martini and meet me at the hot tub.”

“Aye-aye captain.” I gave her a brief salute, and Jenny giggled before she practically bounced out of the kitchen and onto the patio.

As I prepared the cocktails, I gazed at Jenny through the kitchen window.

She pulled off the hot tub cover, flipped on the lights, and started the jets. Bubbles came to life atop the under-lit hot tub water. When she pulled off her ball cap and removed her ponytail holder, I hustled double-time out of the kitchen with the martinis in hand.

“Hey. Don’t start without me,” I said with a smile on my face.

“Don’t worry, baby. I wouldn’t dream of it.” Jenny gazed at the vodka martinis in my hand. “Put the drinks on the edge of the hot tub and don’t bother with a bathing suit.” Her blue eyes blazed with electric lust. “We won’t need them.”

I did as she asked, setting the drinks by the hot tub while Jenny turned on the music, choosing a play list that leaned heavily on smoldering hip hop with plenty of deep bass. She turned to me and ran her fingers through her vibrant locks before stalking toward the hot tub, doing a sexy dance. “What are you waiting for? Get naked, baby.”

“Sorry. I was watching the show.” I pulled off my t-shirt, revealing my ripped abs and toned muscular chest.

Jenny’s eyes flickered over my bare torso, and she licked her lips wantonly. “Holy God, you’re a beautiful man.” She stopped before me and ran her warm fingers over my stomach and higher, brushing her fingertips across my chest. “I mean, I knew you would be good looking, but this is….” She shook her head and gazed up into my eyes. “Earlier you asked me if I always got attention from men.” She leaned in and kissed my nipple with her glossy pink lips, swirling her tongue over my tip.

A shock of pleasure crisscrossed my body and curled my toes. Goosebumps rose on my chest, made harder by the chilly night breeze. My cock lurched, thickening in my pants as it pulsed. I reached for Jenny’s baseball jersey and carefully unbuttoned the bottom before she helped me shrug out of it.

Jenny stood before me in her white midriff crop top with spaghetti straps. Her tits strained the stretchy material, and her deep valley of tantalizing cleavage taunted me. She ran palms down my stomach before unbuttoning my pants. “Did you not notice the stares from every woman we passed?”

I frowned and shook my head. “What stares?”

Jenny rolled her eyes. “Baby, I was so jealous I almost throat punched those girls sitting two rows in front of us at the game. Didn’t you hear them talking about you?” She unzipped my pants and slid her hand inside my briefs, circling my fat cock with her warm, nimble fingers.

“Honestly, no.” That was the truth. Had I stumbled through life with blinders on?

Jenny perched on her tiptoes and kissed my chin softly, her eyes radiant with love. “Then there were the women in line at the concession stand. And what about the woman you were talking to when I came out of the bathroom?”

“She asked me for directions,” I said.

Jenny giggled and squeezed my hard cock in her hand. “It’s true that she asked for directions to the bar they were going to after the game. Didn’t you see the way she was flirting with you? That was a pickup line.”

I frowned. “She wasn’t flirting with me.”

She chuckled and pushed my jeans over my hips before they dropped to my ankles. “God, you’re adorable. You don’t think her phone could give her GPS directions to the bar? Baby, she wanted you to follow her there.”

“Oh?” Maybe Max was right. I was horrible at reading social cues. Looking back, Jenny had telegraphed her feelings for me many times over the years. I was too stupid to figure it out. “Are you mad?”

“Mad?” Jenny laughed and shook her head. “Hardly. I’m soaked. They all wanted you. Do you know how good that makes me feel?” She squatted and peeled my briefs down over my hips, letting my stiff cock swing free. Jenny gave my tip a little kiss before she swirled her tongue over my knob and stood, peeling off her midriff while she rose. “I couldn’t wait to fuck you. It took every ounce of restraint I had not to let you fuck me in the bathroom.”

I gazed down at the lacy, white strapless bra covering her spectacular chest and the cut-off jeans still covering her bottoms. “You’re overdressed.”

Jenny giggled, reached behind her back, and unclasped her bra. It fell free and her big tits bounced and jiggled before me. “Get in the hot tub, baby. I need you inside me, ASAP.”

I climbed the steps to the hot tub and sank into the hot water, savoring the heat on my stiff muscles while I crossed to the other side. The rock climbing had left me sore, and the soak was a welcome relief.

Jenny peeled off her shorts and panties before climbing into the hot tub after me. Her stark tan lines had grown even sharper after she spent the afternoon soaking in the sun. She pushed her long blonde hair back over her shoulders as she floated across the hot tub toward me.

The droning gurgle of the sudsy water and the light seeping from its hazy depths seemed to take on extra weight under the cloudless night sky. The music had just enough volume to overtake the sound of the hot tub jets, but not enough to make conversation difficult.

I picked up my martini and glass and took a sip while Jenny submerged her exquisite body below the surface of the water and came for me.

The hot tub’s golden light illuminated Jenny’s face, causing her eyes to sparkle and dance. She smiled as she approached. When she was within arm’s length, Jenny pulled herself up onto my lap and straddled me.

I set down my martini and cradled her ass with both hands, drawing her in tight as Jenny slipped her arms around my neck.

Jenny brushed her lips across mine before she backed off and searched my face with her big blue eyes. She grabbed my hard cock in one hand and stroked it softly. “I love you so much more than you can ever understand.”

Her big wet tits flattened against my chest and her hard nipples dug into the soft skin just below my pectoral muscles. My cock throbbed in her hand, aching to be inside her. “JJ, I’m not going anywhere.”

Jenny floated off my lap just long enough to drag my tip along her slippery labia until it caught just inside her tight hole. She shuddered under the weight of my thick cock and her breath caught in her throat. “That feels amazing.” As she sank lower, taking me inside her, she bit her lower lip and furrowed her brow.

I squeezed Jenny’s ass and drove upward with my hips, thrusting deep inside her pussy, fully impaling my blonde angel. My cock pulsed inside her, throbbing against her tight walls, thickening as it twitched.

Jenny flexed her pussy muscles and squeezed my rock-hard shaft, groaning softly while she lurched forward. She sat on my lap, facing me with my cock buried inside her. She draped her arms loosely around my shoulders and sat motionless, as if savoring the sensation while she kissed me softly on the lips. “But you are going somewhere,” she said. “You’ll spend six weeks between Tom and Adam’s houses, and I know what’s going to happen.”

I ground my hips and squeezed her ass, guiding it forward and backward, plumbing her pussy while the alcohol, pleasure, and heat left my brain soft and fuzzy. “What’s going to happen?”

“Ariana wants to fuck you,” Jenny said. “Emma too.”

“Ariana is thirty-two and Emma’s thirty-five. Hell, Emma’s nearly old enough to be my mother.”

Jenny rocked her hips, fucking me slow and deep. “They are beautiful women. And so is Gabby.”

“I’ll tell Gabby not to come,” I said, cupping one Jenny’s big soft tits in one hand, letting her hard nipple slide through my open fingers while she rocked atop me like a belly dancer. The pleasure intensified. The heat and wetness from the hot tub made her pussy feel even tighter than normal.

Jenny ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me softly, parting her lips before our tongues swirled together. She moaned softly as the water sloshed around us until rhythmic waves slapped the hot tub walls.

I ran my hands all over her body, cupping her tits and squeezing her ass while she bounced on my cock, her face contorted with pleasure.

Jenny’s mouth hung open, and she clutched fistfuls of my hair as she locked her eyes on mine. “The thought of you fucking them makes me so wet. But you’re mine and they need to accept that.”

“Come with me,” I said, not thinking with a clear head. “We’ll tell them we’re together.”

Jenny groaned and rode me harder, grinding my cock as her tits slap together where they hovered just above the waterline. “Would you fuck them with me?” Her words came out breathless and her eyes swam on the brink of orgasm.

“You want a threesome?” I pounded her pussy, thrusting deep as I leaned forward and kissed her neck, licking my way upward and behind her ear.

“Yes.” Her words came out soft and urgent. “And I want to fuck Gabby with you.” She drew back and met my gaze with her lips inches from mine. “But only if I’m the one you marry.”

My breath came in short ragged pulls and I slid my hand inside Jenny’s hair and kissed her hard, my cock so hot it felt like the surface of the sun.

Jenny moaned in my mouth, her tongue sliding over mine while her body shuddered on the brink of orgasm.

She was close. I broke the kiss and pressed my forehead against hers. “Will you marry me, Jennifer Jordyn Lawrence?”

“Yes, I’ll marry you.” Jenny’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she grunted as she spasmed on my cock, her body locked in orgasmic bliss.

I grabbed hold of Jenny’s hips, thrust upward, and pinned her down. With a heavy grunt, my orgasm tripped the circuit breaker in my balls, and I came so hard, the world spun. I grunted and repeatedly, my cock spurting, filling Jenny’s pussy with a river of thick, milky cum.

Jenny squeezed my shaft with her pussy, rocking her hips as she kissed me all over my face. She drained my balls, taking every drop of my unrestrained swimmers deep inside her cervix. “I love you,” she said, repeating the phrase until my cock turned still and the two of us went motionless, huffing for breath.

Jenny sat on my lap for a long time, kissing me while the hot tub gurgled around us.

I ran my hands up and down her back. My cock remained rock hard, buried deep inside her. After my heart rate slowed and my breathing returned to normal, I brought Jenny’s face around, even with mine. “JJ, I meant what I said. I want to marry you. But I still need to ask you properly.”

Jenny smiled and kissed me. “The answer is still yes and will forever be yes.”

“When I go back to school, can you come with me? At least for part of the time? We can rent an apartment together.”

“I would love to.” She kissed me. “I work remotely, so it’s not a problem.”

“We can keep this place to come back to.” I wanted to ask her about Europe, but that conversation could wait for another time. Besides, my plans could take a back seat to a life with Jenny. She was worth it.

Jenny nodded. “Okay.” She rocked forward slightly, moving atop my cock like a swizzle stick in a drink. “God, I love having you inside me.”

“I love being there.” I cupped her ass and kissed her again.

“I meant what I said about Ariana and Emma.” Jenny said, as she ran her hand over my cheek.

“About the threesome? JJ, I doubt that’s even a real possibility. They’re much older than me.”

Jenny raised her eyebrow. “Who’s the clueless one? Trust me on this. Besides, they’re both desperate for kids, and they’re drop dead gorgeous. Don’t deny it. I see the way you look at them. It’s almost as intense as the way you look at me.”

“What’s that mean? They’re desperate for kids?” I asked. “Am I playing surrogate father for them, too? I like Ariana and Emma, but I love you. You’re the only woman I want to marry.”

“You’ll see.” She kissed me one last time. “Now let’s get out of here. I’m shriveling up into a prune.”
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The next morning, I woke after Jenny had disappeared from our bed. I came downstairs to find Max sitting at the breakfast table.

Jenny stood over the stove in the kitchen, scrambling eggs in a Teflon skillet. Unlike yesterday’s silk robe show, this morning Jenny wore one of my t-shirts that swam on her like a tent.

Jenny smiled at me over her shoulder. “Morning, baby. There’s coffee on the table,” she said. “I’ll bring your eggs to you in a second.”

“Thanks.” I crossed the kitchen long enough to kiss her high on the cheek and give her ass a playful smack. “You didn’t have to go to the trouble, but I appreciate it.”

“I enjoy cooking for you,” she said. “Now go sit with your brother.” She gave me a brief kiss on the lips, not even a little concerned that Max could see us, then shooed me out of the kitchen.

It would take me a lot longer than Jenny to get used to the new normal. Not that I minded. It was just offsetting to kiss my brother’s wife with him sitting ten feet away. I took the chair across from Max at the kitchen table and gazed over at my stubble-faced brother. “Morning,” I said.

“Morning to you,” Max said, holding aloft a steaming cup of coffee. “Lisa can’t touch Jenny’s breakfast game. I hope you don’t mind me crashing the party.”

“It’s your house,” I said. “Why didn’t Lisa come?”

“Technically, this is Jenny’s house,” Max said. “She’s the breadwinner. And Lisa had to work this morning, so I thought I might check in on the newly engaged couple.” He grinned at me knowingly and my cheeks warmed.

Jenny was the breadwinner? I knew Jenny worked in marketing, but I didn’t know exactly what she did or how much she made. It all made sense, considering Max spent most of his time playing outside. “Jenny told you, huh?”

“Straight away,” Max said. “Technically, you can’t get hitched until she and I get divorced.” He shrugged. “It’s only a matter of time, I suppose.”

“I’m seeing a lawyer on Monday,” Jenny said from the kitchen, where, of course, she could hear every word.

“As long as you promise not to rob me blind,” Max said with plenty of sarcasm.

“Ha, ha,” Jenny said, as she came around the table carrying two steaming plates with eggs, bacon, and toast. She set them on the table before Max and me, then she climbed onto my lap. Jenny wrapped her arms loosely around my neck and kissed me square on the lips. She turned to Max with a satisfied grin. “It all worked out in the end.”

“I told you it would,” he said. “All it took was for you to grow some balls.”

“I assure you that my fiancé has no balls,” I said.

Jenny giggled and wriggled on my lap before she reached across my plate and took a sip of my coffee. “I like the sound of that… my fiancé.” A wide grin split her face.

I picked my phone out of my pocket and set it on the table before me, then Jenny handed me my coffee and I took a sip. “And you don’t even have to change your last name,” I said. “The monograms still work.”

“That’s a bonus,” she said.

“Not to change the subject, but Lisa has a ski boat,” Max said. “Would you two be interested in drinks and skiing out on the lake today?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said as I curled my arm around Jenny’s hip and squeezed her ass.

Jenny’s eyes widened. “I’ll pack a cooler. This will be so much fun. When does Lisa get off work?”

That’s when my phone buzzed with an incoming face time call from Gabby.

“Shit.” I muttered under my breath.

“What’s the big deal?” Jenny picked up my phone and hit the answer button.

My stomach dropped. This wasn’t good, but I knew better than to piss off Jenny. If I acted reactionary, she might assume I didn’t want her. If this was the end of my relationship with Gabby, then so be it.

The screen flickered to show a confused Gabby staring back at Jenny.

“Hello, Gabrielle. It’s nice to meet you,” Jenny said, pouring on the saccharine.

“You must be Jack’s sister-in-law,” Gabby said. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“You would be correct,” Jenny said. “It’s nice to meet you too.” She flipped the phone around and trained it on my face. “Jack’s right here.”

Gabby’s face brightened. “Bonjour.”

“Hi, Gabby,” I said.

Jenny turned the phone around to face Max. “This is Jack’s brother, Max.”

That she didn’t call Max her husband didn’t slip past me unnoticed.

Max gave a polite wave. “Nice to meet you.”

Jenny brought the phone back around to face her. “I’ll hand the phone over to Jack,” Jenny said. “Are you still planning on visiting us in a few weeks?”

“Yes,” Gabby said. “That’s why I’m calling.”

Jenny shifted her weight on my lap and grabbed my cock through my shorts, running her fingers along my shaft while it hardened under her touch. “I can’t wait to meet you.” She slid her hand inside my shorts and grabbed my bare cock. “Max won’t be around as much, but I’m sure the three of us will have a wonderful time together.”

Max gazed across the table at me as his jaw dropped. He seemed to connect the implicit implication of Jenny’s words. “Holy shit.” He sat back and laughed, gazing between us. Then he leaned in close to me and whispered. “Better buckle up, little brother. You’re in for a bumpy Rocky Mountain summer.”
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          The Professor’s Girl
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09P9KNWLB
            
          

        

        
          
            Why settle for one harem when you could have two?

At thirty-two, famed novelist Matthew Knox found success early in his career. But ever since his ex-wife caught him in the arms of their neighbor’s beautiful, college-bound daughter, Julia Farmer, his life has been in a free fall.




With his muse Julia torn from his life, Matt suffers from debilitating writer’s block and insomnia. To make matters worse, Matt faces an ultimatum from his agent, who gives him two weeks to produce a screenplay he promised months ago.




Matt has tried everything to work through his crippling problems. Everything, including months of late night hook-ups with twenty-one-year-old coed Sadie Bishop, who looks exactly like Matt’s former crush Julia.




When Sadie makes a two am booty call to Matt, he gets the shock of his life when he discovers Julia in the same bar as Sadie. Old feelings for Julia spring to life, shaking Matt to his core.




Matt has Julia on the brain, and when he’s offered a creative writing teaching job at the university, he takes it after he discovers Julia listed on the class roster.




Now Matt must juggle his feelings for Julia and his many late-night mash-ups with Sadie while he races to finish writing his screenplay. But Sadie isn’t the only number Matt has on speed dial. There’s two more women on Matt’s short list — raven-haired pre-med beauty, Casey Lang and twenty-year-old Ember Adams, a blonde and busty hair stylist.




What happens when Julia discovers Sadie and the rest of Matt’s shadow harem? Find out in Professor’s Girl, book one of Shadow Harem, a three-part series that follows novelist Matt Knox as he assembles a pantheon of college-aged coeds and builds the harem of his dreams.
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          Treasure of the Hidden Harem: Five Book Box Set
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09MMDL3MV
            
          

        

        
          
            What’s better than buried treasure and ancient shipwrecks? A hidden harem ready for plunder…




Thirty-five-year old treasure hunter, Trap Ashford, sits on the verge of the greatest discovery of his life. His father’s life’s work leads him to a civil war era wreck sunk in shallow waters off the south Florida coast.




But the doomed ship’s cargo yields more questions then answers. Now it’s up to Trap and his busty, redheaded partner Brooke Fox to follow the clues that may lead to an ancient Aztec treasure worth millions.




With the help of Brooke and Trap’s beautiful but shy research assistant, Hazel Katz, the team sets out to answer those questions. What Trap doesn’t expect is an early morning visit from his father’s ex-wife, blonde bombshell, Lindsay Monroe.




Lindsay hands Trap a clue his father left behind. A clue that Trap himself didn’t even know about. A clue that leads to Lindsay’s twenty-year-old daughter, the bouncy blonde co-ed Samantha Monroe.




Between Samantha and the clues Trap found aboard the ship wreck, the duo have all they need for the hottest adventure of a lifetime. Now it’s up to Trap to unravel the secrets the busty young blonde holds close to her busty chest before he can unlock the Treasure of the Hidden Harem.




Treasure of the Hidden Harem contains the complete, five-book series that follows treasure hunter, Trap Ashford, on his journey to discover a treasure worth millions buried with the ancient Aztec king of harems.




Contains the books Scoring Big, First Wife Club, Going Deep, Lucky Seven, and Kissed by a Goddess.

MFF. 18+ Only!
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          They’re Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set
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            When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…




For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.




For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.




But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.




Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.




This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.




18+ Only!
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