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I

Man of the House





French Teachers Do It Best
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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.”






Gabby’s Farewell Dinner
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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.”






Jenny And Me
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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.






True Confession
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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.”






Midnight Ride
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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?”






Bros Being Bros
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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.”






Hot Tub Haze
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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.”






Rocky Mountain Summer
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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.”






II

Bumpy Ride





My Jenny
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In my waking slumber, the comfortable weight of a warm, soft body settled atop me. Pleasant breath curled up my neck, followed by wet lips kissing me lovingly behind my ear. I grinned at the welcome intrusion. Blindly, I reached up and my fingertips settled on a canvas of silky smooth skin.

Warmth radiated over my palms, and I let my hands glide down a sinuous back I knew better than my own. My palms hugged the sleek curves of Jenny’s hips before settling on her creamy, flawless ass.

“Wake up, baby,” Jenny whispered in my ear. “It’s time to play.”

Jenny’s scent, warm vanilla with a hint of orange blossom, enveloped me like a kiss and my already stiff cock slipped along her warm, wet slit. Her sexual appetite knew no bounds and part of me was eager to leave for Tom and Ariana’s just to get a full night’s rest. Every morning for three weeks, Jenny woke first and violated me in some unique but interesting way.

I fluttered my eyes open and gazed into the eyes of my drop dead gorgeous sister-in-law. Her golden hair spilled randomly over her shoulders and her big round tits mashed against my chest, squeezing out invitingly on either side of my body. I palmed her ass and spread her cheeks apart, gliding my cock through the warm folds of her labia, preparing her for the inevitable penetration to come. “What time is it?” I whispered, afraid to break the spell.

Jenny kissed her way along my jaw line until she found my waiting lips and even more eager tongue. As our tongues slid together, her breath washed over my upper lip, and she moaned softly. She ground her hips, raising them higher with each pass, dredging her pussy with my granite hard cock. Breathlessly, Jenny broke off our kiss leaving a string of saliva connecting our lips.

When she smiled at me, my stomach dipped with nervous energy, and I still had to pinch myself to believe this was real. “It’s time to fuck. That’s what time it is.” She lifted her chest off mine just enough to slide her hand back under her body and grab hold of my raging cock. With her fingers locked around my base, she giggled adoringly and guided my cock inside her hot little hole.

I groaned and edged my hips higher, sliding into her depths and savoring her warm tightness throbbing around my manhood like a wet dream. “You’re doing this on purpose.”

Jenny smiled and kissed me, sliding her tongue across my lips before pushing herself up off my chest and fully impaling herself on my cock. Her smile didn’t fade as she gazed down at me, grinding my cock deep inside her buttery smooth depths. “Fucking you? Yeah. That was kind of the point.”

I glanced at the bedside clock. It was a little after 8 am. “Ariana will be here any minute. I set the alarm for seven. I’m sure of it.”

“You needed sleep. I killed the alarm. It won’t hurt Little Miss Perfect to wait a few minutes. Now shut up and fuck me.” Jenny moved faster atop me, causing the noisy, antique poster bed to groan loud enough to wake the dead. She braced herself by placing her hands on my sides, which forced her big juicy tits together, producing a mountain of jaw-dropping cleavage.

Her stiff nipples, painted gold by the morning sunshine streaming through the bedroom window, set my cock throbbing deep inside her. She was perfect. “It’s lucky you’re so beautiful that I can’t resist you.”

“And what Ariana may or may not see isn’t my problem.” Jenny spread her hands across my muscled abs and slid them higher over my chest and back down again. “When Ariana fucks you, she needs to know that you’re still my man, now and forever.”

I slid my hands along her thighs and higher, cupping her tits in each hand before giving them a full squeeze. “I’m not fucking Ariana.”

“Right now, you’re fucking me. Now shut up and let me enjoy this.” Jenny moaned atop me, twerking her hips while she fucked me, causing her tits to clap together. She furrowed her brow and her lips parted as her breaths came out shallow and fast.

The bed squeaked the same song I had heard dozens of times during the past few weeks. If Jenny wasn’t pregnant, it wasn’t for lack of trying.

From somewhere downstairs, a door slammed, and footsteps sounded on the hardwood floors. “Jack?” Ariana’s voice carried up the stairs and down the hall from the first floor.

I stole a glance toward the bedroom door, and it stood wide open. There was no doubt in my mind that I had closed it before we went to bed. “Baby, we have to stop. Ariana’s here.”

Jenny stretched forward, mashing her tits into my chest before we came face to face. She swiveled her hips in tight circles, never breaking our rhythm, fucking me with a fevered urgency. “You want to spare precious Ariana from watching? Then finish and I’ll let you up.” She kissed me softly and giggled. “You should see your face right now.”

“Jack? Jenny? Max?” Ariana called again from downstairs. Her footsteps grew louder as she drew closer to the stairs.

There was simply no way that Ariana didn’t hear the squeaking bed, and she was about to get an eyeful of way more than she bargained for. It was time for me to take matters into my own hands. I grabbed Jenny’s ass and pinned her to my cock while I sat upright. In one smooth motion, I placed her on my lap, my cock still buried inside her before we came face to face.

Jenny’s eyes widened with delight, and she wrapped her legs around my waist, locking her ankles behind my back. She wrapped her arms around my neck and drew herself in tight, grinding my cock with reckless abandon. Her tits jiggled against my chest, and she squeezed her pussy, clamping down on my steel-hard shaft. “I love it when you manhandle me.” She found my lips with hers and our tongues lashed together before I broke off the kiss and gazed into her eyes.

I knew what got her off, and she wouldn’t stop until she got off. “You do as I say.” My voice came out in a low, commanding growl. “You come when I tell you to come.” I smacked her ass and Jenny’s eyes glazed over on the brink of orgasm.

She moaned long and low, her breaths coming in jagged pulls. “Yes, daddy.” She struggled to speak as she bounced on my cock like a pogo stick.

I thrust my hips upward, slamming into her, squeezing her hips in both hands, forcing her up and down on my cock with deep, powerful thrusts. I grunted and grabbed a handful of her fleshy tit and gave her ass another hard smack. “You come for me right now.” It was a command Jenny complied.

Jenny’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she arched her back, hanging onto my neck as her tits thrust outward. Her body clenched and goosebumps sprang to life across her chest and stomach. She let out an unearthly groan and her pussy spasmed around my cock as a waterfall of her juices showered my balls and cock.

I stuffed my rod deep inside my pixie queen and grabbed a fistful of her long, golden hair. With a hard grunt, I exploded inside her, painting her womb white as I gushed fat cables of potent cum into her ovulating womb.

Jenny’s back was facing the bedroom door, but as she leaned forward and buried her face in my neck, I caught a flash of Ariana’s dark hair through the open bedroom door. Then my gaze locked on Ariana’s pretty green eyes as they widened in shocked surprise.

Outside the bedroom door, the floorboard creaked, and Ariana carefully retreated down the steps.

I kissed my way along Jenny’s neck.

She sighed with satisfaction, and she ran her fingernails along my spine.

“Is she gone?” Jenny whispered in my ear.

“Yes, but she saw us. Are you satisfied?” I kissed Jenny’s ear and inhaled her sweet scent as buried my nose in her golden locks. I didn’t really care if Ariana saw us. Nothing in this world mattered to me as much as Jenny. I planned to tell her and Tom everything, anyway. But that was one hell of a way to find out.

“Very satisfied.” She rocked on my cock and milked me dry. “I bet Miss Prim and Proper is soaking wet right now.”

I chuckled. “You’re impossible. She looked like she saw a ghost. I wouldn’t be surprised if she bolts.”

“I wish.” Jenny sat back on my lap and wriggled her hips, forcing my still-stiff cock into her depths. “But if I know Ariana, and God knows I do, she’ll want a piece of the action. She’s so fucking predictable.”

“That’s not true. Unlike you and Max, Ariana and Tom are happily married.”

Jenny laughed and kissed me like I was an idiot. “She’s thirty-two and wants a kid. Clearly Tom isn’t cut out for the job. Which means, once again, it’s up to the golden brother, AKA, you.”

“I should probably go talk to her.” I started to lift Jenny off my cock when she pressed her hands down on my shoulders, freezing me in my tracks.

Jenny gave me a long, measured stare, as if searching for the right words.

“What?” I asked.

“Fuck her all you want,” Jenny said. “But you are my man. Got it?”

“Is that what you told Gabby?”

“I love Gabs,” she said. “And yes, we’ve come to an understanding.”

“What are you, the pixie mafia?”

“That’s exactly right.” She kissed me again, but this time, she gripped my bottom lip between her teeth. “Tell Ariana about us or I’ll bite you.” With my lip in her mouth, Jenny’s words came out stilted and uneven. She finally let go and sealed her warning with a more friendly kiss.

“I’ll tell her, but it’s not like she doesn’t already know. She just watched us having sex. That’s the sort of memory that haunts a person.”

“There’s sex and there’s love,” Jenny said. “What we have is way more than sex. Jack, you’re the love of my life.” Her expression was serious.

I kissed her softly. “I won’t hurt you, JJ. You’re stuck with me.”

“Good.” Jenny pushed off her feet, sliding my cock from her pussy. A massive rope of pearly cum stretched from her pussy to the tip of my cock. “Are you using fertilizer now?”

“I had to leave on a high note,” I said.

Jenny stepped over me and plopped down on the edge of the bed before I rolled over and sat up beside her, slipping my arm around her shoulder. “Are you sure you don’t mind picking Gabby up from the airport?”

Jenny kissed me. “I’m looking forward to it. I’m taking her out on the town. We’ll see you at Ariana’s house in a few days. That should give the golden girl enough time to get knocked up so I can have my man back.”

“You’re convinced she wants to have sex with me?”

Jenny rolled her eyes and kissed me. “You’re so clueless.”

I had previously packed a bag the night before, preparing myself for a camping trip with Tom and Ariana. Tom had planned two nights under the stars while we paddled down the Colorado River. Jenny had insisted that I leave most of my clothes at her house as a sign that I was coming back. She had dreaded this moment for weeks, and it had finally arrived. For all her mischievousness, she genuinely loved me, and I knew she felt sick inside to see me go. That was at least part of the reason she had convinced Gabby to come out early. Not that I minded them forming a friendship. It made my life easier and the idea of a future threesome with Gabby and Jenny was enough to make me want to cancel on Tom outright.

But Ariana was every bit as hot as Jenny, even if she was four years older. With dark raven hair, a flawless bronze complexion, and glittering green eyes, she was a goddess in her own right. Ariana was Veronica to Jenny’s Betty, but Jenny was the one with Veronica’s personality.

I took a five-minute shower, cleaning away the sex before I hopped out, threw on a baggy pair of shorts and a sleeveless t-shirt. Five minutes after that, I came downstairs to find the front door open and Ariana’s running car waiting outside by the curb.

Jenny came outside behind me wearing tiny night-shirt that didn’t quite cover a slip of the white cotton panties she picked out for the occasion.

“Tell Max I’ll see him in a couple of weeks,” I said as I stepped out onto the front porch.

Ariana gazed at us from the front seat of her Volvo, her expression unreadable.

Jenny stepped further out onto the front porch beside me. She scooped up my hand and gave me a gentle tug. “Jack, don’t go.” Her voice trembled slightly, and my stomach sank.

When I turned around to face her, Jenny’s eyes welled with tears and her chin quivered.

“Oh, sweet baby. It’s only a couple of days.” I leaned in to kiss her and Jenny leaped on me, wrapping her legs around my waist while she pulled me into a tight hug.

“I love you,” she said before she pulled back and gazed into my eyes. “Remember that, Jack Lawrence.” She kissed me on the lips and our mouths opened before our tongues flashed together.

It only lasted a minute before Jenny unlocked her legs and smiled up at me, satisfied.

I raised an amused eyebrow. “You wanted her to watch?”

“Yes,” she said. “But I really will miss you. This sucks donkey nuts.”

“I’ll call you if I have cell reception,” I said. “And when you get to Tom and Ariana’s house, you get first dibs on the bed.”

“I get permanent dibs on our bed.” She planted one more kiss on me. “Now, go fuck your little prostitute.”

I rolled my eyes. “Come on, JJ.”

Jenny giggled. “Go. I’ll talk to you later.” Without another word, she turned and went back inside.

I turned to face Ariana’s Volvo. Her wide-eyed look of shock as she peered at me through the window told me everything I needed to know. I steeled myself against Ariana’s reaction and took a trepid step forward before slogging my way down the sidewalk. It was time to face the music and spill the beans to the rest of the family.

When I reached the car, I tossed my bag in the back seat, then climbed into the passenger seat beside Ariana. I could feel her heavy gaze on me, judging and appraising.

“What the hell was that?” Ariana asked, her tone not happy. “Does Max know you’re fucking his wife?”

I turned and met Ariana’s arresting green eyes. “Yes. Max knows everything. It’s a long story. Look, if you don’t want me to go on this camping trip, I’m happy to stay here with Jenny.”

Ariana barked out a humorless laugh and put the car in drive. “Oh, I bet you would. But that’s not happening.” She pulled away from the curb and kept glancing over at me while I stared out the window.

“She’s using you to get pregnant,” Ariana said. “She’s obsessed with the Lawrence brother’s DNA.”

I rolled my eyes and turned to face Ariana. “It’s way more than that.”

“Then what is it?” Ariana’s eyes blazed with fury. “This will crush your mother when she hears about it.” She turned at the corner and made her way up the street, heading for the nearest on-ramp.

I couldn’t help myself and stole a quick glance at Ariana’s sexy outfit that apparently passed for hiking apparel.

She wore a form-fitting white tank top with thin-spaghetti straps that clung to her toned shoulders. Her stretchy black yoga shorts were every bit as tight as her top and perfectly conformed to her incredible curves. At five-feet-six-inches, Ariana had four inches on Jenny. Her figure was sleek and graceful, but her tits, I appraised as a C-cup, were smaller but no less perfect than JJ’s, forming a seductive mound inside her tight top.

“I love Jenny,” I said, already predicting Ariana’s disapproval. “We’ve felt that way about each other for a long time, going back years. She and Max haven’t lived as a couple for two years.”

As we hit potholes and bumps, Ariana’s tits jiggled invitingly, swaying inside her tight top. The outline of her nipples barely pierced the stretchy material, but I could already feel myself wanting her.

Ariana focused on the road ahead. Her reaction to my admission was far more subdued than I expected. Then her face softened, and she glanced sideways at me. “Rumor has it Max is shooting blanks.”

“Where did you hear that?” I asked.

“Max told Tom about a week ago,” Ariana said. She returned her gaze to the road and surprised me when tears welled in her eyes.

“What’s wrong?”

She sniffled and shook her head. “Nothing.”

But it wasn’t nothing. “If this is about Jenny, don’t worry. She gave me plenty of up front warning about her desire to have children. I’m lending a hand… well… more than a hand.” I laughed nervously.

Ariana’s eyes widened, and the car nearly veered off the highway. “You don’t mind that she’s using you as a sperm donor?”

“Like I said, Jenny loves me. She’s moving into an apartment with me when I go back to college. But even if she didn’t, I would gladly offer her my sperm… in a test tube or the old-fashioned way.”

Ariana stared ahead, choosing not to respond.

As the minutes rolled by, I contemplated pulling out my phone and messaging Jenny, but I didn’t want to appear rude.

Ariana finally broke the silence. “Has Tom mentioned any problems similar to Max with you?” She turned to face me, her expression worried.

“He hasn’t,” I said. “Are you two having difficulty conceiving?” I instantly regretted asking her such a personal question. “Sorry, Ariana. You don’t have to answer that.”

“No. It’s fine.” She let out a long sigh. “We are definitely having troubles. I’ve suggested seeing a fertility doctor, but Tom’s highly resistant. He says it’s just stress from my desire to get pregnant and that I should just relax and let nature take its course.” The furrow in her brow deepened. “I had myself checked out.”

“And?”

“I’m as fertile as they come.” She sighed. “If there’s an issue, it’s not me. It’s Tom. I’m sorry to dump this on you, Jack. I shouldn’t….” Her chin quivered and her eyes welled with fresh tears.

I reached out and squeezed Ariana’s hand. “We’re family. You aren’t dumping on me. For what it’s worth, the offer I made to Jenny applies equally to you, too. I may not be Tom, but I’m as close to Tom as you can get from a genetic perspective. If you go the IVF route and you need a donor, I’ll be there for you and Tom.”

Ariana let out a relieved breath, and for the first time during our ride, a smile tugged at her lips. She squeezed my hand warmly. “You would do that for me?”

“Of course, I would. As many times as you need.”

Ariana dabbed at her eyes, then leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek. “You are so sweet. Jenny doesn’t deserve you. That’s for sure.”

Despite Ariana’s SUV hurtling seventy-five miles per hour down the highway, she rubbed away the lipstick on my cheek and gazed into my eyes far longer than made me comfortable.

“Ariana, the road….” I pointed ahead, nervously.

Ariana laughed and turned back to face the road. “So, Max told Tom that you had a girlfriend. Does this girlfriend know about Jenny?” Her voice and mood shifted into a much more upbeat and friendly tone.

“She and Jenny are friends,” I said. “Her name is Gabrielle Monet. It seems Max beat me to the punch.”

“She’s twenty-eight and your French teacher?” Ariana gazed at me and raised an eyebrow. “Do you have a fetish for older women?”

I shrugged. “I have a fetish for beautiful women.” My gaze lingered on Ariana as I let my words sink in.

My message seemed to sink home because Ariana’s cheeks flushed pink. “How does that work with Gabby and Jenny? Are they both with you?”

“Honestly, I’m not sure. It’s an evolving relationship. Which reminds me, would you mind if Gabby and Jenny visit your house after our camping trip? Gabby’s never been to Colorado, and I hate leaving Jenny on the sidelines.”

Ariana raised an eyebrow. “I don’t mind Gabby coming, but you and Jenny might take some getting used to. Are you sure it’s a good idea?”

“Since I’m going to be the father to her children, I would say that balloon has already popped.”

“You think she’s pregnant?” Ariana asked.

“I don’t see how she couldn’t be. I carpet bombed her like Dresden during World War Two.”

The flush in Ariana’s cheeks deepened to a rich crimson shade. “Oh. Wow. You did it that much?”

“Sorry… TMI. I’ll shut up.”

“No,” Ariana quickly replied. “I’m curious. You must have a lot of stamina. How many times did you and Jenny… you know… do it?” She looked over at me, hanging on my reply.

I gazed upward and did some quick mental math. “I don’t know. It was a lot. Many times a day, every day.” I shrugged. “Somewhere between forty to sixty times?”

Ariana’s jaw dropped, and the car drifted onto the rumble strip at the edge of the highway before she jerked the steering wheel sideways and the car returned to the road.

I grabbed onto the dashboard and braced myself until Ariana regained control.

“There’s no way,” she said as if to herself, but that didn’t stop me from answering.

“Since you’re asking… we did it at least two to three times a day, almost every day, for three weeks. The most we ever did it in one day was eight times. Jenny is insatiable, and it turns out, so am I. We make the perfect couple.”

Ariana chuckled and shook her head. “I don’t think Tom and I have had sex that many times in the entirety of our nine-year relationship.”

My gaze lingered over Ariana’s long toned legs, her tight hips, and firm, jiggling tits. “No offense to Tom, but if I were in his shoes, I would have a hard time resisting.”

Ariana let out a genuine laugh. “You would, would you? Even for an old lady like me?”

“Old lady? If you’re old, then count me in.”

Ariana squeezed my hand fondly. “You are too good for my ego.”

“I’m just calling it like I see it,” I said.

“I think Tom needs to steal a page from your playbook.”

“Speaking of Tom, are we meeting him at your house?”

“As soon as we get there, we’re leaving. Tom should already have the car packed.”

“I get to play third wheel on what should be a romantic camping trip for two,” I said.

“There’s zero romance happening on a camping trip with Tom. I only tolerate it at all because he loves it so much. Believe me, you will be a welcome distraction.”

I wondered just how much of a distraction. I got the feeling Jenny was onto something, but only time would tell. “It should be a fun few weeks,” I said before Ariana and I exchanged a warm look.
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Tom and Ariana’s expansive log-house home sat high in the hills at the base of the Rocky Mountains. As Ariana pulled her Volvo into their driveway, I took in the snow-capped peaks and towering pines looming over the property. Those breathtaking views never got old and made me yearn for home.

In the driveway, Tom stood beside his massive Jeep, tugging on a strap securing one of two canoes parked atop the roof. Through the Jeep’s windows, every type of camping gear imaginable took up what looked like every square inch. It was far more gear than we needed for a simple, two-day canoeing trip.

Tom turned to wave at us as Ariana pulled the car up beside his Jeep.

“Is he packing for a trip to the moon?” Ariana killed the engine and unhooked her seatbelt.

“It sure looks that way.” I climbed out of Ariana’s car and grinned at my brother. “Don’t pull a muscle, old man.”

My brother Tom was a handsome man, with a receding hairline and a belly turning softer as he traveled deeper into his thirties. He had dark, thin hair, a clean-shaven jaw and an affable smile that instantly put a person at ease. He looked like a stereotypical dad, only without the kid to go with it.

“Screw you.” Tom chuckled and came around the car while he opened his arms to embrace me.

We gave each other a brotherly hug while Ariana looked on, wearing a smile of approval.

I scratched my head and frowned, gazing at Tom’s Jeep. “This is a two-day trip, right?”

“Right,” Tom said. “But I kind of promised a few guys that I’d bring their gear up for them.”

“You did what?” Ariana asked, her tone perturbed.

“Hang on a second,” Tom said. “They’re doing us a solid, so I’m returning the favor.”

Ariana folded her arms over her chest, which forced her perky tits together. “What favor?”

“I’m dropping the Jeep off down river and Mark is letting me use his truck to take to our campsite. Then we float on down river and voilà. Our Jeep is right there waiting to take us home.”

Ariana unfolded her arms and nodded as her expression softened. “I suppose we can make it work.” She opened the passenger side door and stared in shock at the front seat.

It was piled high with tents, cook wear, a stove, and two or three generators.

“What the hell?” Ariana dipped her head inside and peered down the length of the Jeep’s interior. “The entire fucking thing is jam-packed. Where are Jack and I supposed to sit?”

“I got it covered,” Tom said. He waved us around the Jeep and opened the door behind the driver’s seat. “It’s a tight squeeze, but we can make it work. Right?”

The thin sliver of seat was barely big enough for one person, let alone two.

Ariana laughed and shook her head. “There are two of us, or can you not count?”

Tom shrugged. “You can sit on Jack’s lap. It’s not that long of a drive.”

“It’s three fucking hours,” Ariana said.

The thought of Ariana riding in my lap for three hours had already turned my cock half-hard. It would be next to impossible to keep my hands to myself, let alone not prod her with my stiff cock the entire time. Visions of my hands wandering over her incredible body left my head spinning. “I don’t mind,” I said. “We can stop and take breaks.”

“That’s the spirit,” Tom said. “Think of how much fun it will be when we get there. And Mark is doing us a huge favor. After we head downriver, he’ll have to drive an hour up to our campsite to collect his truck.”

Ariana stewed, gazing at the tiny space before she let out a resigned sigh. “Fine. But you stop when I tell you to stop.”

Tom gave her an informal salute. “You’re the boss.”

After stowing my bag and taking a quick bathroom break, Tom fired up the Jeep, and I climbed into the backseat, pressing myself tight against the wall of gear to my right.

Ariana stood idly by, watching and shaking her head. “There’s barely enough room for you, let alone me. I don’t see how this will work.”

She wore the same tight black shorts and stretchy white top she had on earlier, with her dark hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. Her nipples appeared a shade harder than they were when I first saw her this morning and my cock reacted, shifting subtly inside my baggy shorts. This would take a monumental feat of willpower.

“I’ll put my knees together and you can perch on the front of my lap,” I said.

“You two ready back there?” Tom called out from the front seat.

Between the air conditioner, engine, and radio, Tom was tough to hear, and the blockage from the mounds of gear made him impossible to see.

“Hold on a second.” Ariana called out before she climbed into the back seat and parked her tiny, but pleasingly soft ass on my knees. She hung onto the front seat and leaned forward, placing her head near Tom’s right shoulder.

I reached out and shut the door before it closed with a slam. “All set.” I called out loud enough for Tom to hear.

“And we’re off.” Tom put the car in drive and the noise from the tires and revved up engine only added to the sound cloud, killing any chance of conversation with my brother.

Where to put my hands became the first problem. Gazing ahead, Ariana looked like a tasty dessert or even a prime rib parked on my lap, like a shiny dime. Her tight ass didn’t even cover both of my legs, and her weight felt like nothing. As Ariana and Tom chatted about something in the front seat, an idea struck me.

“It’s about a three-hour drive,” Tom said, loud enough for me to hear. “Call out if you need a bio break.”

“Will do,” I yelled while I fished my phone out of my pocket.

Ariana gazed back at me over her shoulder. “Am I hurting you?”

“Not in the slightest,” I said. “But you don’t look very comfortable.”

There was no way she could lean forward in that same position for three hours. It was only a matter of time before she would slip back onto my lap, where things were sure to get interesting.

Ariana turned around to say something to Tom, and I snapped a quick picture of her sitting on my lap, getting her exquisite ass in the frame. Then I attached it to a message to Jenny.

Me: (with the picture attached) Jealous? It’s a three-hour ride like this.

A bubble reply instantly appeared before the text message popped up.

Jenny: Oh, fuck no. She planned that, didn’t she?

Me: Nope. It was Tom, if you can believe that?

Jenny: WTF? Maybe Tom and Max have been trading tips.

Me: Wish me luck.

Jenny: You won’t need it. Ariana will ride your cock like a surfboard.

Me: No way.

Jenny: Then make a move and see for yourself. What’s the worst that can happen?

Me: She’ll rip my cock off?

Jenny: Wanna bet?

Me: No

Jenny: That’s because you know I’m right. Text me later and let me know what happens. Love u!

I wedged my phone between a pair of giant tents and settled back in my seat.

Ariana fidgeted, shifting from one hip to the other. She and Tom seemed to have run out of conversation, and she stared straight ahead as if bored.

The thought of pulling Ariana back onto my lap and mauling her body turned my cock hard. I forced myself to push aside the thought, but at the very least, Ariana looked somewhat uncomfortable. It wouldn’t be long now.

Twenty minutes later, Tom turned off the main highway and onto an old farm road filled with more potholes than pavement. The ride turned bumpy, and Ariana swayed from side to side, fighting to stay upright.

“Ariana, you can lean back against me,” I said. “You can’t sit like that for another two and a half hours.”

She glanced over her shoulder and furrowed her brow. “I don’t want to crush you.”

Maybe Jenny was right. I needed to assert myself. Without asking, I grabbed her hips and guided her backwards on my lap.

Ariana didn’t fight me. Rather, she shifted her weight, lifting her tight ass cheeks off my lap before settling herself smack dab on top of my half-hard cock. She leaned back and rested her shoulders against my chest. She let out a relieved sigh. “God, that feels so much better.”

Ariana’s warm body pressed against mine and the view over her shoulder offered me a front row view straight down her top. While her form-fitting top was tight, a slight gap in the front revealed the deep curves of her inner breast, including a total lack of any bra. While I couldn’t see her nipples, the full swell of her right breast down to where it curved at the bottom offered a tantalizing glimpse of what was to come.

And then there was her scent. She smelled like cotton candy with a hint of apple blossoms thrown in. The result of so much stimulation came as no surprise. My cock shifted beneath Ariana’s ass. It twitched and hardened, snaking up her ass crack while she wriggled atop me.

Ariana didn’t seem to mind. She shifted her weight slightly to allow my rigid cock the freedom to slide between her thighs until my tip rested comfortably on her slit. “That’s better,” she said before she scooped up my hands and rested them on her lap. “If I’m comfortable than you should be too.” She spoke low enough for only me to hear.

From my vantage point, there was no way for Tom to get a direct look into the back seat. There was simply too much crap in the way.

I spread my palms across Ariana’s inner thighs, resting my fingers dangerously close to her pussy. Close enough, in fact, for me to feel the heat radiating from between her legs. Her skin was smooth and supple. Her bronze skin glistened under the sunlight streaming in through the window. “Does this bother you?” I whispered into her ear, and I swear she shuddered.

“I like it.” Her words came out breathy with satisfaction.

For the next thirty minutes, we bounced along the rough road and swerved around corners. The friction produced heat, and the heat left my cock aching for relief. Pre-cum had soaked through my briefs and threatened to leave a stain on my outer shorts. I couldn’t take much more without blowing my load. My head buzzed with an urgent need to slide my cock deep inside her and my resistance weakened by the second.

Ariana wasn’t doing any better. Although her black yoga shorts hid her arousal, the wetness soaked through her shorts and seeped through my shorts so much so that I felt it on my leg. The Jeep’s interior smelled slightly musky with arousal, and I worried Tom might clue in to what I was doing to his wife a few feet behind him.

As the road turned bumpier, Ariana moaned slightly with each bounce, and she swiveled her hips, rocking in slow circles on my cock.

My head swam with fevered lust, and I couldn’t take it anymore. I nuzzled in tight behind Ariana’s ear and breathed her in as I slid my hands over her tummy and cupped her tits, squeezing them together.

Ariana let out a slight moan and grabbed my hands, forcing them harder onto her tits while her nipples turned to stone under my palms.

I kissed her softly behind the ear and whispered. “Can Tom hear us?”

Ariana shook her head. “He’s wearing ear buds and listening to a podcast.”

“Lift your hips up,” I whispered.

Ariana did as I told her, raising her hips off my lap long enough for me to slide her tight shorts over her hips and down her legs.

“Stay right there.” I gazed down at Ariana’s smooth pussy. Her slit glistened with her wetness, and my pulse quickened knowing I was seconds away from fucking her.

I pushed my shorts free and slid them over my hips until my cock sprang free.

The instant feeling of relief was incredible. Now, the gloves were off. I slid my hand inside and up Ariana’s top, cupping her bare breast and tweaking her nipple between my fingers. I nuzzled in tight behind her ear and whispered. “Slide it in.”

Ariana’s chest rose and fell in rapid succession. She reached down between her legs and circled her fingers around my twitching manhood. She let out a quick gasp of surprise, then paused, fingering my manhood like it was the first time she ever touched a real cock.

Ariana stroked my shaft, gliding her fingers over my tip like she owned it. Then she rocked her hips forward and worked my throbbing knob along her drenched pussy.

The feeling was incredible. A ripple of pleasure crisscrossed my cock and raced up my spine, forcing me to moan with guilty pleasure. I kissed Ariana’s neck, and she opened it wide for me to embrace.

Her body shuddered under my gentle touch. “Do you want me to come inside you?” I whispered.

Ariana nodded, signaling her consent and guided my throbbing cock inside her tight little hole, letting out a long muted moan.

My cock stopped halfway inside her, met by a wall of tightness that left me pleasantly surprised. Jenny was tight, but she was in her twenties. My misplaced belief of women over thirty was that they wouldn’t be just as tight. How wrong I was. My cock throbbed inside her, my steely girth pressing tight against her inner wall.

Ariana bit her lip and let out a stifled moan. She sank her fingers into my bare thighs and clamped down as if trying to suppress the need to scream.

The truck hit a giant pothole. Ariana bounced off my lap and came back down, fully impaling herself on my massive cock. She let out a hard grunt, and I wrapped my arms around her waist, securing her on my lap while my cock pulsed contentedly in her slippery depths.

“Sorry about that one.” Tom called out from the front seat. “Everyone good back there?”

Ariana shook her head as if she couldn’t speak and I answered for both of us.

“All good back here,” I said. “Just keep your eye on the road.”

Tom chuckled. “There’s a gas station in five miles. I’ll stop for a bio break and to top off the gas.”

Fuck. My mind raced with the realization that in a few brief minutes, Ariana and I would have to pull ourselves together and face Tom as if nothing had happened. But my cock wasn’t willing or able to back down now. I was balls deep in my raven-haired sister-in-law and I had a seed to plant.

As if coming to the same conclusion, Ariana swiveled her hips, grinding my cock while she pressed back against me and rested her head on my shoulder.

I drew her face around to mine and kissed her while I thrust up and down, fucking her slow and deep. Our tongues swirled together, and Ariana moaned softly in my mouth. She tasted minty and clean, and her probing tongue sent electric shock waves shooting down my spine.

Ariana bounced on my lap, clapping against my thighs loud enough that I worried Tom might hear. She broke off our kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Put a baby in me, Jack.” She whispered low, and her green eyes glazed over with wanton lust.

Jenny was right, but I wasn’t upset by the revelation. I popped one of Ariana’s tits free and gazed down at her pink dime-sized areola and hard, pebble-sized nipple. Her tits were round and perky and every bit as nice as Jenny’s, but slightly smaller.

I held Ariana’s gaze and fucked her hard and fast, slamming into her with quick violent thrusts. With her eyes locked on mine, I slid my hand down the length of Ariana’s body and found her engorged clit with my thumb.

Ariana’s eyes widened with surprise, and she clamped her mouth shut as she bucked wildly on my cock, her tits bouncing up and down.

My orgasm knocked on the door of my consciousness and the lights of the gas station came into view up ahead. I rapidly swirled my thumb over Ariana’s clit as I piston fucked her in a blur of motion, casting all thoughts of Tom aside.

Ariana convulsed on my lap, then went rigid as her body jerked in the throes of a violent orgasm. Her muted grunts fueled my lust, and my cock boiled over.

I thrust deep inside her and held still while my orgasm silently annihilated me. I pulsed milky waves of sticky jizz directly into my hot sister-in-law’s fertile womb. Ariana covered my mouth with hers as I grunted with every spurt, filling her pussy with an ocean of pent up cum. Our tongues swirled together, and I pumped my hips, draining my cock inside the sizzling hot brunette.

“Here we are,” Tom said cheerfully from the front seat. “Last stop before we get there.” He pulled the truck up to a gas pump, and we had only seconds before he killed the engine and gazed into the backseat.

Ariana pushed off my lap, forcing my cock to slide from her pussy. Drizzling strings of pearly cum oozed from her ravaged hole and dripped onto my swaying cock.

As Tom put the truck in park, my head went into overdrive. I pulled up my shorts, tugging them high around my waist while Ariana did the same, but her tit was still hanging out.

She perched on my lap in the same position she started with one exception, her bare breast was on full display.

I leaned forward and tucked Ariana’s tit back inside her shirt a second before Tom turned around and smiled over the seat.

“You two look like you just went ten rounds with Mike Tyson.” He laughed and shook his head. “Sorry about that. These back roads are bumpy as hell.”

Ariana feigned a yawn. “I actually fell asleep.” She turned around and gazed at me over her shoulder. “Did I drool on your shoulder?”

I faked a yawn and shook my head. “Did you? I nodded off for a while too.”

“That’s good,” Tom said. “I’ll get the gas. You two take a break.”

Ariana opened the door and climbed out before me, and I gave her ass a playful little slap. She hopped out and turned around, shooting me daggers before heading off toward the convenience store attached to the gas station.

I climbed out behind her and shut the door before facing Tom, where he stood at the pump. “You want me to drive for a while?”

Tom started the gas pump and shook his head. “No. I’ve got a thing about other men touching my Jeep.” He grinned at me and winked.

What the hell was that about? I frowned. “You sure?”

“Yeah. The roads up here are tricky, and you don’t even know where to go.” He checked his watch. “GPS says we’ll be there in ninety minutes. Go stretch your legs and take a piss.”

I headed off into the gas station with Ariana nowhere in sight. A few minutes later, I came out of the restroom all cleaned up. While I was in there, I grabbed a stack of paper towels for round two with Ariana, then headed out to the store to grab a bottle of water.

Ariana stood in front of the drink section, staring blankly ahead.

I came up behind her and peered over her shoulder. “What looks good?”

She jumped slightly and whirled around to face me, taken aback by my presence. Her eyes flared with something between anger and fear. She looked past me as if to make sure Tom was still outside. “That can’t happen again,” she whispered.

“Did you not enjoy it?” I asked.

“I cheated on Tom,” she said through clenched teeth. “It’s not a matter of liking it.”

“Look at it like I’m saving you six-figures on an IVF treatment. Plus, it’s way more fun.” I grinned and stepped past her before grabbing two Cokes from the refrigerator.

“Don’t you feel guilty?” She asked. “What if Jenny finds out?”

“She already knows,” I said. “Well… she knows it was bound to happen. JJ doesn’t mind. You still like Diet Coke?” I turned back around to the refrigerator and grabbed her a soft drink.

Ariana gaped at me, her eyes wide with shock. “She really doesn’t care?”

“You can call her and tell her,” I said.

“I’m not telling her.”

I shrugged. “Suit yourself. You ready to go?”

Ariana rolled her eyes, and I picked up her hand, lacing our fingers together.

She went with it for a split second, then yanked her hand away as if snake-bitten. “What are you doing?”

I turned around to face her. “Treating you the way you deserve to be treated. Ariana, you’re hot as hell. Tom should be all over you. If he’s not into you, I’ll keep you happy.”

Her expression softened, if only a little. “Thank you, but that still doesn’t make it right.”

“I won’t force you,” I said. “But your body doesn’t lie.”

Tom walked inside and spotted us standing in the aisle.

I smiled at him and hoisted a Coke high in one hand. “I got you one for the road.”

“Thanks, little brother.” Tom grinned.

After paying for our drinks, the three of us packed back into the Jeep and we were off. Twenty minutes later, Tom put on his ear buds and Ariana settled back on my lap with my cock already hard.

Ariana ground her pussy against my hard shaft and reclined against me, resting her head on my shoulder. She turned her head sideways to face me, then drew me into another deep kiss.

I gyrated my hips, grinding my cock against her warm pussy. Her scent was intoxicating. I slid both hands inside her top and cupped her bare tits, tweaking her stiff nipples between my fingers.

Ariana broke off the kiss, shifted her weight, and slid her shorts back down over her hips. She turned around and gazed down at my raging cock. “One more time won’t hurt anything, right?” She tugged at my shorts, leaned in close and whispered. “Now, take off your pants and fuck me.”






A Perfect Storm
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I fucked Ariana twice more before we reached a bustling campsite deep in the woods, where we planned to leave the Jeep. If Tom noticed anything, he covered it well. As for Ariana, she slipped off to the port-a-potties to make herself presentable, as she called it.

Tom introduced us to his friend Mark and a couple of his buddies before we all pitched in and unloaded the Jeep. We transferred a few pieces of camping gear and one of the two canoes to an oversized pickup truck, then Tom, Ariana, and I climbed into Mark’s truck to complete the last leg of our journey.

During the hour-long drive, Tom chatted with me about the campsite, the tents, and the canoe and navigating the river. The deeper we ventured into the woods, the more I wondered just where in the hell he was taking us. We followed a winding dirt road that hugged the river as we ascended into the mountains.

Eventually, Tom turned off onto an even sketchier road that wasn’t really a road at all. It was another ten minutes of traveling before we arrived in a clearing with the river bank looming in the distance.

By the time Tom pulled off the road and killed the engine, it was well into the middle of the afternoon. We had just enough time to make camp before sunset. We had a long day of canoeing ahead of us tomorrow, and I was already exhausted from laying the wood to Ariana for three solid hours. But the camp wouldn’t assemble itself, so we climbed out and started hauling gear out of the truck.

“There’s two tents,” Tom said as the three of us stared down at the heap of gear piled on the ground before us. He pulled two large nylon bags from the pile. “They’re both the same size and can comfortable hold a queen-sized air mattress.”

“We have air mattresses?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t be here without them,” Ariana said. “They’re so soft.”

Tom rolled his eyes. “You’re supposed to rough it on these trips. The mattresses kind of defeat the purpose.”

“Whatever.” Ariana yanked out two large nylon duffle bags. “These are the queen-sized sleeping bags that go with them.”

Tom sighed. “I don’t know why you insisted on getting those.”

“They’re roomie and I like them,” Ariana said. “You’re welcome to use that old rag one over there.” She pointed to a frayed bag of tattered cotton. “Sleep on the hard ground under the stars. It’s more room for me. I’m using the tent, the big sleeping bag, and the air mattress.”

I glanced between them, and Tom looked slightly annoyed. “No offense, big brother, but I’ll take the same setup as Ari. With all that canoeing we’ll do in the morning, I need a decent night of sleep.”

Ariana smiled at me in triumph while Tom shook his head. “You two are coddled babies.”

Tom and I set up the tents while Ariana hooked up the generator and made a fire. An hour later, the camp was in working order while the sun dipped toward the horizon.

“I’m starving,” Ariana said.

“Same. Did I see steaks in the cooler?” I asked.

Ariana grinned. “Yep. Can you grill? Tom sucks at it.”

“I don’t suck at it,” Tom said. “I just don’t enjoy it.”

“Now you know how we feel about sleeping on the ground,” I said.

Ariana laughed and Tom rolled his eyes just as his phone rang.

“You can get cell reception up here?” I asked. “My phone is dead.”

Tom pulled out his ringing phone. “It’s a satellite phone. I do these trips all the time, so I need a reliable phone.” Tom answered his phone and stepped away from us, chatting with the caller on the other end.

“He insisted on getting me the same phone,” Ariana said. “The thing works anywhere. I’ve got to admit, it’s pretty great.”

“Cool,” I said.

Tom paced back and forth near the truck with his phone pressed to his ear. Occasionally, he interjected into the conversation with a yes or no answer. Finally, he hung up and turned to face us, wearing a sour expression. “Bad news, gang. Mark needs his truck back… tonight.”

“What? We just set all this up,” Ariana said. “We have to take it all down? So much for doing you a solid.”

“We’re not breaking camp,” Tom said. “One of Mark’s friends got in trouble down river, and he needs his truck to pull him out.”

“Are you coming back?” Ariana asked, frowning at Tom.

“Yes. I’m dropping the truck off and another friend of Mark’s will drive me back up here.”

“I’ll drive,” I said. “You’ve been at it all day.”

“I got it,” Tom said. “Mark is a little picky about who drives his truck through this back country.”

“I’ll ride shotgun with you,” I said.

“There’s no need for that,” Tom said. “You and Ariana make dinner. When I get back, I’ll join you around the fire for a beer.” He slipped his phone in his back pocket.

Ariana stared at Tom with her arms folded over her chest. There was something about her expression that made me wonder what she was thinking.

“You’ll be back tonight?” Ariana’s tone was dubious. She pointed at the sinking sun. “It will be dark soon.”

Tom rolled his eyes. “That’s why headlights were invented.”

“You don’t have to be an asshole.” Ariana turned her back on Tom and went to the fire.

Tom stared at her back as if unwilling to further engage her. He turned to face me, his expression defeated. “If you need anything, use Ariana’s phone to call me. I’ll see you soon.”

“Drive safe.” I watched Tom as he climbed into the pickup and drove away.

I turned around and found Ariana sitting in a bag chair, staring into the dancing flames. She wore the same outfit she had on earlier in the day, which got me thinking about showering after three solid hours of sex. “Before we eat, do you mind if I bathe?”

Ariana turned her gaze on me and frowned. “Where?”

“The river,” I said. “There’s soap and shampoo in the bucket behind your tent.”

“I smell like sex,” Ariana said. “I think I’ll join you.”

I gathered the bucket and two giant towels stowed in a bag inside a giant plastic crate. I passed by the fire and offered my hand to Ariana. “Ready?”

She pushed herself up, ignoring my hand. “You shouldn’t get too comfortable around me, Jack. I’m not your girlfriend.”

“Suit yourself.” I made my way to the river, whistling a cheery tune as I went.

Ariana followed close behind, her expression grim.

When we reached the river, I pulled off my t-shirt and dropped my shorts, tossing them aside while Ariana watched.

“What are you doing?” She asked. “Don’t you have a swimsuit?”

I chuckled and stared at her, trying to figure out if she was joking — she wasn’t. “We can’t put that particular genie back in the bottle.”

Ariana rolled her eyes and folded her arms over her chest. She licked her lips and gazed longingly at my cock. “Why is yours so much bigger than Tom’s?”

I fetched the soap and shampoo out of the bucket and stepped into the river. The water was cool but not freezing, and after a full day in the car, it felt more than a little refreshing. I turned around and faced Ariana. “Are you talking about my cock?”

Ariana’s cheeks turned crimson. “What do you think I’m talking about?”

I laughed and kicked water in her direction.

She squealed and jumped out of the way. “Stop that.”

“Why are you so grumpy?” I asked. “We just spent three hours having amazing sex. Aren’t you feeling relaxed?” I spread out my arms and turned in a half-circle. “Look around you, Ari. We’re in paradise. Lighten up.”

“I feel guilty,” Ariana said. “And what’s with you calling me Ari?”

“Ariana’s a mouthful. Besides, I like calling you Ari. It’s like when I call Jenny JJ. It’s our thing. If you don’t like it, I’ll stop.”

She lowered her gaze, but her face softened. “We shouldn’t have a thing.” She used air quotes around the word thing. “You’re my brother-in-law, and I’m practically old enough to be your mom.”

“Only if you gave birth at thirteen.” I strolled out into the water and sank below the surface.

The water was cool and invigorating and instantly energized me. I broke the surface and found Ariana staring at me gloomily from the shore. “Come on in. The water feels great.”

“I don’t have a bathing suit,” Ariana said. “You’ll have to turn around.”

I couldn’t suppress my laughter. “I’ve seen your goods. We have full carnal knowledge of each other. It’s fine, and besides, you are super fucking hot. Please don’t make me turn around?” I posed it as a question with a hint of pleading in my voice.

“Whatever.” Ariana pulled off her top, letting her perky tits spring free. They were bigger than a handful and perfectly proportioned to her slender frame. She shimmied out of her shorts and tossed them aside as if glad to be rid of them. “I’ll have to burn those,” she said. “Your cum stains are everywhere.”

“Hopefully, some of those swimmers found a home,” I said.

For the first time, a smile flickered on her face. “Maybe.” She reached behind her head and pulled out her ponytail.

With her arms raised over her head, her upper body stretched out, lithe and taut. Something about the way she held herself caught me completely off guard. The fading sunshine made her bronze skin practically glow. Her long legs and tight little slit made my mouth water with anticipation. I stood there staring at her like an idiot.

Ariana shook her hair out, letting her dark locks flow over her shoulders. She frowned at me and furrowed her brow. “Do I have something on me? Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Sorry.” I stared at her, slack-jawed. “You’re just so fucking beautiful.”

Her expression softened. “Oh.” Her smile brightened. “Thank you. I’m not used to the compliments.” Her eyes flickered over my naked body. “I can say the same about you.”

“Come on in.” I held out my hand. “You wash my back and I’ll wash yours?”

Ariana stepped into the water and relaxed. “You’re right. That feels amazing. I thought it would be cold.” She took a few more steps forward and gently submerged to her neck, floating toward me wearing a smile.

I soaped down my chest and abdomen before lathering my balls and cock. “Go under. It feels so good it almost gives you a buzz.”

Ariana submerged herself and took a stroke under water before breaking the surface before me, her green eyes alive with energy. “Wow.” She laughed and the smile on her face widened, showing her straight white teeth.

Her dark hair hung straight down her back, glistening with water, and her hard nipples stood proudly atop her perky breasts. Sunlight caught her green eyes just right, revealing hidden flecks of gold, and the way the water beaded on her skin left me awestruck.

I soaped under my arms and drank in her stunning form. “Has anyone ever told you that you look exactly like Phoebe Cates?”

“The actress?” Ariana stood tall and proud, not hiding anything from me. She took the soap from my hand and cocked her head, smiling broadly enough to reveal cute dimples in her cheeks. “Only about a million times.”

“It’s really striking.” I gazed at her exquisite face and plump pink lips.

“When I was in high school, the boys used to play that song around me. You know, the one from that movie, Fast Times at Ridgemont High.”

“From the scene where she’s climbing out of the pool wearing the red bikini?”

“That’s the scene.”

“That song is called Moving in Stereo by The Cars, and that scene is a cult classic.”

“For you and every other boy,” Ariana said. “My senior year, my friends bought me that same bikini and made me recreate the scene for them.”

I stared at her, slack jawed. “God, that must have been hot. I’d give anything to see you in that video.”

Ariana laughed. “I probably have a copy of it somewhere.”

It was hard to resist reaching out and touching Ariana, and when she started soaping her body, it became even harder. My cock stiffened and stood up straight, the tip appearing like a periscope above the water.

Ariana gazed down at my cock, seeming unsurprised. “Are you always hard?”

“There’s plenty of visual stimulation,” I said. “Consider it a compliment.”

After she soaped up her tits and pussy, she handed me the soap bar. “Do my back?” She gave me a teasing smile, then turned around, showing me her back.

I stepped up behind her and worked the soap over her smooth back and lower, rubbing her ass and gently massaging her cheeks.

Ariana didn’t object. She let out a contented sigh and let me continue, seeming to enjoy my touch.

I gently massaged her shoulders and her neck, spending a few minutes to loosen her up.

She let out another long sigh and lowered her head. “Your fingers are magic.”

My cock floated out before me and nestled in the crack of her firm little ass. “Sorry. He’s got a mind of his own.”

Ariana laughed. “I don’t mind.”

I stepped in closer and leaned in before gently wrapping my arms around her body. “You’re pretty terrific.” I nuzzled in behind her ear and kissed her neck.

She inched backward and relaxed into my body. “You’re not making this easy.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I’ll back off when Tom gets here.”

Ariana sighed and rubbed her hands over my muscled forearms. “I haven’t felt this safe in a long time. Jenny is very lucky to have you.”

I leaned in and kissed her high on her temple. “Thanks.”

The minutes ticked by as we stood there in the river naked, listening to the birds and the rushing water. Ariana finally broke the spell. “The sun will set soon. I’ll wash your back and we can make dinner?”

“Okay.” I leaned in and kissed her again, but this time Ariana turned her head and met my lips. It was a quick kiss but full of heat, and I froze the moment in time, memorizing every detail of her perfect face.

Ariana washed my back and then we washed our hair, climbed out, and dried off. A few minutes later, we were dressed and making dinner preparations. Twilight descended on the campsite and Ariana stoked the fire while I finished the steaks.

It was completely dark by the time we finished eating and Ariana’s phone rang.

She looked at the screen. “It’s Tom.”

Ariana clicked the answer button and held the phone to her ear. “Hello?”

Tom’s voice buzzed on the other end, but I couldn’t hear the details. Whatever he told her, Ariana just kept saying okay until the end of the conversation. She finished the call by saying, “I’ll let him know.” Then she hung up.

“Tom’s not coming back tonight,” she said.

A couple of hours ago, she had predicted as much, but she didn’t seem angry. “What happened?”

“He ended up helping Mark with whatever it was they needed Mark’s truck for. They’re back at Mark’s campsite and he’s exhausted. None of them want to drive him up here tonight and he doesn’t want to make the drive either.”

“So, we’re on our own?” I grinned at her.

Ariana gave me a withering stare. “Get your mind out of the gutter. I’m sleeping in my tent tonight.”

“Is he coming up here in the morning?”

“We’re meeting him at a sandbar a couple of hours down river around lunchtime tomorrow,” Ariana said. “It’s in the middle of the river. You can’t miss it. He likes to hang out there and drink beers with his friends.”

“Great.” I stretched out my feet and reclined in my chair, gazing up at the stars. “It’ll be a shame for us to sleep in those gigantic beds all alone.” I glanced over at her, and her lips quirked up in a smile.

“You’re incorrigible.” She laughed and shook her head.

Ariana and I stayed up for another hour, sipping wine, chatting, and heavily flirting while I laid on sexual innuendo at every turn. But she stayed strong, not bending to my charms, and eventually, she let out a stifled yawn before announcing she was going to bed.

Ariana stood and put away her wine glass before she surprised by leaning over and giving me a soft kiss on the lips. “Thank you,” she said.

I frowned. “For what?”

She rolled her eyes. “For giving me the best sex life while simultaneously not pressuring me for anything more than I’m willing to give. And to top it off, you’re a fantastic date.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “That aside, if you change your mind, I’ll be right over there all alone in that big, soft bed.”

Ariana giggled and gave me one more kiss. “I know where to find you. Good night, Jack.”

“Good night, Ari.” I flashed her a sheepish grin.






Bump in the Night
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I laid awake for an hour, tossing and turning, wondering about Ariana lying a few feet away. More than once, I had nearly talked myself into getting up and paying her a surprise visit. But after she made her intentions so clear, I didn’t want to put her in an awkward position.

Instead, I lay naked atop my sleeping bag, listening to the sounds of the night.

The fire still crackled right outside my tent. Crickets chirped, and the wind shifted, dry leaves rustled, and the branches stirred high overhead. The night felt nearly as restless as me.

Then the sound of a nearby branch snapping under foot caused my ears to perk up and my senses to tingle. More leaves rustled outside the tent and warning sirens flashed in my head. Whatever animal was out there, I wanted it gone before it hurt Ariana or wrecked our camp.

Still naked, I crawled out of bed and eased out of my tent.

Across the clearing, a trio of deer drank from the river. The wind shifted, and the deer perked up, shifting their attention to me an instant before they bolted, disappearing into the nearby trees.

Ariana’s test was undisturbed and so was the rest of the camp. I shot her quiet tent a forlorn look, then slipped back inside my tent. I crawled onto my bed and collapsed, letting out a sigh as I gazed upward. It was going to be a long, restless night.

Ten more minutes crawled by before the sound of movement came from the direction of Ariana’s tent.

I sat up in bed and swiveled around to the unzipped tent flap, waiting expectantly for Ariana’s arrival. I wasn’t disappointed.

Ariana’s silhouette appeared in the opening. She knelt and peered inside. “Jack?” She whispered. “Are you awake?”

“Yes.” I whispered back as my pulse ticked higher. I could practically feel her naked body pressing against me already.

“I’m scared,” she said. “Can I sleep with you?”

I silently pumped my fist and tossed back my sleeping bag cover to make room for the scrumptious brunette. “Come on in.” I slithered inside the sleeping bag as Ariana tiptoed into my tent.

Ariana slipped into the sleeping bag beside me, wearing an over-sized t-shirt that hung down past her ass. She pulled the sleeping bag up to her neck and scooted over onto my side of the bed. “Did you hear those noises?” Even though we were the only people for miles in every direction, she spoke in a soft whisper.

The last thing I wanted to do was to chase her away by telling her it was only a few deer. But the sound was too loud to feign ignorance. “I heard it too. I’m sure it was just some animal rooting around outside.”

She drew closer until only inches separated us, and we came face to face. “Exactly. Do you think it was a bear or a mountain lion?”

She smelled amazing, soft and fresh, like a blanket just out of the dryer. The fear in her eye made her seem even younger than me. “It was more likely a deer, an elk, or some kind of rodent.”

“A rodent? Gross.” Ariana shifted closer and draped her arm over my shoulder. Her eyes widened in surprise, then she stole a peek into the shadows of the sleeping bag. “Are you wearing clothes?”

I slid my arm around her slender waist and inched closer until her body pressed against me. “Nope. I sleep naked.” My cock hardened, stiffening to concrete as it pressed up against her.

“Why doesn’t that surprise me? No funny business.” Her expression was serious, but she didn’t really mean it.

I slid my hand over her tight ass and dipped my fingertips under her nightshirt. I brushed up against a thin pair of cotton panties. “You’re almost naked. Why don’t you join me?” I leaned in and kissed her on the lips.

Ariana kissed me back and offered token resistance, pushing off my chest, but not backing away. “Jack, we can’t.”

“Come on, Ari, we may not get another chance.” I slipped my fingers inside the back of her panties and squeezed her bare ass. My pulse quickened, and my stiff cock pressed snugly against Ariana’s stomach. “But if you don’t feel it, then you don’t feel it.”

“Of course, I feel it.” She ran her hand over my chest and lower, exploring my six-pack as she came dangerously close to my raging hard on. “You’re really attracted to an old woman like me?”

“If this is what old looks like, then sign me up.” I tugged on her panties, forcing them over her hips. Ariana offered an assist, lifting her hips off the mattress so I could slide them down her legs.

Ariana leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips before backing off. She gazed into my eyes and searched my face longingly. “Why can’t I resist you?”

“Then don’t? I won’t tell Tom if you won’t.” I curled my palm around her supple ass cheek and gave it a full squeeze. “God, you’re perfect.”

Ariana’s nipples hardened inside her shirt and pressed against my chest. Her breathing turned shallow, and she squeezed herself tight against me. “If only Tom could fuck me like you do.” She found my lips with hers and sank in deep, parting her lips and finding my tongue.

As I kneaded her ass, she ground her hips and clenched her ass cheeks, moaning softly in my mouth. Without breaking our kiss, she reached down the length of her body and stripped off her t-shirt.

She came off my lips, and her eyes blazed with feral intensity. “Fuck me, Jack. Put a baby inside me.” She whispered softly, then pressed in tight before devouring my lips and tongue. She grabbed my massive cock and gently stroked, nursing out a thin string of pre-cum that drizzled over my knob.

I threw back the sleeping bag cover until it was just us, stretched out, side-by-side, naked and groping. Then I did what Ariana wanted me to do — I took control. With Ariana’s ass cupped in my hands, I deftly slid her beneath me while I slipped between her parted legs.

Ariana’s eyes widened, but a look of hazy lust took removed any semblance of control. She wanted me to run the show and the whisper of a smile on her lips proved it.

I leaned forward and found her hungry mouth, inhaling her tongue as she moaned and ground her hips beneath me.

She wrapped her long legs around my waist and wreathed her arms around my neck and shoulders, drawing me closer as her moaning intensified.

The heat from her pussy radiated over my cock, where it swayed between her upper legs, lightly tapping each of her inner thighs. My tip skittered off her slippery labia, sending charged jolts of pleasure rifling up my spine.

I broke the kiss and came up for air. I pinned my arms on either side of her shoulders and gazed into her smoldering green eyes. “You are my little slut,” I said. “Say it.” I was going out on a limb with the dirty talk, but I had a feeling that Ariana loved playing the submissive.

“I’m your slut.” Ariana’s voice came out small and subdued while her eyes blazed with an inferno of pent-up desire. She gyrated her hips, stroking my knob up and down her slippery pussy. “Fuck me. Please.”

“I’ll fuck you where and when I want,” I said, teasing her slit with my hulking cock.

“Yesss….” The word came out in an urgent hiss. “I’m yours.” She reached between her legs and found my stiff man meat. She raised her hips and tucked my tip just inside her hot little honey hole.

As Ariana tried to clamp down on my slippery tip, my knob twitched inside her like a thoroughbred pinned inside the starting gate of the Kentucky Derby. Without breaking eye contact, I thrust forward, grunting as I rammed her, fully impaling her in one swift stroke.

Ariana arched her back and groaned. Her eyes lost focus and her plump, dry lips went slack as her face contorted with pleasure. Her raven hair flowed out around her like a shimmering halo of spun silk while her perky tits shuddered, jiggling as I pounded her with slow, deep hammer strikes.

The vision of her exquisite face and lithe body stretched out before me like a grand prize set my cock throbbing inside her. I felt her walls stretch around my girth, ruining her for any other man. I changed rhythm pumping her pussy with slow, deep strokes as I gazed down between us and watched my glistening cock slide home.

Ariana ran her hands over my muscled arms, chest and shoulders, drinking me in as she moved her hips in sinuous rhythm with my driving thrusts. “That’s it baby… stay inside me… so deep.”

I rocked forward, evening out my pace. My cock glistened with her wetness, effortlessly sliding in and out of her tight little pussy as I penetrated her with deep strokes.

Our skin slapped, and the mattress shifted against the tent’s nylon floor. Shimmering moonlight filtered through the open tent flap, casting Ariana’s body in an angelic sheen of silvery light.

Ariana locked her ankles around my waist and pulled me in deep, squeezing my muscled triceps inside her tight grip. Her sweet moans met up with her broken grunts, producing an erotic symphony that was rapture for my brain.

“Who owns your pussy?” The words came out in a commanding growl as I laid the pipe with deep, powerful thrusts.

“You do.” She spoke in a breathy rush, her words barely discernible amid the moans, soft grunts and pounding flesh. She reached up and grabbed fistfuls of my hair as her eyes washed over with orgasmic bliss. “Ohhh… fuuccck.” Her body jerked involuntarily, and her pussy erupted with short, spastic bursts. She tightened her ankles and held me inside her, as if insuring I wouldn’t pull out.

I slowed my hips, drinking in her lithe frame as she undulated beneath me, caught in the throes of a major orgasm. With one powerful thrust, I impaled her, letting out a deep satisfying grunt. My mind warped with the flash of an orgasm. A torrent of hot jizz rushed from my cock with the force of a runaway train and blasted her cervix, painting her insides white. Powerful spurts followed, gushing with my potent seed. My head spun with dizzying ecstasy, and I pinned my cock deep inside her, letting my swimmers go to work.

Ariana didn’t let up. She kept her legs locked around my waist while she seemed to lose herself in my eyes. Her breaths came shallow and fast through her parted lips. She snaked her hands behind my neck, then drew me into a long, simmering kiss.

As she pumped her hips, our tongues lashed together. She milked my cock, rocking under me until she had drained every drop I had to give.

I broke off our kiss and paused atop her, heaving for breath while I held myself up, pinning my arms on either side of her shoulders. “That was amazing.”

A slight smile danced across her plump lips, and her tits jiggled invitingly beneath me. “A girl could get used to that big dick of yours. No wonder Jenny fucked you a gazillion times in a month. She must be going out of her mind with withdrawal.”

I chuckled and pushed myself up, gazing down at my cock as it slipped from her pussy. It glistened wet under the silvery moonlight and swayed gently from side to side. “We’re already on pace to match or beat that record. Are you game?”

Like thick pancake batter, a pearl of cum dotted Ariana’s pussy, oozing only slightly as it meandered along her slick labia.

“I’ve got a competitive streak,” Ariana grinned and sat up, coming face to face with my swaying cock. “Whatever Jenny can do, I can do better.” Then she surprised me. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around my cum-stained cock, swirling her tongue down the length of my shaft.

The pleasure rolled over me in waves. As her tongue circled my leaking slit, my body shuddered, and my breath caught in my throat. “That’s a good little cum slut.” I wasn’t sure if I was pressing my luck with the dirty talk, but it wasn’t like I had a lot to lose.

If she minded, she had a funny way of showing it. Ariana licked my cock clean while keeping her eyes locked on mine. She came off my cock with a slurping pop and extending her tongue, presenting me with a mouthful of jizz. Then she swallowed it whole and grinned. “If you keep fucking me with that giant cock, I’ll be your cum slut all day, every day.”

“You already are my cum slut.” I gently slapped the tip of my cock against her pouty pink lips. “Get used to me using my little cum slut where and when I want.”

She raised an eyebrow while a wry smile wrinkled her lips. “What about your brother?”

“You mean your husband?” I asked.

She leaned forward and slurped on my cock before letting it pop free, then playfully batting it from side to side over each cheek. “I mean your brother. You’re my husband now. At least my secret husband. I’m not a whore, Jack. I only fuck one man at a time, and you’re it.”

That definitely complicated things, but I wasn’t about to turn down my smoking hot sister-in-law. Besides, it sounded like she and Tom barely had sex. What would Jenny say about this revelation? “You’ll have to arm wrestle Jenny for dibs. I’ve all but put a ring on her finger.”

Ariana slowly sucked my cock, sliding her lips up and down until I thickened inside her mouth, my cock throbbing with renewed lust. The first inklings of the need to cum tickled the back of my brain.

I let out a low moan, and my legs wobbled beneath me. “Jesus Christ, you are amazing at that.”

Ariana laughed and came off my cock, licking along my shaft while she eyed me like her next meal. “You are my husband in the bedroom. Tom remains my husband in name only. I’ll relinquish marriage rights to my dear sister-in-law. But that doesn’t mean she gets you all to herself.”

It turned out Jenny was the Nostradamus of familial intercourse. What she would prognosticate about Emma, who embodied the absolute pinnacle of a MILF-in-waiting status? Emma Lawrence was built for breeding, yet she never had. But I was getting ahead of myself. I had three weeks to cum-dump inside Ariana before I ended up at Emma and Adam’s place.

Ariana bobbed up and down on my cock while fondling my balls. The moonlight left her face painted silver and shadowed, hauntingly beautiful. Then she did something with her tongue at the tip of my cock and I lost it.

With a loud grunt, I thrust forward until my tip lodged in the back of her throat. Then I came… hard. My cock pulsed inside her mouth while Ariana backed off just enough to collect the escaping semen on her tongue. Only after my cock stopped twitching did she break the seal and present me with her trophy.

A small lake’s worth of milky cum pooled on her tongue while she gazed up at me proudly.

“That’s a good little cum slut.” The moniker was a little demeaning, but Ariana seemed to get off on submission. Who was I to tamper with her kink?

She swallowed the load whole and flashed me her empty tongue. “It’s like a slot machine.” She giggled. “Can you keep going like that forever?”

I shrugged. “Let’s test my upper limits. That’s four times today, which is only halfway to Jenny’s record.”

Ariana frowned. “Then don’t get too comfortable.” She wrapped her lips around my tip and sucked out the excess. “You may have to strap me inside the canoe tomorrow from sleep deprivation.”

“In that case, let’s get a few hours and if the mood strikes you later, hop on for a ride.”

“Deal.” She let go of my cock and crawled up beside me. She pressed her body comfortingly against mine and let out a contented sigh.

I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her naked body even tighter against me before kissing her softly on the lips. “Night, Ari.”

“Goodnight, baby.” She squeezed my hand. “Oh, and Jack?”

“Yeah?”

“I saw the deer, and I saw you standing outside.” She kissed me softly on the lips and stared into my eyes. “I wanted you so badly I made up the story about being scared.”

I chuckled softly and cupped her ass in my hand before giving it a reassuring squeeze. “We’re done pretending. You’re my girl now.”






Tom’s Secret
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With the morning sun peeking in through the tent flap, Ariana rode me to an orgasm. That, combined with an earlier middle of the night session, brought our grand total to seven in a twenty-four-hour period.

Ariana straddled me, breathless and naked, with my cock buried inside her. In the muted sunshine of a clear blue morning, she was even more beautiful. The relentless sex did her well. She positively glowed with a soft inner radiance that wasn’t there yesterday.

“That’s seven,” she said, trying to catch her breath.

I rubbed her ass and drank in her lithe curves. “You’re that competitive with Jenny?”

“We’re going for eight times today.” Ariana leaned forward and rested her bare tits against my chest. She squeezed my cock with her pussy, causing me to shudder with pleasure.

“My dick waves the white flag,” I said.

Ariana giggled, then slipped my cock out of her pussy before licking and sucking me clean.

My cock towered above my waist as a monument to our sexual feat, still hard, despite Jenny and Ariana using it like a treadmill.

She sat back on her tight little booty and gazed at my cock with her legs parted. “He looks strong enough to win the Kentucky Derby.”

“Training with two fillies will do that.” I gazed between her legs, eyeing a thin trail of cum oozing from her pussy. “If you’re ovulating, you’re pregnant. Guaranteed.”

She shrugged. “I am ovulating, but that doesn’t mean your swimmers grabbed the brass ring. We need to keep pace until I’m sure your baby is growing inside me.”

I sat up, leaned forward, and kissed her. “Like I’ll stop after you’re pregnant? Pandora’s box is wide open.” I eyed her pussy as I spoke.

The obvious sexual innuendo sparked a laugh from Ariana. “I think it’s safe to say that you’ll father all our children. What to do about Tom is the real problem. I don’t want to hurt him.”

“Me neither,” I said. “For now, let’s forget about Tom. I’ll make us breakfast.”

She nodded and kissed me. “Good idea. I’ll start packing up while you’re making eggs.”

I nodded down at her pussy. “If you’re ovulating, you already made the eggs.”

She laughed and slapped me playfully on the leg. “Come on. Let’s get going.”

We went into work mode. I made turkey bacon and eggs, while Jenny bundled up the mattresses, sleeping bags, and tents. By the time we ate and packed the canoe, it was a little past ten o’clock in the morning.

Ariana slipped into the canoe while I stood on the shoreline, keeping the boat steady. “The island is two hours downstream?”

“Give or take,” Ariana said. “It depends on the current, but that sounds about right.”

“Maybe we can beat Tom to the island and enjoy a quickie in the woods,” I said.

“I know the perfect spot.” She grinned at me, picked up her paddle, and fastened her helmet. “Let’s go.”

The river was equal amounts of fun and challenging. The scenery, Ariana included, was drop-dead gorgeous. Despite running on little sleep, the hours blinked by, and we arrived at the island a little after noon.

We pulled the canoe safely up onto the shore and looked around, but didn’t see any nearby boats on the long, thin, wooded island.

I grinned at Ariana, who seemed to read my mind.

“Let’s go.” She picked up my hand and led me down a trail that led into a thick copse of pine trees. She wore a tight black sports bra and a pair of matching black shorts. Her tits jiggled invitingly, and hips sashayed from side-to-side in front of me.

I couldn’t wait to peel off that top and roll my tongue over her perfect nipples while I pumped her full of cum. As she led me forward, my cock thickened in anticipation.

Ariana smiled at me over her shoulder, her green eyes twinkling with nervous energy. “There’s a clearing up ahead with a broad, flat rock where you can bend me over.”

We spent two more minutes weaving our way through the woods until we reached the clearing and got a big surprise.

Tom sat on the very rock where I had planned on fucking his gorgeous wife. Tom’s friend Mark sat beside him, with a six-pack of beer in the space between them.

“So much for that idea.” I whispered so only Ariana could hear.

Ariana sighed and quickly dropped my hand. “Well, damn.”

We stepped into the clearing, and Tom stood, waving as we approached. “Took you long enough.” He called out to us.

There was more than a six-pack of beer with Tom. He and Mark had set up a grill and a table of snacks behind the rock, which was nice, but didn’t compare to snacking on Ariana.

I waved and forced a smile. “Sorry. We got a late start.”

Ariana stayed close to me but greeted her husband with a friendly hug. “Did you get everything sorted out from last night?”

“Just about,” Tom said. He peeled off a beer and handed it to me. “They’re nice and cold, little brother.”

I took the offered beer and popped it open. “Thanks.”

Tom’s friend Mark stood and nodded at us. He was an older man, pushing fifty with a salt and pepper hair and a thick beard and mustache. He wore dark sunglasses and an amiable smile. “I’ve got burgers and chicken ready in ten minutes.”

“Thanks, Mark,” Ariana said. “What can I do to help?” She meandered over to the grill and chatted with Mark, leaving Tom and me alone.

Tom leveled me with an odd stare and an even odder smile. “Sorry to leave you holding the bag last night.”

“It’s no problem,” I said. He gave off a vibe that left me more than a little uneasy. It was like he knew I had spent the last twenty-four hours using his wife as a cum sponge.

“Would you mind helping me with something on the canoe?” He asked. “I could use a second pair of hands.”

My stomach swirled, and I glanced over at Ariana, who gazed back, her expression worried. I returned my attention to Tom and nodded. “Sure.”

Tom turned to Mark and Ariana. “We’ll be back in a few. Keep those burgers hot.”

I followed Tom out of the clearing along a path opposite from where Ariana and I had entered. A hollow pit formed in my stomach, and I fought the dread feeling setting into my bones.

Tom led me silently along the path until we emerged along the rocky shoreline downstream from where Ariana and I had landed. He turned around to face me. The strange smile remained on his face, but when he pulled off his dark sunglasses, I instantly recognized the fear in his eyes.

I frowned. “What’s wrong?”

Tom let out a heavy sigh and rang his fingers through his hair. “This is awkward as fuck.”

My stomach dropped, and my heart galloped. He knew. He fucking knew everything. I licked the dryness from my lips and feigned ignorance, waiting for him to speak.

“First, what I’m about to tell you stays between us,” Tom said. “You can’t tell anyone. Not Jenny, Max, Adam, or Emma. Most of all, you can’t tell Ariana.”

This wasn’t what I expected at all, and a kernel of hope sprouted inside me. I would have agreed to anything if it didn’t involve Tom busting me fucking his wife. “Okay. Are you sick?”

Tom let out a humorless chuckle. “Nothing quite that mundane, unfortunately. I’m not even sure how to start.”

I wasn’t out of the woods yet, but curiosity took over. “Just spit it out.”

“Right.” He nodded and met my gaze, letting out a breath before he spoke. “Years ago, I had a vasectomy that nobody knows about.”

My jaw dropped. “You what?”

“It was shortly after Ariana and I started dating,” he said. “I didn’t want kids, and at the time, Ariana was just another girlfriend, you know?”

“I guess,” I said. “But that’s a huge decision for a young guy to make without talking it over with anyone.”

“Tell me about it.” He gazed around the river and held out his arms as if soaking in his surroundings. “I love this life. Being outdoors, sleeping under the starts, hiking, climbing, fishing, you name it. I’m in. Kids would only slow it down, so I made the choice to give them up.”

“Fuck.” I shook my head, staring at him. “I’m the only who knows?”

“Yep,” he said. “Now here we are, years later, and Ariana is pounding on the marital door demanding kids.”

“Can you blame her?”

“No.” His reply came quickly, and he shook his head. “That’s the thing. Now, I want kids. It was a stupid mistake that I completely regret.”

“You can have a vasectomy reversed,” I said.

Tom nodded. “Been there, done that with three different operations. None of them worked and I’m still shooting blanks. It’s not happening. I’ve been to five different doctors and none of them can help me.”

“Damn. I’m sorry, Tom.”

He nodded, his expression grim. “Which brings me to the point of all this. I need your help.”

I was pretty sure I knew where this was going, but I didn’t want to make any assumptions. Then it hit me. “You set up the single seat in the Jeep?”

Tom nodded.

“And last night’s disappearance?”

“Planned and executed flawlessly,” Tom said. “You know where this is headed, don’t you, little brother?”

“You want me to get your wife pregnant?”

Tom sighed. “Shit… when you say it like that all out in the open, it sounds so sinister.”

“You need to tell her,” I said.

“She’ll divorce me. That’s a guarantee. I should have told her before I asked her to marry me. I tricked her into a marriage based on a lie. How do you think that ends up for me?”

Anger welled inside me. Adultery was nothing compared to the offense Tom had committed. He had stolen Ariana’s life from her. It was despicable. “You want me to fuck Ariana?”

Tom chuckled. “I want you to keep on fucking Ariana. Hearing you pound my wife in the back seat of my Jeep made me want to slit my wrists, but losing Ariana is even worse.”

“Sorry,” I said. “It just happened.”

Tom waved me off. “I set it up, remember? After you and Jenny got going, I knew Ariana couldn’t resist. Now I’m asking you, brother to brother, to keep fucking Ariana until she gets pregnant. Your DNA and mine are so close she’ll never know the difference. It pains me that my wife will fuck you behind my back, but who am I to judge?”

“Jesus, Tom. This is asking a lot.” I had already committed to knocking up Ariana, but I had to draw this out. And it was keeping Tom’s secret, to which I really objected. “Without telling her the truth? I can’t do that, Tom.”

Tears welled in Tom’s eyes, and his chin quivered with raw emotion. “I can’t lose her, Jack.” He sobbed like a little bitch and rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand. “I’m begging you.” He looked up at me, his face contorted in angst. “I’ll pay you.”

“I don’t what your fucking money, Tom.” I sighed and shook my head. “This puts me in a horrible position.”

“It’s not like you don’t enjoy fucking her,” Tom said. “A little too much, if you ask me. I should be pissed at you for going behind my back. But she’s hot. I don’t blame you.”

I held up my hands. “Fine. Let’s call the whole thing off. I won’t tell Ariana your despicable secret, and I’ll stop fucking her.” I turned to go.

“Wait,” Tom said, stopping me in my tracks. “Please, Jack. I’m begging you. I want a child with Ariana.”

His voice wobbled with emotion, and I turned around to face him. I studied him for a long time before I answered. Besides impregnating Ariana, I had a new mission — stealing Ariana away from my brother forever. That would serve him right. “For the next three weeks, give me as much alone time with Ariana as possible, and I’ll give you want you want.”






You’re Mine Now
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Inside Tom and Ariana’s expansive log house, I stretched out atop the king-sized bed, fully clothed, with my arms folded behind my head, gazing up at the overhead fan slowly whirling above me. “I’ve got to get something off my chest.”

“What’s wrong?” Jenny lifted her head off my chest and turned her gaze up at me. With a furrowed brow, she measured me with her dazzling blue eyes. “If it’s about Ariana, don’t worry. I knew what was going to happen. It doesn’t bother me.”

Jenny and Gabby had arrived at Tom and Ariana’s house less than an hour earlier. After greeting them both, Tom and Ariana took Gabby on a tour of the house and the surrounding grounds while Jenny and I caught up alone in one of the upstairs guest bedrooms.

My little blonde pixie lay stretched out alongside me with her arm draped over my chest and her soft bare leg intertwined in mine. Her golden blonde hair cascaded down her back and the faint scent of lavender enveloped me in a shroud of budding lust.

We chatted about the last few days she and Gabby spent together, and I caught her up on my camping trip with Ariana and Tom. All the while, Jenny slowly unbuttoned my shirt before she slipped her hand inside and ran her palm over my smooth, muscled chest.

I leaned over and kissed her softly on her plump, glossy lips. “That’s not it, baby.” I stroked her hair and ran my hand along her back before I cupped her tight ass in one hand. “It’s about Tom.” The weight of the secret was too much to bear. I needed Jenny’s devious mind to help me form a plan.

Jenny’s expression of curiosity deepened, and she sat up on her knees, studying me carefully. “What about Tom?”

“If I tell you, it has to be our secret,” I said. “I’m not supposed to tell you, but well… fuck that. I tell you everything. Besides, I value your opinion and I need your advice.”

“Wow. This sounds serious. What gives? I had Tom pegged as the next best thing to Mr. Rogers.”

“You won’t think he’s very neighborly after I dial you in on the four-one-one.”

“Then you better hurry. Gabby and Ariana will be back any minute.”

I spent the next few minutes recalling my conversation with Tom, watching Jenny’s eyes widen by the second. After I finished, she shook her head and glared. “That fucking prick. Ariana needs to know.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s awful, and I want to help Ariana.”

“Help Ariana with what?” Ariana asked, standing just inside the doorway. Her gaze rested on Jenny’s hand resting atop my chest. There was a definite spark of jealousy behind those smoldering green eyes. She folded her arms over her chest and frowned slightly as she leaned against the doorjamb.

My stomach dipped, and my heart leapt into my throat. “Where’s Gabby?” I asked, desperate to distract her.

“Downstairs with Tom,” Ariana said. “He’s showing her the garden. Now stop trying to change the subject.”

Jenny scooped up my hand and laced her fingers in mine, sizing up Ariana with those mischievous blue eyes.

I didn’t know exactly what Jenny was up to, but it was clear she had something in mind.

“Jack was telling me about your struggle to get pregnant and his willingness to help,” Jenny said.

“Oh, was he?” Ariana turned her green eyes on me as they flickered with annoyance. “What else did you tell her?”

“I don’t keep secrets from Jenny,” I said. “She knows everything.” That was the truth. I had already filled Jenny in on everything from the Jeep ride to the marathon romp in the tent.

“It’s a miracle the mattress didn’t spring a leak.” Jenny laughed, and Ariana grimaced.

“Jack, that was our personal business,” Ariana said, ignoring Jenny’s jab.

“I told you about my sex life with Jenny.” I shrugged. “Jenny doesn’t mind. Do you, JJ?”

“Nope.” Jenny leaned in and kissed me on the lips before leaning in so close that her big soft tit mashed against my arm. “Jack and I share everything.”

“Well, good for you,” she said to Jenny before turning her ire on me. “What happens between us is private.” Ariana glared at me, clearly pissed off, then she turned and stormed off, leaving Jenny and me alone on the bed.

A few seconds passed before a bedroom door slammed somewhere down the hall. “Shit.” I sighed. “That could have gone better.”

“Someone’s got a jealous streak,” Jenny said. “Did you see the way she looked at me?”

“It was hard not to.”

“You can make that jealousy work for you,” Jenny said.

“If you keep pushing her buttons, she’ll kick us all out of her house.”

Jenny chuckled. “No, she won’t, baby.” She kissed me again. “If you push the right buttons, she’ll leave Tom for us.”

“Us?” I raised an eyebrow, taking in her amused expression.

“Me, you, and Gabs.” Jenny giggled. “We’re living together. It’ll be like a giant commune where we raise our kids and fuck our spiritual leader.”

“We’re living together?” It was my turn to laugh. “Was someone going to tell me?”

“Like you would say no?” Jenny rolled her eyes. “Please. With Gabby and I fawning all over you, you’ll be the talk of campus. Add in Ariana and every alley cat on campus will preen before you.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re seriously overestimating my game. Besides, I care more about getting Ariana out of her shitty marriage without destroying my relationship with my brother.”

Jenny sighed. “I don’t know why you care so much about Tom. What he did is unforgiveable.”

“I promised Tom I wouldn’t tell Ariana,” I said. “If I can get her away from Tom without telling her Tom’s secret, then I could accomplish the same thing, right?”

“Maybe you’re right,” Jenny said. “Now that we’ve turned the green-eyed monster on Ariana, it’s time for you to play good cop with that big, hard cock of yours. She likes it when you take control, right?”

“So do you,” I said.

“I know. It makes me so wet.” She sighed and gazed down at my cock longingly. “I had hoped to fuck you silly, but Ariana needs our help. She better thank me later.”

“You think I should barge into her room? Tom is right downstairs.” I tapped on my chin and frowned. “Maybe you’re right. Fucking her blind may be exactly what the doctor ordered.”

“Fucking Ariana with Tom in the house is so hot,” Jenny said. “I’m practically dripping just thinking about it.” She pushed me sideways off the bed. “Now go fuck our girl back, and then we’ll talk about phase two.”

I glared at Jenny and crawled off the bed. She was right. It was up to me to assert my dominance over Ariana. The camping trip was history, and it was time to bring Ariana into the fold. She wasn’t the only woman in my life, and it was time to accept it.

I stripped off my t-shirt and tossed it back to Jenny, leaving me clad only in a pair of baggy shorts. “I won’t need this.”

Jenny eyed my muscled chest, her eyes hungry with lust. “I call dibs on bedtime. Ariana can fuck off.”

I chuckled, then leaned over the bed and kissed the unruly blonde. “You are trouble with a capital T.”

Jenny pulled down her tank top, revealing her big, springy tits. “T is for titties, and these titties belong to my daddy.” She grinned up at me and pushed her tits together, taunting me.

I lunged forward and buried my face in her cleavage before giving her bare nipple a full suck and a tickling nibble.

Jenny let out a giggly scream and turned away from me, tucking her tits back inside her top. “Go, Jack. Before I fuck you myself.”

I gave her ass a hard smack and Jenny yelped, squirming away and rolling sideways, escaping to the far side of the bed. “You’re evil.” She laughed, gazing up at me, her blue eyes alive with playful energy.

There was nothing easier than being with Jenny. “I’ll show you evil.”

“Oh, big man.” She laughed, and I feigned a lunge toward her, causing her to squeal and edge back into the pillow mound near the headboard. Then she pointed toward the door. “Go. Now.”

I rolled my eyes. “Fine. But this is your fault for being so fucking adorable.”

She flicked her blonde hair over her shoulders and grinned. “I know right.” She batted her eyelashes playfully.

I shook my head and left the room, leaving the door open behind me. I wanted Jenny to hear me fucking Ariana. In fact, I wanted the entire house, Tom included, to hear me laying the lumber to his hot young wife.

I strolled down the hall and pushed open Ariana’s bedroom door without knocking.

Their bedroom was massive. Featuring its own fireplace, outdoor deck, hot tub and king-sized bed, it had everything, including a miniature coffee bar. At first glance, Ariana wasn’t in her bedroom, but the sound of movement came from the adjoining bathroom.

I left the bedroom door wide open, strolled across the bedroom, and walked into Ariana’s bathroom unannounced.

Water beaded off the glass shower doors and Ariana stood before a giant mirror over her sink, wrapped in nothing but a skimpy white towel. The towel covered her tits and barely reached her tight little ass. She leaned forward, applying the finishing touches on her eye makeup with the rest of her face already done.

My cock shifted in my shorts, and I sauntered up behind her, towering over her.

Ariana glared at me in the mirror. “Do you normally waltz into women’s bedrooms unannounced?”

“Just my women,” I said and slid my hands over her hips.

Ariana raised an eyebrow. “I’m your woman now? What will Jenny think?” Her voice oozed with sarcasm.

“She’ll probably get herself off. I left the door open so she could hear us fuck.”

Ariana smirked and shook her head. “You think you’re fucking me with my husband downstairs?”

That was a change from the camping trip when she had called me her husband. I shrugged. “Tom can listen too. Maybe he’ll learn something.”

“You are not fucking me with Tom downstairs,” Ariana said, with absolutely no conviction in her voice.

She wore her dark hair in an intricate weave, piled high atop her head. Her green eyes sparkled with a mixture of anger and lust. But it was her cleavage that caught my eye, bursting from the front of her tight little towel. She wanted me to fuck her. In fact, she was daring me to fuck her.

I pushed down my shorts, revealing my half-hard cock swaying behind her like a hungry anaconda. “I am fucking you. Right here. Right now. You can stop me anytime you want.”

Ariana’s gaze dropped to my cock, and her eyes widened. She licked her lips and pretended not to notice my cock swaying behind her like the Incredible Hulk. “You wouldn’t dare.” She tried to ignore me and leaned forward, checking her already perfect face in the mirror.

I stepped up behind her and yanked away her white towel, revealing her naked body beneath. Lithe, yet curvy, her hips were the stuff of wet dreams. Her perfect tits barely jiggled, and she had cleaned up her pussy in the shower, leaving it stubble free.

Ariana didn’t flinch. She acted like my stripping her down was an everyday occurrence, but her hard nipple betrayed her. She shrugged, trying to play it off. “You’ve seen me naked a hundred times already.” But her nostrils flared and, nearly imperceptibly, she widened her stance before leaning forward slightly. The move was so subtle I wasn’t sure she knew she had done it herself.

I gave her tight ass a playful smack, causing Ariana to flinch.

“That doesn’t hurt,” she said as she grabbed onto the sink, bracing herself for the storm to come.

“Of course, it didn’t hurt,” I said. “I’m not a sadist.” I stepped in tight and nestled my fat cock in her ass crack. Then I palmed her tits from behind, mauling them in my palms while I rolled her stiff nipples between my thumb and forefinger.

Ariana tried to act aloof, but she pressed her ass back against my cock and bit her lower lip as her breathing quickened. She glanced at me in the mirror, her eyes desperate and pleading. “Why do you taunt me with Jenny? And you do it right in front of my face. She had three weeks alone with you, yet here she is, crashing the party. Would it kill her to give me my time?”

There it was. We had finally arrived at home plate. Jenny was right. Ariana had a jealous streak. I slipped my cock from her ass crack and guided my tip past her tight little asshole and over her pussy, collecting her seeping wetness on my tip. “You’re mine now.” My voice came out low and commanding. “Just like Jenny and Gabby.” I pushed my cock forward, gliding my tip over her labia, spreading her wetness over my shaft like a flash flood. “When I go to Adam and Emma’s, you’re coming with me. When I go back to school, you’re coming with me.” My cock throbbed where it nestled inside her slippery pink folds. I inched my cock higher, and my tip settled like a cocked spear resting just outside her sweet honey hole.

Ariana’s lips parted, and her breathing intensified. “God, that feels amazing.” She widened her legs and leaned forward as if ready to take my cock.

I swirled my tip around her entrance, teasing her before dipping just inside and pulling out. “What do you want me to do?”

Ariana gazed at me in the mirror, her expression meek. “Fuck me.” Her words came out barely above a whisper.

I gave her ass a hard slap, leaving behind a red handprint. “Louder. I want Tom to hear you.” I edged my tip in and out, savoring the clenching sensation of her pussy sheathed around my throbbing knob.

Ariana gasped and squeezed the counter until her knuckles turned white. Her eyes pleaded with me. She swiveled her hips and tried to impale herself on my meaty cock, but I pulled back just enough to tease her.

Ariana let out a roar of frustration and glared at me in the mirror. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard!” She cried out before I thrust forward, impaling in her one swift stroke.

Ariana grunted, and a shock wave of flesh rippled across her ass. Her eyes glazed over with lust, and she wriggled backward, deepening the penetration. “Oh, yes. Baby, pound me.” Her words came out strained and desperate. She braced herself on the counter and rocked backward, gliding on my shaft like a surfer catching the perfect wave.

Her hot pussy sheathed my cock in pure buttery pleasure. It throbbed inside her, edging deeper with each slow warm-up stroke. I squeezed her hips under my firm grip and guided her ass forward and backward, driving deep with my steely shaft, claiming her for my own.

As I rocked my hips forward, slowly clapping against her tight ass, Ariana bit her lip, stifling her moans and muting her grunts.

“Don’t hold back. You want to pay Jenny back? Let her hear you scream my name.” I increased the pace, driving deep while her tits bounced and swayed in the mirror.

“What about Tom?” Ariana could barely get the words out as her body rocked every time I bottomed out.

“Let him hear.” After what he did to Ariana, hearing his wife moaning my name in pleasure was a small fraction of the payback he had coming his way. I battered her with deep, pounding thrusts, going all in, giving her exactly what she wanted.

Her voice started out low and throaty. “Jack, oh, God Jack. Fuck me.” With each railing thrust, she grew louder until her moans and screams reverberated through the bathroom. “Jack. Baby, fuck me so good!” She cried out, screaming my name, her reservations and her husband long forgotten.

As I mercilessly pounded her pussy, rolling shock waves of flesh reverberated across her ass. Her tits slapped together, lost in a blur of motion. Her eyes lost focus and her jaw hung slack while her breaths came in sharp, jagged pulls.

The friction of her tight pussy left my cock as hot as the sun. As I kept up the relentless pounding, my shaft ran slick with her juices while her legs trembled beneath her. “Tell me where you want me to come.” My words come in a throaty growl.

“Inside me.” The words came out in a soft rush, and she called out my name over and over at the top of her lungs.

“Louder.” I smacked her ass and Ariana moaned.

“Come inside me!” She screamed before her pussy twitched with rapid bursts and her legs turned to rubber. “Coming….” The rest of her words trailed off, lost in a garbled mess. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, and her breath caught in her throat.

I leaned forward and grabbed Ariana around the waist with one arm and cupped her tit with my free hand, using her body as leverage before fully impaling her and holding still. With a primal moan, my head flashed, and my cock erupted, gushing hot cum deep inside Ariana’s pussy, blasting her cervix with a hot load of potent seed. Thick bursts of white hot jizz fired from my cock, machine gun fast, as I grunted and painted her insides white.

Ariana pushed her hips back against and her body tremored under my ruthless assault. She squeezed my cock with her pussy, swirling her hips as she got me off. “That’s it, baby. I love to feel you come inside me.”

I kissed her shoulders and leaned forward, nuzzling in behind her ear as I milked my cock in slow, deep strokes. Her hair smelled like apple blossoms and when I kissed behind her ear, I drank in her sweet scent.

Ariana’s breathing returned to normal, and she opened her neck wide, letting me kiss her while she moaned. “I love it when you touch me. It’s like crack.”

As my cock went still inside her, I licked my way around her ear, then I whispered. “Who will keep fucking you long after you’re pregnant.”

“You.” She stretched out beneath me.

“Who will put a second baby inside you?” I asked as I slid her hard nipples between my open fingers.

“You.” Ariana reached back and wrapped her arm around my neck before turning her face around to meet mine.

Our lips met, and our tongues lashed together. She moaned softly in my mouth before breaking off the kiss and searching my face. “Don’t break my heart. Promise me?”

“I won’t. You have my word.”

A smile flickered on Ariana’s face. “I love you, Jack.”

“I love you too, Ari.”
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After Ariana and I cleaned up, Tom vanished and remained missing, done in by Ariana’s cries of ecstasy. Later that day, when the dust settled, I made good on my promise to Gabby. We were going on a date up the trail where she would finally get to see the Rocky Mountains in all their majesty. Fortunately, I knew just the spot.

Gabby and I changed into our hiking clothes, and we made our way up a trailhead that started in Tom and Ariana’s backyard. The one-mile hike wasn’t physically taxing until we reached a short section of cliff face. It was an easy climb for a novice climber, but Gabby wasn’t a climber, not even a beginning climber. But the view at the top was worth the effort, and I knew how much Gabby would love it.

We stood before the rock face, gazing skyward at the twenty-foot wall before us.

“It’s entirely doable.” I peered over at Gabby to gauge her reaction.

Errant strands of her light brown hair stuck out from the bottom edges of a Rockies baseball cap Jenny had bought her a few days earlier. A thick ponytail popped out of the hole at the back of the cap and her intelligent blue eyes measured the climb before her. The beautiful French teacher wore a loose tank-top with a white sports bra beneath. Her tight white shorts hugged her curvy hips, and a shadow obscured her eyes and half her nose, leaving her plump pink lips glistening in the sunshine. Even when she wasn’t trying, beauty came as effortlessly as breathing for Gabrielle Monet. She didn’t need makeup or fancy clothes. She was a head turner no matter what she wore. I still couldn’t believe she picked me.

Her expression was more than a little apprehensive and she bit her lower lip, gazing up the length of the rope. “The rope is secure?”

“Set by Max himself earlier this morning,” I said. “I told him I had a date to impress, and he told me to leave everything up to him.”

Gabby gazed over at me and smiled. “You’re a smooth talker, Jacques.”

Her French accent was like an aphrodisiac for my libido and, even though Gabby and I had spent last night rolling between the sheets, I wanted her more than ever.

“I’m certainly no expert on rock climbing,” I said. “But I know how to work the harness, and Max placed the footholds himself this morning.” I pointed to the little steel handles protruding from the cracks in the cliff face. “Besides, it’s only a twenty-foot climb, and I promise it’s worth the effort.”

Gabby gave me a warm smile, then perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “I trust you.”

“Great.” I clapped my hands together. “I’ll go first and help you after I reach the top.”

I spent a few minutes getting Gabby’s harness secured and tested her line before I strapped myself in and ascended the rock face. The whole thing was as easy as climbing a ladder, what with the footholds Max placed. Two minutes later, I pulled myself over the top and stood.

When I turned back around and gazed down at Gabby, I found her frowning back up at me. “You made it look easy.”

“It is easy,” I said. “Grab the silver handles with your hands and push off them with your feet. Take your time, and I’ll be right here to coach you all the way.”

Gabby let out a long breath. “Okay. Here goes.”

Taking it slow and steady, Gabby easily traversed the footholds, climbing two-thirds of the ascent without breaking a sweat.

She smiled up at me. “It’s not so bad.”

“I told you.” I grinned down at her.

Gabby grabbed the next foothold in one hand and pushed off the one under her foot. A loud scraping noise came from under Gabby’s foot. She gasped and her body went slack. A hollow pinging sound followed while the foothold skittered down the rock, then bounced off the rocks below.

Gabby’s eyes widened with shock, and she grabbed hold of the singular handhold above her with both hands, swinging in place while her body dangled, helplessly, against the rock face.

My heart jumped into my throat. Without thinking, I lunged for her, then realized I wasn’t strapped in. “Hang on, baby. I’ve got you.” I hooked my harness back on the line and gave it a sharp tug, making sure the rope was absolutely secure.

It didn’t budge. In fact, the rope was secured to an eye hold drilled into the rock. We could’ve dangled a piano off the line, and it wouldn’t snap. It was the same line threaded into Gabby’s harness. She wasn’t going anywhere, even if she let go.

“Help me,” Gabby said as panic blossomed in her eyes.

“I’ll pull you up,” I said. “But you have to let go of the handhold. You’ll swing out a little and your harness will catch you. It’s like sitting on a playground swing.”

Gabby’s arms tremored with exertion, and she kept her blue eyes locked on me. “Okay. Just let go?”

“That’s right.” I held up the rope. “I’ve got you, and so does the hook here at the top.”

“Okay,” she said. In the ultimate sign of that trust, Gabby let go of the handhold and the rope locked, tugging at her harness. Gabby barely moved, sitting on her harness while she held the rope in her hands. She gently swayed back and forth while a look of relief washed over her face.

I let out a held breath and paused, letting my body recover from the pure adrenaline rush. “See?”

Gabby placed her feet on the rock face and gazed up at me, her expression wary. “You’re sure this will hold?”

After the foothold incident, I wasn’t certain of anything, but that’s not what Gabby needed to hear. “Positive. I’ll pull you up. Use your feet to push yourself up the rock face.”

A couple of minutes later, Gabby pulled herself over the top and laid on her back, gazing up at the sky. “Maybe rock climbing isn’t my thing.” She laughed and gazed at me where I knelt beside her.

“Maybe not,” I said. “But now that you’ve reached the top, let me show you what we came for.” I extended my hand to help her up.

Gabby took my hand and pulled herself to her feet.

I helped her remove her harness and picked up her hand, lacing her fingers in mine. “It’s this way Mademoiselle Monet.”

Gabby giggled and squeezed my hand before we turned and walked around a giant rock blocking the view of the canyon below.

When we stepped out into the open, Gabby gasped and tightened her grip on my hand.

The valley stretched out for miles, ripe and green with what seemed like a million pine trees. On the far side of the valley, a massive peak rose into the bright blue sky where snowcapped its distant summit.

A flat plane of rock stretched out before us, ending in a sheer cliff. Across the valley, the sun hovered just above the horizon, sinking lower by the minute. A warm breeze engulfed Gabby and me, carrying the sweet scent of fresh pine.

I slipped my arm around Gabby’s waist and drew her in tight. “You wanted to see the Rocky Mountains? Well, here they are.”

Gabby spoke a few words in French I didn’t understand and then she seemed to come to her senses as she turned to me and shook her head. “I’m sorry, Jacques. This is amazing. Can we step closer to the cliff?”

“Sure.” I led her by the hand across the rock and, as we drew closer, I caught sight of a picnic basket tucked behind a shrub growing from a crack. “What have we here?” I knelt beside the basket and opened the flap.

“Did you plan a romantic date?” Gabby asked, hovering behind me.

“Well… I planned the date. Or at least I planned for us to watch the sunset together. But I didn’t leave the basket.” I found a note inside the basket, written in Max’s handwriting.

It read:

Enjoy the wine, cheese, and crackers. I hope Gabby made it to the top!

I grinned and handed Gabby the note. “Max picked up my slack.”

Gabby laughed and knelt beside me, digging in the basket before coming away with a pair of plastic wine glasses. “Open the wine, and I’ll get the food ready.”

A few minutes later, Gabby leaned up against me while we sat near the cliff, gazing toward the setting sun. We sipped our wine and nibbled on cheese, flirting and chatting until a pause in the conversation allowed an opening.

“Gabby, I need to tell you something about my brother Tom. He did something awful, and I need some advice.”

Gabby frowned and gazed over at me. “What did he do?”

I filled Gabby in on Tom’s secret vasectomy, twice breaking my promise not to tell anyone. But it wasn’t like Tom deserved my silence.

Afterward, Gabby fiddled with the stem of her wineglass as if considering what to say. “You’re torn between your allegiance to your brother and the truth Ariana deserves?”

“Yes.” I sighed and stared out across the valley.

“You’re a good man, Jacques. You already know what to do. If it’s my approval you want, then I approve.”

She was right. I stared ahead for a long time, saying nothing, before I spoke. “Back on the cliff, when you were hanging on by a thread, and I told you to let go….” I turned to her and studied her exquisite face. “You didn’t hesitate.”

Gabby shrugged. “I trust you.” Then she smiled, leaned over, and kissed me softly on the lips.

I gazed into her dazzling blue eyes and blurted out what was in my heart. “I love you.”

Gabby’s smile widened, and she kissed me again. “I love you too.” She nestled in close, resting her head on my shoulder before she sighed contentedly.

My thoughts drifted back to Ariana and the way she looked at me in her bathroom after she made me promise not to break her heart. Ariana was counting on me to protect her, just like Gabby had back on the cliff. Telling Ariana about Tom was a simple decision, but the way she found out mattered, and I had an idea.

“Jacques?” Gabby gazed at me intently as she brushed her fingers lightly across the back of my neck.

I turned to her and smiled. “Yes?”

Gabby hesitated slightly before she spoke. “I’m pregnant.”
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I paced back and forth across the kitchen and down the hallway, occasionally stopping at the bottom of the staircase to see if Tom and Ariana’s door remained closed.

Jenny and Gabby had made themselves scarce. They left on an impromptu shopping trip, leaving me alone with only Tom and Ariana in the house.

I wasn’t willing to leave. I didn’t think Tom would do anything foolish, but I had Ariana’s best interests at heart. One way or the other, I wanted to be there when he broke the news. Ariana would either forgive him and they would start a new chapter in their relationship or send him packing. Whatever the outcome, it was better that she heard about Tom’s lies from him. That was assuming Tom told her the whole truth this time.

When their bedroom door finally opened, it was Ariana I saw first. Her expression was composed, bordering on serene.

My stomach dipped, and dread filled me. Had she forgiven him? How could she? Where was Tom? Was Ariana coming downstairs to send me away? No. If anyone would send me away, it would have been Tom, getting his revenge. I stood frozen at the bottom of the stairs, gazing up at Ariana until she turned and met my eyes.

As she held my gaze, her lips ticked up into a thin, knowing smile.

My heart soared, and adrenaline washed through me. I took a step up the stairs and Ariana held up her index finger, giving me a wait-a-second gesture before turning her gaze back into the room. She stepped aside and Tom appeared in the doorway, rolling a suitcase behind him.

Ariana refused to make eye contact with Tom. He stepped past her, and I retreated from the bottom of the stairs.

I waited for Tom in the kitchen.

A few seconds later, he appeared before me, rolling his suitcase behind him. “I hope you’re happy,” he said. “You ruined a marriage and my life.”

“You did that all on your own,” I said. “You owed her the truth. I just forced you to give it to her.”

He sighed and shook his head, looking more defeated than angry. “This is exactly what I was afraid of.”

“For good reason,” I said. “How would you like it if Ariana had done the same to you?”

He shrugged. “She wouldn’t have done that to me.”

“No, she wouldn’t,” I said. But the irony seemed lost on my selfish brother.

“Maybe it’s all for the best,” Tom said. “She doesn’t love me and hasn’t for a long time. This was just the kicker to end our marriage. Now I can find someone who can actually stand the sight of me.”

Whoever Tom found would be a definite downgrade from Ariana. “I’m sorry it had to end this way.”

“You gunning for Emma next?” He gave me an appraising look. “Adam might not want you to visit him after this.”

“You’re the one who has the explaining to do,” I said. “What you did was despicable. You cheated Ariana out of years of her life, making her live with your selfish lie.”

“Whatever,” Tom said. “She’s all yours now. Good luck, kid. You’ll need it.” He rolled past me, stone faced, on his way to the garage.

I could have taken one last cheap shot at him on the way out but decided against kicking my brother when he was down. In the end, Tom had done the right thing, and that counted for something.

I waited for Tom to leave, peering through the window until his Jeep disappeared down the driveway.

Where was Ariana and why hadn’t she come downstairs? The house sounded as quiet as a tomb. She hadn’t seemed broken up, but what did I know? Maybe she held back her tears so as not to give Tom the satisfaction? I climbed the stairs toward Ariana’s bedroom to find out what happened.

The door remained open, but I didn’t hear Ariana. When I stepped through the open door, I turned my gaze toward her giant California king-sized bed and froze.

Ariana lay on the bed, stretched out like a cat, completely naked, gazing at me with her arms spread out behind her head. Her raven hair formed a silky halo that spilled over her pillows and across her bedspread. Her perky tits jiggled atop her lean body, with her stiff nipples teasing me. Arian’s green eyes glittered with delight and her crooked smile set my heart racing. “Took you long enough.”

I crossed the room and stood at the end of her bed, gazing down at her lithe, naked body. “I expected you to be at least a little torn up about the end of your marriage. What did Tom tell you?”

Ariana sat up and scooted toward me until she reached the end of the bed. She grinned as she came eye to eye with the bulging monster nestled in the folds of my worn blue jeans. “He told me what I already suspected,” she said. “He was shooting blanks.”

“There’s more to it than that,” I said.

“The secret vasectomy and the reversal attempts?” Ariana tugged at the button on my jeans and lowered my zipper.

I chuckled. “Yeah. You act like it’s no big thing.”

Ariana pulled my jeans over my hips, taking my briefs with them. My half-hard cock slipped free, swaying from side-to-side before her hungry eyes. She took my cock in hand and ran it between her nimble fingers. “I don’t love Tom. That took nearly all the sting out of it.” She eyed my cock wantonly, gazing at it with unabashed lust. “This was the straw that broke the camel’s back.” She kissed the tip of my cock and smiled up at me seductively.

My cock thickened inside her hand, swelling while she gently squeezed and stroked my meaty shaft. “To which straw are you referring? My cock or his lie?”

She slipped her lips over my tips and sank halfway down my shaft before pulling off with a juicy slur. “Your cock. After the way you took control of me in the bathroom, I could never be with Tom, or any other man, ever again. I don’t love him the way I love you.” She stroked my shaft and swirled her thumb over my glans while she licked her way around my knob. She kissed my tip a second time. “I love you for protecting me and watching out for my heart.” She smiled up at me warmly. “He begged me to let him stay. It was pathetic. I don’t want a doormat, cuckold husband. I want a real man. That real man is you, Jack.” She licked my knob like an ice cream cone while she slowly stroked me.

Pleasure wrapped my mind in a comforting blanket, and my legs trembled beneath me. “There’s Jenny and Gabby. I’m not choosing one of you over the others.”

Ariana giggled. “I know what you’re doing. You’re building a harem and I want in.” She slipped my cock in her mouth and my knob briefly bulged inside her cheek. Then she bobbed up and down, taking me in so deep, my tip pressed against the back of her throat, making her gag slightly.

I put my fingertips on her head and rode her scalp as she blew me. “There will be threesomes.” Pleasure rolled over me in waves and my cock throbbed deep inside her mouth, twitching against her roaming tongue.

Ariana came off with a pop and sucked in shallow breaths. A string of saliva stretched from her lower lip to my cock, and she gazed up at me, eyes watering. “Baby, I know what I’m getting myself into. It’s the sexual experience of a lifetime.” She stroked my cock and grinned up at me. “Besides, I know what kind of man you are. You’re kind, honest, protective, and you’ll love me forever. Threesomes or foursomes are fine.” She shrugged. “But you’re the only man I’ll ever be with again.”

“Good. That’s settled.” I let out a contented sigh and gazed down at her.

Her eyes twinkled as she stroked me, and she tilted her head slightly as if waiting for me to say something.

Then it hit me. She wanted me to tell her what to do. “Take off my shirt,” I said. “Then ride me until I blow a load inside you.”

“Yes, baby.” She stood without question, stepping before me as my hard cocked pressed into the small of her flat little tummy.

“Gabby’s pregnant.” The admission was a test to see just how much she truly bought into her new life.

Ariana pulled my shirt off over my head and kissed me softly on the lips as she rubbed my bare chest like a prize. “Congratulations. That’s good news for you and Gabby, and Jenny and me.”

“Oh?”

“It means you have strong swimmers. Hopefully, you’ll put a baby in me soon,” she said.

I didn’t detect a hint of anger or jealousy on that pretty, perfect face of hers. “Which side of the bed did Tom sleep on?”

“That side.” Ariana spoke meekly, pointing to the right side.

“Good.” I crawled onto the bed, then stretched out on Tom’s side. “Be a good girl and come sit on my cock.”

“Yes, baby.” Ariana clambered across the bed and crawled up my body, straddling me as she got herself into position.

“Are you wet enough?”

“I think so,” she said.

I rubbed my chin and frowned. “I better check. My cock will hurt you if you’re not ready. Come up here and let me soften you up a bit.”

A grin blossomed on Ariana’s face, and she crawled up my torso before straddling my upper chest. She leaned forward and braced herself on the headboard. “I don’t want to suffocate you.”

“You won’t. Besides, I want to taste that sweet little pussy.” I cradled her ass in my palms and easily lifted her off my chest.

She inched forward until her pussy lined up with my mouth and I went to work.

I licked my way up and down her slit, testing the waters. She was slightly wet, but my cock would’ve probably hurt her had I callously jammed it inside her.

Ariana moaned softly and gyrated her hips, helping me work my tongue through her slippery folds. “Baby, I love that.” Her words came out in a breathy rush.

Her pussy tasted sweet with only the barest tang of musk. I worked my tongue up her slit until I reached her tiny clit, buried in the folds of her glistening labia.

“Oh, baby. Yessss….” She grabbed fistfuls of my hair, and her body tremored as I flicked my tongue over her tender bean. Her moans grew louder, and she moved her hips forward and backward, grinding against my lips and tongue with fevered lust.

Her pussy filled my mouth, soaking my lips and tongue. I drew her clit between my lips and gently sucked.

Ariana moaned, and goosebumps flashed across her chest. She squeezed her powerful thighs, tightening my head in a vise grip. Though the sounds of her moans were muted, she cried out my name as she continued to grind steadily against my face.

I released her clit and licked her pussy in deep, slow strokes before plunging my tongue through her soaking pink flesh and drilling deep inside her honey hole. I sucked her lips into my mouth and covered her pussy, drinking in her flowing wetness as Ariana’s cries of pleasure reverberated through the house.

While she went wild atop me, I licked and sucked, slurping in her streaming juices.

Ariana ground her hips, then froze before her entire body shuddered under the weight of a massive orgasm. A sudden release of her juices filled my mouth and dribbled down my chin.

I backed off but only a little, slowing my tongue and cleaning her soaking wet pussy.

Ariana’s legs slackened, and she reclined backward, resting her back on my chest and stomach.

Sound returned to my ears and her pussy slid from my mouth, giving me a front row view of her glistening labia, still pulsing with short, orgasmic spurts.

Her breaths came quick and shallow, and her long hair tickled my hard cock. She stared up at the ceiling as if trying to collect herself while I stroked her inner thighs with my palms.

“You okay?” I rubbed her knees and gently massaged her calf muscles.

“Nobody has ever made me feel like that.” Ariana laughed. “I didn’t even know that was possible.”

“Get used to it,” I said.

She pushed herself upright and smiled down at me. Her dark hair tumbled forward over her shoulders, partially covering her perky tits. “Let’s see how much cum I can make you squirt.” Her grin turned mischievous as she channeled her inner Jenny.

“Game on.” I grinned.

Ariana pushed her way down my body and grabbed hold of my cock with one hand. With her eyes locked on me, she raised her hips off my midsection and sank down onto my rigid cock with a shuddering moan.

Ariana’s eyes lost focus and turned hazy as they washed over with pleasure. “God, baby, your cock feels like a dream.” She let out a light whimper as she rocked on my manhood, forcing it deep inside her tight little pussy.

Her warm, tight pussy clung to my cock like the grand-prize winner of a wet t-shirt contest. Pleasure reverberated up and down my spine, curling my toes and fueling goose bumps along my scalp. I wrapped my hands around her ankles and watched her lithe body move atop me.

Ariana was a butterfly who had finally escaped her cocoon. Her hair tumbled wildly about her head and her face contorted with pleasure. She was bohemian, spiritual, and completely uninhibited, riding my cock like nothing else mattered.

She ground my cock to dust, pushing my cock deep inside her, swiveling her hips as she plumbed her insides with my rigid manhood.

The feeling was rapturous, and a primal moan came from deep inside me. I moved my hips in time with her grinding pelvis, resisting the urge to blow my load. I was deeper inside her than ever before and felt every twitch and undulating pulse of her incredible pussy.

As Ariana established an even rhythm, her breathing grew labored, and her moans joined mine. The bed made the slightest squeaking sound, but barely moved even under our combined weight. Her tits bounced invitingly, swaying in tight circles before gently clapping together, then resetting to start the cycle anew.

I clutched her tight ass cheeks in each hand and thrust upward, powering her off the bed and fully impaling her. My deep, powerful strokes cut her grunts short and set her flesh rippling. The first inklings of an orgasm tickled the back of my brain, and I drank in the visual feast atop me — Ariana bouncing on my cock and fucking me with wild abandon.

Ariana’s hips moved in a blur, fucking me hard and fast. Her quick breaths caught in her throat as her jaw hung slack. “Baby… ohhhh… babbbbyyyy….” She arched her back and dug her fingers into my chest as a second, more powerful orgasm, swept over her body.

I grabbed her hips and pinned her to my cock just as my orgasm detonated inside her with the force of a small nuclear device. My head flashed with rapid bursts of dizzying lust as thick ropes of fiery cum blasted Ariana’s cervix. I lost myself, gazing into her eyes, as I gushed inside her, pumping my hips and filling my sister-in-law with ropes of my molten seed. Her pussy flexed and squeezed, clamping down on my cock with powerful micro-bursts that drew the cum from my balls, pumping me like an oil derrick.

Ariana shuddered atop me, holding still while she ground her hips and drained me of every drop. She fell forward, panting for breath, until her lips found me. She kissed me hot, and hungry, twining her tongue with mine while my cock twitched inside her with faint aftershocks.

She broke the kiss just enough to gaze into my eyes. The scent of lavender washed over me, and a fresh wave of butterflies floated across my stomach. Her hair hung like a curtain around my face, creating an intimate bubble that only the two of us shared. “I love you so much.” She kissed me again, parting her lips and deepening the stranglehold on my tongue while she squeezed down on my cock.

I shivered and twitched inside her, cupping her ass while I continued fucking her in deep, slow strokes. The orgasm was massive, rivaling those Jenny squeezed from my cock. “You’re pure fire.” I laughed and gave her tight ass a gentle pat.

She grinned and kissed me, then leaned back, sliding my cock from inside her before resting on my thighs. She parted her legs and gazed down at her pussy. “That’s one massive load.”

A small river of cum flowed from her ravaged hole, oozing down her pussy before settling inside her ass crack.

“There’s more where that came from.” I rubbed my hands behind her calves and let out a contented sigh. “Should we give Jenny and Gabby the all clear?”

“Not just yet.” Ariana pushed herself up and crawled forward before taking up a spot right beside me on the bed.

I turned sideways to face her and drew her up against me.

We kissed and Ariana gazed deep into my eyes. “Before they come back, can you manhandle me again? Like you did in the bathroom?” She searched my face as if to see if she had gone too far.

I raised an eyebrow. Submission was definitely her kink, and I was down for that. “You’ve been a bad girl?”

She nodded. “Terrible. So bad that you need to teach me a lesson.”

I slid my hand over her waist and gave her ass a sharp smack. “Who’s the boss?”

Ariana yelped, but her eyes turned heavy with lust. She bit her lip and squirmed under my heavy hand. “You are.”






Bound to Happen
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A week later, I sat on Ariana’s back deck with a beer in hand, soaking in the twilight as the sun faded behind the mountain peak.

A pair of warm arms gathered around me from behind. The welcome scent of vanilla and orange blossoms rolled over me. I squeezed the soft hand resting on my chest. “You sneaking up on me? Or is this a test?” I grinned.

Jenny remained silent and squeezed my hand back.

“It’s a test then? I see.” I sat quietly for a few seconds, stroking Jenny’s fingers and hand until finally, I spoke. “JJ, I know it’s you. Why do you keep testing me like this?”

Jenny slapped me playfully on the chest. “How do you always know?” She came around the chair and slipped onto my lap.

I laughed as she nestled onto my lap. “Trust me. You’re one of a kind.” I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her back against me until she rested comfortably against my chest. “I could get used to this.”

We rocked together on the chair for a long minute in silence before Jenny spoke.

“Jack, I’m pregnant.”

I stopped rocking and drew her around on my lap until she faced me.

Tears welled in her eyes, and a smile formed on her lips. “If finally happened.”

I pulled her into a warm hug and kissed her softly on the cheek. “I love you, Jenny. You’ll make a great mom.”

She pulled back and studied my face. Lines of worry etched her exquisite face. “You’re happy, right?”

I laughed and pulled her into a tight kiss. “Honey, I knew you would be pregnant. How couldn’t you be? I’m not surprised, and I’m thrilled.”

A smile lit Jenny’s face, and she hugged me again. “What should we name her?”

“Her?” I ran my hands along her back. “You just guaranteed us a boy.”

She laughed and squeezed me tight. “I don’t care what we have so long as I’m with you.”

Footsteps sounded behind me before Ariana and Gabby appeared, flanking me on each side.

“You told him?” Ariana asked.

Jenny nodded. “I can’t believe it.” She dabbed her eyes and laughed. “It will happen for you too, Ari.”

“I know, sweetie.” Ariana leaned over and hugged Jenny tight. “I’m happy for you. Honestly.”

Gabby came around to the front of me and pulled up a chair. “Ariana and I had an idea.”

“Oh?” I glanced between them. “An idea for what?”

“For your twentieth birthday party next week.” Ariana stole a glance at Jenny, who gave her a nod. “And Emma,” Ariana said. “Rumor has it, Adam can’t get it up.”
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Birthday Boy





MILF Queen
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“Welcome to paradise.” Jenny flashed me a sideways grin, then turned her gaze ahead while she navigated her SUV up Emma’s long driveway.

The driveway, like the house it fronted, was stately and pristinely manicured. We traveled between towering pines and over a hand-built wooden bridge traversing a gurgling mountain stream.

I peered out the window and soaked in Emma and Adam’s ski chalet. The place looked more like a resort than an actual house. Despite its opulence and grandeur, I already knew the interior was cozy and welcoming, embodying Emma’s nurturing personality. “It’s even more impressive than I remember.”

Jenny shot me another sideways glance and grinned. “The house is one thing, but I’m talking about the MILF queen herself. Isn’t this like you returning to Mecca?”

My cheeks turned warm, and I averted my gaze. “You’re over-exaggerating a teeny bit.” But she wasn’t. As usual, Jenny had a way of reading people that left me both awestruck and mortified.

Jenny laughed. “Please. Don’t bullshit me, Jack. Everyone knows you’ve got a major thing for Emma.”

“Define everyone.”

“Max, Tom, Ariana, your parents. Hell, even Adam knows you’ve got a thing for his wife.” She pulled the car around a curve that led to the opulent glass double doors of Adam and Emma’s luxury home.

I grimaced and gazed out the windshield. “Emma wasn’t on that list.” I stole a glance over my shoulder at Jenny.

Jenny laughed, then leaned over and kissed me. “Baby, she knows, but she would never admit it. She’s way too sweet to call you out. You’re practically her baby boy. The way she fawns over you must make you as stiff as a plaster cast.”

“Emma doesn’t fawn over me.” That was a lie, but Jenny was kind enough to let it go.

“She’s a big fish, sweetie pie. You may have reeled in Ariana and me, but you’ll need a bigger boat to catch Emma Lawrence. Mommy might not let you play with her unless you ask real nice.”

“Jesus, Jenny. She’s not my mom. Sure, she has maternal instincts, but I’m still just her brother-in-law.”

Jenny rolled her eyes. But we had arrived at the front door, and she wisely let it go.

I gazed up at the front door, waiting for Emma to appear, but she didn’t know I was here. The last text I sent her was three hours ago. If Emma came out and saw Jenny making out with me in the front seat, she might not let me in.

I wanted to end all this talk about pursuing a woman sixteen years my senior. It wasn’t the age gap. In fact, that just made me want Emma more than I already did. No, it was the fact that Emma looked at me like the son she never had. She incessantly babied me and mothered me, picking out my clothes and making me dinner. My actual mother gave birth to me the year before she turned forty. Now she was sixty. She was more like a grandmother to me. Emma had played the role of surrogate mother, starting when I was very young.

Emma doubled as my childhood babysitter. When I was ten, Emma was twenty-six. Whenever she took me anywhere, people naturally assumed she was my mother. It was a common misconception that drove me crazy, but Emma loved. She would sometimes bribe me with ice cream if I allowed her to pretend to be my mother. For a woman who had spent her whole life wanting children, it was odd that she and Adam had none.

Jenny put the car in park and turned to face me. “Ari and I will be back for your birthday party in a week.”

“Will that give you enough time to find a house?” I asked.

Ariana, Gabby, and Jenny were heading back to my college town to find a rental for the next school year. They were moving back with me, and Gabby was moving in. Whatever they found, we would need plenty of room.

“Don’t worry. We’ve already got our eye on a few places.” She leaned over and kissed me again, sighing at me as she studied my face with a sad expression.

Jenny hated goodbyes and I would be glad to have her permanently in my life, starting in a few weeks. “It’s only a week,” I said before I leaned back in and kissed her, deepening it this time.

Our lips lingered together for a long time before Jenny backed off. She touched my cheek with her hand, and her blue eyes misted over. “I know. I’m being stupid.”

“Hardly. When you get back, I’ll save the spot in bed just for you,” I said.

Jenny smiled and dabbed at her eyes. “Which reminds me, Emma and Adam don’t know that you’re dating your sisters-in-law, let alone that you’ve impregnated us. They’re pretty far out of the family loop. Maybe it’s best to let the illusion hold until after we get back?”

“Good idea.” It was a lot to take in. Besides, that meant Emma thought I was still an innocent college boy. Maybe I could use that for my benefit.

Jenny rolled her eyes. “I see those wheels turning.” She shook her head. “Maybe you will bag the great white whale.”

“Emma’s not a whale,” I said.

“You know what I mean,” Jenny said. “Besides, I want to see the look on her face when I maul her baby boy at your birthday party.”

“You’re mean,” I said.

Jenny shrugged. “Maybe it will help give her the nudge she needs. Adam’s forty going on eighty. She’s got to be bored out of her mind. She must have a collection of sex toys that would make even me blush.”

“Play nice.” But I couldn’t exactly disagree with her.

My oldest brother, Adam, was twenty-years older than me, and very conservative. I barely knew the guy. Every time I came home, it was Emma I came to visit, not Adam. He would spend my entire visit working.

“Emma looks at me like her son. It’s a way different dynamic than it was with you and Ariana. You two are more like my peers. Emma’s more like our mom. Yours included.” I pushed open the passenger door and leaned over for one last kiss. “Text me pictures of the houses you find.” I touched her womb and gave it a gentle pat. “How’s the morning sickness?”

“It’s still bad.” She sighed. “Meanwhile, Gabby’s floating around the house glowing and radiant, farting rainbows and sunshine.”

I laughed, climbed from the car, and pulled my bag out of the backseat. Then I leaned back in through the passenger seat door and gave Jenny one last peck on the lips. “Be safe. Text me when you get there. I love you.”

“I will. I love you too.” Jenny grinned. “Good luck with Emma. You’ll need it.”

I rolled my eyes and shut the car door before Jenny turned around and drove off, leaving me alone on Emma and Adam’s front porch.

Emma’s chalet sat in the shadows of the Beaver Creek Ski Resort, tucked away in a little slice of paradise just outside Beaver Creek Village. I couldn’t even guess at how much the place cost. But between Adam’s income as an investment banker and Emma’s vast inheritance, they were set for life.

I stepped up to the front door, entered my personal key code in the security system, and pushed the front door open.

The scent of a home cooked meal enveloped me. Unless my nose was a liar, it was Emma’s famous lasagna. Soft classical music floated through the house’s built-in speakers and the warmth of hearth and home immediately put me at ease. “Hello? I’m home.” I put my bag down and, waited.

Right on cue, Emma called out from the kitchen. “Jack?” Footsteps sounded on the tile, and she rounded the corner out of the kitchen, appearing before me like a vision.

Butterflies blitzed my stomach, and my pulse kicked into overdrive. She was part angel, part centerfold and, quite simply, the sexiest woman on the face of the earth. Having fueled a countless number of my early teen wet dreams, Emma Lawrence held a very special place in my heart.

A smile lit her exquisite face, showcasing her straight white teeth and plump, pink lips. She hadn’t changed an iota. Emma was a pillowy soft redhead with a double D bra size and hips made for breeding. She wore a pink angora sweater, cut in a V-shaped neckline, revealing a hint of the stunning cleavage lurking below. The pair of faded blue jeans she wore hugged her hips perfectly and even though, I couldn’t see her heart-shaped ass, I had memorized every curve and lush angle.

She came toward me with her arms open wide. “Why didn’t you text me you were here? I would’ve helped you with your luggage.”

“It’s just the one bag,” I said as my heart thundered in my chest.

Emma’s red hair fell in shiny, luxurious waves over her shoulders, glimmering with hints of gold that beautifully complimented her pale green eyes.

“Welcome home, sweetie,” she said, with a voice so soft and sensual, it made me perpetually hard. She perched on her tiptoes and drew me into a fierce hug, forcing me to bend over to account for our height difference.

“Thanks, Em. It’s good to be home.” I wrapped my arms around her slender waist and breathed in her familiar jasmine scent. Her soft tits burrowed into my chest, and I hugged her tight, savoring the sensation of her warm body layered against mine. The last ten years had only made her more voluptuous, and my cock responded, instantly thickening in my jeans.

She broke off the hug and stepped back, measuring me from head to toe with an appraising gaze. “Look at you. You’re all grown up.”

“That happens.” I tried to still my hammering heart while I stole a quick glance at her tits, jiggling slightly inside her pink sweater.

“Any ladies I need to meet?” she asked. “You know the rule.”

I nodded and grinned. “No serious relationship without your approval.”

“Good boy.” She perched on her tiptoe and gave me a motherly kiss on the cheek. “I hope you’re hungry. I made your favorite.”

“Where’s Adam?”

“He’s in his study.” Her response was terse, as if she didn’t want to discuss my brother. “He’ll join us for dinner shortly.” She took my hand and led me to the kitchen. “Come on. You can help me make the salad.”

The smell of baking garlic bread and Emma’s homemade lasagna set my stomach growling. I hadn’t had a truly home cooked meal in weeks. My cooking was barely passable. Jenny and Ariana were better than me, but they couldn’t touch Emma.

Despite its massive size, the kitchen was warm and homey. It featured a hearth, unlit at the moment, with a brick facade and an oak mantle. More brick functioned as a back splash over the gourmet stove top. A mammoth island stood at the center of the kitchen, strewn with vegetables, fruit, and a massive chopping board.

“Dinner will be ready in ten minutes,” Emma said. “If you wouldn’t mind cutting the carrots, I’ll unload the dishwasher.”

I rolled up my sleeves and stepped up to the chopping board. “Putting me right to work?” I grabbed a carrot and stole a gaze at Emma as she opened the dishwasher beside me.

“You know I love having you around me. Now tell me all about school. Any dates worth mentioning?” Emma bent over and grabbed a clean plate from the bottom rack of the dishwasher, and my heart lunged into my throat.

Her sweater fell open, revealing her perfect, porcelain white breasts tucked inside a lacy pink bra. They jiggled and swayed, forming twin mounds of succulent cleavage so ripe and juicy I nearly cut myself with the knife.

Jaw agape, I gazed at her twin wonders until the moment passed and Emma stood holding three plates.

I averted my gaze just in time, but my cock reacted, doubling its size in an instant. With my pulse racing, I returned my focus to the carrots while Emma opened a nearby cabinet to put away the plates.

“Since when don’t you like to share with me?” Emma asked with her back to me.

It took me a second to realize that I hadn’t answered her original question. “Oh. Sorry. I… uh… I’m not dating anyone.” It was a lie, but Jenny and I had agreed not to say anything.

“Oh, come on.” Emma glanced at me over her shoulder, wearing an expression of disbelief. “You can’t tell me you’re not getting nibbles. Look at you, sweetie. You’re a hunk.” She returned to the dishwasher and leaned over.

I stole another glance down her top and my mouth turned cottony dry. Visions of motorboating her big, beautiful mounds turned my insides to mush. I averted my gaze again before she rose, holding a fistful of silverware. “I’m not really looking for a girlfriend. School is keeping me pretty busy.”

“Good. Keep it that way,” Emma said. She opened a nearby drawer and neatly stacked the silverware inside. “So, what do you want to do for your birthday? Besides the party, I mean. Twenty is a big deal. You’re getting so old it makes me feel ancient.”

I laughed nervously. With trembling hands, I finished cutting a carrot before I grabbed another one. “Spend as much time as I can with you.” It was the truth, and it was exactly what Emma wanted to hear.

“Awww….” Her expression melted, and she briefly returned to my side, giving me another peck on the cheek. “You are the sweetest, kindest boy. But you don’t want to hang out with an old woman for three weeks. Why don’t you look up some of your old friends?” She returned to the dishwasher and bent over for more silverware.

The sway of her tits was hypnotic, and I lost myself, gazing down her top where the lacy pink bra barely covered her areolas.

Emma gazed up at me while she was bent over and completely busted me staring at her tits. Her eyes widened, and she pressed her hand to her chest, closing the gap. “Sorry. I didn’t realize I was putting on a show.” She giggled and stood, taking the silverware with her. But she didn’t seem angry in the slightest.

Heat flushed through my cheeks, and my stomach dipped with embarrassment. “Sorry, Em. I shouldn’t have stared.”

“It’s okay, sweetie.” Emma smiled at me warmly. “At your age, you’re a walking hormone. After looking at all those beautiful young girls on campus, I probably scarred you for life.”

“Hardly,” I said. “You’re gorgeous.” I hoped I hadn’t overstepped myself and inwardly cringed.

“Thank you, sweetie. You do wonders for my ego.” She put away the silverware and returned to the dishwasher, this time kneeling slightly so as not to give me a free show.

We continued chatting until I finished chopping the vegetables and the oven timer beeped. Emma put the final touches on the salad and told me to find a seat at the kitchen table while she went and got Adam for dinner.

I took a seat and waited, sipping on a glass of wine, until my brother arrived with Emma following close behind.

At forty years old, my brother was old enough to be my father and acted like it. He gave me a warm smile when he arrived in the kitchen wearing a long-sleeved button-down shirt, dress pants, and dress shoes. The only thing missing was a tie. He was a walking Brooks Brothers ad.

Adam was slim and tidy, with a banker’s conservative demeanor and all the warmth of an ice cube. I never understood how he and Emma ended up together, but she told me that my brother used to be a different man once upon a time.

“Jack,” Adam said, extending his hand and flashing me a salesman’s grin like I was a business client he was trying to impress.

I stood briefly and awkwardly shook my oldest brother’s hand. “How’s work?” It was a safe question that I knew he felt comfortable discussing, and I wanted to start my three-week visit out on solid ground.

“Busy.” He sighed. As if he didn’t enjoy every second of his workaholic existence. “But it pays the bills.” Adam took his seat and gave Emma a sideways grin that she didn’t return.

We both knew that Emma had her own money and didn’t need my brother slaving away eighty hours a week. He did it because he loved doing it, but I got the impression that wasn’t what Emma had signed up for. Hell, even when he was home, he was incessantly working.

“I’m surprised you’re home so early,” I said, knowing full well the only reason he was home at all was because Emma made him be here for my arrival.

Emma glared at Adam as if daring him to say something, but he seemed to get the hint and forced a grin in my direction.

“How’s school?” Adam asked, changing the subject, as he reached for a bottle of wine.

In the kitchen, Emma pulled the lasagna and bread out of the oven at the same time before setting them aside.

Ignoring my brother, I pushed away from the table and crossed back into the kitchen. “Em, I’ll help. What can I do?”

Adam ignored me and sipped his wine before pulling out his smart phone and typing a message.

Emma looked slightly annoyed by her husband, but not surprised. She turned to face me, giving me a warm smile. “Sweetie, you’re a guest. Sit. I’ve got this.”

It was what I expected her to say, and I promptly ignored her. Instead, I grabbed the salad bowls from the cabinet and filled them with the mixture of leafy greens, cheese, and vegetables, Emma had so lovingly prepared.

Emma laughed. “Jack. Sit. You’re making me feel bad.”

I glanced at her over my shoulder while I grabbed the filled salad bowls and the bottles of dressing. “Okay. I’m done.” But the warm smile on her face told me she truly appreciated my help.

Dinner went by as expected, with Adam grilling me about my college course load and offering his opinions on what I should focus on next. He recommended I should supplement my tech degree with business courses, which was probably solid advice, but advice I had no interest following.

When Emma and I turned the conversation to a trip down memory lane, Adam checked out, inserting himself with the occasional polite nod or awkward smile. Memory lane was filled with adventures Emma, and I had done together, most of which happened during the years she babysat me.

“Do you remember our movie nights?” Emma asked as she met my gaze, her green eyes twinkling. “I used to love curling up with a big bowl of popcorn and watching Disney movies with you.”

There was a lot more I loved about movie night, which included the tradition of getting into our pajamas. Seeing Emma strut around braless in a nightshirt was way more interesting than any movie. Which gave me an idea. “We should do a movie night, tonight,” I said.

Emma’s eyes danced, and a smile lit her face. “That’s a wonderful idea.” She turned to Adam. “We can get cozy in our pajamas, and I’ll make a big bowl of popcorn. What do you say?”

Adam’s grim expression told me what he thought. “I’ve still got a few things to take care of this evening.” He actually checked his watch as if this were a business meeting. “And I have a very early morning. Do you mind if I take a pass?”

Emma didn’t seem surprised. Instead, she turned back to me, looking almost relieved. “That makes it just us two.” She clapped excitedly. “I’ll even let you pick the movie.”

I grinned. “That sounds just like old times.”






Movie Night
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After helping Emma clean up dinner, I retreated to my bedroom and resisted the urge to run straight back downstairs to start movie night. Instead, I unpacked my clothes, changed into a baggy pair of shorts and a fresh t-shirt before making a phone call to Ariana, Jenny, and Gabby.

They were at the airport and arguing about who had to sit in the middle seat on the airplane. I snuck in a few minutes of conversation with each of them, then made my way downstairs to the media room.

In all the years I had known Emma, I never made a move on her, or even pondered the possibility. But with my recent success, I made an internal decision. Tonight was the night to see where things stood.

After busting me peering down her top, Emma wasn’t angry. In fact, I had never once seen her truly enraged. How would she react if I tried to kiss her? I doubted she would kick me out of the house, but what if she actually kissed me back? The thought of that possibility sent blood rushing to my already half-hard cock.

I entered the basement and found the door to the media room hanging open. When I stepped inside, the massive wall-sized screen softly glowed, illuminating the otherwise dark room.

Two tiers of leather furniture made up the viewing area. In the first row, there were six black leather reclining chairs that stretched all the way out. The second tier held two massive leather couches, side by side, where Emma and I always watched our movies.

I found Emma sitting on the closest leather couch with a bowl of popcorn placed on the broad coffee table before her. She wore her hair back in a loose ponytail and a white baggy night-shirt hung down to the middle of her thighs.

As I approached, Emma shifted around on the couch, causing her braless tits to jiggle and sway beneath her thin cotton top while her hard nipples pierced the fabric. “I was beginning to think you fell asleep on me.”

I locked my gaze on her chest, nearly stumbling over the leg of the coffee table in the darkness. “Sorry,” I said as I recovered from my near fall and made my way around the couch. It was difficult to tear my eyes off Emma’s chest, but the way she stared at me as I lecherously eyed her glorious tits made further inspection impossible. “I called Jenny. The conversation went on a little longer than I expected.”

Emma frowned. “Why would you call Jenny?”

Shit. I was so used to openly dating Jenny that I completely forgot that Emma didn’t know. “Oh, right… I forgot my swim trunks out by their hot tub. I needed to make sure she set them aside.”

Emma edged slightly closer, but not enough for me to think anything of it. Her frown deepened. “You and Jenny are getting in the hot tub together?”

My cheeks turned hot. Emma wasn’t normally so suspicious. “It’s nothing sinister.” I rubbed the back of my neck and shoulder. “I strained my shoulder and neck doing squats in the gym. The hot tub helps.”

Emma’s frown turned into an expression of concern. “Does it still hurt?”

“It’s a bit stiff,” I said, stringing out the lie.

She handed me the remote and sat up behind me. “You find us a movie and I’ll rub your neck and shoulders.”

Adrenaline flooded my legs. She would massage me? Fuck yes. I inwardly pumped my fist but downplayed my enthusiasm. “You don’t have to do that.” But I turned my back to her all the same.

“Nonsense.” Emma’s warm hands were already on my neck and a wave of instant relaxation spread through my body.

I swayed sideways under her touch. “That feels amazing.” My entire body relaxed under her supple fingers and firm hands. She was a fucking pro.

She worked her fingertips into the tense muscles in my shoulders and rounded off her hands, squeezing firmly while she massaged the back of my neck with her other hand. “You need to let me take proper care of you.” She worked my shoulders while I melted under her feathery touch. “That’s why I suggested a school closer to home. You could have moved in here with me. I’ll always take care of you.” Her gentle voice soothed me, and I let out a contented sigh.

“Adam wouldn’t like that,” I said.

“Adam doesn’t have a say,” she said. “Now why don’t you find us a movie, then lean back against me and I’ll work the kinks out of your shoulders.”

The thought of that sounded incredible and I quickly capitulated, choosing an erotic thriller I hoped would put Emma in the mood. Then I leaned back slightly, settling into her relaxing hands. “Have you seen this one?”

“Lay back against me so I can see,” Emma said.

I glanced over my shoulder and eyed her pillowy breasts, jiggling invitingly before me. “Won’t I crush you?”

Emma let out a melodic laugh. “I’m not made of glass.” She drew my shoulders back. “Come on. The movie is starting.”

With my heart thundering in my chest, I reclined my body against Emma’s, resting my head between her soft, bountiful breasts. Her mounds gently rose on either side of my head and my cock shifted in my baggy shorts, stiffening to a full erection in seconds.

“That’s better.” Emma turned her attention from my shoulders to my temples, gently massaging me before she ran her fingers through my hair and rubbed my scalp. “How does that feel, sweetie?”

“Don’t stop.” My words came out slurred and my cock throbbed, twitching in my shorts, while pre-cum oozed from my tip. My entire body turned into warm jelly as her wandering fingers explored my neck and shoulders.

Emma shifted slightly under me. “Let me get a little more comfortable.” She slipped her toned leg out from beneath me and hooked her ankle over the middle of my thigh. “Does that bother you?”

My cock noticeably shifted, straining the front of my shorts. It was obvious for Emma to see, and I didn’t care. My breaths came in long, dry pulls. I feigned paying attention to the movie while Emma’s warm body radiated against mine. This was heaven.

She ran her hands over my shoulders and down my muscled chest, hovering her palms over my pectoral muscles. Then she hooked her foot inside my leg. “Have you thought anymore about what you want for your birthday?” Her words broke what had been a long, comfortable silence.

I took a chance and rested my hand on her outstretched leg, sliding my palm over her knee before leaving it there. Emma didn’t seem to mind. “Honestly, Em. This is what I want. Spending time with you is golden. I treasure every single second.”

She drew me into a warm hug, which pushed her soft tits higher up the sides of my face. “Thank you, sweetie. I love hearing you say that. Of course, we’ll spend all our time together. Every minute. I promise. But I still want to buy you a gift.” She spread her fingers out over my chest and left them there while she gazed down at me over my shoulder.

“I’ve got all I need right here.” I stroked her knee with my thumb, which Emma didn’t seem to mind in the slightest. Just how far would she let me go?

“I’ll take you shopping tomorrow,” she said. “Judging by the never-ending stream of t-shirts, shorts, and jeans, I’ve seen you wear, you could use a couple of nice outfits.”

“We can do lunch too?” I asked.

“Sure. We’ll make a whole day of it.” She hugged me tight and let out a contented sigh. “I love having you home.”

I squeezed her leg, and butterflies floated through my stomach. “With this kind of royal treatment, I may never leave.”

“I would love that.” Emma kissed the top of my head. “If nightly massages are what it takes, then I’ll do it.” She returned her fingers to my hair, gently massaging my scalp while the movie played on.

Emma kept up her gentle caresses, rubbing and massaging, touching me throughout most of the movie. Even after the credits rolled, I didn’t make an immediate move to get up.

Cum soaked the front of my dark shorts and would’ve been obvious to see if the light was on. There was simply no chance Emma had missed my towering cock, pushing straight up for two hours.

But after so long laying atop her, Emma couldn’t have been comfortable even though she would never admit it. I briefly considered rolling over and making a move, but after so many years of her nurturing touch, I chickened out. I didn’t want to risk alienating her or putting her in an uncomfortable situation.

Reluctantly, I picked up the remote control and flipped back to the Netflix menu. I honestly didn’t know what the movie was about and didn’t care.

Emma rested her palms on my chest and, judging by the movement of her chest, she might have drifted off to sleep.

A quick glance over my shoulder confirmed it, and I gently extricated myself from her limbs, which caused Emma to stir beneath me.

“Is it over?” she asked as her eyes fluttered open.

“Yeah.” I sat up on the edge of the sofa. “Next time, I’ll pick a better movie.”

Emma laughed and stifled a yawn. “It wasn’t the movie. I was just really comfortable.” She smiled at me warmly while I stood and extended my hand toward her.

Emma took my hand, and I helped her to her feet. Even after she got her bearings, she kept hold of my hand. She yawned again and gently laced her fingers in mine, like lovers would, before smiling up at me. “It’s bedtime for mama.”

It was an oedipal slip, but one that made my perpetually stiff cock twitch with excitement. “For me too.”

She led me by the hand from the media room as her tits jiggled invitingly under her thin nightshirt. We headed up the stairs. When we reached my room, I opened the door and tried to pull her in after me.

Emma laughed and let go of my hand. “I don’t think so,” she said. “As much as I loved cuddling with you, sharing a bed together is taking things a bit too far.”

My stomach dropped. I frowned. “Sorry. It was just so nice downstairs. I wish I could hold you in my arms all night long.”

Emma stepped up before me and took my hands. “Maybe when Adam isn’t home, we can cuddle together at night.”

I smiled and met her gaze, soaking in her big green eyes. “Really?”

“But only sleeping,” she said. “That’s all.”

“Of course.” I grinned. “What did you think I meant?”

Emma rolled her eyes. “Good night, Jack.” She perched on her tiptoes and normally I would give her my cheek to kiss, but this time I met her lips with mine.

Our lips met with a full, wet smacking sound, and Emma’s eyes widened slightly with surprise. But her smile told me she liked it.

“Smooth move,” she said.

I squeezed her hands and leaned in close, trying for a second, longer kiss, but Emma backed away from me.

She released my hands and stepped back. “Jack, that’s not appropriate.”

My cheeks flushed hot, and I gazed into her eyes, measuring the depth of my fuck up. “Sorry. I got carried away. You’re just so unbelievably beautiful.”

“It’s okay, sweetie.” Emma sighed and held my gaze for a long time. “What am I going to do with you?”

“Give in,” I said before I leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “Goodnight, Emma.”






Changing Room
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The next morning, Adam vanished early for work, and Emma and I had breakfast together on the deck. We glossed over any talk of the kiss, and everything returned to normal. After breakfast, we showered, separately to my dismay, and Emma made good on her promise to take me shopping.

We ended up at a little outdoor boutique mall roughly thirty minutes from Emma’s house. She led me by the hand through each store until we ended up in a men’s shop. Singularly focused, Emma was a machine, hand mixing and matching shirts, pants, and shoes until she had armed me with a small arsenal of clothes and sent me off to the changing room.

The store was mostly empty, and the saleslady who had tried to help us, backed off after Emma made it clear she was in charge.

I no sooner stepped inside the changing room and hung up the clothing when Emma’s muffled voice came through the closed door. “Try on the beige slacks with that navy blue top.”

I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it aside. “It’s not a top. It’s a shirt.”

“You know what I mean,” she said.

I slipped off my shoes and jeans, then quickly changed into the outfit Emma commanded. When I opened the changing room door, I found her waiting on a little bench outside. “What do you think?”

Emma stood and cocked her head at a slight angle and furrowed her brow, assessing. “Let me see it in the mirror.” She stepped inside the changing room with me and turned me around as she stood just behind me, peering at me in the mirror. “Not bad. But I’d like to see you in the black top.”

I rolled my eyes, not worrying about correcting her. “Maybe I should try on some of the other clothes you picked out first.”

Emma ignored me and came around to my front before fiddling with the collar and straightening a button. “The blue does look good on you.” She frowned, not really consulting with me but with an invisible fashion advisor.

Emma’s choice of outfits was almost as distracting as the pink sweater she wore last night. She wore a tight back top, with the neckline cut in a deep V-shape, revealing ample cleavage swelling from the wide gap. With Emma distracted, I peered straight down her top, eyeing the clasp of her black lace bra and the deep swell of her inner breasts. My mouth watering as I imagined wrapping my lips around one of her pink areolas and nibbling gently on her swollen nipple.

She wore her hair back in a loose ponytail and her red lipstick matched her hair perfectly. Her simmering eyes offset her red hair and perfect porcelain complexion with a vivid splash of green that seemed just right. She was intoxicatingly beautiful and didn’t seem to know it.

Emma pursed her lips and frowned. “I still want to see you in the black. I’ll be right back.” She disappeared from the changing room, leaving me only with a hint of her jasmine scented perfume.

I sighed longingly, as my hard cock flexed in my briefs. This trip home was the same as every other trip home. Perpetually hard and left with a severe case of blue balls.

I unbuttoned the blue shirt and slipped it off when Emma returned to the changing room with the black version in hand.

With the door open, she paused outside, and her eyes widened as she saw me standing there topless. “Sorry. I’ll wait outside.” She tried to hand me the shirt, but I waved her in.

“Just come in here,” I said. “It’s easier than talking through the door. Besides, you’ve seen all of me before.”

Emma’s cheeks turned pink. “That was a long time ago.” But she didn’t fight me and stepped inside the dressing room before shutting the door behind her.

I stood before her without a shirt on, and Emma’s eyes wandered over my muscled torso. Her nostrils flared as she peeled the shirt off the hanger and fumbled with the buttons.

I chuckled. “Do you need help with that?”

“No.” She averted her gaze, but she was clearly off balance. “I hate the way they package these things.” A few seconds later, she freed the buttons and handed me the shirt. “Finally.”

I slipped on the shirt while Emma came around to the front of me, her gaze assessing.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“I’m not sure yet.” She stepped forward and took control, tugging on the shirt before she secured the bottom button and worked her way up.

Her intoxicating scent enveloped me, and the slight jiggle of her big tits left my heart pounding. After last night, I couldn’t just let it go and threw caution to the wind. I edged closer and placed my hands firmly on Emma’s hips.

Emma momentarily froze, with only three buttons on my shirt fastened. But she didn’t pull away. Instead, she drew closer until only inches separated us, and the heat from her body radiated over my chest. She gazed into my eyes and ran her hands up my shirt. “Jack, what are you doing?”

I edged even closer, sliding my hands over her ass while my heart hammered inside my chest. Our eyes locked, and I leaned over while Emma pushed off her toes toward me.

Our lips brushed together before we separated slightly and wordlessly gazed into each other’s eyes. We both wanted it and, wordlessly, our lips met again, longer this time. The kiss started off slowly, but unlike last night, Emma didn’t resist. She ran her hands inside my shirt over my muscled chest before she parted her lips. For the very first time, our tongues swirled together, forever changing our dynamic.

My head flashed with dizzying waves of lust, and I filled my palms with an ass I only ever dreamed of touching. Her tongue tasted like sweet cinnamon, and her lips melted into mine like they had always belonged. My cock throbbed, pressing against her stomach as Emma gave herself to the kiss.

She opened her mouth, deepening the kiss, moaning softly as she sucked my tongue into her mouth. Her hands roamed my chest, and she swirled her fingers over my hard nipples.

I moved my hands around to the front of her blue jeans and tugged on the front button when Emma broke off the kiss.

She backed away, gazing up at me, her eyes drowning in lust. She eyed me like a caged tiger, panting for breath. “Jack, we can’t.”

“We can’t what?” I asked. “Kiss?”

“That’s not what I mean,” Emma said.

“Did you not want to kiss me?”

“Yes. But it’s wrong.”

“Says who?” I looked around the dressing room. “It’s just you and me.”

She leaned back against the full-length mirror. “You’re like a son to me.” She met my eyes. “I shouldn’t be having these feelings, and neither should you.”

I wasn’t about to abandon this breakthrough moment. Her eyes told me she didn’t really want me to back off. I closed the distance between us while she eyed me hungrily. “If you don’t want to kiss me, then stop me.” I leaned over and kissed her again.

Emma put up no resistance, melting into my body while she perched on her tiptoes and wrapped her arms around my neck.

Our tongues twirled together, and the heat from her body washed over me. I groped her jeans-clad ass, squeezing it between my open fingers, but didn’t dare push it further.

The minutes stretched by, and our make-out session continued, with Emma moaning in my mouth while she stripped off my shirt and let her hands wander over my muscled chest and stomach.

That’s when a knock came on the door. “Excuse me,” the saleslady’s muffled voice came through the closed door. “Is everything okay in there?”

We broke away from each other, heaving for breath. Emma eyed the door with a stone-cold look of panic in her eye. She froze as if unable to speak and clutched onto my hand.

“I’m just wrapping up,” I said. “I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Okay,” the saleslady said. “Just checking.”

Emma whirled on me with fear in her eye. “Do you think they saw us on camera?”

I shrugged. “Who cares what they saw?” I stripped off my pants, and Emma’s eyes dropped to my stiff cock, tenting my briefs.

“You can’t take off your pants in front of me,” Emma said. “I’ll wait outside.” She whirled around, checked herself in the mirror, and stormed out of the changing room, leaving me alone with my blue balls.

Out of guilt, Emma bought everything she had picked out before we left the store and climbed into her car.

She started the engine and turned to face me. “That can never happen again.”

“Instead of overreacting, let’s take a minute and calmly talk it through,” I said.

Emma let out a deep breath and nodded. “You’re right.”

I picked up Emma’s hand and squeezed it reassuringly. “Nothing has changed.”

She met my gaze, and the words seemed to reassure her. “We’re still us, right?”

“Right,” I said. “Emma, I wouldn’t trade what we have for anything. That includes what happened back there.”

“Me neither.” She smiled and breathed while her shoulders visibly relaxed.

“Let’s not pretend it didn’t happen,” I said. “And let’s not label what we have together. I love spending time with you.”

“I love spending time with you too,” she said.

“Good. Instead of getting all wrapped up and anxious, let’s keep our day going like we planned. Where do you want to go for lunch?”

A look of relief settled on Emma’s exquisite face. “This stays between us?”

“It’s nobody’s business but ours. If it happens again, great. If not, I won’t stop spending time with you. But don’t misunderstand me. I very much want it to happen again and again after that.” Technically that was true, but now that I knew Emma wanted me, it was only a matter of time before I weakened her defenses.

She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “You know exactly how to make me feel better.”

Even if it was a simple kiss on the lips, there was nothing motherly about it. But instead of pushing for more, I let it go. “Let’s try that little French bistro you mentioned earlier.”

Emma and I had a cozy little lunch for two. By the time lunch ended, we were back to our normal mother and son relationship. On our way home, Emma’s phone rang, and her Bluetooth picked it up.

Adam’s name appeared on the screen.

“Hi,” Emma said as she pulled onto the interstate.

“How’s everything?” Adam asked.

“Good. Jack and I went shopping.” There wasn’t a hint of guilt or remorse in her voice, which made me happy. It was clear she didn’t love my brother and cheating on him wasn’t even a concern of hers. It was all about not damaging the relationship she and I had built over the years.

Adam sighed. “I got pulled into dinner with a client. Do you mind if I stay in the city tonight?”

“Really?” Emma’s tone was mildly frustrated. “You haven’t seen your little brother in months.”

“It’s okay,” I said, loud enough for Adam to hear. “I get it. Duty calls.”

“Thanks, Jack. Sorry about this. I’ll make it up to you.”

Emma looked at me and rolled her eyes, but her smile told me she was as happy as I was that Adam wasn’t coming home.

“Okay then,” Emma said. “We’ll see you when we see you.”

Adam hung up, and I picked up Emma’s hand and grinned. “Do you remember what you said last night?”

Emma shook her head, but a thin smile crept up her lips. “Is this about the sleepover?”

“You knew I would hold you to that,” I said.

“If we have a sleepover, and I’m not promising anything, you have to keep your hands to yourself.”

“Of course,” I said.

“I’m not kidding, Jack. Kissing is as far as it goes.”

“Then I’ll kiss you a lot.” I grinned over at her.

Emma laced her fingers in mine and sighed contentedly. “I may have to wear armor to bed.”






Bubble Bath
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It was late afternoon when we arrived back at Emma’s house. And after all the shopping, driving, and sexual frustration, it was time to relax.

I set the shopping bags down on the family room couch while Emma closed the front door.

I turned around to face her. “You know what I think you should do?”

Emma smiled at me warmly. “What?”

“Let me deal with dinner while you go upstairs and have a bubble bath.”

“As wonderful as that sounds, I won’t stick you with dinner,” she said. “Besides, and I mean this as no offense, your cooking skills aren’t the greatest.”

I feigned an expression of hurt. “Truthfully, I’m having a pizza delivered. So, it’s no big deal. You like the margarita pizza, right?”

Emma came down the steps and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Yes. That sounds wonderful.”

I squeezed her tight and kissed the top of her head. “Good. It’s settled then. I’ll open a bottle of wine to let it breathe. You go upstairs and relax.”

She let out a contented sigh and tightened her grip around my waist. “Can you stay with me forever?”

I rubbed her back, then enveloped her in my arms. “Em, there’s nothing stopping you from coming to visit me at school. You can stay as long as you want. In fact, you can stay the entire time. I’d rather be with you than a bunch of college kids.”

She stepped back and gazed into my eyes. “I can’t bother you at school. You have a whole new life there.”

“You’re my life.” I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips.

Thankfully, Emma kissed me back before we broke off the kiss. Her eyes glimmered with tears. “You don’t know how much that means to hear you say that.”

“When I told you I loved you, it wasn’t for show.”

She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me full on the mouth. “I’m not saying yes or no. We can discuss our future later. Right now, that bubble bath offer sounds kind of amazing.”

“Good. I’ll see you soon.” With any luck, I’d see her much sooner than she realized.

Emma headed upstairs while I went to the kitchen. I opened the bottle of wine to let it breathe, then I dialed up the nearest pizzeria and placed an order with a two-hour delivery hold.

After that, I went upstairs, changed into my comfortable clothes, then put an ear to Emma’s door.

The sound of muffled new age music came through the door, but not the sound of running water. Which hopefully meant she was tucked away in her bath, nice and naked and ready to play. It was time to put Operation Bubble Bath into motion.

I hurried back downstairs, grabbed two wineglasses, and the bottle of cabernet before returning to the hallway outside Emma’s room. It was now or never. We had the entire night to ourselves, with no interruptions or distractions. How far would she let me go?

After my breathing returned to normal, I waltzed into Emma’s room like I owned the place.

The bedroom was empty. The setting sun spilled in through her big bay window, turning the hardwood floor rich shades of gold and orange. A faint light came from the open bathroom door. Gentle music and the sound of shifting water coming from within left no doubt that Emma was happily immersed in her world of suds.

Okay, Jack. Act like it’s no big deal. I let out a long held breath and strode confidently into the bathroom, carrying both the wineglasses and the open bottle. “Surprise,” I said. “I brought the party to you. I thought you might be lonely.” Hopefully, my sheepish grin didn’t give me away.

Emma peered out at me amid a mountain of fluffy white soapsuds. She didn’t act the least bit surprised. “I thought you might show up.” She pushed forward in the suds and turned slightly to face me.

She wore her red hair pinned up on top of her head, secured with a black clip. Errant wisps trailed down her slender neck and both cheeks.

“Was I that obvious?” I stood just inside the bathroom door, waiting for permission to come closer.

“I give you an A-plus for creativity.” She giggled and eyed the wineglasses. “Come closer, sweetie.”

On rubbery legs, I crossed the bathroom, desperately trying to appear casual. Meanwhile, my heart raced so hard and fast, I felt it pound in my throat.

When I reached the tub, I sat on the edge and carefully poured a glass for Emma before handing it to her. “That’s a big tub for a petite little lady like yourself.”

“Thank you, baby.” She took the glass from my hand and sipped it before happily smacking her lips. “The tub is nice and roomie. Honestly, two people could fit inside with no problem.” Her words came laced with a suggestive tone.

Unfortunately, the suds blocked my view of her naked body, but I hoped to fix that pesky problem. I poured myself a glass and set the bottle aside. “Let’s toast.”

Emma sat up straight and the suds slid down her glistening chest, hanging on her jiggling tits, revealing sugary mounds of her gorgeous cleavage. “What should we toast to?” She grinned at me playfully.

I resisted the urge to reach out and dissipate the suds obscuring her legendary tits. “The toast is to us, for finally admitting what we’ve both known all along.”

We clinked glasses and sipped.

Emma set aside her glass and floated backwards. “What have we known all along?” She eyed me with expectation.

“I love you, Emma. And not just like a mother figure. Although that’s part of it, too.”

Her eyes twinkled as if I’d answered correctly. “I love you too, baby, and I want you so badly. But there are physical limits to how far we can go.”

That’s the last thing I wanted to hear, but if I had learned anything, it was that I could be very persuasive. “Maybe you can let me into the bath with you and we’ll talk about it?” I grinned sheepishly.

Emma rolled her eyes. “Why am I not surprised?”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

“Only if you wash my back,” she said, giving me a cute pouty look.

Fuck me. It was happening. I stripped off my t-shirt, drawing Emma’s lecherous gaze to my muscled chest and washboard stomach.

She stared at me unabashedly floating there in her warm pool of suds. Then her gaze drifted lower, to the bulge in my shorts and she licked her lips. “You aren’t climbing in here with those on, are you?”

“Definitely not.” I lowered my shorts and for the for the first time, revealed my swollen cock to Emma in all its glory. My man meat swung from side-to-side between my legs like a python ready to strangle its prey. Long veins ran along its meaty circumference and Emma licked her lips, eyeing my cock like it was a candy-coated chocolate bar.

“Oh, my.” Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson and she backed off slightly as if the monster might bite.

It was one of those rare moments when I was around Emma, but not as hard as a redwood tree. I tossed my shorts aside and stepped into the over-sized tub. As I descended into the watery abyss, the warm water soothed my muscles, and I displaced the towering soapsuds mountain.

My feet brushed up against Emma’s silky smooth leg and I wriggled my toes against her calf muscle, causing her to let out a shrill squeal.

“Monster attacking,” she said. Her grin widened, and she reached forward through the suds as if trying to fend off an attack. “Where are your hands?”

I held them up over the suds and wriggled my fingers. “They’re ready to wash your back.”

“I bet they are,” she said, eyeing me seductively.

My cock expanded in the warm water, stiffening to hardness.

Emma shifted around in the tub until her back faced me. She stole a glance at me over her shoulders. “You better behave, or I’ll tell your mother.”

“For all intents and purposes, you are my mother,” I said. “So, you’ll have to take my misbehavior up with yourself.”

She rolled her eyes. “You’re such a bad boy. Maybe I’ll ground you to your room.”

“I’ll take that punishment all day as long as you’re there with me to make sure I don’t sneak out.”

She giggled and averted her gaze. “I’m ready. This back won’t scrub itself.”

“You’ll have to scoot closer,” I said. “My arms aren’t Frankenstein long.”

“Right.” She shuffled back through the water as I parted my legs to make room for her lush, naked body.

Emma’s shoulders and back appeared before me. Soapsuds dotted her creamy skin while the soft candlelight flickered off the glistening water coating her back.

Knowing the rest of her naked body sat between my legs, turned my already stiff cock to hardened steel. Her big, soft tits were less than an arm’s reach away. Would she let me fuck her? Surely not.

My head spun with the dizzying possibilities arrayed before me and I fought the urge to follow my base instinct by wrapping my hands around her soft, pillowy tits and gently kneading them in my adoring palms. Instead, I picked up a nearby bottle of body wash and squeezed a dollop onto my palm. “If we get to do this every day, I could easily become a bath man.” I briefly warmed the shower gel between my hands before squeezing Emma’s shoulders and rubbing her back.

Emma glanced over her shoulder at me. “Who says a shower couldn’t be just as fun?”

Apparently, our kiss had opened many doors regarding intimacy, which seemed to include a smorgasbord of all-you-can-eat nudity. Emma had never been outright shy about her body, but she had closely guarded her forbidden treasures from my prying eyes. It seemed we had crossed the Rubicon.

“I fully plan to find out.” I worked the soap into a full lather, gently massaging her back, shoulders, and neck while Emma dropped her chin to her chest and sighed contentedly. “God, I love it when you touch me.”

That surprised me. “When have I ever had the chance to touch you?”

“Oh, you know. The occasional brush of your arm here or a friendly back massage there. I relish those moments,” she said.

“Get used to a lot more touching.” I scooted forward until my hard cock speared her lower back. “Sorry.”

“That’s okay.” Emma then truly surprised me when she reached behind her, grabbed my cock, and pressed it flat against her back. “Now you can come closer.”

My stomach flip-flopped and my toes curled as my cock throbbed against her soft skin. But I didn’t want to make a big deal of it, and instead, moved closer until my stomach and chest rested against her slippery back. I leaned forward and nuzzled my nose behind her ear and kissed her softly on the neck. “I love you.” My words came out in a whisper, causing Emma to shudder in my arms and softly moan.

She opened her neck wide and grabbed my hands resting in the water beside her. “Touch me, baby.” Emma’s words came out in a breathy whisper. She moved my hands to her soapy tits and leaned back, reclining against my chest while she rested her head on my shoulder.

My head spun with dizzy lust, and I relished the forbidden moment, squeezing her bare flesh between my open fingers. It was a moment I had spent a lifetime imagining. Her thick nipples hardened under my palms, and I mashed her tits together, forming a mountain of cleavage that rose above the waterline.

Emma moaned softly, running her hands up my forearms while her breathing grew labored.

I inhaled her sweet jasmine scent and kissed her soft skin high on her neck. Emma’s gentle moans empowered me, and I gently sucked her smooth flesh as her stiff nipples popped out from between my open fingers.

Under my roaming hands, the suds melted away, leaving me with an unobstructed view of her exquisite double D’s. Emma’s tits were everything I imagined and more. She had flat, half-dollar-sized pastel-pink areolas sprouting thick pink mouthwatering nipples that towered over her full, round breasts like monuments to fertility.

My cock throbbed against her back as it glided over her slippery flesh. Would she let me fuck her? That was still a big, unanswered question, but I didn’t want to scare her away. There was time for that later. For now, I wanted to explore her lush body.

I released one of her tits and slid my hand down her chest and over her stomach until my fingertips met her mons with no resistance.

Emma pressed back against me and parted her legs until her knees rose above the surface. She lifted her hips slightly, as if encouraging me to touch her. “Don’t stop.” Her voice came out in a bare whisper, and she gripped my thighs with both of her petite hands, bracing herself as I slid my fingers lower.

With most of the suds surrounding her body cleared away, I eyed the thin red patch of hair between her legs and inched my fingers lower, sliding them over her pussy lips as she shuddered in my arms.

I kissed behind her ear and slithered my tongue over her earlobe before gently whispering, “I want you to come for me.” Then I dipped my fingers through her slippery wetness and swirled my first two fingertips in her ripe, rich labia.

Emma squeezed my thighs under her firm grip and gyrated her hips as if encouraging me. The warm water sloshed around the tub, eating away at the soap suds. She closed her eyes and her lips parted as her chest heaved with rapid breaths. “Baby, I love you.” Her words came out in a rush as I slipped a finger inside her hot, puckered hole.

I gently probed inside her pussy, pressing my fingers against her inner walls as I swirled my thumb over her hard little clit. As I explored her pussy, the water gurgled around my wrist and I buried my nose in the soft hair behind her ear, losing myself in her incredible body.

Emma’s body shuddered under my touch and her big round tit rose from below the surface, coming fully into view. “Don’t stop.” She bit her lower lip and groaned, fucking my finger as I worked my thumb faster atop her aroused bud.

Then, before I expected it, her body shuddered, and her legs tightened around my arm. She dug her fingers into my legs and leaned back, forcing her hips high as a massive orgasm tore through her body.

I kept up the pressure until her body slackened and I gently backed off, leaving Emma to recover in my arms.

She stroked my legs and relaxed against me, then let out a contented sigh. “You’re the first man to give me an orgasm in years. It’s totally different from my toys.”

Years? How in the hell was Adam not ravaging her nightly? Everything about her was incredible, both inside and out. Was he gay or crazy? I didn’t know what to say except the obvious. “From now on, you’ll count the time between orgasms in hours.” I released her pussy and filled my hands with both of her incredible tits, playing with them underwater while Emma wriggled her ass against my raging hard-on.

“This big guy has been teased long enough,” she said.

My heart surged, and a wave of excitement tore through my body. “You mean….”

Emma spun around in the tub to face me. “Hold your horses. That’s a line we can’t cross.”

My stomach sank with disappointment, but I wouldn’t give up hope. After all, it was only yesterday that Emma wouldn’t let me kiss her. Less than a day later, I just got her off in her bathtub.

“There’s no reason to look so glum,” Emma said as she crawled onto my lap and wrapped her legs around my waist. She curled her arms around my neck and her big, soft tits rose above the water before mashing against my chest. “I promise you won’t leave this tub sexually frustrated.” She slid her fingers up the back of my neck and drank me in with her big green eyes.

A kernel of hope sprang to life inside me, and I lost myself in her incredibly beautiful face. “Am I dreaming?”

Emma kissed me softly on the lips. “No, baby. This has been building between us for a long time. I finally realized that I just can’t fight it anymore.” Then she reached down and grabbed my cock, softly stroking it in her hand. “I was ready to burst on the couch last night watching your big cock throb in your shorts.”

I’d never heard Emma use the word cock in my life, and I liked it… a lot. My cock pulsed in her hand, stiffening and twitching as I cradled her soapy ass and squeezed her flesh.

Emma’s eyes twinkled with delight. “He’s like a rodeo bull.”

“You drive me crazy with how much I want you.” I leaned forward and gently nibbled her bottom lip.

Emma giggled and pulled away, lightly squeezing my cock as she did. “Don’t mess with me. I’ve got the family jewels in my hand.”

I cupped her ass and pulled her in, devouring her mouth with mine. Our tongues lashed together, hot and hungry, while Emma edged her hips closer, sliding up my lap.

She guided my tip through her labia and squeezed my cock inside her meaty thighs. Her eyes glimmered with mischief, and she broke off our kiss, eyeing me greedily while she rocked on my lap, forcing my throbbing cock up and down her slippery pussy.

The feeling was incredible. Between the warm water, soapsuds, and Emma’s slippery pussy, my cock rode the highway to heaven. Her tits bounced playfully against my chest and her red ringlets of wet hair plastered to her cheeks. My cock throbbed between her thick thighs as she squeezed my shaft, giving me my very first thigh fuck.

Emma rode me like a mechanical bull, bouncing up and down while the water sloshed over the tub and Emma’s glistening tits bounced together with heavy claps. Her tummy rolled in sinuous waves as she leaned forward and found my mouth with hers. She ran her fingers through my hair and broke the kiss before gazing into my eyes. “Come for mama, baby.”

My cock throbbed between her legs, and my fat knob dredged her slippery trench with each long stroke. Heat built from the friction of Emma’s powerful thighs and the way her tits bounced off my chest left me on the brink of an explosion. My breaths came quick and ragged, my head swimming with crazy lust.

Emma leaned in close and whispered in my ear. “That’s it, sweetie.” Her warm breath washed inside my ear, and I lost it.

With a deep grunt, I wedged my cock between Emma’s thighs, squeezed her ass, and came hard. My head spun as thick jets of milky cum erupted from my cock, gushing and spurting between Emma’s thighs as she licked my ear and rocked on my cock.

My orgasm went on as I fountained my creamy load against her pussy lips while I grunted in her ear. I savored the exquisite feeling of her heavy breasts mashed up against me and her ass cradled in my palms.

Emma loosened her grip and reached down, grabbing my cock between her nimble fingers. She gently stroked while she found my mouth and our tongues gently swirled together. As she drained me dry, our kisses lingered until she relaxed against me and gazed into my eyes.

“Better?” she asked.

“Much.” I kissed her again and held her tight.

She sighed and draped her arms over my shoulders, searching my face with her big, beautiful eyes. “Where do we go from here?”

I kissed her again. “We start with more wine, then pizza, and finally bed.”

Emma rolled her eyes. “You know what I mean.”

“I just know I love you,” I said. “We’ll figure the rest out as we go.”

She held my gaze for a long few seconds and nodded. “That will work… for now. But we can’t have sex. Okay?”

I grinned mischievously. “Fine.” I kissed her one last time. “Now, how about some more wine?”






Sleepover
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Later that night, I waited in Emma’s enormous bed while she brushed her teeth and went through her nightly pre-bedtime ritual in the bathroom. Light filtered through a gap in the partially opened bathroom door and I made out the reflection of Emma’s face in the mirror.

When she finished, she opened the door wide, flicked off the light behind her and made her way across the bedroom wearing a sky blue nightshirt and a pair of white cotton panties. Her braless tits swayed invitingly, and her thick nipples strained the front of the thin cotton top.

Unlike Emma, I wore nothing to bed and reclined against a small mound of pillows as I watched her cross the room toward me.

She gave me a warm smile and peeled back the covers on her side of the bed before slipping under the sheets beside me. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

I still couldn’t believe this was happening. It was so surreal and life altering, that I thought this was a very vivid dream that would eventually come crashing down around me. “What do you mean?”

“You look like you want to swallow me up.” She inched toward me, then slipped her arm over my chest. Her eyes widened as if in revelation. She lifted the covers and peered down at my body. “Are you naked?” Her eyes lit up with wonder.

“Of course, I’m naked. Why aren’t you?”

Emma shrugged. “I’m not used to sleeping naked.” Then, without a hint of reserve, she peeled off her nightshirt and tossed it aside, revealing her incredible body.

Her big tits swayed and jiggled freely before me, bouncing happily as she shifted her weight and wriggled her panties over her hips and down her long legs. Then she eyed me, her expression stern. “This doesn’t mean we’re having sex.”

I locked my gaze on her lush curves as she shifted the sheets over her naked body. My cock responded, hardening by the second. “You’ve made that painfully clear.”

Emma faced me and scooted closer until our bodies met. She wrapped her leg in mine and her soft tits mashed up against my chest. She let out a happy sigh and smiled warmly. “You’re right. This is so much better.”

We kissed softly on the lips, and I wrapped my arms around her, drawing her flat against me. “You don’t need to bother with clothes while we’re in bed together.”

“Yes, sweetie.” She kissed me again, this time letting her lips linger while our tongues flickered together.

My cock thickened against her lower stomach, hardening to steel, but I wasn’t in any rush. Nothing beat this kind of intimacy with my redheaded queen and pushing things too fast was a rookie mistake.

After several minutes of kissing and touching, she drew back slightly and gazed into my eyes. “He’s going to keep me up all night, isn’t he?”

I shrugged. “It’s bound to happen. You’re simply the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known. It can’t be helped.” I made a silent apology to Gabby, Jenny, and Ariana. They were in Emma’s league, but each woman captured my heart in their own unique way. Emma held a very special place in my lecherous teenage dreams.

She rolled her eyes and giggled. “Laying it on thick, aren’t you?”

“I mean it, Em. You’ve occupied more of my head space than any other woman in my life.”

“I can say the same about you,” she said. “Although my feelings have morphed dramatically over the years.”

I ran my hands down her back and cupped her creamy bottom in one hand. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure, sweetie. I’m an open book.”

“What’s the deal with you and Adam?”

“I knew this was coming.” She sighed and her eyes turned a little sad.

“If it makes you uncomfortable, you don’t have to tell me.”

“No. It’s fine.” She pushed an errant strand of hair out of my eyes and searched my face for a long time before she spoke. “Adam and I don’t love each other. We haven’t for a long, long time.”

That was obvious. “Why not get a divorce?”

“I’m not interested in dating other men. I guess it’s a matter of convenience. Adam doesn’t even sleep with me. He hasn’t for five years.”

That was a shocking bit of news. “How could anyone not be crazy in love with you?”

Emma laughed. “Sweetie, you and I have a cosmic connection. We go together like cold milk and chocolate chip cookies. I felt nothing remotely close to that with Adam. A big part of me stayed with him just to be with you.”

“You don’t have to stay with Adam to be with me. I love you, not him. You’re my life. That will never change.”

Emma sighed and kissed me softly. “Why couldn’t you be at least ten years older?”

“My age doesn’t matter, and neither does yours.”

She ran her hand over my chest and up over my shoulder. “You say that now, but what about ten years from now?”

“You think I’ll just wake up one day and stop loving you? That’s not how it works.”

Emma couldn’t argue with that logic. She ran her fingers up the short hair on the back of my neck. “What will people think?”

“They’ll wonder how I landed such a babe.”

She kissed me again and laughed. “We don’t have to decide anything this minute.”

I studied her face for a long second, making sure I wouldn’t upset her with my next question. “Can I ask you another question?”

“Ask and I’ll answer.”

“Why don’t you have any kids?”

She groaned a little. “The question that sparked a thousand arguments.”

“Sorry. Let’s just drop it.”

“Adam didn’t want kids,” she said. “He didn’t want to adopt or have any of his own. He still doesn’t. Which works out nicely for his girlfriends.”

“Adam has girlfriends?”

“Probably.” Emma shrugged. “I don’t know or care. Adam can do what he wants.”

“You can have children? I mean, there’s no physical reason you can’t?”

“Having children requires sex,” she said. “Or do I need to teach you again about the birds and the bees?”

I laughed. “Maybe with a hands-on demonstration.”

Emma laughed with me. “Besides, I’m too old to have kids.”

I frowned. “You’re not too old. Em, you’re in your prime.”

“I don’t want Adam’s kids or any other man’s children.”

“Not even mine?”

“That’s not happening, Jack. Once we cross that bridge, there’s no walking it back. It could ruin us. But in a perfect world, yes. I would have your children, and only your children. But like I said, we aren’t having sex.”

I kissed her nose, then her lips. “We’re pretty far out across the bridge right now, and nothing has changed. I feel closer to you now than I ever have. Don’t you feel it too?”

“Yes. Of course, I feel it.”

“Then —”

Emma pressed her finger to my lips and cut me off. “Drop it.” She wore a stern expression.

“Fine.” Then I drew her into a hug. “As long as I have you in my life, I can give up sex.”

“You’re not giving up sex,” she said. “You have your whole life ahead of you. I’m not the woman for you.”

“Then I need to do a better job of convincing you.” I pulled back slightly and smiled. “I love you. That’s all I know.”

“You’re not making this any easier,” she said.

“Good.”

Emma and I continued to chat for another hour on much lighter topics until exhaustion took us. Eventually, she curled up in my arms and we fell into a comfortable silence. As we drifted off, Emma rested her hand on my cock and dragged her fingertips up and down my shaft, which normally would have sent me into a sexual frenzy. Rather, her light touch caused me to drift off into a deep, relaxing sleep.

The next morning, that same wonderful feeling of something soft and warm touching my cock aroused me awake. I reached over in the space beside me, but Emma wasn’t there. When I fluttered my eyes open, I found Emma stealing a page from the Jenny Lawrence morning blowjob playbook.

Emma lay atop the sheets stretched out between my legs. Warm morning sunshine wrapped her naked body in a golden wreath of light. Her hand encircled my stiff cock, and, with the tip of her tongue, she traced the outline of my glistening knob.

My cock twitched in her hand, thickening as she gently sucked my knob. I pushed up onto my elbows and glanced down the length of my body as Emma slowly stroked my shaft. “Good morning, sunshine,” I said.

Emma grinned up at me. Her big pink lips wrapped around my knob like a lollipop. She swirled her tongue around my tip before licking my glans with the flat of her tongue. “You were hard all night long. I felt bad.” She kissed my shaft and licked her way down to my balls, gently fondling them while she kept her eyes locked on me.

“This doesn’t qualify as sex?” I asked.

“The rules are somewhat loose,” she said, before letting out a throaty giggle. As she lay stretched out on her stomach, Emma casually stroked my cock before giving it a tiny kiss. “But putting this big guy inside me is still off limits.”

We both knew it was only a matter of time before I stuffed her full of my fat cock, but I’d play her game. Besides, I would never turn down a morning blowjob from a woman who had fueled a thousand jerk-off sessions. I pulled a few nearby pillows behind my head to prop up my back. Then I settled in for the show.

Emma’s pristine porcelain-skinned figure lay stretched out between my legs with her thick, heart-shaped ass rising over her tiny waist and hour-glass hips. Her long red hair hung over her front shoulder, while a few errant strands tickled my thighs. With her eyes glued on mine, she enveloped my knob with her full pink lips and gently sucked as she lowered her mouth, never breaking the airtight seal.

Her tongue was everywhere, darting over my shaft and swirling around my engorged knob. Waves of pleasure left my brain fuzzy with lust and my morning hard-on throbbed against her bubble-gum tongue. I let out a long moan and settled back, writhing my hips in slow circles, face-fucking my queen while she slurped my tree trunk.

Emma went to work, bobbing up and down on my cock. With each pass, my knob slid along the inside of her mouth, bulging her cheek outward. The sounds of sucking and slurping merged with Emma’s battle for the occasional breath. She smacked her lips off my cock before licking the excess saliva rolling down my shaft. All the while, she kept her fingers deftly locked around the base of my meaty cock, gently stroking and milking long strings of pre-cum onto her lips and tongue.

The sight was breathtaking. My balls tightened and my hips moved in a steady rhythm. My cock rode a wave of her wet lips and hot, glistening tongue. She had cock-sucking superpowers that didn’t surprise me in the slightest. A woman as kind, generous, and giving as Emma Lawrence went all out to please those she loved.

I groaned, and my head flashed with an urgent need to come. “Baby, I’m coming.” I said a moment before a geyser of molten cum boiled up from my balls.

Emma rested my meaty tip on the flat of her outstretched tongue and opened her mouth for me to see. She wriggled her tongue under my glans and stroked me while a massive rope of milky jizz blasted her eyes, nose, and lips. The second shot sprayed her hair, and the third hit her upper lip before she got the monstrosity corralled, milking steady loads into her mouth.

I moaned as my cock twitched, filling her mouth and tongue with a pearly lake of my baby-making seed. A string of cum dripped from her nose onto her upper lip, and Emma grinned up at me as my cock finally stopped spurting. Without missing a beat, she slid my manhood between her lips and sucked me like a vacuum cleaner, feasting on my cum while she milked me dry.

I gazed down at her, awestruck. With an honorable mention to Jenny, Emma was the queen of cock sucking. The woman coaxed the biggest load of my life down her throat while giving me the most erotic display of my young life. My breaths came in quick pulls and a wave of relaxation spread through my body. All the frustration from a night sleeping with a naked Emma in my arms was temporarily vanquished.

As she milked the last of my seed, she sat up on her knees. Her big round tits jiggled and swayed as she mopped the cum off her face and licked it off her fingers. Her eyes twinkled as she gazed at me, clearly proud of herself. “Better?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Much better.”

“You got some cum in my hair.” She laughed and reached for her cum-stained locks. “Don’t go away. There’s something I need to tell you.”

As if I would go anywhere. “Okay?”

Emma retreated to the bathroom, where she cleaned herself and came back a couple of minutes later, prancing across the room completely naked without a care in the world. She crawled onto the bed and stretched out beside me before leaning in for a kiss.

I kissed her softly and opened my arms as Emma crawled forward, dragging her soft tits across my chest before she settled down atop me and met me face to face.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“It’s about your birthday present,” she said.

“You gave me my birthday present,” I said. “Remember the shopping trip? You spent a fortune at that boutique.”

“This gift costs nothing,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow. “What would that be?”

“Your birthday party is in four days. But I thought you and I might have our own party the night before.”

“Like a date?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “You could call it that, although I thought I might make a special dinner at home for you.”

“I love where this is going,” I said.

“Adam won’t be here that night.” She studied me for a long time before she spoke her next words. “For one night, we can do whatever you want for as many times as you want.”

My pulse quickened, and a torrent of butterflies surged across my stomach. “You mean….”

“Sex, Jack. We can have sex, but for one night only. After that, things have to go back to the way they were before.”

“Before as in… like today?”

“Before as in, we’ll have our old relationship back. The way it was before this week.”

“Em, I can’t lose you.”

She leaned forward and kissed me. “You won’t lose me. But we can’t keep this up.”

“What about the rest of this week?” I asked.

“We’ll fool around as much as we want, but no sex until the night before the party. Okay?”

Going back was impossible, and Emma was fooling herself if she thought otherwise. But I wouldn’t argue with her. She would find out soon enough that the genie was already out of the bottle. “Fine. But don’t plan on wearing any clothes for the rest of the week.”

Emma giggled and kissed me again. “What about Adam?”

“I don’t want to get naked with Adam.”

Emma let out a belly laugh and smacked me playfully. “We can’t fool around in front of Adam.”

“He won’t bother us. He has his own room, right?”

“Right.”

“I’m sleeping with you this week.”

“Good. But we’ll have to be careful,” she said.

“You really want to go back to the old us?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “But it’s for the best.”

I sighed. “Okay.”

“Now, how about I make us some breakfast?” She gazed at me expectantly before I wrapped my arms around her and flipped her over onto her back.

Emma let out a shriek and a giggle. “Jack, what are you doing?”

I filled my palms with her big soft tits, savoring the sensation of her nipples hardening against my skin. Then I kissed my way down her body until I came face to face with her exquisite mound. With my lips hovering over her slick, wet pink, I peered up at her. “We’ll do breakfast, after you come for me.”






One Night in Heaven
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Emma and I spent the rest of the week with our clothes off far more than we had them on. Even if Adam was home, we risked encounters in the kitchen, media room, Emma’s bedroom and even in Emma’s car where her oral manipulations had forced me to pull off on the side of the road. I learned every hidden curve and secret contour of her exquisite body. We tried everything our imaginations could muster up short of actual sex. When the day our private party arrived, part of me was disappointed, as Emma had stayed true to her promise that it was a one night only invitation. I still couldn’t believe she actually wanted to go back to the way things were, and I was still convinced I could change her mind.

As adamant as she had been about keeping her strict, no sex policy, she had loved every minute of our week together. I got her off three times a day, including nightly wrestling matches in her giant California king-sized bed.

Adam had left us alone, content to spend time alone in his office or his room when he wasn’t working. As Emma predicted, Adam announced he wouldn’t be home on the night before our party. It seemed my brother spent every Thursday night in the city where Emma believed he kept a mistress.

I sat across from Emma at a candlelit table set for two. But we weren’t sitting in a fancy restaurant. Emma had insisted on cooking us a cozy little dinner for two, served outside on her deck overlooking the forest and the nearby mountain range.

With our dessert finished, the nervous energy between us slowly escalated as the moment we had both waited a lifetime for had finally arrived.

Emma stared at me nervously from across the table. It was clear what was on her mind, and I wanted to not only put her at ease but provide her an out.

“Come here, baby.” I pushed my chair away from the table.

Emma stood and came around the table toward me, her expression more than a little nervous. She wore a short black cocktail dress ending midway down her thighs. The dress provided a plunging V-shaped neckline, revealing her generous cleavage that I had grown intimately familiar with during our torrid week together.

Ringlets of her glistening red hair looked like spun silk as they curled down her cheeks, coming loose from the intricate weave she had fashioned with her hair. Her green eyes sparkled in the warm candlelight and her plump lips glistened, bright with cherry-red lipstick.

As she stopped before me, she eyed me nervously and held her hands in front of her as she silently met my gaze.

“You look scared,” I said, as I reached up and took her hand before gently guiding her onto my lap.

Emma slipped onto my lap and wrapped her arm around my shoulder as she drank me in with her big green eyes. “Aren’t you?”

Her eyes melted my soul. I had loved no one more than I loved Emma at that moment. “It’s a big deal,” I said. “We don’t have to go through with it.”

She shook her head. “I’m not nervous about the sex.” Her lips curled up in a shy smile. “We’ve got no problem in that department.”

I curled my arm around waist and rested my palm on her ass. “Then what’s got you so jumpy?”

“I love you.” Her voice cracked and her eyes welled with tears. “I don’t want this to end.”

I squeezed her tight, and she leaned in close, resting her head on my shoulder. “We don’t have to end things,” I said. “How about we play it by ear? Let’s see how the night goes and tomorrow, we’ll figure it all out?”

Emma’s lips quirked up in a smile, and she nodded. “I like that idea.”

It seemed reality was finally settling in. I couldn’t see how anyone as loving as Emma could just end things without causing an emotional detonation in her giving heart. It just wasn’t in her nature. “Dinner was incredible.” I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips, stealing a gaze at her deep, creamy cleavage.

Emma laughed and wriggled her ass on my expanding cock. “My girls are a bit distracting?”

“More than a little.” I drew her in tight and kissed her again, this time deepening the kiss until our tongues swirled together and Emma moaned in my mouth. My cock hardened in my trousers, flaring against her ass.

Emma shifted her weight on my lap, subtly grinding her hips as she wrapped both arms around my neck.

The kiss turned into a full-fledged make-out session, and I cupped her tit before sliding my fingers inside the braless cup and teasing her hard nipple between my fingers.

I reluctantly broke the kiss and drew back, breathing heavily, while Emma’s eyes shone with pure lust.

“Let’s go upstairs,” I said.

Emma nodded and slipped off my lap before leading me by the hand into the house and through the kitchen. We didn’t bother closing her bedroom door and found ourselves embraced in a second, longer make-out session near the foot of the bed while we hastily removed each other’s clothes.

I unzipped the back of her dress and peeled the thin spaghetti straps over her shoulder. Her heavy tits, dropped but only slightly, jiggling with their newfound freedom. I probed her mouth with my tongue and gave the front of her dress a slight tug before her tits bobbed free.

Emma’s hands trembled as she unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off over my shoulders. Her hands roamed my muscled torso, then wandered over my abs before she deftly unbuckled my belt. She kissed me with ravenous hunger, devouring my tongue as she opened her mouth wide and pressed in close.

I pushed Emma’s dress down her body and over her hips before it fell loose, ending up around her ankles. Without missing a beat, I filled my hands with her big, warm tits, tweaking her nipples to hardness between my thumb and forefinger. I had titty fucked her at least a dozen times that week, painting her chest, face, and stomach white with sticky cum.

Emma pushed me back on the bed, her eyes hungry with naked desire. “I want to ride your cock and don’t you dare pull out.” She yanked my pants down and they zipped down my legs. She tossed them aside, then wriggled out of her black lace panties until she stood before me completely naked.

I eyed her in disbelief. Gone was the woman who had played hard to get. This was the Emma I wanted. Carefree and lusty. I would put a baby in her if it killed me. After a week of solid foreplay, it was time to skip ahead to the main event. She was as pent up as I was. Maybe even more so.

Emma tossed aside her panties as I wriggled up the bed, giving us room to get freaky. Before I got too far away, she hooked her thumbs in my briefs and pulled them down my legs and off. My hard cock sprang free, towering over my midsection, twitching and swaying as pre-cum oozed from my tip.

Emma crawled onto the bed and slithered her way up my body. She dragged her tits up my thighs and slipped my rock hard shaft between her swaying jugs. With a smile touching her lips, she pressed her milk makers together and lovingly shrouded my manhood in a cocoon of blissful warmth.

My heart beat so hard and fast I worried it might explode in my chest, and a wash of adrenaline raced down my legs, leaving them weak and rubbery.

Emma smiled at me seductively and then sat upright, straddling me while my steel cock bounced off her flat tummy. Imagining that monster stretching out her tight pussy left me visibly trembling as Emma grabbed hold of my swaying cock.

“You’re sure this is what you want?” She asked, gazing into my eyes as she stroked my fat cock. “Even if it’s only one night, we’re giving each other the most intimate gift two people can share.”

Was she intentionally teasing me? Prolonging my agony? I’d waited years for this moment. I wanted her so badly I could taste it. My cock throbbed with anticipation, and I grabbed hold of Emma’s hips before sliding my palms around to her bare ass and squeezing. “I’ve never been surer of anything. What about you?”

She furrowed her brow and bit her lower lip as if thinking. “I want you inside me in the worst way.” She turned her gaze on my glistening cock and licked her lips. As if making some internal decision, she raised her hips off my lap and dragged my fat tip along her soaking wet slit.

My cock tingled with pleasure, and I watched my cock with rapt attention, waiting for the moment I finally entered her sanctuary. “Yes, baby. That’s it.”

Emma trained her big green eyes on me, radiating love and her inner warmth. “I love you.” Then she took my tip and slid it inside her hot, tight, honey hole and the world turned sideways.

Her pussy squeezed my cock, clamping down with velvety warmth as she sank lower. My cock throbbed inside her, pulsating with life as my massive girth strained her inner walls. I groaned with pleasure as her pussy thrummed around my shaft, undulating in silky smooth waves.

With my cock buried halfway inside her, Emma paused, her face contorted with pleasure. She let out a sharp gasp and moaned before she leaned forward and rested her hands on my chest. “You’re so big, baby.” She tried to chuckle, but her eyes washed over with a mixture of pain and pleasure. Her breaths came fast, and her tits jiggled where they dangled with her hard nipples raking my chest.

By her own admission, Emma hadn’t been with a man in five years, and her tight pussy more than proved it. But it was a pussy that felt like pure nirvana. I swiveled my hips, corkscrewing my cock deeper inside her as Emma gently rocked forward and backward, giving her pussy time to adjust.

I grabbed hold of her breasts, kneading her milky flesh between my outstretched fingers as she rocked on my cock, moaning softly as she worked me deeper inside her.

Emma pushed herself upright and ground her hips until my cock fully impaled her. She sat atop me, looking slightly winded, with her big tits sitting high on her chest, jiggling seductively. “Baby, you feel so good.” With her eyes locked on me, she fucked me slow and deep, grinding in tight circles as her pussy rolled over my cock in waves of pure ecstasy.

Now that we had broken the seal, there was no going back. I was sure I could convince Emma to keep our physical relationship going. Being inside her was a dream come true — a fantasy given birth, and I meant to have her by my side forever. I ran my hands over her limber thighs and held her warm gaze. “I love you so much.”

A smile broke across her face and touched her eyes. She leaned forward, grinding my cock as her tits mashed against my chest and she kissed me softly on the lips. Our tongues meshed, and I cupped her ass as she started slowly fucking me with deep up and down motions.

Her pussy rolled over my steel-hard shafts in rippling waves. The welcome weight of her body resting atop me and the sweet taste of her tongue melting in my mouth made my brain buzz with a strong desire to come. But as much as I wanted to plant my seed deep inside my ginger queen, I wasn’t ready. With mental determination, I pushed back the rising wave of orgasmic urgency and grabbed Emma’s ass, riding her hips as she moved atop me in sinuous waves.

Emma pushed herself up again until she sat upright and then went to work. She bounced on my cock, riding it as her ass clapped my thighs. Her tits rhythmically swayed in tight circles, gently clapping together every time she bottomed out. Her moans deepened, and she sucked in ragged breaths through her parted lips while her eyes glazed over with lust.

My cock went from warm to hot as the friction from her tight pussy lit up my pleasure centers like Times Square. My head swam with dizzy lust, and I powered my hips upward, timing my upward thrusts with Emma’s downward motion. The resulting deep, penetrative thrusts sent shock waves washing over Emma’s hips and set her big tits bouncing uncontrollably.

She quickened the pace, fucking me faster and harder, moving her hips in circles as she covered every inch of my cock with her incredible pussy. Her breathing turned labored, and heavy moans preceded her stiff grunts. “That’s it, baby. I’m so close.”

I grabbed hold of Emma’s hips and lost myself in the motion of our fucking, hammering her with years of repressed desire. The urgent need to come returned, tickling the back of my brain as I watched my sizzling hot cock slide in and out of my dream girl.

Emma let out a fevered moan and leaned forward, bracing her hands on my chest as her body shook. “Baby… soooo good.” Her eyes lost focus and her mouth hung open as her pussy spasmed on my cock. She was lost in orgasmic bliss — wrapped in a blanket of pure pleasure.

The mother of all orgasms brewed in the back of my head and when it hit me, it was unlike anything I had ever experienced. My head flashed with waves of throbbing lust while my breath caught in the back of my parched throat. I powered my hips upward, burying my cock to the hilt, and a tidal wave of cum roared from my cock like a runaway freight train. The first three spurts blasted her cervix with a fevered assault, then my cock pulsed, gushing ribbons of sticky cum inside my all-time fantasy girl.

I rode that orgasmic wave, firing rounds of potent seed into a womb primed for baby making. I had at long last arrived at the top of the mountain and the view was incredible. As I came back down to earth, my cock continued spurting, feeding her with the biggest load of my life. Fucking her surpassed my wildest expectation and there was zero chance I could ever go back to anything less.

Emma slowed her hips, moving them in tight circles as she milked my cock and gazed into my eyes. “That’s it, sweetie. Give all that cum to mama.”

Her words caused my cock to twitch violently inside her, and my ragged breath tripped inside my throat. I reached up and filled my hands with her soft tits as Emma slowly fucked me until my cock finally went still. She lowered herself on top of me, mashing her tits against my chest until we came face to face. “I love you so much.” She kissed me softly on the lips, then backed off slightly before gazing into my eyes.

“I love you too, baby.” I cupped Emma’s ass and ran my palms along her hips before letting out a contented sigh. “We should have done this a long time ago.”

“Maybe,” Emma said. “Or maybe you’ll regret it in the morning.”

I laughed and gave her ass a playful smack. “You need to get out of your own way. Enjoy us. That was mind blowing sex, and we were made for each other.”

Emma grinned. “Where does a twenty-year-old learn how to fuck like that?”

Her question caught me off-guard, and it reminded me she still didn’t know about Jenny, Ariana, and Gabby. I felt bad for the deception, but I knew Emma better than she knew herself. Once she found out about her peers, she would go all in. It was getting her over the hump that would take some doing.

“I’ve had a little practice,” I said. “But being with you takes everything to a whole new level.” I drew her into a sizzling, tongue-fueled kiss.

Emma remained atop me, making out for a long time until my cock hardened once again inside her. She moved her hips, fucking me until my cock turned rigid and ready for round two.

With one quick motion, I grabbed her ass and flipped her over onto her back. It was my turn to plow her field.

With Emma stretched out below me, I moved my hips, fucking her slow and deep as her tits rolled in simmering circles atop her chest.

She wrapped her legs around my waist and met my rhythm as we settled in for a long night of pure sex.
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When I woke, sunshine streamed through the big glass door leading to the deck of Emma’s bedroom. But an emptiness settled in my gut, and I got the strange sensation that I was alone in bed. When I reached out on either side of me, my suspicions proved out.

I sat halfway up in bed, but my eyes were still groggy from sleep. “Emma?” My voice came out deep and gravelly.

It had been a very late night. I didn’t know exactly when we fell asleep, but I’m sure it was somewhere near sunrise. If it truly was one night in heaven, I made the most of the moment, going four rounds with Emma. Sex wasn’t our only activity. We took breaks for food, drink and went one round on the kitchen island. It was simply the best night of my life.

As the sleep receded from my eyes, I fell back on the bed and gazed up at the ceiling, completely overjoyed with where we had left things. There was no way Emma would want to go back to our old ways now. Not after everything we shared.

With Emma not answering, I pushed myself back up and gazed across the empty bed. The clock told me it was close to noon, and I believed it.

The door to the bathroom door stood ajar and the sound of running water came from inside.

I grinned and rolled out of bed. A morning quickie in the shower was just what the doctor ordered. I yawned as I made my way across the bedroom, then pushed open the bathroom door.

Emma stood inside the all-glass shower stall with steam billowing out the top, leaving the glass door opaque with condensed water. Her body wasn’t entirely visible through the thick layers of steam, but there was no doubt who owned those big, jiggling tits.

I crossed the bathroom and opened the shower door. Before I could step inside, Emma whirled around, her eyes wide with surprise.

“Jack, what are you doing in here?” She covered her tits with her forearms and gave me an annoyed look.

“What do you mean? I’m taking a shower with you.”

Emma folded her arms over her chest and turned slightly, as if to hide her pussy. “I told you. That was our last night together. Don’t make this any harder. It’s already tearing me apart.”

“Em, this is ridiculous. I’ve seen you naked a million times. Why are you doing this?” I started to climb in, and she held out her arm to stop me.

“Jack, please.” Her voice wobbled and tears welled in her eyes. “The deeper we fall in love, the harder it gets. You promised me.” Her chin quivered, and she stared at me, her eyes red and swollen.

My stomach twisted with the sick realization. She had been crying for hours. Had she even slept? Was she really serious about this? I backed off and sighed. “Can we talk about it?”

Emma shook her head. “It’s for the best. I’m too old for you. Find someone else and I promise I’ll welcome her with open arms.” She stood under the water and softly sobbed as tears flowed from her angelic eyes.

My stomach sank, and a sickening pit opened inside me. “Em, please. Don’t do this. I love you.”

But that only made it worse. Emma broke down sobbing and turned away from me while I resisted the urge to climb inside and comfort her.

She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Jack, please go.” Her eyes pleaded with me, and I nodded, closing the shower door before I retreated from the bathroom.

A nauseating sickness churned in the pit of my stomach. I gathered up my clothes and left Emma’s bedroom, closing the door behind me. She had really gone through with it. But this wasn’t the end. I was still confident she would return to me once she had time to think about it. For now, I would put on a happy face and get ready for the party. In the next few hours, Jenny and Ariana would arrive, and that would certainly brighten my mood.

I retreated to my bedroom, showered, and picked up my phone to message Jenny.

Me: When will you be here? I miss you.

Jenny: Awww… I miss you too, handsome. Ari, and I will be there in about an hour. I can’t wait to show you the house we picked out. Is everything okay?

Me: Emma’s acting weird. I’ll explain when you get here.

Jenny: Don’t tell me you didn’t seal the deal.

Me: It’s complicated and too much to text. I’ll tell you in person.

I spent the afternoon downstairs on the back deck, sulking, staring out across the mountain.

An hour after my phone call with Jenny, Emma appeared on the back deck, fresh-faced and bright, wearing a smile as if nothing had ever happened. She crossed the deck, leaned over, and kissed me on top of my head. “Hi, sweetie. What are you doing?”

There was no point in acting like a petulant child. I knew how hard this was for her, and I didn’t want to make it worse. I glanced back over my shoulder and smiled. “Waiting for you,” I said. “What can I do to help set up for the party?”

A look of relief washed over Emma’s face, and her eyes watered. “Nothing. It’s your party, baby. Can I get you anything to eat?”

After everything that happened, and the strain clearly visible on Emma’s face, I couldn’t just dump Jenny and Ariana on her. That wasn’t fair, and the revelation would crush her. The very least I could do was soften the blow. I gently squeezed Emma’s hand. “No… but there is something I need to tell you.”

Emma frowned and came around to take the chair across from me. “What’s wrong?”

I let out a heavy sigh. “It’s about Jenny and Ariana.”
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Emma’s subdued, almost muted reaction left me somewhere between shocked and terrified. That she didn’t kick me out the house was a miracle, but what surprised me most was her total lack of surprise.

After I told her everything, I sat back and waited for her response.

She let out a sad sigh and nodded. “I heard about you and Jenny.” She met my gaze. “And Ariana. Not to mention a college teacher of yours?”

I inwardly cringed. There was nothing discreet about impregnating my sisters-in-law. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

She blinked, wearing a blank expression. “Why didn’t you?”

“Because I didn’t want you to judge me negatively,” I said.

“Now you know how I feel about taking our relationship going public,” she said. “Lots of people will have a negative reaction.”

“The difference is that you’re not lots of people,” I said. “You’re the most important person in my life. Even if everyone else judges me harshly, I don’t care. Your opinion is the only one that matters. I can’t lose you, and if you found out, I was afraid you would shun me.”

“Was this about adding me to your collection?” Heat rose in her voice. “It’s a clean sweep of all your sisters-in-law?”

“It’s not like that,” I said. “You, Jenny, and Ariana are my tribe. I love you, Emma. And I love them too. Is that so impossible to believe?”

She gazed at me without reacting. “I love you too, which is why this is so hard.” She shook her head. “And no, it’s not impossible. They’re beautiful women who married the wrong brothers.”

I raised an eyebrow, and for the first time, I dared an ironic smile. “Ring any bells?”

Emma rolled her eyes. “Your impossible.”

“We can be together,” I said.

“You mean I can be with you in a harem?”

“When you put it like that, it sounds so… I don’t know… sundry. I prefer to think of it as surrounding myself with the people I love most in this world.”

Emma leveled me with her simmering eyes. “Jack, I want to be with you, but —”

“Hey there, birthday boy.” A familiar voice cut off Emma before she could finish her thought — Jenny’s voice.

I swiveled in my seat and saw a grinning Jenny coming toward me with Ariana, Max, and Max’s girlfriend, Lisa, trailing close behind.

I grinned and stood as Jenny bounded across the deck before leaping into my arms.

“I missed you, baby,” she said with her face buried in my shoulder.

I felt Emma’s eyes on my back, but I couldn’t do anything about it. She made her choice, and I didn’t want to hurt Jenny or Ariana. “I missed you too.” I pulled her into a tight hug and breathed in her sweet, fresh scent.

Jenny wore a short black skirt and a white top that conformed to her bubbly figure. Her blonde hair flowed over her shoulders and down her back and her golden skin glowed with an inner radiance born of a fresh pregnancy.

I set Jenny back down on her feet and Ariana moved in, drawing me into a second hug but no less tight. “Hi, baby.” She whispered in my ear before kissing me high on the cheek.

I drew Ariana’s lithe body up against mine and gazed down at her backside. “Hi, love.” I stole a kiss on her lips before I lifted her slightly off her feet and drew her into a tight hug.

Ariana’s round ass conformed perfectly to a pair of dark shorts that ended high on her thighs. Her long legs glistened right down to her red-polished toenails tucked inside a pair of open-toed sandals. Her scent was summery and fresh, like wildflowers on a mountain, and my cock reacted, surging inside my pants as I contemplated taking them both upstairs for a threesome.

Ariana stepped back, and I pulled my brother, Max, into a quick hug before greeting Lisa.

Emma drank in the scene, staring at Jenny and Ariana with her arms folded over her chest and murder in her eye.

Jenny picked up my hand, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me softly on the lips. “Happy birthday. I can’t wait to give you your present.”

Emma rolled her eyes before greeting Max and Lisa. A short time later, Adam appeared on the deck before stepping up to Emma and putting his arm around her waist.

“Hey everyone,” Adam said. “Hope you are all hungry. I’m firing up the grill in five minutes.”

Emma looked stiff and sullen standing there next to Adam, while her eyes flashed to me.

“I’ll help,” Max said. “I brought a bunch of beer, too.”

Emma’s gaze drifted to me again and then down to Jenny’s hand latched onto mine. Her expression soured, and she frowned, turning away slightly, looking as if she wanted to jump off the deck.

As if sensing Emma’s discomfort, Jenny laced her fingers in mine and drew me into a long, lingering kiss. When she broke it off, her blue eyes blazed with mischief. She was meddling, and we both knew it. “Baby, can you help me bring my luggage up to our room?” She spoke loud enough for Emma to hear, and I wanted to crawl into a cave and die.

Heat flashed on the back of my neck as Jenny kissed me again, this time making no doubt that I was with her.

Adam gazed at Jenny and me kissing, wearing a frown on his face. He whispered something to Max and Max nodded before launching into what was no doubt an explanation of why his wife was cavorting with their little brother.

Suddenly, I felt an urgent need to flee. “Sure. Let’s go get your luggage,” I said to Jenny.

Ariana smiled at me. “Can you grab mine too, please?”

Emma shifted her weight from side to side, clearly annoyed. “Ariana, I have you and Jenny sharing a room in the basement,” Emma said, completely dialed in on our conversation, even though she was chatting with Adam and Max.

Jenny turned her million-dollar smile on her sister-in-law. “Thanks, Em, but there’s no need. Jack’s bed is more than big enough for the three of us.”

Sweat rolled down my temple and I let out a nervous laugh while Emma fumed, her green eyes radiating anger.

“No problem,” Emma said, forcing a thin smile.

Jenny grinned back, pretending not to notice the angry stare, and led me by the hand across the deck.

After we cleared the kitchen and were halfway across the family room, I glanced back over my shoulder to make sure we were clear. “Are you trying to piss her off?” I asked.

“Yes,” Jenny said. “I’ll explain in a minute.” She opened the front door, and I followed her through.

Jenny descended the front steps toward her SUV, holding my hand as we went. “On the way up, we found out through Max that Emma knew everything after Adam spoke with Tom.”

That was a lot to follow, but once I pieced all together, it made sense. Tom had an ax to grind with me and he spilled the beans to Adam. “That confirms what Emma told me.”

“So, Ari and I came up with Operation Birthday Bash.” Jenny opened the trunk to her car, revealing her and Ariana’s luggage.

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “What’s Operation Birthday Bash involve besides pissing off Emma?”

“The goal is to make Emma so angry, she jumps into bed with you,” Jenny said.

“The jumping into bed part already happened,” I said as I hoisted the luggage out of the trunk.

Jenny’s jaw dropped. “You sealed the deal? Why didn’t you tell me?”

I took the luggage while Jenny closed the trunk.

“It was one night, and now Emma wants things to go back to the way they were.”

Jenny laughed. “Seriously?”

I shrugged. “That’s what she told me.” I carried the luggage into the house while Jenny followed close behind.

Voices carried in from the back deck and the sound of music came through the speakers. But otherwise, we were alone.

“She’s so jealous,” Jenny said, lowering her voice as she followed me to the stairs. “Did you see the way she looked at me?”

“It was hard not to,” I said. “It’s a miracle Adam didn’t pick up on those vibes.” I carried the luggage upstairs while Jenny trailed behind me.

“He’s clueless, but not that clueless,” Jenny said. “Rumor has it, he knocked up his secretary, and she’s already eight months pregnant.”

“What?” I stopped in the middle of the staircase and nearly dropped the bags.

Jenny laughed. “Keep going. I’ll tell you once we get upstairs.”

I quickly made my way down the hall and entered my room, placing Jenny and Ariana’s luggage at the foot of the bed. “Who told you that?”

“One of my co-workers is friends with the secretary. Apparently, it’s a massive scandal at Adam’s work. I’m surprised Emma didn’t say anything.”

“Emma doesn’t know,” I said. “She would have told me.”

“Emma wouldn’t care anyway,” Jenny said. “She’s only got eyes for you. Who knows, maybe you knocked her up and she can get even with Adam.”

“She may only have eyes for me, but she called it all off. It’s over, JJ.”

Jenny rolled her eyes and kissed me again. “You leave everything up to me, baby. By the time the night ends, Emma will be squarely in Camp Jack like a good little harem wife.”
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An hour later, the party arrived. Most of those attending were friends with Emma, Jenny, and Ariana. Some of Max’s and my mutual friends were there, and by the time things really got underway, the party had grown to a respectable size.

Emma was busy with hosting duties and arranged a massive cake on a table near the back of the outdoor deck. But shot me furtive glances all night long while I worked the crowd with Jenny and Ariana, explaining our unique relationship to nearly everyone we encountered.

At one point, Max and I were embroiled drinking beer and talking shit to each other near the back of the deck when I noticed Jenny chatting intently with Emma about something.

“What’s she doing?” I asked Max, tipping my head in Jenny’s direction.

Max followed my gaze and leaned in close. “She’s spilling the beans about Adam’s affair. She felt horrible for Emma.”

Emma’s expression turned steadily angrier as her gaze locked on her soon to be ex-husband. As I studied Emma’s expression, I expected some level of hurt feelings or even a few tears. After all, they had been married for years, but the tears and the pain I expected to see on her face never arrived. It was a look of simmering anger that told me she wasn’t all that upset. It was more that Adam was making Emma look like a fool, and if I knew Emma, nobody made her a fool.

“Emma might kill Adam,” I said.

Max glanced over at Adam, who was busy working the grill, chatting casually with a few of Emma’s friends. “I wish I could feel sorry for him, but I don’t. He’s a cold fish.”

When I returned my gaze to Emma and Jenny, I was surprised to find them locked in a warm hug. Jenny said something in Emma’s ear, and Emma smiled at Jenny before the two started laughing.

“Well, that’s a change of direction. What do you make of that?” I asked Max.

“Looks like Jenny’s recruiting for team Jack,” Max said.

I laughed and elbowed Max. “Shut the fuck up.”

“I’m serious,” Max said. “Jenny has her mind set on bringing Emma into the fold. She told us on the way here.”

It was the happiest I’d seen Emma look all night, and whether Jenny’s pep talk worked, it was good to see Emma smile.

A warm hand slipped inside mine before Ariana popped up beside me. “You two are so obvious. You can at least pretend you’re not staring directly at them.”

Max and I turned to face Ariana.

“Everyone at the party knows what’s up,” Max said. “It’s the worst kept secret in the room.”

“About Adam?” I asked.

Max nodded. “About Adam. About you, Jenny, and Ariana… and about you and Emma.”

“What?” I gaped at him, unable to hide my astonishment.

“Everyone knows you two have the hots for each other,” Ariana said, backing up Max’s bold claim. “Most people would be surprised if you weren’t shagging Emma along with us.”

“Does Emma know this?” I asked.

“She’s willfully ignorant,” Ariana said.

“Why am I the last person to find out about this stuff?” I asked.

Max laughed and squeezed my shoulder. “Because you’re fucking clueless.”

I turned my attention back to Jenny and Emma. “Jenny’s telling Emma about Adam?” I asked Ariana just to make sure Max wasn’t full of shit.

Ariana smiled. “That and other stuff.”

Max rolled his eyes. “She’s recruiting. There’s no need to hide it.”

Ariana frowned. “There’s no sense in breaking up the whole family just because Adam’s a prick.”

Max shrugged. “I can’t argue with that logic.”

Ariana squeezed my hand gently and turned to face me. “Can I talk to you alone for a second?”

Max laughed. “Uh, oh, Jack. Did you already fuck up? What did you do to Ariana?”

Ariana rolled her eyes. “What makes you think Jack’s in trouble?”

“Nothing good ever comes from a woman asking to talk with you alone,” Max said.

I gazed at Ariana and tried to get a sense of her mood, but she seemed fine. “What’s up?”

“That’s my cue,” Max said. “I’ll catch you kids later.”

Ariana led me across the deck away from everybody else, although I couldn’t help but notice Emma glancing jealously in our direction.

Ariana leaned up against the railing and picked up my other hand. Then a huge grin broke across her face, and I knew what was coming.

“I’m pregnant.” Ariana’s eyes lit up and welled with tears of joy.

“You are? Are you sure?” I broad grin spread across my face, and Ariana nodded.

“I double checked, and I made Jenny look with me.”

“We’re going to be parents.” I pulled her into a hug, lifting her off her feet and spun her around in a tight circle. “Does Gabby know?”

Ariana wrapped her arms around my neck, leaned in, and kissed me. “She knows, but that’s all. Just the four of us so far.”

I gently set her down and squeezed her hands. “Earlier, when you refused the wine from Emma, I thought that was awfully suspicious.”

“I know.” She laughed. “Emma has the best wine, too.”

I let out a held breath and grinned. “We’ll have one busy house. I hope it’s big enough.”

“It’s big enough. In fact, it’s big enough for one more, if you know what I mean.”

I stole a glance over at Emma, who had her eyes locked on Ariana and me. She quickly averted her gaze when I busted her looking, but she was clearly jealous.

“That’s up to Emma,” I said as I stared at her longingly.

“I’m talking to her next,” Ariana said. “Jenny and I are taking turns convincing her.”

“Don’t push her too hard,” I said. “She shouldn’t feel pressured.”

“She wants you and I know deep down, she wants to be a mom and be with all of us. She needs us.”

I leaned over and kissed Ariana softly on the lips. “Whatever happens, I’m happy.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck and hugged me tight. “I love you, Jack Lawrence.”

“I love you too.”

We blended back into the crowd and a few minutes later, I noticed Ariana huddled in the kitchen, chatting with Emma while they decorated my birthday cake with multi-colored candles.

A pair of arms slipped around my waist, then up and inside my shirt before they swept over my abs and back down again.

“I wondered where you went,” I said without turning around.

“You just let random women slide her hands up your shirt?” Jenny said from behind me, her tone slightly annoyed.

I swiveled around to face her and drew her in tight. “Yes. Once my reign of terror is over, every woman here will be in my harem.” Jenny giggled, and I frowned. “Well… maybe not Aunt Martha.”

“Ew… gross. Come with me. I want to give you your birthday gift.” Jenny took my hand and led me over to a secluded table tucked away in a corner of Emma’s vast deck.

I sat down and she pulled up a chair, then sat and faced me. “I thought long and hard about your gift.”

“JJ, you didn’t need to get me anything.”

“Shut up.” She leaned forward and kissed me, before pulling a small gift-wrapped box from her purse. “I hope you like it.”

“I already love it, and I don’t know what it is,” I said.

She handed me the box. “I thought of you when I saw it.”

I opened the package and pulled out a high-end watch. “Jenny, this is too much. It’s incredible.”

She ignored my protest. “I had it engraved. Before you put it on, check the back.”

I flipped over the watch and checked the engraving.

From Jenny, with all of my love forever and always.

I didn’t normally get weepy, but the engraving struck a chord. A vein of emotion welled inside me, and I paused, staring down at the watch, as an intense feeling of love nearly overwhelmed me. “I love it.” My voice cracked, and I barely got the words out when I looked up and found Jenny’s eyes welling with tears.

Jenny smiled adoringly and pulled me into a hug. “You’re welcome, baby. I love you.”

I wrapped my arms around her and let out a long breath. “You’re the best. Thank you, and I love you too. I’ll treasure it.”

Jenny helped me put on the watch and gazed down at my wrist, smiling with satisfaction. “It’s a perfect fit.”

“Just like the beauty who gave it to me.” I leaned forward and kissed her. “I missed you big time. How’s the new place?”

“You’ll love it. It’s on an enormous lake,” she said. “We’re renting a pontoon boat and a couple of jet skis until fall arrives.”

My eyes bulged. “What? How? That’s too much.”

Jenny laughed. “Sweet love, you’ve got sugar mama’s now. And it’s not as much as you think.”

“How far away from campus?”

“Fifteen minutes,” she said. “The place is huge. It has five bedrooms which give us one to spare. We’ll use that as a nursery for the time being.”

I frowned. “One to spare? There’s you, Ariana, and Gabby. I don’t need my own bedroom. I’ll share with you.”

Jenny grinned with satisfaction. “Baby, I’ve already got you slotted in my room. The fourth bedroom is for Emma.”

My eyes widened. “Emma? is there something I don’t know? She’s made it painfully clear to me where she stands.”

Jenny grabbed my cheeks and kissed me full on the lips. “You’re so adorably naïve sometimes. I just want to take you upstairs and rip off your clothes.”

I laughed and grabbed Jenny’s hands. “What don’t I know? And what was it you and Emma were talking about earlier?”

“I told her about Adam,” Jenny said. “She was angry but not surprised. She’s filing for divorce on Monday.”

That was definitely good news. “What else did you tell her? I saw you two hugging.”

“That’s between me and Emma,” Jenny said. “But let’s just say, the ball is in your court.”

I raised an eyebrow. “She knows where I stand. I don’t understand.”

Jenny sighed. “A woman appreciates a grand gesture. Do you love her?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

“Then show the world how much. I’ll leave it to you to figure out the rest.”

As if on cue, Emma stepped onto the deck and raised her voice to cut across the drone of conversations. “Everyone, it’s time to cut the cake.” Then she motioned for me to come over. “That means I need the birthday boy front and center.”

Jenny gave me a little push. “Remember. Be bold.”

I shot Jenny a nervous look, then made my way through the crowd.

There were clapping, whistles, and even a few cheers from the three-dozen assembled guests.

When I reached Emma, she took my hand, and the contact felt electric. I met her gaze, and my stomach did a sharp flip-turn. Her big green eyes radiated warmth, love, and everything wholesome in the world. She truly was a treasure, and it was time for me to step up and swing for the fences.

Emma led me around a table holding a massive cake lit up with twenty candles. “Okay, everybody. Let me hear those wonderful singing voices.” She smiled broadly and led the gathered crowd into the happy birthday song.

Jenny and Ariana stood side by side, belting it out. Max and Lisa joined the chorus and even Adam, feigned singing while he checked his phone. But Emma’s voice was the loudest of them all, and I squeezed her hand lovingly before lacing my fingers in hers.

She didn’t resist the familiar touch. Rather, she embraced it and her face lit up and she crowded in beside me, mashing her soft tit against my arm.

My stomach radiated with warmth, and if Adam noticed me holding his wife’s hand so intimately, he didn’t seem to care.

After the song ended, Emma released my hand and clapped while she turned to face me. “Sweetie, make a wish before you blow out the candles.”

I leaned forward and blew out the candles to the applause of the assembled guests.

“What did you wish for?” Jenny asked, her voice rising above the hive of conversation.

The crowd hushed, as if giving me a chance to speak.

This is it, Jack. Be bold. I pushed all my chips into the center of the table and spoke from my heart. When I reached for Emma’s hand, it was right where I expected, and our fingers once again clasped together.

I gazed into Jenny’s big blue eyes. “My wish already came true.”

Jenny’s eyes glistened, and a warm smile touched her face.

I turned my gaze on Ariana next, giving her a loving smile before she mouthed back the words, I love you. But when I turned to Emma, the crowd turned deathly still. I picked up her free hand and fresh tears welled in Emma’s eyes.

“My wish came true the minute Emma stepped into my life for the first time.”

Emma’s eyes softened. “Jack… are you sure?” There was no heat in her voice, only expectation.

“I’ve loved this woman from afar for a very long time,” I said.

Adam must’ve finally got the memo, because he stepped forward and put away his phone. “Jack, this is extremely inappropriate.”

But Emma ignored Adam and kept her gaze locked on me. “Keep going, baby. Say what you have to say.”

Jenny perched on her toes and whispered in Adam’s ear before his face turned as white as a sheet and he sank back into the crowd.

“I love you, Emma. I always have and I always will. Thank you for this party and for loving me in a way nobody else can. You are my life and my love.” As I stepped forward, Emma’s chin trembled with raw emotion.

“I love you too,” she said. “I’m sorry for pushing you away.”

I released her hands long enough to slide my arms around her slender frame and pulled her into a kiss.

The stunned crowd watched on in shocked awe as our lips met and we deepened our kiss. Emma’s tongue flashed with mine and she pressed in closer, sliding her hands over my shoulders and running her fingers along the back of my neck.

The kiss went on for ten long seconds until Max shouted, “Get a room!”

Laughter erupted around the party, and Emma and I finally stepped apart, laughing as we gazed around the crowd.

“It’s about time!” someone shouted from the back.

“What took you so long?” Another voice cried out.

Emma let out a held breath and scanned the crowd. Finally, she shrugged and shook her head. “I guess I’m stubborn.”

The crowd laughed, and the music kicked back on. Jenny and Ariana took over the cake cutting duties while Max doled out fresh beers.

Emma melted into my arms, burying her face in my shoulder. “Don’t even say it.” She laughed and kissed me softly on the neck.

“I have to say it. It’s right there… a big, giant softball ready to smack out the park.”

She sighed. “Fine. Just this one time.”

“I told you so.” I barely got the words out before we both broke down laughing.

For the rest of the evening, Emma and I were inseparable. Adam disappeared right after the cake cutting, to where I didn’t know or care.

It was like a weight had been lifted off Emma’s shoulders. She danced all night long, laughing and even singing for the first time in years. I felt home. The only person missing was Gabby, who we face-timed later in the evening.

As the evening turned into late night, the guests departed, leaving Jenny, Ariana, Emma, and me alone with the cleanup.

Emma and I started cleaning the kitchen when Jenny pushed Emma out of the way and Ariana took the garbage bag out of my hand.

Emma frowned. “What are you doing? I’m not sticking you two with all this work.”

“Shoo,” Jenny said, waving Emma away.

“I think you two have some making up to do,” Ariana said.

Emma smiled. “I can think of one way to make everything right.” She flashed me a seductive grin and batted her strawberry lashes.

Jenny rolled her eyes at Emma. “You get him tonight, but I’ll be looking for those awesome homemade strawberry pancakes in the morning.”

I crossed the kitchen and picked up Emma’s hand before turning to face Jenny and Ariana. “Thank you, ladies, for a wonderful birthday.” Then I led Emma out of the kitchen and up the stairs.

“Why am I so nervous?” Emma said as she trailed behind me.

“Because it’s exciting,” I said as I glanced over my shoulder. “It’s a grand new adventure.”

Inside Emma’s room, we barely closed the door before clothes started flying and we ended up on Emma’s bed, tangled up naked in each other’s arms.

Emma scooted up the bed until her head rested on the pillows and she pulled me between her parted legs. “Come up here, baby, and fuck me good.”

I crawled between her parted legs and cupped one of her jiggling tits in my hand while I playfully nibbled on her nipple. My stiff cock bounced between her parted thighs, leaving a smattering of pre-cum dotting her pale skin.

Emma ran her fingers through my hair and wrapped her long legs around my waist. “Baby, promise that you’ll never stop touching me.”

“That’s the easiest promise I ever made.” I kissed my way up her neck and found her lips, kissing her deeply before I backed off and gazed into her eyes. “No more talk about breakups or any other mumbo-jumbo?”

A wide smile lit Emma’s face. Her red hair softly glowed with an almost golden sheen under the bedroom’s soft light. It spread out wild and untamed behind her like a halo, and I’d never seen her look more radiant than in that moment. “No more. I’m all yours. I promise.”

My cock throbbed, aching with longing as my shaft glided across her slippery pussy. “We’re playing Russian roulette with these live rounds I’m letting off inside you. Are you okay with that?”

Emma nodded. “I want your baby growing inside me.”

My cock turned impossibly hard, and my stomach fluttered with nervous excitement. “You’re sure?”

“I’ve secretly wanted your baby for years,” Emma said as she gazed into the bottom of my soul. She ran her heels down my thighs and ground her pussy against the thick of my meaty shaft. “You’ll be an amazing father.” Her warm fingers drifted over my chest and along my sides before she cupped my ass in her hands and drew me into her. “I really need you to fuck me right now.”

Her soft, creamy body quivered beneath me, and my head flashed with pure lust. My cock throbbed against her soaking wet slit, and I dragged my tip through her warm pink folds and paused on the brink of entering her ginger temple.

Emma’s tits jiggled while her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. With her eyes pleading, she pushed her hips upward and forced my tip inside her velvety tight tunnel. “Mama wants you to fuck her so hard.”

With my tip quivering just inside her pussy, I slid forward and groaned until I fully impaled her. The velvety, warm tightness engulfed my cock, sending waves of pleasure throbbing through my head. Her pussy undulating over my shaft, and she clamped down as she locked her ankles behind my back.

Emma let out a whimpering moan and pressed her hips off the bed, meeting my downward thrust. “Soooo deep.” Her words came out in a moan as she dug her fingers into my ass and squeezed. Her tits swayed beneath me, and her hard nipples raked my chest.

With soft grunts, I fucked her slow and deep, sliding in and out of her sweet, strawberry pussy. My thighs gently clapped against her parted legs. The slow fucking action caused Emma’s body to sway up and down, rocking beneath me and causing her tits to sway in slow circles.

Emma’s breaths came faster through her parted lips. She matched my rhythm with her hip thrusts and let out a soft grunt every time I bottomed out. “Don’t stop, baby. Harder.” Her words came out in a breathy rush as she raked her fingernails up my back.

I pounded her hard and deep, each stroke sliding deeper into her velvety abyss. I pushed myself upright and grabbed her thighs in each hand, then I pushed her legs forward, pinning her knees by her sides as I watched my cock slide in and out. The angle of penetration was perfect, and she took every inch of my throbbing cock deep inside her.

Emma let out a loud groan, and she dropped her hands to her sides, grabbing fistfuls of her bedspread. Her eyes lost focus as she kept up with our torrid pace. “Yesssss…,” she cried out. Her moans intensified, punctuated by stiff grunts as I relentlessly pounded her pussy.

As I hammered her faster and deeper, her pussy lips rode my cock, forming an air-tight seal that gripped my cock with a feathery hold that left me teetering on the brink of orgasm.

The minutes passed, and my cock throbbed inside her. Emma’s headboard lightly knocked against the wall and her normally quiet bed, groaned with the intensity of our deep fucking.

I pinned her knees back by her ears and leaned forward, letting gravity assist with maximum penetration. As our bodies slapped together, my head buzzed with a fervent need to implant my seed deep inside my ginger queen.

Emma cried out and arched her back a moment before her pussy spasmed in short bursts, sending micro-bursts up and down my fever-hot cock. Her eyes were lost in an orgasmic ocean of pure bliss, and she pushed her hips upward, forcing my cock as deep in as it would go.

With my hands pinned behind her knees, I grunted and a firestorm of molten jizz raced up my cock and poured into her cervix like a broken dam. My head flashed with white light and pulsed as my cock gushed, depositing my potent seed directly into her fertile womb.

Emma groaned beneath me and grabbed hold of my muscular arms as she held on for dear life. Her swaying tits slowed to a bare jiggle as my spurting cock reached its peak and came down the other side, pulsing until it stopped twitching altogether.

Emma’s breaths came in rapid heaves, and she gazed up at me, her green eyes suddenly clear and focused. She squeezed her inner wall muscles, milking me of every drop as she relaxed back onto the bed, and I finally released her pinned back legs.

I hovered above her with my cock buried deep inside Emma’s pussy, sucking in deep breaths as I gazed down at her quivering body.

Emma drew me down into a long, simmering kiss. Our tongues melted together, and her breathy moans filled my mouth. Her hands roamed down my back, and she dragged her fingertips over my ass. She squeezed her pussy, sending shivers up my spine as I shuddered enough to break our kiss.

Emma giggled and gazed down at my cock, still buried inside her. “That was a massive load.”

“With you, they’re all massive,” I said. Then I slowly pulled my cock out of her pussy and a river of cum followed, leaving behind a pearl-colored bead nestled inside her ravaged hole.

Emma tilted her hips as if to stop my fresh load from seeping out. “Rumor has it your swimmers work way better than your brothers.”

“Proof is in the pregnancies. When we have four babies arrive within a month of each other, I’m sure our lives will get much more chaotic.”

Emma’s eyes glimmered with joy. “I can’t wait. And with all of us living under one roof, it won’t be nearly as hard as you think. We’ll have so much fun raising our kids together.”

I crawled up the bed and laid down beside her. “Does that mean you’ll be joining us at the lake house?”

“I’m not missing out on all the fun.” She leaned over and kissed me. “This is the adventure of a lifetime, right?”

I sighed contentedly. “It’s our little MILF paradise.”

The permanent grin etched on Emma’s face was priceless. “I’m not technically a MILF. Not yet, anyway.”

I leaned in and kissed her again, letting my lips linger on hers. “Baby, you’ve always been my MILF.”

“Why? Because I act like your mom?”

“Precisely. You’re my hot little mommy who I get to bone whenever I want.” I rubbed her womb with my outstretched palm. “And soon enough, you’ll be a real mommy.”






All’s Well that Ends Well
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The week before class started, I invited my best friend Eric over to the lake house for a cookout and a day out on the lake. When he arrived a little before noon, I greeted him at the door with a quick hug and a pat on the back.

Eric stepped inside and soaked in the entryway and the mammoth great room beyond. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a bird’s-eye view of the lake and the dock at the bottom of a winding set of stairs.

“Dude, I can’t believe you’re living here all year.” His jaw hung open as he wandered into the great room wearing a gaudy, loosely buttoned Hawaiian shirt and a pair of baggy swim trunks. He held a small cooler in one hand and his beach towel in the other.

I stepped up beside him and squeezed his shoulder. “It’s a paradise, right?”

“How did you swing this?” Eric said, his expression shocked.

That’s when Gabby appeared from the back hall wearing a skimpy yellow bikini with her barely held tits swaying inside her tiny top. “Bonjour Eric,” she said in her singsong, heavily accented voice.

Eric’s jaw dropped. “Mademoiselle Monet?”

Gabby grinned at Eric and then turned to me with her brow furrowed. “You didn’t tell him about us?”

A cocky grin tugged at the corner of my mouth, and I patted Eric on the shoulder. “I wanted to see his expression for myself.”

Eric stared at the French goddess, completely gob smacked. “I… uh… wow.” He gave me a sideways glance and shook his head. “Dude… you held out on me?”

Gabby leaned in and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “There’s beer on the deck and down by the boat. Would you mind bringing down the case of sparkling water?”

Eric stared at me in awe.

“Sure. Should I bring anything else for the ladies?”

Gabby frowned. “Not right now. But thanks.”

Eric held up his cooler to Gabby. “If you don’t like beer, there’s a few White Claws in the cooler.”

Gabby smiled warmly at Eric. “No alcohol for the baby.” She touched her hand to her womb, gave me one last kiss, and disappeared out the back door.

Eric gazed at me wide-eyed. “Baby? Dude… you fucked her?”

I laughed. “How do you think babies are made?”

Eric ran his fingers through his curly hair and sighed. “Fuck my life.” Then he gazed back up at me, and his expression soured when he saw my shit-eating grin. “Fuck you. You’re an asshole.”

“Come on. I’ll grab that case of water and introduce you to my….” I furrowed my brow and thought for a second about what to call my harem. Then, with a shrug, I turned to Eric. “Harem. That’s the best word to describe them.”

Eric frowned as he followed me into the kitchen. “What the fuck? A harem? Are you living in some alternate LitRPG universe? I read those books, you know.”

I grabbed the case of water from the fridge and guided Eric over to the big picture window overlooking the boathouse and the deck. All four ladies basked in the bright sunshine, each wearing a bikini and chatting happily.

Eric gasped and nearly dropped his cooler. “Holy shit. Did you leave one of them for me?”

“Well… no. Sorry. They were my sisters-in-law, but now they’re all my girlfriends. Well, technically the blonde is my fiancé. But it’s really just semantics at this point.”

“Bullshit,” Eric said. “They are all Gabby’s friends, and you are blowing smoke up my ass. Next, you’ll tell me you knocked them up too.”

“Actually… I did. The redhead is Emma. You’ve heard me talk about her before.”

His jaw dropped. “That’s legendary Emma. Holy fucking shit. Isn’t she like your mom? God, she’s so fucking hot.”

“Not by blood,” I added quickly. “We just found out she’s pregnant. So, yeah. I’m gonna be a dad. The blonde is my sister-in-law, Jenny and the brunette is my other sister-in-law, Ariana.”

Eric just stared at me as if I’d grown horns and a tail. “Dude….” He shook his head. “For the sake of our friendship, I’m going to pretend that was all a bunch of bullshit. It will make me feel better about myself.”

I laughed and opened the back door. “Don’t worry, buddy. They have friends.”
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          Stand-In Daddy Five-Book Box Set
        


              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B091355Q6M
            


One man’s family is another man’s harem…




Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.




Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.




Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.




But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?




It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?




This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.




18+ Only!
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When lust turns to obsession, a young man’s dreams come true…

Soon to be twenty-one year old med student, Steve Brooks, seems to have it all. His knockout-hot girlfriend, Courtney Evers, is on the verge of attaining her Olympic dreams, and Steve vows to make her his beautiful bride.




But Steve has a family secret that Courtney doesn’t know. On their twenty-first birthday every one of Steve’s older brothers had their future wife chosen for them by their rich and eccentric uncle. When Steve’s birthday rolls around, he’s summoned by Uncle Lee and is ready to become the first to refuse his uncle’s wish and reject his multi-million dollar trust fund.




But Uncle Lee has another plan for Steve. A plan that involves Steve conquering all his red-hot sisters-in-law. Uncle Lee gives Steve one year to take his brother’s brides and claim the family inheritance. When Steve agrees, they seal the pact with a handshake. A pact that begins with Steve making a move on the buxom and beautiful, raven-haired MILF, Katie. Steve’s always had a crush on the sexy and smart young mommy, and now he’s taking the gloves off before he carts her away to the bedroom.




In this full box set, Steve falls hard for all his brothers wives. There’s Mia, the busty platinum-blonde MILF who offers Stevie an unforgettable massage.




Stevie finds Quinn, a lithe, fit, and athletic supermodel, tucked away in a tropical paradise. He gets an unexpected but very welcome surprise when Quinn’s curvy best friend and world famous supermodel Emma Roads crashes the party.




Uncle Lee throws Stevie a curve when he sets up Stevie with his childhood nemesis Violet Austin at a swanky New York City Party. The perky, busty, blonde dynamo happens to be the little sister of Stevie’s last sister-in-law Jessa and the blonde spitfire always gets what she wants.




The story comes to an epic conclusion at Jessa’s beach house in the Hamptons. The creamy redheaded MILF beauty doesn’t like to let her little sister win at anything including men, and its up to Stevie to corral Jessa and the rest of his MILF harem in his uncle’s Rocky Mountain mansion.




Mommy Pact contains all five stories that follows twenty-year-old medical student Steve Brooks as he assembles a harem filled with sexy young MILFs.




18+ Only!
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          They’re Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set
        


              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09CGVVN7V
            


When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…




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




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




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




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




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




18+ Only!
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