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Star-Crossed MILF

My six-year-old nephew sat perched on my lap, straining to see the toned, fit athletes lining up for the women’s 100-meter hurdle event.
Down on the Stanford University track, the eight fastest women in the PAC-12 stretched and preened going through a litany of pre-race rituals. My girlfriend, Courtney Evers, was the top seed and looked as cute as she did confident while performing her run outs.
“Uncle Steve, where is Courtney,” my nephew asked.
My sister-in-law, Katie Brooks, sat to my right on the bleachers. She smiled at her son and glanced up at me wearing a satisfied expression.
I pointed toward the starting line. “See the really pretty dark-haired girl in the middle?”
My nephew nodded. “She has a ponytail.”
“That’s right.” I hugged him tight. “That’s Courtney.”
“She looks different from when she takes me to the park,” Joe said.
“That’s her uniform, buddy,” Katie said, stroking her son’s hair. She moved her hand off Joe’s head and rested her palm on my forearm.
A spike of sexual tension buzzed down my arm and sent a wave of goosebumps flashing over my back. To say I had an obsession with my sister-in-law was only a slight exaggeration. I had crushed on her since I hit puberty, and those feelings had only intensified into my early twenties.
“Go Courtney,” Katie yelled, cupping her hands around her mouth, removing her warm touch from my arm.
I exhaled slowly and turned my attention back to the track and Courtney.
As an outgoing senior, this was a big day for her, but not the end of the line. She was trying to qualify for Team USA and would spend the better part of the next year training for the upcoming Summer Olympics.
“Why are her shorts so tight?” My nephew asked.
“Joseph Steven Brooks,” Katie said. “That is not polite to say about a lady.”
At thirty-two, my curvy raven-haired sis-in-law barely looked old enough to have a kid, much less a six-year-old. She had a body gifted straight from Aphrodite. A body I had seen in a bikini exactly once in my life, and that happened when I was twelve-years old.
At the time, she and my brother Alex were in their one-year gap following their arrangement handed down by my Uncle Lee. I had seared that image in my brain and replayed it many times during my frenzied masturbatory teenage years. There was nothing like jacking off to memories of your smoking-hot sister-in-law, especially one as smart, pretty, and aloof as Katie. Although, I could say the same thing about my three other sisters-in-law’s. My Uncle Lee sure knew how to pick them.
I glanced sideways at Katie. “It’s fine.” I shifted Joe on my lap and leaned my head over his shoulder. “That’s how they make them, buddy. It helps Courtney run faster.”
The boy’s mouth opened wide. “Ohhhhh,” he said, as if my explanation answered all his burning questions.
“Are you nervous?” Katie asked me.
“No way. Court’s got this in the bag,” I said.
Katie laughed, and her blue eyes sparkled. She wore her hair tied back in a casual ponytail and per usual, wore no makeup. She didn’t need any. Her creamy-smooth complexion was flawless, as were her full pink lips. There were women who paid thousands to look half as good as my brother’s wife, and she didn’t care a whit about her appearance. Her full tits strained her red Stanford t-shirt, and she made her worn-out blue jeans look casual-chic.
“I’m not talking about the meet. You are turning twenty-one this weekend. Or did I get the date wrong?”
“Ah, yes.” I pursed my lip. “The arrangement.” I dreaded the topic.
I had four brothers and on our twenty-first birthday, my mega-rich Uncle Lee, would introduce us to our future wife. He was meticulous in his selections and only picked the smartest, most talented, and the most beautiful women. He had made our inheritance dependent on accepting the arrangements, and when you had as much money as my Uncle Lee, you didn’t turn down the offer. My Uncle had done his best to pick a woman compatible with each of our personalities and the results were mixed.
Uncle Lee had arranged Katie and my brother Alex. Katie graduated at the top of her class as a math and physics double major at Stanford, and she worked in the university’s astronomy department crunching all kinds of numbers while gazing at the stars. That she looked like a Victoria's Secret model had only added to her allure. Katie had shot down a handful of proposals from guys she dated during her college years, and somehow my Uncle Lee had talked her into marrying Alex with only his picture to go on.
“Did I miss it?” My brother Alex appeared in the aisleway, huffing and panting.
“Daddy!” Joe said and leaned toward his father, arms out.
Alex scooped him up and took the seat to my left. He pulled his son into a hug and kissed the boy fondly on top of his head.
“Nope,” I said. “You’re just in time.”
My older brother Alex was thirty-two years old and worked as a flight attendant — oh, and he was gay.
“Sorry,” he said, still trying to catch his breath. “I came straight from the airport. Traffic was h. e. double hockey sticks.”
“I know what that spells,” Joe said.
Katie leaned over and casually put her elbow on my leg. “Baby, where did you learn that word?”
“Daddy says it all the time.” Joe smiled.
I laughed and elbowed my brother in the ribs.
Alex’s cheeks turned red, and he cleared his throat. “Sorry, buddy. Daddy shouldn’t talk like that.”
Katie mashed her tit against my arm while she continued to look past me toward her family. “I was just asking Stevie about this weekend.”
Alex rolled his eyes. “I forgot all about that.” He looked at me. “Have you told Courtney?”
“God, no,” I said. “I’m telling Uncle Lee I’m not doing it.”
“Stevie, you have to tell her,” Alex said. “She has a right to know what she’s getting into.”
“She’s not getting into anything, because I’m not doing it. I’m telling Uncle Lee, no. I’m starting med school this fall and I’m prepared to pay for everything myself.”
“Good luck,” Alex said. “We both tried to tell Lee no, didn’t we K-K?”
“He made us a deal we couldn’t refuse,” Katie said, doing her best Marlon Brando impression.
“Just do what the rest of us did,” Alex said. “Take the deal and live your life.”
“I want to marry Courtney,” I said.
“Which is why you need to tell her,” Katie said. “The sooner the better.”
The announcer’s voice sounded over the loudspeaker. “Ladies and gentleman, here are the runners for the 100-meter women’s hurdle conference championships….”
The three of us turned back to the track and watched Courtney smile in our direction when the announcer called out her name. Her tight red spandex sprinter’s shorts rode high up her ass crack, and I knew Courtney used the tightest sports bra she could find to contain her big tits. Despite sitting fifty yards away in the bleachers, I noticed her eyes sparkle with excitement. With a Japanese mother and an American father, Courtney had a somewhat exotic, biracial, yet All-American look about her. Whenever she smiled at me, my insides turned to pureed mush.
From the track, Courtney gazed up at me, blew me a kiss, waved, and flashed a smile revealing her perfect white teeth.
My stomach fluttered, and my legs turned to jelly. I didn’t want an arranged marriage — I wanted Courtney. I waved back at her, grinning. I flashed her double thumbs up before Courtney turned her eyes back down the track and put on her game face.
“Awwww,” Katie said. “Look how sweet she is,” Katie said. “She loves you, Stevie.”
“She’s adorable,” Alex said. “You need to be honest with her.”
“Go, Courtney,” Joe said, pumping his fist.
“I need to tell Uncle Lee to stick his offer where the sun don’t shine,” I said.
The starter’s gun went off and Courtney leapt from the block, getting the jump on the rest of the field.
Alex and Joe stood cheered while Katie gripped my knee and squeezed, bouncing up and down in her seat, her big tits jiggling along with her.
I felt my cock strain against the front of my jeans and despite my girlfriend running the race of her life, I couldn’t help but steal a glance down my sister-in-law’s V-necked top.
Her white, lacy bra barely contained her boner-inducing tits. They jiggled and shook inside their cups, straining the clasp holding the whole thing together. It wasn’t the first time her deep creamy cleavage had left me thunderstruck. Even though I had a year’s-long obsession with her, she still saw me as a little kid even though my twenty-first birthday loomed over me like the doom of Damocles.
Courtney leaned into the finish and crossed the line in first place.
Katie slid her hand halfway up my inner thigh before she let go and jumped up and down cheering for my girlfriend. The move was innocent, and Katie likely wasn’t even aware she’d done anything remotely sexual. But my cock turned on the warning siren. I subtly adjusted my growing bulge inside my briefs before I stood and cheered on Court.
If Uncle Lee set me up with a future MILF as hot as Katie, could I really turn him down?
◆◆◆
 
After the race, Courtney and I celebrated with her parents. Alex and Katie joined us, and we made a whole night of it before the parents made their way back to their hotel. Katie and Alex headed home to their small house near the astronomy observatory where Katie worked.
Despite graduating a year early, I kept my condo on campus in anticipation of heading to medical school in the fall. Courtney and I grabbed a bottle of red and two wine glasses before heading to my rooftop sun deck.
We stretched out on the futon under a cloudless starlit sky and sipped our wine while Courtney curled up beside me, resting her head on my shoulder.
“What time is your flight tomorrow?” Courtney asked me. She picked at the button on my shirt while she curled her leg over mine.
“10:00 AM,” I said. “I’ll be back Sunday.”
She worked my top button loose and slid her hand inside my shirt. She ran her palm over my smooth muscled chest and sighed. “What does he want?”
It wasn’t the first time she’d asked me about my trip to Colorado for my birthday. I’d mostly evaded her questions, but it was time I gave her at least part of the truth. The whole truth was too horrid to verbalize, and besides, I was prepared to turn my back on the family fortune for Courtney. “It’s about my trust fund. I’m eligible to access part of it when I turn twenty-one. But mostly, my uncle enjoys celebrating my birthday with me.”
Her hands felt warm and soft against my skin and her breath curled up my neck, stirring my cock from hiding. Courtney wore a tight-fitting one-piece black dress cut low in the front. Her hemline had ridden up just beneath her ass, and I had a front-row seat to her barely contained tits bulging from her top. Her 36C’s pushed the limits of her black lace bra and the bulge of her left tit rose to eye-popping heights. “Can I ask you something and promise you won’t think I’m a crazy possessive girlfriend?”
I kissed the top of her head and ran my hand down her side before gently cupping her ass in my hand. “You are not crazy or possessive. This is a judgment free zone.”
“Why didn’t you ask me to go with you?” She swirled her fingertip over my nipple and I felt it stiffen under her touch.
I hated lying to her, but what choice did I have? I couldn’t very well tell her I was going home to meet my arranged wife, who might even be a famous celebrity. “My uncle is kind of weird about my birthday. He likes to celebrate it with me alone.”
Courtney was silent for a long time while the sounds of the passing traffic and honking horns filled the silence. “Stevie, are you ashamed of me?”
“What?” I raised my head and peered down at her.
She stared straight ahead, her expression blank while she continued to run her hands across my chest.
“No, Courtney. I love you. I think the world of you. Why would you think such a thing?”
“Because you won’t introduce me to anyone in your family except Katie and Alex. We’ve been together for over a year. Are you not serious about me?” A tear formed in the corner of her eye. “I know how much your uncle means to you.” Her voice cracked. “If you don’t want me to meet him then —
Shit. “Baby, it’s not that I’m ashamed of you or that I don’t love you. It’s the opposite.”
“What do you mean?” She wiped the tear from her eye and nestled in deeper into the crook of my arm.
“My family is strange. I love my uncle, but he’s… different. I don’t want to scare you off.”
She leaned forward and kissed my neck. “I plan on having your babies someday, don’t you think I should meet him?”
My cock twitched in my jeans. God, I loved everything about her. “I’ll make you a promise. When you get back from your training trip, I’ll take you to meet my uncle.”
“In three weeks?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said. “In fact, I’ll introduce you to all my brothers, not just Alex.”
“If they’re all as nice as Alex, then I’m sure I’ll love them,” she said.
“Spoiler alert — they aren’t all as nice as Alex. My brother, Ben, is a grade-A asshole.”
Courtney ran her other hand through my hair and kissed behind my ear. “Are they all as sexy as you?” Her breath tickled my inner ear, and I felt my cock tug against my boxer briefs.
“No. They’re hideous. No one is as sexy as I am,” I said, my voice oozing sarcasm. I tugged at the hem of her dress, moving it over her hips and exposing the soft curves of her flawless sprinter’s ass.
Court giggled and worked loose the second button on my shirt. “What will I do without you for three whole weeks?” She kissed her way along my jawline and I turned my head, coming face to face with her soul-swallowing emerald green eyes.
“Phone sex,” I said. “Lots and lots of phone sex.”
She ran her eyes over the contours of my face as if memorizing every line. Her eyes turned watery. “We’ve never been apart longer than two days. Maybe you can come with me?”
“Baby, I’m studying for the MCAT’s, and besides, I thought boyfriends weren’t allowed on a training trip. This is the freaking Olympic games we’re talking about.”
She kissed me softly on the lips and ground her pelvis against my thigh. “Fuck the rules.” She worked the second button on my shirt free before sliding her hand down to the third.
“We still have Sunday night when I get back.” I kissed her again and we let our lips linger, deepening our kiss while Court softly moaned.
She broke off the kiss before kissing my nose and the corners of my lips. “Mmmmm… we’ll pack a lot of sex into one night. You know how horny I get.” She worked the third button free and ran her fingers inside my shirt and over my rippling six-pack abs.
We opened our mouths and our tongues met, frenzied with lust. Courtney’s breathing grew shallow and rapid and she slid her fingers lower, tugging on the front button on my jeans.
I slipped my hand inside of Courtney’s black lace panties and squeezed her ass, feeling the heat from her pussy radiate over my outstretched fingers.
She gyrated her hips and worked loose the button on my jeans before I heard my zipper drop.
I pushed her panties over her hips and slid them down her muscular thighs.
Courtney broke off our kiss and sat up long enough to slide off her panties. “I want to taste that fat cock.” She eyed me like a panther roaming the jungle in search of a midnight snack.
“Your wish is my command.” I pulled off my shirt while Courtney tugged at my jeans, taking my boxer briefs with them.
My rigid cock popped free of its confines. Fat, ripe, and ready to pop, it rippled with veins and glistened under the glow of the cloudless starlit sky.
Courtney tossed aside my jeans before she crawled back up my body and lowered her face even with my cock. “God, I never grow tired playing with it.” She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and squeezed while she pushed upward.
Her fingers felt warm and supple on my shaft, and a spike of sexual energy rippled down my spine and curled my toes.
A droplet of pre-cum oozed from my tip and Courtney lowered her mouth and licked my knob with the tip of her tongue before puckering her lips around my head and gently sucking. She milked my cock, lapping up my clear pre-cum while she gazed steadily into my eyes.
I groaned and nudged my hips upward, pushing my bulbous tip between her fat pink lips.
She came off my cock and licked her way around my head and down my glans. “You like that, baby?”
“Keep it up and I won’t make it to the main course,” I said.
She grinned while she continued licking her way down my shaft. “I think I know what I’m doing by now, don’t you?” Courtney fondled my balls before licking my sack while she slowly stroked my shaft.
“Maybe I can stowaway in your luggage?” I gyrated my hips and thrust upward while Courtney squeezed my cock a fraction harder.
“You can be my secret fuck toy,” she said before licking her way back up my shaft.
“Train all day and fuck all night? When will you sleep?” I asked.
“Who needs sleep when I have this fine cock to keep me warm at night?” She lowered her mouth over my head and I felt my tip slide over her tongue toward the back of her throat.
Warm and wet, her mouth was a fucking wonderland, and my cock hardened in the back of her throat. “Fuck, Court. That’s so good.” My breathing grew heavy, and I rested my head back on the futon.
Courtney went to work sucking, kissing, and licking my knob like a pro. Occasionally, she came off my cock with loud popping sounds before she sucked in a breath and re-entered the field of battle.
My cock slid in and out of her throat, and her throats muscles contracted and expanded.
Loud guttural noises filled the silence while she continued to deep throat me like her future depended on giving the suck of a lifetime.
I felt my orgasm ripple in my balls and I squeezed my ass cheeks together, bracing for the inevitable flood.
All at once, Courtney came off my cock and released my shaft and balls. She sat upright, straddling my upper thighs, and I felt her warm wet pussy slide along my skin. “I told you I know what I’m doing.”
I propped myself up on my elbows and gazed down at my beautiful golden-skinned girlfriend. “Nothing like pushing the edge.”
She shrugged and pushed her dress off her shoulders. “A girl wants what a girl wants.”
I watched as she pushed her dress over her tits and they jiggled inside her black lace bra.
Courtney reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. Her smooth, flawless tits came into view. Pink quarter-sized areolas, perfectly symmetrical, took center stage and her nipples, taut and erect, stole the show. “And right now, this girl wants to ride your cock.”
My orgasm receded, and I reached out, rubbing Courtney’s thighs. “A gentleman never stands in the way of a lady.”
Court grabbed my cock and slowly stroked while she ground her pussy against my leg.
I slipped my hands under her dress and pushed it up around her waist before squeezing her hips.
Her rippled, toned abs came into view and Courtney pushed up off the futon and edged forward before guiding my tip through her warm, wet labia.
My cock twitched with anticipation, and I edged upward, aching to stuff her full of my rigid man meat.
Courtney didn’t make me wait. She guided my tip to her entrance and lowered herself, gasping as my cock sank inside her exquisite tightness.
“God, baby. You feel so good,” I said.
“Mmmmm…,” she moaned and closed her eyes. Courtney’s nipples hardened and goosebumps flashed across her big natural tits as she sank lower, taking my cock fully inside her pussy.
I cupped her ass cheeks in my hands and squeezed while I thrust higher, driving my cock in as deep as I could.
“Fuck, you’re huge,” she said breathlessly. Courtney ground her hips forward and backward, fucking me long and slow, using my cock to pry open her flower.
Her wall muscles clenched my fat cock and rolled in slow undulating waves, causing me to gasp and dig my fingers into her flesh.
Courtney giggled. “You like my Kegel muscles, baby? I’ve been doing exercises.”
I groaned while she continued milking my shaft with her controlled muscle movement.
She twerked her hips, causing her beautiful tits to jiggle and shake while my cock slid in and out of her tight pussy. “How much cum do you have for me tonight?”
I groaned in response and bucked my hips upward, driving my cock in and out harder and faster.
Courtney leaned forward, bracing herself on either side of my shoulders while her tits swirled and her nipples raked my chest. She lowered her mouth to mine and our lips met before I devoured her tongue, pulling it between my lips while she bounced up and down on my cock.
Her long dark hair spilled over her shoulders and tickled my chest while my head buzzed with the sweet minty taste of her tongue and lips.
I reached for her breasts, cupping them in my palms while I tweaked her nipples between my thumb and forefinger. I ground my hips, sinking deeper into my exotic beauty, fucking her harder and faster.
Courtney moaned into my mouth and nibbled my lower lip while our skin slapped and the futon creaked. “God, Stevie. I’m going to cum”
I slid my hands from her tits and ran them over her hips before I cupped her ass and felt her hips power up and forward, driving my cock inward until it met the resistance of her cervical wall.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck… Unngggghhhh.” Courtney sat up and dug her fingers into my chest. Her mouth opened, and she closed her eyes while she twitched on my cock, her pussy contracting like a vise around my shaft.
“Oh, God, Court.” I bucked my hips upward and my voice caught in my throat.
“Come inside me, baby.” She rested her palms flat against my chest while I dug my fingers into her ass and unloaded a fountain of cum deep inside her womb. “Ohhhhhh…,” I moaned while I spurted load after load of milky spunk filling her with my seed.
Courtney lowered herself, coming face to face with me where her fat tits squeezed against my chest and her side boobs bulged deliciously outward. She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “Let it all go inside me.”
My cock continued to spasm until my orgasm faded and I sucked in air, inhaling Courtney’s sweet honey scent.
“It’s so warm inside me, baby.” She ground her hips slowly, flexing her pussy and milking the last remnants of my fading orgasm.
I ran my fingers through her rich, lustrous hair and kissed behind her ear. “I swear someday your birth control won’t hold up.”
She propped herself up, resting her elbows on my chest, and gazed at me, her expression sweet. “Would it be the worst thing in the world to have a baby with me?”
I gazed down at the mountain of cleavage resting on my chest. She was simply stunning. “It would be the best thing, but you’ll have a hard time winning an Olympic medal carrying our baby.”
She kissed me lightly on the lips. “I like feeling you inside me. I’m on the pill. You’re not wearing a condom.” She kissed my nose. “Got it?”
“Message received.” I pulled her back into a hug. “Are you sleeping over?”
“Yes,” she said. “Tomorrow is a rest day. That means we can go again later.”
I laughed. “You’re insatiable.” I rubbed her back and sighed.
She lay quiet for a long time while the traffic rumbled below. When she spoke up, her question surprised me. “Do you think Katie is pretty?” she asked.
“Huh? My sister-in-law?”
“Yes. Do you?”
This was one of those trap questions that can sink a guy if he wasn’t careful. If I was truthful, she would get hurt. If I lied to make her feel better, she would get hurt because I was lying, which was worse than telling the truth. There wasn’t a straightforward way to answer the question. “Katie has a six-year-old, is eleven years my senior, and practically my sister.”
“So? She has a gay husband, and she’s not your sister. I love Alex, but Katie has needs. You know what I’m saying?” Courtney rolled off me and stretched out beside me, propping herself up on her elbow and running her finger over my pectoral muscles. “And you didn’t answer my question.”
“Why the sudden curiosity with Katie?”
“I think she has the hots for you,” Courtney said. “She couldn’t take her eyes off you at dinner.”
“Courtney. You can’t be serious.”
“Oh, I’m serious. It wasn’t just tonight either. When she looks at you….” She ran her hand across my abs and fondled my cock head. “I think she loves you.”
I laughed and patted her bare ass. “You’re seeing things. Are you jealous?”
“No. Not jealous. Okay, maybe a little if I’m honest, but I think it’s cute. I also think she’s super fucking hot. Don’t you?” She gazed into my eyes and kissed me again.
“She’s not as pretty as you,” I said. “No one is as pretty as you.”
She grinned and kissed me harder. “Ding, ding. Give the man a prize.”
“I’ve got a prize for you.” I hopped up off the futon, knelt, and scooped her up before twirling in a tight circle.
Courtney squealed and wrapped her arms around my neck, grinning from ear to ear. “Is this how you sweep a girl off her feet?”
I carried her into my bedroom and tossed her onto my bed. “Me Tarzan. You, Jane.” I beat my fists against my chest and Courtney giggled.
I crawled onto the bed like a Neanderthal and came straight for her.
Courtney squealed and backed away, kicking and giggling. “Stop it before I hurt you, Tarzan.”
I grabbed hold of her ankle and dragged her across the bed toward me. “Tarzan have sex with pretty girl.”
Courtney laughed and wrapped her arms around my neck before she gazed into my eyes. “I love you, Stevie.”
I leaned down and kissed her back. “I love you too, baby cakes. Now take off the rest of that dress.”
“Yes, sir.” She gave me a tiny salute before she peeled off her dress, tossed it aside, and stretched out naked beneath me. “I’m ready for round two.” She kissed me harder prying open my lips with her tongue.
I entered her in one swift motion and Courtney moaned, biting my lower lip and digging her nails into my shoulders.
After the second time we made love, Courtney and I fell asleep with her in my arms. We woke in the morning and had sex one last time, before I packed my bag and headed to the airport. It was time to face Uncle Lee.
◆◆◆
 
Uncle Lee’s house looked more like a ski resort than a single-family home. Nestled in the Rocky Mountains, the place had everything an outdoor enthusiast could ever dream of. There were horse stalls, access to great hiking, and a nearby ski resort. There was a river on the property great for fishing or kayaking. He had an outdoor lap pool that converted to an indoor pool during the winter. He had a movie theater, a sauna, hot tubs, you name it. It was like a slice of heaven on earth, and I loved growing up there.
My brothers and I came to live with Uncle Lee when I was six. Our parents died in a gruesome single-engine plane accident over the Rockies. The youngest of four boys, I spent the most time with my Uncle and we had grown close over the years. Even though I loved him like a father, I didn’t want my uncle to pick out my future wife. I had already found the girl of my dreams, and it was time my uncle knew it.
I stepped inside the grand foyer, and the cavernous great room stretched out before me.
It was a warm room, though vast, with massive ceilings and equally large windows that overlooked the grand Rocky Mountain peaks. The room was decorated in warm rich leathers and lush carpets. Naked wooden beams crisscrossed the ceiling and more exposed wood covered the walls. A deck led off the family room, one of many across the estate. It was an enormous house for one man to live in alone.
“Hello? Uncle Lee?” I walked deeper into the house and heard the shuffling of feet coming from the kitchen.
Uncle Lee appeared before me with a wide grin lighting up his face. His white hair had thinned since I’d last saw him, but his matching white beard looked the same as always. My uncle was a slight man and looked thinner than I remembered.
“Stevie.” He opened his arms wide, and I set down my bag. “My boy, it’s good to see you.”
I embraced my uncle and for the first time I noticed how frail he’d become. “Is Gretta not feeding you?”
He pulled back and brushed me away. “She cooks way too much food for an old man.” He laughed and grabbed hold of my shoulders. “Let me look at you.”
I smiled at my uncle and folded my arms over my chest. “You act like you haven’t seen me in years.”
“Am I not allowed to miss my favorite nephew?” He drank me in, measuring me with his gaze. “You turned out even better than I’d hoped. And you’re going to be a surgeon.” He shook his head, admiring me, his eyes twinkling with pride. “I wish Monica and Sam could see you now.”
“Thanks, Uncle Lee. But you had more to do with my success than my parents.”
He grinned. “My boy, your parents made you. I merely finished the job. Now come, Gretta’s made a meal for us. I want to hear all about Stanford.”
Uncle Lee and I ate the lunch his personal chef, Gretta, had prepared. We chatted until midafternoon while Lee grilled me about everything from my upcoming MCAT’s to my letters of recommendation for medical school. He caught me up on the staff gossip and the latest trends from his massive stock portfolio. The only thing he didn’t ask me about was my love life.
“Tomorrow is the big day,” Uncle Lee said. “I remember when I turned twenty-one about a million years ago.”
“About my birthday —
“We’re doing it right here,” Lee said. “I’ve handled everything. It’s your day, Steve, and I can’t wait to share it with you.”
“Uncle Lee, about the arrangement —
Again, he cut me off. “Let’s talk about that tomorrow. Okay?” He smiled at me and I nodded.
“Mind if I get settled. I’m beat after the plane ride.”
“I’ve prattled on far too long. You know the way. Dinner is at six o’clock sharp.” He stood and patted me on the back. “It’s good to have you home, son.” Then he did something that surprised me. He kissed me on top of my head. “You’re a good boy.” His voice rippled with raw emotion.
I looked up at him and frowned. “Is everything okay, Uncle Lee? You’re not sick, are you?”
“Fit as a fiddle.” He pumped his elbow and fist. His smile faded and his expression grew serious. “You’ll find that the closer you get to the end, the more you discover exactly what’s important in life.” He squeezed my shoulder. “I’ll see you at dinner.”
I let Uncle Lee go without pushing the issue, but something felt off. He had always been an affectionate uncle, but not melancholy. Was it about the arrangement? Had he locked my bride-to-be away in one of the gazillion rooms? My stomach fluttered at the thought and I pushed away my nerves. I pushed away from the kitchen table and made my way through the house to my bedroom.
◆◆◆
 
My bedroom was on the mansion’s top floor on the opposite end of the house from my Uncle’s room. My view was nothing short of breathtaking. The snow-capped mountains filled the two broad bay windows, along with a king-sized bed and the other trappings of a modern-day bedroom. I had never been one for over-the-top amenities, but I splurged on a big-screen TV. I loved sports and watching them from the lap of luxury was definitely a perk.
After unpacking, I reclined on the bed, found Courtney’s contact info, and hit face time on my phone.
Less than one ring later, Courtney picked up. Her smile lit up the screen and her dazzling green eyes set loose a cageful of butterflies in my stomach.
“Hi gorgeous,” I said.
“I was beginning to think you forgot about me,” she said.
“Never. Are you all packed up?”
“Almost. But I’m sad that you aren’t coming with me.”
“You’ll have a blast,” I said. “All those hot, hunky world-class athletes will be all over you.”
“Too bad I only have eyes for you,” she said. “How’s Uncle Lee?”
“He’s… different,” I said. “I can’t put my finger on it, but he seems more affectionate than normal. If I could describe it in one word, I would say he’s wistful.”
Courtney frowned. “Is he sick?”
“I don’t think so. He’s aged since I’ve last seen him, but otherwise he seemed in good health.”
“Maybe you’re overthinking it,” she said. “You aren’t a kid anymore, Stevie. Maybe you’re seeing him through grown-up eyes?”
“Who knows,” I said. “If there’s anything wrong, I’m sure I’ll find out soon enough.”
Courtney and I spent the next thirty minutes catching up, and I gave her a virtual tour of my bedroom, which only made her more eager to visit. After an enjoyable round of phone sex, we said our goodbyes, and she promised to pick me up at the airport on Sunday.
◆◆◆
 
Dinner was steak and lobster with garlic mashed potatoes smothered in butter. Uncle Lee and I ate alone at a small table overlooking the valley below. On the opposite peak, I could see the ski resort closed for the summer.
We chatted all the way through dinner and Uncle Lee kept my wine glass topped off with the best Cabernet money could buy. I noticed that he stuck to water.
“Any reason you aren’t drinking with me?” I asked.
“It’s my stomach,” he said. “Too much acid in the stuff.”
It also didn’t escape my notice that he had barely touched his meal. “Uncle Lee, if you’re sick and hiding it from me, I’ll tell Gretta to feed you liquid peas for a year.”
He laughed and shook his head. “I’m not sick. But something is weighing heavy on my mind.”
“Then it’s a good thing your favorite nephew is home. Spill it.”
He stared at me for a long time without answering. Finally, he spoke. “Meet me tomorrow morning at eight in my office.” With that, he stood and left me alone at the dinner table.
I watched him go, surprised at his abrupt exit. That wasn’t like Uncle Lee. He was the least rude person I knew, and to cut me off like that was out of character. Whatever he had to tell me, I would tell him about Courtney tomorrow.
◆◆◆
 
After a restless night and a jittery morning over a cup of coffee, I made my way through the house and arrived at Lee’s office at exactly 8:00 AM. He was a stickler for punctuality and so was I after growing up with him.
Outside his office door, my stomach fluttered, and I wondered if this was the moment I would meet my arranged bride. According to Alex, Uncle Lee had made similar arrangements on the morning of each of my brother’s twenty-first birthdays. It was there he had met twenty-one-year-old Katelyn Winter. I could only imagine how beautiful she must have looked. The same went for my other brothers, Jake, Pete, and Ben.
I let out a held breath and knocked on the door.
“Come in,” Uncle Lee said.
I opened the door and stepped inside.
On the far side of his office, Uncle Lee sat in an oversized stuffed leather chair with one leg crossed over the other. His desk sat empty, and he was alone in the room.
“Happy Birthday, Stevie.” My uncle set down his teacup and stood. “Come in and shut the door behind you.”
I did as he asked and my legs felt like a jar of grape jelly left out in the sun. “Thanks, Uncle Lee.” I crossed the room, and we briefly embraced.
Lee gestured to the couch beside him. “Sit. We have things to discuss.”
“If this is about arranging a marriage —
“Sit,” he said, his voice stern.
I knew when to shut up, so I sat and did my best to stave off unconsciousness.
Uncle Lee sank back into his chair leaving his tea alone on the coffee table. “Stevie, do you know why I arranged your brothers’ weddings?”
I stared at him blankly, too afraid to answer. “No, sir.”
Uncle Lee frowned. “You’re telling me you and your brothers haven’t talked? Come on. Be honest with me. Life’s too short.”
“For the inheritance,” I said.
Uncle Lee nodded. “That’s why your brothers agreed, but that wasn’t my question. I asked if you knew why I arranged their weddings. It’s okay to guess.”
“Honestly, sir. I have no fucking clue.”
Uncle Lee howled with laughter and he leaned forward, slapping his knee. “Now, that’s candor,” he said before pulling himself together. “Okay. I’ll make this easy on you. I picked every one of your sister-in-law’s by hand for their intelligence, beauty, grace, elegance and most importantly, for their value system.”
“You did a great job,” I said. “They’re all amazing women.”
“And they all married down,” he said. “That’s where I went wrong. I overestimated your brothers.”
“It’s a marriage, not a job,” I said. “I’m not sure I understand.”
“Did you ever wonder why I built a house this size?”
“The thought has crossed my mind,” I said. “I thought you loved this place.”
“I do but what I would love even more is to have grandchildren running up and down these hallways filling my remaining days with joy.”
“I… I’m sorry, Uncle Lee. I never knew.”
He sighed. “It’s not your fault. I hoped your brothers would move back. As part of their arrangement, all of your sister-in-law’s agreed that they would live here contingent on their husbands agreeing. Guess what?”
“Nobody wanted to move home,” I said.
He slapped his knee. “Exactly.”
“Uncle Lee, why are you telling me this? Do you want me to move home?”
He smiled. “Yes. But, not alone.”
“Uncle Lee, I met someone.”
“Courtney,” he said without missing a beat. “I know all about her. She’s a wonderful girl, Stevie. I couldn’t have made a better selection myself. She’s smart, beautiful, ambitious, athletic, and her value system is right in the sweet spot. You’ve picked out someone deserving of you and of this family. Since you picked so wisely, I didn’t pick anyone for you.”
I sank back into the couch relieved. “Oh, thank God, Uncle Lee.” Part of me was angry that he had clearly hired an investigator to follow around Courtney, but it didn’t surprise me. Uncle Lee never left a stone unturned. “She’s dying to meet you.”
Uncle Lee smiled. “Good. Bring her home. Marry her and may she bless these halls with lots of babies.”
“Wow,” I said. “This went much better than I expected.”
Uncle Lee held up his hand. “Wait. Before you get too excited, I need you to do me a favor.”
I swallowed hard. I didn’t like the sound of that one little bit. “Favor?”
“Stevie, I have a trust fund set up for you just like I did for your brothers. It’s yours, and I won’t take that from you, but the bulk of my fortune including this house and all my assets are in limbo. I need to leave it to someone I can trust. Someone who shares my vision for the future. Someone who knows how to love and be loved in return. That someone is you.”
I perched on the edge of my seat. “Medical school —
Lee waved me off. “Go to medical school. Become a brilliant physician. I know you’ll have a magnificent healing hand. But before you do, there’s the favor I mentioned.”
“What is it?”
He stared straight into my eyes. “I need you to claim your sisters-in-law for yourself and bring them back home.”
My stomach dropped. “Claim them?”
“From your brothers. They aren’t worthy of the brides I gave them. Those women deserve better, and who better to provide them love than you?”
“Uncle Lee, what about Courtney?”
“You have my blessing. Marry the girl. Bring her home with your sister-in-law’s.”
I licked the dryness from my lips. “When you say claim them, what exactly do you mean?”
Uncle Lee laughed. “Do I have to spell it out for you?”
“If you wouldn’t mind.”
“Make them fall in love with you. Give them babies and me grandchildren. Fill this house with love until it’s bursting at the seams.”
“Do they know about this?” I asked.
“They have no idea,” he said. “It’s up to you to win them over. Prove yourself worthy. You have one year. If you succeed all this is yours. If you fail, then… don’t fail, Stevie.” He smiled warmly.
“I don’t think Courtney would go for any of this,” I said.
Uncle Lee raised an eyebrow. “Don’t be so sure about that. Remember that value system I mentioned? She checks all the boxes. I think the beautiful Miss Evers will surprise you.”
“Sir, Jessa is thirty-six years old. She’ll never go for me. And Katie is thirty-two. For Christ’s sake, Quinn is a Sports Illustrated supermodel. I’m one guy.” I stared at him but he didn’t flinch. “I don’t have the prowess to pull this off.”
“I believe in you,” Uncle Lee said. “I know what’s in your heart.”
“But—
“Stevie, if nothing else, do it for me. I’m so lonely in this big house.”
“My brothers would never forgive me.”
“I’m not punishing your brothers,” Lee said. “And neither are you. Do you think Alex, who is gay, will care if you whisk away with Katie? Or Ben, who cheats on Mia every chance he gets?”
“Maybe not, but Pete loves Jessa. I know that for a fact.”
Lee rolled his eyes. “Jessa eats Pete for lunch. I had hoped pairing him with a strong woman would bring out his inner fire, but alas, I was wrong. Your taming Jessa, will relieve your brother. Trust me.”
“Okay. What about Ben?”
“The workaholic?” Lee said. “He and Quinn barely speak. They never even had a kid. As far as I know, they’re living separate lives. She’s off on photoshoots while he’s buried in his work.”
“What makes you think any of these women will fall for me?” I asked.
“Because of Courtney,” Lee said.
“She has elements of all four of your sister-in-law’s. Courtney could have any man in the world, yet she’s head over heels in love with you. Don’t sell yourself short, Stevie.”
I had to admit, the thought of putting my baby inside Katie set my loins on fire. “How do I pull this off?”
“Use your resources,” Lee smiled. “I’ll not say more than that, however I won’t throw you entirely to the wolves. Who do you want to start with?”
“I’m already close with Katie,” I said.
“The scientist. Excellent choice. Had I known that your brother was gay, I would have excluded him from the arrangement,” Lee said. “I’m not infallible. But then again, had I done so, you and Katie may not have had the chance for true love.”
“He and Katie got a son out of the deal,” I said.
“From in-vitro,” Lee said. “Not that there is anything wrong with Alex and Katie’s choice. I love Alex and Joe with all my heart. But Alex won’t give me a bustling house full of grandkids, and he would likely be happier pursuing another life partner.”
“How do I tell Courtney?” I asked.
Lee smiled deviously. “That’s for you to discover.” He stood and shuffled across the room. “I have something for you. It will help with Katie.”
He opened a cabinet door behind his desk, revealing a wall safe. Uncle Lee punched in some numbers and the door clicked open. He came out holding a long slender black plastic case. “Yes. This is it.”
I gazed at the box curiously. “What is it?”
Lee took his seat in the chair and held out the box in his hand. “It will pique Katie’s curiosity, and as for what it is, perhaps Katie will choose to share that information with you.” He grinned deviously before handing me the box.
I pushed the lid open and stared at the contents. Inside was a strange gold key with a series of intricate bumps and indentations. “A key? What does it unlock?”
“As I said, Katie knows,” Lee said. “But my advice is to hold onto this gift until the moment is right.”
“How will I know?”
“You’ll know.” He grinned and patted my knee. “I have faith in you Stevie.”
I gazed down at the key. “You’re giving me one year?”
Lee nodded. “That’s more than enough time, and my days are growing numbered.”
“Do we sign a contract or something?” I asked.
Lee extended his hand. “We make a gentleman’s agreement. After all, we’re family.”
“Like a pact?”
“Precisely.” He grinned. “A pact. I like that.”
I shook his hand and pocketed the key. God help me if Courtney discovered the truth. But the thought of busting a nut inside Courtney, Katie, Jessa, Quinn, and Mia inspired me with visions of wild sex-filled orgies. What wasn’t to like? “You’ve got a deal, Uncle Lee.”
“Splendid.” He clapped his hands and stood. “Now, where do you want to go for your birthday?”
◆◆◆
 
I found Courtney waiting for me just outside the airport security checkpoint.
When she saw me, she grinned and hurried toward me across the terminal.
Courtney wore a pair of form-fitting black yoga pants and a midriff t-shirt with the Team USA track and field logo emblazoned on the front. Her tits strained the front of the shirt producing a sizeable gap between her flat tummy and the bottom of her shirt. The straps of her black sports bra peeked out of her t-shirt and her tits bounced wondrously as she dashed toward me. She wore her hair back in a tight ponytail and a pair of white tennis shoes completed her look. Her green eyes sparkled and her white teeth flashed when she parted her juicy lips.
I opened my arms and Courtney melted into them. I breathed in her sweet honey scent and wrapped my arms around her waist. “I missed you, baby.”
She kissed me fully on the lips letting it linger long enough to draw envious stares from more than a few male passers-by.
I ran my hand down to her lower back and rested my fingers on the upper edge of her flawless ass.
She broke off the kiss and hugged me tight. “You taste yummy.” She inhaled deeply and her entire body relaxed in my arms.
I set her down gently and Courtney stepped back before picking up my hand and intertwining her fingers in mine. She gazed up at me and frowned. “That was two days, Stevie. How am I supposed to do three weeks apart from you?”
I adjusted the grip on my shoulder bag and we walked toward the escalators hand-in-hand. “One day at a time,” I said.
She curled her arm around mine and drew me in close. “How was your birthday with your Uncle?”
“He’s excited to meet you,” I said.
She squeezed my hand harder and grinned. “He is? You told him about me?”
“I sure did,” I said. “Would you be up for a trip to the Rockies when you get home?”
She stopped me in the middle of the terminal and pulled me into a hug. “Yes, yes, yes. Finally.”
I laughed and kissed her on the cheek. She let go, and we resumed our walk toward the parking garage. “Good, because I already booked the tickets.”
“What did you tell him about me?” She asked. “Tell me everything.”
We spent the trip back to my apartment with me filling in most of the details about my trip minus the deal I had struck with Uncle Lee. We barely made it into my apartment before Courtney started stripping off her clothes and heading for the bedroom.
An hour of sex later, we lay together naked in bed with our sweaty bodies intertwined like pretzels.
Courtney drew herself up on her side, folding her body into mine while I stretched out on my back. She slipped her leg inside mine and propped herself up on her elbow. She ran her fingers along the valleys of my muscled chest and abdomen. “What will you do while I’m gone?”
I glanced over at her and frowned. “Study for the MCAT’s,” I said. “That’s it. Why do you ask?”
“You could pass those in your sleep,” she said. “You and I both know that.”
“That doesn’t mean I can blow off studying,” I watched her breast rise and fall in time with her breathing where it pressed against my ribcage. She was so insanely hot that my cock put me on notice that round two was only a couple of minutes away.
“Why don’t you do the Tough Mudder again?” she asked.
“Because you won’t be here,” I said. “It’s a team event. Remember? Without you, I don’t have a team.”
She smiled and kissed me. “I like that you think that way about me, but I signed you up anyway.”
I frowned at her. “What? Why?”
“Because you can’t sit inside for three weeks studying,” she said.
“It’s a co-ed event,” I said. “I don’t have a partner.”
The Tough Mudder was a five-kilometer obstacle course through the mud and rough terrain. There were individual events, but the one Courtney and I had done together last year was a team event with a male and female partner — we won the whole thing.
“I know someone you could ask who is in great shape and could help you defend our crown,” she said.
“Who?”
“Katie,” she said. “I think you should ask her.”
My stomach fluttered and I wondered if my Uncle Lee had somehow enlisted Courtney in our agreement without my knowledge. “Why would Katie do that with me?”
Courtney rolled her eyes. “Because she likes you.” She kissed my chest and smiled up at me demurely. “Almost as much as I like you.”
“Where is this coming from? Why the sudden obsession with Katie?” I asked.
She didn’t answer me, but stared straight ahead while she ran her fingers over my chest.
“Court? What’s going on?”
She shrugged. “It might be fun to get to know her.” Her tone was low and she still wouldn’t meet my eye.
“I do know her,” I said. “Very well. She’s married to my brother, remember?”
“It might be fun if we got to know her.” She finally met my gaze and she stared at me expectantly.
“You have the hots for Katie?” I asked.
“Only if you do with me,” she said.
My stomach flip-turned and I swallowed away the lump in my throat. “Like….”
“A threesome?” Courtney crawled on top of me straddling me naked while her big tits rested on my chest. “Don’t tell me you wouldn’t like it.”
“You would be okay with that?” I asked. “Because I’ll tell you right now, I’ll never have a threesome with another guy and you. The thought of another guy touching you makes me physically ill.”
She kissed me softly on the lips while my cock hardened and rose to meet her ass crack. “I have no interest in any other man — ever. But Katie is so crazy hot, the thought of the three of us doing it, is driving me crazy.”
“Have you talked to Katie about this?”
“God, no.” She leaned forward and kissed me. “But if you break the ice, then maybe we can have some fun when I get back.”
“Let me get this straight. You want me to make a pass at Katie during the Tough Mudder?” I slid my hands down to her ass and squeezed.
“Not during…,” she said. “After.” She grinned and lifted her hips off the bed while she guided my cock inside her pussy.
I groaned and felt her warm tightness envelope my shaft. “What if she wants sex?”
“Then fuck her,” Courtney said while she licked my lips with the tip of her tongue. “But remember, your heart belongs to me.”
◆◆◆
 
Over the course of the next few days, I spent most of my time studying for my medical entrance exams and I face-timed with Courtney every night. She asked me about Katie, and I told her I would get around to asking, but hadn’t yet. With the event coming up in a few days, it was time to make my move. I rationalized that if there wasn’t a spark between us, I could keep things purely platonic and Katie would never be the wiser.
After hanging up with Courtney, I picked up my phone and typed out a text.
Me: Hi Katie. Got a favor to ask. With Courtney away would you be interested in being the second half of a two-person team for the Tough Mudder this weekend?
The typing indicator flashed immediately and she responded less than two seconds later.
Katie: Definitely. Can I call you?
Me: Sure thing.
My phone rang and Katie’s picture displayed on my screen. It was a particularly hot picture of her wearing her glasses that reminded me of a naughty librarian.
“Hi,” I said.
“Hi, Stevie.” Katie’s voice came through loud and clear. “I can’t believe you mentioned the Tough Mudder. Alex and I were signed up and he bailed on me. I’d love to partner up with you.”
“He bailed? Why?” I asked.
“He never trained for it,” she said. “But it works out perfectly because he can stay home with Joe.”
“Awesome. Did you guys book a room? I’ll try to reserve a room in your hotel.”
“Don’t bother,” she said. “Everything is sold out. But that’s not surprising given the remote location for the race. I managed to book a room in a less than desirable hotel, but it’s close to the race. We can totally split the room. It’s fine.”
“Alex wouldn’t mind?”
She laughed. “Why would Alex care?”
I cringed. “I guess he wouldn’t. At least let me drive?”
“Perfect,” she said.
We nailed down the logistics before we hung up.
I texted Courtney.
Me: She said yes.
Courtney: (smiley face emoji) Don’t let me down. You got this.
Me: Not sure I can win again without you.
Courtney: lol. I’m not talking about the race, silly.
I grimaced and shook my head.
Me: You want a video or something?
Courtney: You think Katie would do that?
Me: I’m joking!
Courtney: I’m getting wet just thinking about it.
Me: Keep your tight track shorts on. It’s a long shot.
Courtney: Whatever. I love u. Have fun. And keep me posted. (heart emoji) (kissy-face emoji) (eggplant emoji)
Me: Real subtle. Love u 2.
Courtney: (smiley-face emoji)
◆◆◆
 
The rest of the week passed without incident. I picked up Katie early on the morning of the competition. The goal was to drive up, compete, stay overnight, and drive home the next morning. With a late morning start time and a three-hour drive, we had little time to spare.
I pulled into Katie and Alex’s driveway, and opened the door to get out.
But I didn’t get the door halfway open, before I saw Katie emerge from the house with her backpack in hand, ready to roll.
She smiled at me and waved, and my stomach slid into my shoes.
Katie had braided her long dark hair that stretched to her mid-back. She wore a pair of tight yoga shorts, an old cut-up Stanford t-shirt exposing plenty of her flat tummy and her big tits swayed and bounced inside what I imaged was a sports bra beneath her t-shirt.
She opened the back door to my BMW and tossed her bag in the backseat before climbing into the front seat beside me.
I stared at her with my jaw open and felt my cock stir in my shorts. “Morning.”
Her blue eyes sparkled and her pink lips looked even fuller and riper than usual. I couldn’t see any of her creamy cleavage, but I imagined it in my mind’s eye and concluded it would be glorious. “Hi, Stevie.” She pulled on her seat belt. “This will be so much fun.”
From the front door, Alex and Joe waved, and I gave the horn two quick beeps before we backed out of the driveway and headed north toward the foothills.
Conversation with Katie was fluid and easy. She talked a lot about her job as an astronomer and some philosophies regarding space and time. The shit was way over my head, but she conveyed meaning without making me feel stupid. We chatted about Courtney and Joe, but she didn’t talk much about Alex. The hours flew by and I barely noticed the light drizzle that turned into a steady rain when we reached the race course.
“They don’t call it the Tough Mudder for nothing,” I said.
“We got this, partner.” She grinned at me while I pulled into a parking space near the front desk.
By the time we made it through check-in and put our swag in the car, the competition was ready to start, and we were already soaking wet and ice cold.
That all went away when the gun sounded. Katie and I took the course like a pair of old pros, flying over and under obstacles while maintaining fast times on the muddy trails. We crossed the finish line first, covered with mud, and chilled to the bone.
At the finish, we wrapped ourselves in silver, plastic liners the race handed out while we made our way to the car. After putting down blankets to cover the seats, we crawled inside, teeth chattering, and drove to the hotel.
When I pulled into the parking lot, the hotel was actually a motel and Katie sighed. “It looked better on their web page. Sorry.”
“It’s fine,” I said. “As long as they have a working shower and a clean bed, that’s all that matters. I figure we can clean up, recover, and I’ll take us out to eat — my treat.”
“I’ll need copious amounts of wine.” She grinned at me.
I laughed. “Obviously.”
We climbed out of the car and headed for the front office. Inside, the clerk, a middle-aged old woman who sported a no-nonsense expression, stared at us like we had descended from Mars. Her name tag read Mildred.
“Hi,” I said. “We have a reservation.”
Mildred peered at us over her silver, horn-rimmed readers. “We don’t rent by the hour.” She glanced between us. “You two married? I run a respectable business.”
“Yes,” Katie answered before I could say anything. “My husband and I just finished racing.”
Mildred stared at Katie and then at me for a long time her judgmental eyes scanning us for any sign of potential malice. “Good for you, honey. That one will keep you young.”
I felt heat blossom in my cheeks before Katie and I exchanged a nervous expression. “The reservation is under —
“Katie Brooks,” she said before wrapping her arm inside mine. “I made the reservation, baby. Remember?”
My stomach fluttered at her touch. “That’s right.”
Mildred processed Katie’s credit card before handing over the keys. “By the way, the hot water heater is acting up. You’ll have enough for one shower.” She grinned at Katie. “Better make it a good one.”
My heart soared, and I wanted to jump for joy. This was opportunity knocking.
Katie laughed nervously and squeezed my arm. “No problem. Right, babe.”
“Uhhh… right.” I smiled at her.
“Name’s Mildred. If you two need anything, holler.”
Katie and I left the office and climbed back into the car.
“You shower first. I’ll use the cold water,” I said.
“No way. We’re both freezing.”
I drove across the parking lot and stopped outside the unit marked with a number seven.
We grabbed our bags and went inside where our second surprise greeted us. The room had one queen-sized bed. We both stood at the foot of the bed and stared down at it.
“Well, this is awkward,” I said. “We don’t have to stay here. You shower and we’ll head home tonight.”
“Stevie, we’re both exhausted,” Katie said. “Besides, I was so looking forward to spending time with you. Let’s just make the best of it. It doesn’t have to be awkward, right?”
“Not if we don’t make it awkward,” I said.
“Exactly.” Katie put down her pack. “We’re both grown adults.”
I set my bag down beside hers. “You go shower. I’ll wait.”
Katie folded her arms over her chest and gazed at me, her eyes nervous. “Stevie, I’m not letting you do that.”
“Well, I’m not going first and making you take a cold shower.” I wanted to sit down, but we were both caked in mud and I badly needed to strip off my cold wet clothing.
“Then let’s shower together,” she said. “That way we both get warm.”
“Together? Really?” I asked.
“We’re both adults. I’m okay with it, if you are.”
“Yes, but….”
“But what?”
I felt my cheeks turn hot again. “Katie, you’re beautiful. Once we’re in the shower, I’m afraid my penis might stage a coup. Don’t hate me for it.”
She giggled and her eyes sparkled. “You think I’m beautiful? I’m ten years older than you.”
I shrugged. “You’re hot as hell. My penis doesn’t lie.”
It was her turn to blush. “You’re doing wonders for my confidence.”
“Truthfully, I’m already half-hard just thinking about getting into that shower with you.”
Her mouth fell open, and her smile widened. “Stevie. I can’t believe you said that.”
“You’ll know soon enough, so we might as well lay out our cards,” I said.
“Let’s strip down first and we can stare at each other for as long as we’d like,” she said. “If I’m going to get naked with you, there’s no sense in being shy about it.” She pulled her shirt off over her head, revealing a gray sports bra beneath.
Katie’s big creamy tits formed a mountain of cleavage bursting out the top and sides of her sports bra. Her nipples stood out prominently inside the wet top and my cock shifted inside my shorts.
I pulled off my shirt next, revealing my lean muscled chest and abs. I kept myself in shape with a steady diet of cross training and martial arts, and I was meticulous about my diet.
Katie’s blue eyes roamed my chest and abs. She bit her lower lip and her breathing seemed to intensify. “Wow, Stevie. You’re in great shape.”
“Thanks, so are you.” I didn’t try to hide my interest in her tits.
Katie smiled and pushed them up under her palms. “You like them? They don’t get out often.”
I licked my lips and my cock stiffened enough that a bulge visibly pushed out my shorts. “They’re amazing.”
“Having a kid made them even bigger,” she said before she put her fingers under her sports bra and pulled it free.
Her big beautiful creamy jugs dropped in breathtaking fashion. Katie’s pink areolas were bigger than Courtney’s but no less perfect. Her nipples were rock hard and jutting straight outward.
“God damn. They’re perfect.” My cock grew even bigger in my shorts and Katie’s gaze wandered south.
“I can tell you like them.” She licked her lips and stared unabashed at my cock.
Together we pulled off our shoes and socks until only our shorts remained.
“I’ll go first.” I pushed my shorts down and my massive cock sprang free.
Katie gasped and stared at my glistening rod, wide-eyed and slack jawed. “It’s massive. Courtney takes that?”
I was rock hard and my cock swung free from side-to-side. “Every inch.”
“Shit,” she mumbled under her breath having forgotten about her own shorts.
“Your turn.” I grinned.
Katie blushed again. “Right.” She pushed down her shorts and kicked them off her feet.
Her hips flared out into a beautiful hour-glass shape and a thin strip of dark pubic hair covered her mons. Her pussy disappeared into a perfect V-shape between her creamy muscular thighs. Frustratingly, her most intimate parts weren’t on full display.
She turned to her side revealing a perfect, heart-shaped ass and smiled at me over her shoulder. “It’s a little bigger than Courtney’s.”
“You are a fucking MILF,” I said. “Christ. Your body is like a work of art.” I desperately wanted to fondle every inch of her body and spend all night fucking her brains out, but that wasn’t likely to happen.
She giggled and raised her arms over her head, spinning around in a tight circle. “You’re the first man to get a really good look in a very long time.”
We both knew Alex was gay, so that news wasn’t surprising. How many sexual partners had she had? Surely, she wasn’t a virgin. Did she ever step out on my brother just to get some relief?
“You should show your body off more often,” I said. “You’re a goddess.”
“Stop it, Stevie. My head won’t fit through the bathroom door.”
“There’s no need for you to hide your body around me anymore,” I said.
“I don’t think Courtney would appreciate my body as much as you.” She grinned.
“The hell she wouldn’t. She talks about you non-stop.”
“Bullshit.”
“I’m serious. She thinks you’re hot.”
Katie rolled her eyes and took my hand. “Let’s go take a shower before we freeze to death out here.”
I followed her into the bathroom watching her mommy ass shake and jiggle while her big tits swung from side-to-side.
When we reached the mirror outside the bathroom, Katie pulled her braid out and ran her fingers through her long dark hair. It flowed over her shoulders and despite the mud and rain, it glowed like she had just stepped out of the shower.
“Turn the water on, Stevie,” she said. “I’ll be right in.”
I went into the bathroom and started the water. It didn’t take long before it warmed to the touch. “It’s hot. Come on.” I pulled back the curtain and stepped in.
The bathtub was small and wouldn’t allow for much room for either of us to maneuver. I let the water run over my hair and body before the curtain pulled back and Katie stepped in behind me carrying a bottle of shampoo and conditioner.
“Mama’s coming through,” she said.
I stepped aside and let her pass, but her tits brushed the side of my chest and my cock stood rock hard, jutting outward like a divining rod in search of pure pussy.
Katie stood under the shower with her back facing me. Hot water cascaded over her face, hair and massive tits.
My cock rested on her ass cheek. There was simply nowhere else to put it, but Katie didn’t seem to mind.
She glanced over her shoulder at me and held out the shampoo. “We better make it fast.”
My stomach sank while I held out my hand and she squirted a giant glob of shampoo in my palm.
We worked the soap over our bodies while my cock slipped and slid up and down Katie’s ass crack like a giant water slide ride at Six Flags.
She didn’t move or say a word while I edged my cock up and down her crack, my body throbbing with unspent lust.
“Sorry,” I said. “I can’t help it.”
She glanced over her shoulder. “Will you wash my back, Stevie?”
Adrenaline surged through my body and my head flashed with lust. I squeezed some shampoo in my hand and worked it over her shoulders and back. I kneaded her muscles working my thumb up the back of her neck and rubbing under the base of her skull.
Katie tilted her head back and let the water cascade off her beautiful breasts. She let out a deep breath and sighed. “That feels amazing.”
I dug my fingers into the soft muscles surrounding her spine and worked my way down her body before massaging her lower back and upper ass.
“Don’t stop.” She closed her eyes and leaned forward, resting her elbows on the stall wall.
Heart pounding and my legs weak and rubbery, I could no longer stand it. I ran my hands around to her front, up her flat, toned tummy and wrapped my trembling hands around her bare tits.
“Mmmmm… that feels good,” she said while she reached behind her and worked her hand over my engorged knob.
I slipped her hard nipples between my fingers while I stepped forward and kissed her shoulder.
Katie’s warm fingers circled my shaft, and she slowly stroked while I kissed my way up her neck and nibbled her ear.
“Stevie, we shouldn’t…” She continued stroking my cock while I bucked my hips forward and backward, fucking her hand.
“I’ve wanted you forever,” I said. “Let it happen.”
She glanced over her shoulder and met me face-to-face. Her blue eyes were heavy with lust. Our lips met, and we wasted no time deepening our kiss. Our tongues swirled and meshed, and Katie moaned into my mouth. She let go of my cock and braced herself on the wall while I slid my cock between her creamy mommy thighs and dragged my tip through her warm, moist labia.
I rocked my hips forward and backward, thigh fucking Katie while I kneaded her tits in both hands.
“Don’t put it in me, Stevie. We can’t,” she said breathlessly.
My thighs slapped against her ass while my shaft dredged her pussy lips like a bratwurst in a bun. I let go of one of her tits and slid my hand over her stomach before I ran my fingers through her wet pubic hair. “We both want it,” I said between kisses.
“We can’t.” She leaned forward and rested both elbows on the wall, breaking our kiss. “Fuck my thighs, baby. Can you come that way?”
I slipped my index finger inside Katie’s lips and freed her clit while I continued to mash my cock in and out of her thighs. “Squeeze.”
Katie’s ass jiggled with every hard thrust and she tightened her thighs around my cock while I stroked her clit with my finger.
Her breaths came quick and shallow. “Ungggghhh… baby, I’m gonna cum.” She rocked her hips backward while I rammed her harder and faster.
Her tits swayed and jiggled and her legs shook while I worked her clit faster, sliding it between my fingers.
She gasped and reached for my hand, pushing it harder on her clit. “I’m coming.” Her body shook, and she grunted while she leaned forward and pressed her head against the shower stall.
I groaned and jerked my hips forward blasting thick ropes of cum between her thighs backing my tip to her pussy lips. I jettisoned almost a week’s worth of cum, coating her pussy in a blanket of molten spunk.
Katie reached down between her legs and stroked my shaft while I continued coming in her hand.
“Oohhhhhh…” I kneaded her tits in my hands while my orgasm faded and we stood under the shower breathless with the water raining down on our heads.
I turned Katie around to face me and pinned her up against the wall before leaning down and kissing her full on the mouth.
She didn’t resist. Our tongues swirled, and she wrapped one leg around my waist, pressing me closer into her body while she dug her heal into my ass.
I ran my hands along her hips and squeezed her ass. “I want you,” I said in between torrid kisses.
“I want you too,” she said.
That’s when the fucking water turned cold.
Katie shrieked, and I turned off the water while we jumped to the back of the shower laughing.
“Mildred wasn’t fucking around, was she?” I reached for two towels while Katie pressed her naked body against mine for warmth.
She giggled and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Another two minutes, and I don’t think I could’ve stopped myself.” She wrapped her hand around my cock. “It’s so pretty.”
“Pretty?” I laughed.
“Uh, huh. Mommy likes.” She kissed my neck, and I turned around to face her.
Katie was painfully beautiful, and I ached to be inside her, but pushing it would only raise doubts about my maturity. It was better to take things as fast or slow as she wanted.
I wrapped a towel around her shoulders and pulled her into me for a hug. “Remind me to thank Mildred on the way out.”
Katie giggled again and kissed her way along my jaw until she reached my lips. “I’ve had a crush on you for years.”
“Then there’s no need to hold back any longer,” I said. “Come on. Let’s dry off.”
We dried off and lounged around the room naked. I crawled onto the bed and Katie followed, curling up beside me with her head resting on my shoulder.
She ran her arm over my chest and inched closer until her tits spilled over my chest and she hooked her leg over my waist.
I kissed the top of her head and stroked her wet hair. “I’d like to keep seeing you.”
Katie kissed my shoulder. “Me too. There’s a staff dinner with spouses next week. Will you go with me?”
“What about Alex?”
“Stevie, Alex, and I are friends, but I don’t have this with him. When I’m around you, I can barely breath. And when you touched me, everything changed.”
“What will your colleagues think?”
“They don’t know about Alex,” she said. “It’s easier to not say anything. I don’t wear my wedding band. Alex is free to see whoever he wants.”
“How would he feel knowing about us?”
She laughed. “He’s been prodding me forever to make a move on you. But with Courtney around, I couldn’t. I didn’t think….”
“Courtney encouraged me to make a move on you,” I said.
She raised her head off my shoulder and frowned. “What? She’s okay with this?”
“Sure, she is,” I said. “She’s interested in you as much as I am.”
She glided her fingers over my chest and swirled her index finger around my areola. “Like a threesome?”
“Yep. Too kinky?”
She shook her head. “I’ve spent the last decade with my head buried in my work and my vibrator buried in… well, you know. It’s time I come out of my cave and rejoin the world.”
“Does this mean we’re officially dating?” I asked.
“If Courtney’s okay with it,” she said.
“She wants me to marry her,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean she wants me all to herself.”
“I can live with that. But, before we have sex, can we sleep on it?” She asked, her voice sweet and tender.
“Agreed. I don’t want our first time to be in this dump,” I said. “Are you hungry?”
“Starving,” she said.
Katie and I dressed and found a sushi joint a few miles away — and yes, they served wine. By the time we got back to the hotel, it was late. Katie stripped down naked, insisting that she would never sleep with me fully clothed, and I joined her. I struggled against the urge to have sex with her, but after curling her bare breast inside my hand, I drifted off to sleep with her body tucked under me.
◆◆◆
 
Courtney was thrilled with the news and begged me to fill her in on every gory detail. I held nothing back, and she made me describe Katie’s body while she got off during our face time call. I told her about our upcoming date, and Courtney made me promise to tell her everything.
“Do you think she would care if I texted her?” Courtney asked.
“I’m pretty sure she’d love it,” I said.
“Do you think she would have phone sex with me?”
“Not sure, babe,” I said. “You might want to break the ice in person first.”
“Blah. You’re probably right.”
I spent most of the week studying for my exams while splitting my time between Courtney and Katie sexting both women while occasionally face timing.
By the time Friday rolled around, Katie had taken care of all the details, including Alex babysitting Joe. She planned to sleepover at my house, and I couldn’t wait.
I pulled up to her house wearing a suit and tie before heading up to the door and ringing the doorbell.
Katie opened the door and smiled at me.
She wore a form-fitting black cocktail dress cut just above her knees. Her cleavage burst from a V-shape neckline and her hips flared out deliciously. She wore red lipstick and enough eye shadow and mascara to draw out the mesmerizing blue in her eyes. Her dark shiny hair billowed over her shoulders like glistening silk, full and bouncy.
Sheer black stockings covered her smooth creamy legs, and she wore black high-heeled shoes. Her eyes sparkled, and she smiled when she saw me flashing her perfect white teeth.
“Wow.” I stared at her, slack jawed. “You look… wow… I….”
She laughed and spun in a tight little circle and grinned pulling up the hem of her dress. “Alex helped me pick it out.”
“She looks hot, doesn’t she?” Alex said from behind her.
He stood outside the entrance to the kitchen, smiling at us. “I’m so glad this finally happened. I was worried she would end up with that prick from the planetarium.”
“Who?”
Katie took my hand and rolled her eyes at Alex. “He’s harmless.”
“He’s a predator,” Alex said. “His name is Kenny Cumstain.”
Katie laughed. “It’s Cummings. Ken Cummings.”
Alex rolled his eyes. “Stevie, he won’t like you. That’s for sure.”
“Why?”
Alex folded his arms over his chest and flashed me a shit eating grin. “I know you’re young, but you’re going to be a fucking doctor. You’re not that stupid, are you?”
Katie stepped up and kissed me lightly on the lips. “It’s because you’re devastatingly handsome.”
Katie smelled sweet like spring flowers in bloom, and my head buzzed while I stole a glance down her top. Her creamy cleavage burst from the confines of a lacy black bra.
“She’s underselling it. You’re a young hot doctor-to-be with a genius level IQ who makes women wet just by walking into a room,” Alex said. “And you don’t even know it, which makes you even hotter.”
I glanced at Katie for confirmation and she nodded.
“Stevie, keep a close eye out,” Alex said. “When Doctor Cumstain sees our girl looking like a dime, he’ll go into a blood frenzy. Put a couple of drinks in him and you may have to douse him with cold water.”
Katie intertwined her fingers in mine and glanced back at Alex. “You’re okay with Joe?”
“I’m taking him to Chuckie Cheese.” Alex said. “What do you think? And don’t come home at the crack of dawn either. You two take your time.”
“Thanks, Alex,” I said.
He pointed at me. “You be nice to her or I’ll sick Uncle Lee on you.”
I saluted him. “I just may steal her away from you.”
“Good. It’s about fucking time,” Alex said.
Hand-in-hand, we walked out to the car, and I held the door open for her.
Katie stopped and leaned in for a longer kiss, flickering her tongue over my lips. “Yep. Butterflies.”
I ran my hand over her hip and kissed her back, tasting sweet strawberries on her tongue. My stomach swirled and my legs turned to mush. “Ditto.”
Katie got in the car and I closed the door behind her before taking my seat on the driver’s side and firing up the engine.
She immediately reached for my hand and squeezed. “I can’t wait for the world to meet my new man.”
My gaze traveled along her long legs and I imagined my cock sliding inside her beautiful mommy pussy. My cock unfurled inside my briefs. “When this is over, don’t expect me to hold back.”
She rubbed her thumb over the back of my hand. “I’d be disappointed if you did.”
◆◆◆
 
The party was inside the planetarium under a starlit ceiling. Katie and I walked into the crowded room hand-in-hand and all heads turned to watch her as she entered. As far as astronomers go, most of them were men who weren’t exactly the most machismo group of guys who ever lived. But that didn’t mean they didn’t have very active libidos. I could only imagine what they said about Katie behind her back.
We stole two champagne flutes off a tray and Katie led me toward a cluster of men and women standing near a giant telescope.
They looked up as we approached with every male eye locked on Katie’s cleavage like a homing beacon.
An old man wearing a bow tie and a twenty-year-old suit smiled at Katie. “Dr. Brooks. I wondered if you’d show up.”
She laughed. “I thought I’d see what all the fuss was about.”
The old man turned to me and smiled. If this was Kenny Cumstain then Alex was vastly overselling the guy. He looked like he had one foot in the grave.
Katie finally let go of my hand to make an introduction. “Dr. Reed, this is my very special friend, Steve Brooks.”
“You have the same last name.” He chuckled. “Is there something you’re not telling us?”
“It’s a coincidence,” she said. “But if ever pops the question, it will be the easiest name change ever.”
The elderly Dr. Reed extended his hand. “It’s nice to meet you, Steve. It seems you’ve done the impossible.”
I shook his hand. “The impossible, sir?”
“You won Katie’s heart. She spends far too much time in the lab.” He turned to face her. “I hope this means we’ll be seeing less of you.”
She grinned and wrapped her arm around mine. “That’s a definite possibility.”
Another man in the group turned around to face us. He had dark hair salted with gray and a lean handsome face beginning to show the first signs of age. His eyes drank in Katie and he smiled when he saw her. “Katelyn. You made it.”
This had to be him. I smiled at him, but he ignored me.
“Good evening, Ken. Did you bring Evie?” Katie asked.
“No. She hates these things,” Kenny Cumstain said while he stared straight down Katie’s top, not even trying to hide his obvious ogling. “What about you? Flying solo as well?”
Katie was holding my hand, and the guy was oblivious to my presence. “Not tonight. I’ve got my special guy with me.” She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek before wiping away her red lipstick. “This is my boyfriend, Steve Brooks. Steve, this is Kenny Cum—” Katie burst out laughing before I squeezed her hand and forced her to regain her composure.
“Sorry, Ken. The champagne is getting to me.” She let out a long breath as if to regroup. “Steve. This is Ken Cummings. He’s the lead scientist on the project I’m working.”
I extended my hand. “Nice to meet you, Dr. Cummings. Katie lives and breathes that project. I was beginning to get jealous of how much time she spent here.”
Kenny Cumstain leered at Katie while he gave me a dead-fish handshake. “I might just steal her away from you if you’re not careful.”
“Who could blame you for trying?” I wrapped my arm around Katie’s waist and drew her toward causing her cleavage to bulge inside her dress.
Kenny Cumstain couldn’t help but stare at her twin suns.
Katie leaned in and kissed me again, this time on the lips. “I don’t know. I’m pretty attached to this guy.” She stared at me fondly while I felt Cumstain’s icy stare bore a hole through my neck.
“Perhaps I could arrange a private tour for Steve,” Cumstain said. “Dr. Reed loves discussing the history of the museum.”
I smiled. “Thanks Ken, but if you had a girlfriend who looked like Katie would you want to spend a second away from her?”
Cumstain’s smile faded.
“A private tour is a great idea,” Katie said. “I’ll take you myself.”
“There’s no need for you to take him,” Cumstain said. “You should mingle with your colleagues.”
“Aren’t we colleagues?” She asked. “And this is mingling.”
I suppressed a grin and squeezed Katie’s hand.
“I suppose you’re right.” Cumstain painted on a cringe-worthy grin that reminded me of a little kid ready to break down in tears.
“If you’ll excuse us,” Katie said. “I’d like to introduce Steve to my lab partners.”
We headed off through the crowd, leaving Cumstain behind and I leaned over and whispered.
“Alex wasn’t kidding about that guy.”
“Yeah. That was pretty overt,” she said. “Normally he’s more subdued.”
“Were you serious about that private tour?” I asked her.
She stopped and turned to face me, grinning mischievously. “You want me to show you all the secret nooks and crannies of this vast museum?”
I stared around the space. “It looks big enough to get lost in.”
“I know a place where we could do all the star-gazing we wanted,” she said.
“Lead the way,” I said.
Katie led me through the crowd, past a bank of computers and telescopes, and down a corridor that led to a metal door. She punched in a code and the lock clicked.
I dipped my hand under her skirt and cupped her pantie-clad ass. My heart pounded and my cock surged. There was no way I was making it home before I fucked her. “Did I tell you that I think you’re kinda amazing?”
She pushed the door open and glanced over her shoulder, smiling. “Someone’s horny.”
“Guilty as charged,” I said.
“Come on. I know where we can play.” She pulled me through the door and led me along a long corridor and up a short flight of stairs. She punched in another code and led me deeper into the observatory.
Two long corridors later, we came to a set of black double doors.
“This is it,” she said.
“What is it?”
She punched in the code and the door swung open on its own.
Katie pulled me through and the door clicked shut behind us.
A massive telescope unlike any I’d ever seen dominated the room. A glass domed ceiling allowed starlight to filter down leaving the room illuminated in silvery light.
“Wow,” I said. “Do you know how to work it?”
“That’s my job,” she said. “But I have to split time with other scientists. It’s the biggest telescope in the western U.S. Well, the second biggest.”
We walked forward and stood below the massive machine. “Where’s the biggest?”
“It’s a privately owned observatory in the Rockies.”
My spider senses tingled, and I remembered the key Uncle Lee gave me. Had he built an observatory for Katie? “What would you do if you could spend every day, all day, with a telescope like this?”
“It’s my dream,” she said. “I love my job, but as you can see, sometimes the people are a bit on the annoying side. Come on. Let’s go to the upper deck.”
Katie led me to a nearby elevator, and we stepped inside. She hit the button, and the door slid shut.
I came up behind her and reached under her skirt, sliding my hand up her inner thigh while I curled my arm around her waist. The touch of her silky-smooth nylons on my fingertips set my cock throbbing and as the door shut, I slid my other hand up and over her tit palming it with a gentle squeeze.
Katie reached behind her and grabbed hold of the bulge throbbing in my pants and ran her fingers over the outline of my shaft, straining to break free. “You’re so hard.”
“Can you blame me?” I leaned down and kissed her neck while I worked my hand up her thigh until I felt the heat radiating off her pussy. “I’m not the only who’s excited.”
She moaned softly and tilted her head sideways giving me unfettered access to her neck. “Can you blame me?”
The elevator dinged, and the door slid open.
Katie stepped out and pulled me with her. “This is what I wanted to show you.”
We stood at the top of the observatory where a catwalk stretched around the glass dome overhead. Dim lights cast a faint glow on the walkway, while the stars and moon looked close enough to touch.
She led me halfway around the catwalk until we stood at the room’s center where we gazed up into the heart of the night sky. “I love star-gazing,” she said staring upward, her expression ponderous. “It never gets old.”
“What’s that big one there?” I asked.
She smiled. “That’s not a star, baby. That’s Venus.”
“Oh. I need to bone up on my star charts if I’m going to court you,” I said.
She turned back to face me. “Is that what we’re doing? Can you be serious about two women at the same time?”
I wrapped my arms loosely around her waist. “Why not? Is this a fling for you?”
Katie’s expression grew serious. “Don’t play with me, Stevie. If you aren’t serious about me, that’s fine, but you need to be straight.”
“Here’s what I know. I know that I’ve had feelings for you that go back years.” I gazed into her clear blue eyes. “Yes, we’ve been dating for a week, but we’ve known each other much longer. I see a future with you and Courtney, if you’ll have me.”
Her blue eyes welled with tears and she perched on her tip toes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Will you give me a baby?”
I brush a lock of errant hair away from her eyes. “How many do you want?”
She smiled and kissed me again. “Is it crazy that I think I love you?”
“If that’s crazy, then I’m nuts because I love you too.” I leaned into her and we kissed harder this time, our tongues meeting while Katie moaned.
She tugged at the belt on my pants. “Fuck me, Stevie. I need you inside me,” she said breathlessly.
I pushed her back against the railing and tugged her dress upward, revealing her skimpy blank panties beneath.
Katie devoured my tongue, her breathing growing heavy while she loosened my belt, unzipped my pants, and pushed them down my legs.
I tugged on Katie’s panties, maneuvering them down her thighs before they dropped to her ankles and she kicked them off and leaned back against the railing. Her tits bounced and jiggled while she reached inside my briefs and wrapped her hand around my massive cock.
I slid my hands up her ass and squeezed her cheeks while I reached down and slid my finger down her already wet slit.
Katie moaned and pushed down my briefs, mercifully freeing my cock from its bindings. It popped free and swung loose while Katie wasted no time wrapping her hand around my shaft and gently stroking.
I bucked my hips forward and slid my finger inside Katie’s warm pussy, pushing through her tightness and gently exploring her canal.
Katie broke off our kiss and leaned back against the railing while she spread her legs. “Fuck me.”
I stepped forward and Katie guided my tip into her sweet pink folds. I pushed her dress off her shoulders and slipped the sleeves down her arms, leaving her bra-clad breasts exposed.
A jolt of sexual energy rifled down my spine and I gasped when Katie pushed my tip into her warm tight hole.
“I’ve waited so long to fuck you,” she said between kisses.
I edged forward, pushing my cock halfway inside before the extreme tightness of her pussy stopped me in my tracks. “Do you want me to come inside you, Katelyn?”
“Yessss,” she hissed and bucked her hips forward, taking the rest of my cock deep inside her pussy.
Her pussy enveloped me in a cloud of warm, soft, gooey wonder. Her wall muscles squeezed my shaft and her pussy quivered against the onslaught of my giant cock.
She groaned and arched her back, letting her hair fall straight back over her shoulders.
I reached behind Katie’s back and unhooked her bra before pulling it off her shoulders and exposing her creamy breasts. I leaned down and wrapped my lips around her nipple sucking it between my lips while I thrust forward sinking my cock further into her slippery depths.
Katie grabbed hold of my shoulders and bucked her hips forward and backward, fucking me fast and hard. Her broken moans reverberated off the high glass ceiling and her pussy wrapped my cock like a second skin.
I gazed downward and watched my cock slide in and out of the beautiful young mommy, pounding her harder and faster. I ran my tongue over her swollen nipple while the sound of our slapping skin competed with Katie’s loud moans.
Katie wrapped her legs tight around my waist, her sheer, thigh-high black nylons felt silky smooth against my bare skin. She locked her ankles tight and pulled me in deeper while she gyrated her hips in a circular motion.
We fucked in sync, harder and faster. I released Katie’s nipple from my mouth and met her face-to-face.
Her blue eyes looked lost in a sea of lust and her lips parted while she braced herself on the railing. Her tits rolled in clockwise circles gently slapping every time I bottomed out.
I felt every inch of her pussy writhe over my cock with each driving thrust and the sensation quickly escalated, alerting my senses to a looming category five orgasm on the horizon. “Baby, I’m close,” I said.
Katie held my gaze and bit her lower lip while she dug her heels into my ass and pulled me in tight. “I’m coming, too. Come with me, baby.” Her body went rigid and her pussy tightened around my cock, forcing a major eruption from the depths of my balls. I gushed out bucketful’s of cum into her warm, waiting, and very fertile womb. Pump after pump delivered massive loads of spunk deep inside my hot young MILF.
“Unnnggghhhh…,” I moaned, pumping uncontrollably, filling her full of the biggest load of my life.
“That’s it baby, I feel your cum inside me,” Katie whispered while she kissed behind my ear and ran her fingers through my hair.
After my cock finally stopped twitching cum, I stood in between her open legs, breathless while Katie rubbed the back of my thighs with her stocking-clad feet.
“That was amazing,” I said, leaning in to kiss her.
We kissed again, this time with more tenderness than heat. Katie continued to work her fingers through my hair while I rubbed her bare back.
“Should we get back to the party?” I asked her.
“Let’s take the party home,” she said. “Your bed has always looked so cozy.”
Katie and I dressed and slipped away from the party without drawing Kenny Cumstain’s attention. When we got back to my house, I opened a bottle of wine and Katie and I sat up chatting, laughing, and diving into our past and our dreams for the future. Around 1:00 am we went to bed and had sex two more times before falling asleep after 3:00.
I wrapped my arms around Katie’s naked body and drew her in tight. My mind drifted to the gold key Uncle Lee gave me, and I wondered what she would say if I gave it to her.
Katie mumbled. “Stevie?” she rolled toward me as if making sure I was there.
“Right here, baby.” I kissed her shoulder and she wrapped my arm around her body placing my hand on her bare breast.
She nestled her ass against my cock and sighed contentedly. “I love you,” she said.
Her sweet strawberry scent drove me crazy with lust. “I love you too.”




Platinum MILF

Katie’s bedsprings squeaked with an easy singsong rhythm and just enough light peaked in through her open door to cast her naked body in warm illumination.
I grunted and drove my hips forward, bottoming out with every hard thrust. “Baby, I’m close.”
Katie moaned in my ear, her breath washing over my neck and ear, and her soft creamy breasts bounced off my chest. She dug her fingers into my ass and squeezed as if willing me deeper. “Me too.”
I angled my cock downward and drove into her hard, tapping Katie’s cervix while I buried my face in her thick raven mane. Her intoxicating strawberry scent fired up my sexual receptors and my cock seemed to thicken inside her, straining against her tight walls.
Katie swirled her tongue around my ear and her warm breath ignited goosebumps and a chill that curled my toes and drove me crazy with lust.
“Fuck me, harder, baby,” Katie whispered in my ear. She wrapped her powerful legs around my waist and dug her heels into my ass, moaning and grunting.
“Umph,” I grunted, pumping harder, my body slapping against her thighs while her bed continued to groan its dissent.
The sound of her headboard joined the chorus of our lovemaking, gently drumming against Katie’s bedroom as if forming a band with the squeaking bedsprings.
Katie’s shiny raven hair splayed across her plush white pillows and her rock-hard nipples raked my chest. She dug her fingers into my shoulders and locked her ankles driving me deeper, our thrusts perfectly timed. The breath from her soft grunts and even louder moans continued to tickle my ear. “Oh, Stevie. Baby, that’s it.”
I fucked harder and faster, our skin smacking while Katie’s thighs jiggled with the reverberations.
The mattress rocked, Katie’s tits swirled, and her stomach muscles undulated with her effort. Katie fell back on the bed and stretched her arms out over her head and stared up at me.
I gazed into her blue eyes and felt her hot pussy tighten around my cock and my orgasm edge closer. Her breasts felt warm and soft under my hands, and I tripped my fingers over her taut nipples. “Do you want me to cum inside you, baby?”
“So, so much. Give me a baby, Stevie.” Her eyes were heavy with lust, and she bit her lip as if to suppress her growing moans.
I propped myself up on my hands and fucked her harder and faster, the bed screaming with sharp protest. I watched my cock slide in and out, coated with Katie’s juices, her pussy clinging to my shaft with each pounding thrust.
“Baby — unnngghh.” She bit her lip and squeezed my ass cheeks tight. “Baby, we’re going to wake up Joey.”
Unrelenting I hammered my beautiful MILF, pounding her harder and faster while Katie’s headboard banged the wall loud enough to wake the dead. “I’m almost there,” I managed to say.
“Fuck….” She arched her back and her big beautiful tits rose like rolling snow-capped mountains, jiggling and shaking. “Harder. Fuck me harder.” She slid her ankles around my thighs and drove her hips upward, meeting my downward thrusts with a quick upward burst.
I hammered her hard and fast, rocking her entire body forward and backward while the mattress sang its sweet song. My balls swelled, and I grimaced while my orgasm found me. I gushed an ocean of cum inside my sweet girlfriend’s warm, wet pussy.
“Stevie, baby, I’m coming.” She gasped and clutched my shoulders, pulling herself up off the bed while she rode my cock like a surfer catching the perfect wave. She grunted fucking me in rapid bursts, her warm breath washing over my shoulder.
My cock spasmed filling her with yet another load in what had been a week-long smorgasbord of all-you-can-eat sex.
“Don’t stop,” she said breathlessly, clinging to me like her life depended on it. Her hips spasmed and her pussy clenched my shaft. Katie’s arms shook and she dropped to the mattress gasping for breath.
I fell forward, my cock still buried inside her, and kissed behind her ear, working my way to her lips and tasting the cinnamon on her tongue as she opened her mouth to mine.
A light sheen of sweat covered Katie’s chest, and her hard nipples pushed into the soft skin under my chest. I ran my fingers through her hair and continued milking my cock in her now quiet pussy.
The clock on the bedside table announced the time — 3:12 AM. We had been asleep for a few hours before arousal woke me from my slumber. It had become a nightly ritual. One we both couldn’t help. She had woken me as many times as I had her. Our lust had been impossible to quell no matter how many times we fucked.
“Water?” I asked her before rolling off.
“Please. And can you check in on Joey? I hope we didn’t scare him,” she said.
I kissed her ripe full lips and then her nose while Katie smiled up at me. “Be right back.”
I threw on a pair of shorts in case I ran into Alex or worse, Joe. Although I remembered Katie saying something about Alex working the red eye. I pushed open the door and tiptoed down the hallway.
Alex’s door was open, and the bed made, which happily surprised me after our raucous round of sex.
I cracked Joe’s door, and the boy was sound asleep, his blanket tucked up around his shoulders. The kid could sleep through an earthquake which he’d proven ever night during Katie and I’s never-ending sexual marathon.
I grabbed two bottles of ice-cold water from the kitchen fridge and went back to bed.
Katie lay stretched out naked with the warm glow of the bedside lamp illuminating her body and draping her with soft sensual shadows.
“Christ, you’re beautiful,” I said, shutting the door behind me.
She smiled up at me. “You’re biased.”
I handed her a water bottle before placing mine on the bedside table. “How so? You are an objectively stunning beauty. There isn’t a man living who wouldn’t saw off his right arm for five minutes alone with you.” I shucked off my shorts and climbed back into bed.
“If you say so.” Katie sat up, unscrewed the lid from her water bottle, and drank half in a single go.
“Who needs to exercise with so much sex?” I said while I stretched out beside her.
She lowered the bottle and re-secured the cap. “I thought having sex at eleven would get us through the night.”
“Guess not. Why fight it?” I pulled her over to me and we kissed softly while Katie’s big tits spilled across my chest.
“I won’t last working on three hours of sleep,” she said.
I stroked her hair and Katie rested her head on my chest. The gentle curves of her back, ass, and legs stretched out beside me and I sighed contentedly. “You know what you need?”
“Hmmm,” she said, already half-asleep.
“A vacation.”
She peeled open one eye and glanced up at me. “Huh?”
“Me, you, Courtney, and Joe,” I said. “Hell, Alex can come if he wants.”
She frowned. “What are you talking about?”
“Courtney wants to meet Uncle Lee,” I said. “She gets home on Friday and we’re heading out on Saturday. Joe would have a blast. There’s a ton to do and it would thrill Uncle Lee to see you.”
“I can’t imagine Courtney wants to share you after three weeks away,” she said. “And I seriously doubt your uncle would be thrilled to find out I’m having sex with another one of his sons who isn’t my husband.”
“First, Courtney wanted me to ask you,” I said. “You guys have been texting about a million times a day, haven’t you?”
“Yes,” she said. “But I didn’t want to get in the way.”
“Get in the way?” I kissed her forehead and squeezed her ass. “You are my cuddle bug. I’m hooked on my hot young mommy. You’ll never, ever be in the way. Got it?”
She smiled and hugged me tight. “Got it. But what about Uncle Lee?”
I wasn’t ready to tell her the whole truth. Not yet, anyway. I still had the key and hadn’t found the right moment. “Baby, Uncle Lee knows Alex is gay,” I said.
She stared up at me. “He does?”
“He’s known for a long time,” I said as I ran my fingers up the steep curve of her hip. “And I already told him about you and Courtney.”
Katie pushed herself off my chest and sat up on her knees facing me. It was impossible not to drink in her soft creamy tits, and I wondered if I could make it three hours without having sex with her again.
“He does not.” Her eyes widened with shock.
“He does,” I said. “And you know what? He’s thrilled about it.”
She shot me a dubious stare. “Will he still be thrilled if you got me pregnant? I’m not on the pill you know.”
“Yes. Nothing would make him happier than for me to put our child inside that beautiful body of yours. My uncle has always wanted a house filled with grandkids.”
“Stevie, you haven’t told me what happened when you went to visit Uncle Lee. Obviously, he didn’t arrange a wife for you, why not?”
I hadn’t expected this conversation quite so soon. I had a choice to make. Should I conceal the truth from Katie or keep feeding her parts of the truth bit by bit until she had the whole thing? Fuck it. It was time to rip off the band aid. We were strong together, and I could use her as an ally to help me soften her sisters-in-law. “Before I tell you, there’s something I want you to have.”
She titled her head at an angle and gazed at me, her expression confused. “What?”
I hopped up from the bed and found my jeans lying across Katie’s stuffed armchair in the corner. I’d carried the key with me everywhere in case the opportune moment arrived. That moment was now. I wrapped the key inside my hand and turned back around to face her. “I’m about to give you a gift. It’s a no strings attached offer. The crazy part is, I don’t even know what I’m giving you. Maybe you can tell me what it is?”
“Stevie.” Her frown deepened. “You’re talking in circles.”
I crossed the room and crawled onto the bed before her. “It’s this.” I opened my fist and showed her the key.
Katie gasped and her eyes widened. “Where did you get that?”
“Take it,” I said. “It belongs to you.”
Her eyes welled with tears and her chin quivered. “I don’t know what to say.”
I laughed “Can you tell me what it is?”
“It’s a key,” she said, smiling up at me and sniffling.
“Yeah. I figured that part out.” I grinned. “Baby, what does it unlock?”
“A telescope.” She smiled up at me. “The biggest telescope in the western United States. Did Lee give this to you?”
“Yes. He gave it to me so I could give it to you as proof of his commitment to our relationship. But the story runs deeper.” I sighed. “That story is what I need to tell you.”
Katie rolled the key in her hand and gazed at me, her attention undivided. “I’m listening.”
I told her about my trip to Colorado and my meeting with Uncle Lee. I spared no details, hiding nothing. I told her what he said about him wanting Courtney to be with me and about wanting me to bring home her and her sisters-in-law.
Katie stared down at the key resting in her hand while I recalled every detail, including Lee’s desire for grandkids. Katie didn’t speak, and she didn’t interrupt me. After I finished, I gazed at her expectantly, but she sat quietly staring at the key.
“Is that all?” she asked me.
“Not quite.” I took her hand and closed it around the key. “I want to be with you… forever. That includes Joe. Move with me to Colorado. We can make a life together, and you can live out your dreams gazing up at the stars. Say yes and make me the happiest man in the world.”
“With Courtney?” Her eyes welled with tears, but the thin smile on her lips filled me with hope.
“Yes. And with Mia, Quinn, and Jessa if they’ll have me. If not, then we’ll make a life together — me, you, and Court… and Alex if he wants. I love my brother and never want to do anything that might deprive him of being with his son.”
“Alex won’t want to live with us,” Katie said. “The reason he and I never moved in with Uncle Lee was because of Alex’s sexual orientation. He never felt comfortable living out.”
“I thought as much,” I said. “But I just heard you call us, an us. Is that a yes?”
She smiled and edged forward until our knees touched. She draped her hands over my shoulders and gazed into my eyes. “I’ll have to talk with Alex, but I don’t think he’ll mind. We moved to Stanford for my job. He’s always said he can live wherever he wants. So, if it’s okay with him, then yes, Stevie. Yes, to a forever with you and I and Courtney. Yes, to having your babies, and yes to building a life together.” She leaned forward and kissed me while she ran her fingers through the short hair on the nape of my neck. “I love you.”
“Then pack your bags, baby. We’re going on a road trip.” I pulled her onto my lap and kissed her soft and slow while I felt my arousal build.
Katie and I made love again, this time until the sun came up. The next morning, I let Katie sleep while I made a pancake breakfast for Joe and prepped to pick up Courtney from the airport.
◆◆◆
 
Inside the San Jose airport, travelers jostled past me while I walked upstream, scanning ever passing face.
Court saw me before I saw her because I heard her call out my name across the concourse.
“Stevie.” Her voice buoyant and excited.
When I whirled, I found Courtney running toward me, her eyes filled with tears.
I barely opened my arms before she leapt at me, nearly bringing us both to the ground.
The sweet hint of honey radiated from her aura and her body trembled under my touch.
“I’m so glad to be home.” Her voice cracked with emotion and I pulled her in tight, squeezing her in my arms while traffic streamed around us.
Courtney wore a pair of black yoga pants, a Stanford t-shirt, and I felt a sports bra beneath. She wore hair in a casual ponytail, and her body felt even more lithe and muscular than it did a few weeks ago.
I couldn’t help but gaze down at her flawless ass, and Courtney’s next move caught me completely off-guard.
She locked her legs around my waist and brought her face around to meet mine. She kissed me hard on the lips before opening her mouth and finding my tongue with hers.
I cupped her ass cheeks in both hands to support her weight and felt my cock tug against the front of my jeans.
Courtney moaned in my mouth and opened hers wider while she ran her fingers through my hair, unconcerned by the hundreds of eyes judging us as they strode past. She had never been shy about displaying her affection, and it was one of the things I loved most about her. I never discouraged her from loving me or expressing that love in the way she saw fit.
I cupped her ass in my hands and briefly toyed with the idea of running my hand up her shirt, but decided that was a bridge too far given our very public location.
Courtney broke off the kiss and gazed at me, her green eyes smoldering with desire. “How fast can you get us home?”
◆◆◆
 
Two hours and two rounds of sex later, Courtney and I lay naked between my twisted sheets, our bodies intertwined like pretzels. Her already insatiable sexual appetite was dialed to max, and I only hoped I had the sexual stamina to keep up with her. Maybe it was a good idea to bring in Katie if only to help me quench her nearly nymphomaniac state of arousal.
Courtney slipped one knee over my waist before straddling me and sliding her body on top of mine. Her big beautiful tits spilled across my chest and her nipples remained hard despite our marathon sex session. She propped herself up, bracing herself on my chest with her elbows, and stared at me contentedly. “God, I needed that.”
I ran my hand down her back and settled my palms on her perfect ass cheeks. “Here’s hoping we never have to do another three weeks apart.”
“I won’t do it, Stevie. I felt sick to my stomach missing you,” she said. “I’m never leaving you again for that long.” She wrapped her arms around my chest and rested her head on my pectoral muscle. “I can’t wait to meet your uncle and relax on our trip to Colorado.”
I stroked her hair and kissed her forehead. “Before we leave, there are a few things I need to tell you.”
She clung to me tight. “If it’s bad news, don’t tell me, okay?”
“I don’t think it’s bad news, but I haven’t told you the whole truth about my last trip to Colorado.”
Courtney sat up, still straddling me. Her dark hair spilled over her shoulders and her breasts jiggled while she shifted her weight. “Is it another woman?”
I frowned at her. “Other than Katie?”
“Yes. Katie and I have talked. I know she’s coming with us to Colorado.”
“Does that upset you?” I asked.
“God, no. As long as the three of us can share a bed.”
“Yes. We can, but there’s more you need to know.” I rested my hands on her hips and she bit her lower lip, frowning.
“You’re scaring me, Stevie. Tell me.”
So, I told her. I started with the marriages my Uncle Lee had arranged for my brothers, including Katie. I told her that during my last trip to my Uncle’s house, I had prepared to walk away from the family fortune but my uncle surprised me by not pushing an arranged marriage on me. She was thrilled to hear that Uncle Lee approved of her and wanted her to become part of the family. The smile on Courtney’s face widened while I told her what happened.
“This next part is the troubling part,” I said. “Before I tell you anything, know that you are the most important person in my life. If any of this makes you uncomfortable, then we can let it all go.”
Courtney had stretched out beside and propped herself up on a pillow facing me while she hung on every word. “Okay, but right now there’s nothing you’ve said that scares me.”
“Here it is,” I said. “My uncle isn’t happy with my brothers or in Alex’s case, he isn’t happy with himself. He wants me to take back the women he arranged for my brothers to marry and bring them all home with us to Colorado.”
Her expression didn’t change. I had expected her to leap from the bed and run screaming from the room, furious with me, but that didn’t happen. In fact, she seemed downright subdued.
Courtney reached out and traced her finger around my areola. “All four of them?”
“And you,” I said.
“Does Katie know about this?” she asked.
“Yes. She’s on board.”
“What are you asking me?” She gazed up at me with her big beautiful green eyes and I melted.
What was I asking? She would have to turn her life upside down to move with me to Colorado. For what? I wanted to marry her, but I didn’t have a ring, and this didn’t feel like the right time. “I’m asking you to go to Colorado with Katie and I. I’m asking you to meet my uncle and spend some time getting to know him. The invitation is open-ended. You’re done with classes and so am I. Let’s explore what a life together might feel like… permanently.”
“What about the MCATs?” she asked me.
“I’m putting those on hold for a few months,” I said. “You’re more important to me. Besides, I graduated a year early. I’m in no rush.”
“My training…,” she said.
“I’ve already lined up training facilities for you in Colorado. You can train there. I’ll move your coaches there if I have to.”
She smiled. “Stevie, I don’t want to push you for anything, you know that, right?”
“What’s on your mind?”
“I want to someday… marry you.” She stopped and stared at me as if waiting for a reaction.
“I want to marry you too,” I said. “This doesn’t change any of that. I told Katie that I planned on marrying you, and she’s fine with it.”
“What about Mia, Quinn, and even Jessa? What if they want to marry you?”
“That’s not what this is about,” I said. “You are my rock. Without you by my side, nothing else matters.”
Her eyes welled with tears, and she smiled up at me. “Then let’s do it, Stevie. I’ll go with you to Colorado and I’ll help bring your sisters-in-law home.”
◆◆◆
 
From the moment we landed at the Denver airport, Joe couldn’t stop talking about the mountains. Even as the three of us pulled into my uncle’s mansion, the questions kept coming.
How did they get here? How tall are they? Is snow at the top all year? Are they higher than the sky?
I had answered every question to the best of my ability but more than once I’d deferred to Joe’s beautiful mother.
When I pulled into the long driveway that led through the woods to my uncle’s house, it was Courtney who had gone wide-eyed. “Stevie, you grew up here?”
“Sure did.” I held her hand in the front seat while Joe and Katie sat behind us in the second row.
Courtney rolled down her window and gazed out into the forest while she breathed in the clean, crisp air. “This place is amazing.” The wind whipped her hair and I couldn’t help but reach over and smack her ass while she hung out the window.
She yelped and came back into the car grinning. “Stevie, stop it.”
I killed the engine in the circular drive in front of the mansion and the four of us piled out.
One of the massive twin double doors swung open and my Uncle Lee appeared on the doorstep, smiling and waving.
“Papaw!” Joey yelled and screamed jumping up and down while he barreled up the steps toward my uncle.
Uncle Lee knelt and held out his arms.
“Joey, be careful. Don’t hurt your Papaw.”
Uncle Lee scooped up Joey in his arms, grinning broadly. He pulled the six-year-old into a hug, and Joe squeezed the old man around his neck.
I’d never seen my uncle happier. I glanced sideways at Katie and she smiled up at the scene fondly. I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek before scooping up her hand. “Welcome home, baby.”
Katie glanced at me wistfully and squeezed my hand. “I can’t believe this is happening.”
I took Courtney’s hand in mine and led the two women up the stairs to meet my uncle.
My uncle put Joe down and held onto the boy’s hand while he smiled at our approach. Uncle Lee’s gaze fell on Courtney and his expression softened.
We stopped before him and even before I could make introductions, my uncle took Courtney’s free hand and squeezed. “Welcome, Courtney. I could see from my nephew’s face how in love he is with you. This home is your home, and I’m thrilled to have you here.”
“Thank you, sir,” she said. “It’s wonderful to finally meet you.”
“Please, call me Lee. Steve told me that besides your skills on the track you’re quite the painter and sculptor.”
“Stevie likes to exaggerate,” Courtney said.
“Somehow I think you’re selling yourself short. You’ll find an art studio near the river with all the essentials. If you find anything missing, let me know.”
Courtney glanced up at me eyes wide and back at Uncle Lee. “You didn’t have to do that.”
“I want this place to feel like your home,” he said.
Lee stepped up to Katie and kissed her on the cheek. “Welcome home, my dear.”
Katie kissed Lee back and smiled. “It’s good to see you, Lee.”
“Stevie told me he gave you the key,” Lee said. “It was long overdue. You’ll find the observatory unchanged however I took the opportunity to update the technology. I hope you don’t mind.”
“No. Thank you. I can’t wait to get started,” she said.
Lee turned to face me, grinning. “Welcome home, lad. I expanded your room to ensure everyone’s comfortable. I hope you don’t mind.”
My cheeks burned. My sex life was the last thing I wanted to discuss with my uncle. “Thanks, Uncle Lee.”
“Don’t worry about your bags,” Lee said. “I’ll have them brought to your room later. The three of you must be tired from your trip. Why don’t you freshen up and I’ll take Joe to the kitchen? I think Gretta said something about ice cream.”
“Yay,” Joe said. He pulled on Lee’s hand. “Come on, Papaw, I’ll show you the way in case you get lost.”
The four of us laughed while Lee let Joe drag him into the house. Lee glanced at us one last time over his shoulder. “I’ll show Joe his room and oh… dinner is at six o’clock sharp. I think we’re having pizza.”
“Yay!” Joe jumped up and down while the three of us followed Lee into the house.
Katie watched as Lee and Joe disappeared toward the kitchen. “I feel guilty. Maybe I should go help him.”
“Baby, that’s why we’re here remember? Give them time to bond.” I said.
Courtney came up beside Katie and took her harem sister’s hand. “In the meantime, maybe the three of us could do some bonding? Stevie, which way to the bedroom?”
I led Courtney and Katie up the stairs and down the long hallway that ended in the doorway to my room. “This is it.”
I pushed the door open, and my jaw dropped.
Lee had spared no expense turning my simple bedroom into what could pass for a high-end Las Vegas suite. Besides the enormous bed, Lee had expanded the deck leading off my room to include a hot tub and outdoor seating. The room itself had a vast living space fully furnished with high-end leather couches and chairs, a fully functioning kitchen, and other doors led off to even more rooms on each side. There was a bar on one end of the room with stools, a pool table and multiple flat screen TV’s.
“Oh my God,” Courtney said. “This is where we’re staying?”
Katie gasped and reached for my hand. “This is beyond….” She swallowed away her next words and stepped deeper into the room. She turned around in a slow circle while a broad smile spread across her face. “Are we in heaven?”
“Not yet, but we will be in about five minutes,” Courtney said, eying the bed.
The three of us walked deeper into the room and I shut the door behind us. “I wonder what’s in here?” I walked past the bar and opened the door. Inside was a bathroom that looked more like a spa. There was a walk-in shower big enough for ten, a huge indoor tub, again, big enough for at least six. There were multiple vanities and personalized closets jutting off each wing.
I turned around to get the girl’s reaction, but they weren’t behind me. I headed back into the bedroom and found a trail of discarded clothing leading like breadcrumbs to the enormous custom-made bed.
As I approached, their soft moans set my cock stirring. The women had stripped down to their bra and panties and lay stretched out on the bed, side-by-side with their mouths open and tongues exploring.
I stepped up to the end of the bed and gazed down on the brunette stunners.
Katie wore a white satin bra and matching panties while Courtney wore a black G-string and a sheer black silk bra.
“You guys started the party without me?” I feigned disappointment, but watching their hands roam over the steep curves of their hips and undulating cleavage had already ignited the engine in my pants.
The two broke off their kissing but let their hands continue to roam. Katie smiled up at me demurely while Courtney reached behind Katie’s back and unhooked her bra.
“Stevie, you know how bad I’ve wanted this,” Courtney said while she peeled Katie’s bra off and revealed her twin splendors. “But that doesn’t mean we forgot about you.” She pushed herself up onto her knees while tossing aside Katie’s bra.
Katie sat up on her knees and tucked a thick lock of her long raven hair behind her ear. “It looks like somebody feels neglected.”
Courtney and Katie inched their way to the foot of the bed, both smiling at me.
Courtney reached for the button on the front of my pants. “But you’re way too overdressed for us.”
Katie unclipped Courtney’s bra, and it sprang free, falling from the exotic beauty’s shoulders and onto the floor.
I had never experienced a threesome, let alone a threesome that included the woman who fueled my deepest teenage fantasies. Truth told, all my sisters-in-law were boner inducing beauties, and it was impossible to pick my favorite, but right now, I couldn’t think of anyplace I’d rather be.
Court unzipped my pants while Katie unbuttoned my shirt.
Katie kissed me softly on the lips and gazed into my eyes.
Her sweet strawberry scent hardened my cock and when Katie leaned forward to push my shirt off my shoulders her tits brushed my chest while my lips found the soft spot behind her ear.
Katie giggled and wrapped her arms around my shoulder pressing her breasts flat against my chest.
Her hard nipples sank into my skin and I sucked her earlobe between my teeth and gently nibbled, inducing a second wave of giggles.
“Stevie, that tickles,” Katie said.
Court pulled down my pants and my cock sprang free. It caromed sideways before flailing back again and slapping Court softly on the cheek.
Courtney smiled and kissed the tip of my cock.
I stepped out of my jeans and kicked them aside before Courtney wrapped her fingers around my shaft and gingerly licked my balls.
Katie leaned into me and ran both hands through my hair. She pulled my face even with hers and sucked my lower lip into her mouth while she breathed in deeply through her nose.
Courtney used the flat of her tongue to lick her way up my shaft before puckering her lips around my tip and gently drawing in my pre-cum, using my cock as a straw. All the while she tightened her fingers around my base and slowly stroked.
I placed one hand on Courtney’s head, gently guiding her down my cock, and I slid my other hand inside Katie’s panties and squeezed her ass while I dove tongue-first into her mouth and met the pure sweetness of her tongue and lips.
Katie moaned in my mouth, deepening the kiss while she let her fingers roam down my back, exploring the smooth muscles near my spine. Her touch was firm but sensual and the way her sweet breath curled up my nostrils left my head spinning and fuzzy with desire.
“Baby, I want to be inside you,” I whispered in her ear.
Katie pressed her lips harder against mine and her moan deepened while she leaned lower and slid her fingers down my lower back and squeezed the soft flesh of my ass cheeks.
Courtney’s lips and tongue roamed my cock like a sexual savant. She wedged my tip inside the warm folds of her inner cheek while she swirled her tongue over my glans. She nimbly worked her fingers over my balls and used her free hand to guide my cock deeper into her mouth, flirting with the back of her throat.
She gave world class blow jobs and with my relative inexperience in the face of so much sexual stimulus, my balls were on the verge of a third turn blowout.
I hooked my thumbs inside the waistband of Katie’s satin panties and slid them down over the smooth curves of her rounded mommy hips.
Katie undulated her hips helping me work her panties free.
I felt her panties give way and fall freely down her thighs, leaving her treasures free to claim for myself.
Katie gyrated her hips forward and backward as if seeking the comfort of a cock she’d grown dependent on. Her kisses came fast and torrid, her moans intensifying. “Fuck me,” she said breathlessly. “Please, baby, fuck me.”
I flattened my palm over her womb and slid my hand lower over her smooth mons before my index finger touched her slit already soaked with her juices.
With her tongue swirling over my tip, Courtney gazed upward before placing her puckered lips on my glans and grinning playfully. With an exaggerated wet smacking sound, she kissed my cock, and licked my head, never breaking eye contact. A string of cum-filled saliva stretched from Court’s lower lip to the tip of my wet and swollen cock. “You heard the lady.”
Katie eased back on the bed until her shoulders rested on the pillows heaped near the headboard. Her creamy tits wobbled and swayed while she assumed the missionary position.
Courtney’s green eyes flashed with pent-up nymphomaniac lust and her lips curled up into a wanton smile. She shimmied out of her panties, tits bouncing and nipples hard, before she crawled across the bed stalking Katie like a panther out on a midnight prowl.
My cock pulsed and wagged as if in search of Courtney’s lips, tongue, and mouth, but I had another target in mind. A wet pink target that lay before me like a treasure chest overflowing with the crown jewels. I crawled onto the bed while Katie glanced between us, her eyes flashing with rapturous uncertainty.
With her knees up, Katie parted her legs and licked her lips while her tits rose and fell in time with her rapid breathing.
Courtney reached her first and knelt over the hot young MILF. She leaned forward and kissed her way up Katie’s neck to her ear.
I placed my hands on Katie’s knees and edged forward. Her smooth creamy thighs opened up to me and her pussy practically glowed with her juices. She had shaved what little hair she had, leaving behind not so much as a whisker of hair. Her pussy appeared as little more than a slit with the barest hint of pink appearing in her flower.
Katie undulated her hips forward as if seeking out my manhood while she and Courtney moaned their lips meeting and their tongues twining.
Courtney straddled Katie and their big tits mashed together with their side boobs pressing away from their bodies. Courtney’s pussy and ass came to rest only inches above Katie’s and I licked my lips imagining the possibilities. The pink folds of Court’s labia were slick with her juices and her hips rose to form an ass so flawless it looked man made.
But there was nothing man made about either woman and their bodies were all-natural wonderlands free for me to explore and far surpassed my wildest teenage dreams.
Although both pussies were ripe for the picking, a promise made was a promise kept. I dragged my tip along Katie’s slit and watched it disappear inside the perfection of her porcelain, glistening lips.
Katie’s moans intensified while Courtney ground her hips sliding her pussy back and forth over Katie’s womb.
I drove my tip through Katie’s warm pink pussy like a plow through fertile earth. My head slipped inside her tight mommy hole and I felt her walls instantly clamp down with sweet resistance. With a moan, I edged forward, cock pulsing, and stuffed her full of my hot fat manhood.
Katie met my thrust with an upward buck of her hips and swallowed my cock whole while she moaned into Courtney’s mouth.
Courtney inched her hips lower and twerked, leaving me with no choice but to lean forward and slide two fingers inside her slippery wetness.
I watched my cock, swollen and red, disappear in and out of Katie’s perfect puckered pussy while she hooked her feet around my ass and pulled me inward.
Courtney writhed her hips against my hand, joining Courtney’s chorus of low moans. Her ass rose and fell in rhythm with Katie and I’s deep, slow fucking. My beautiful track star fucked my fingers now glistening with her juices and I used my freed hand to guide her lower until her pussy rested atop Katie’s.
With a sharp gasp, I pulled out of Katie’s pussy and rammed it into Courtney’s in one swift motion.
Courtney grunted, and her ass quivered with each deep penetrative thrust.
I fucked her hard and fast her tight pussy lips wrapped around my skin deliciously pulling and induced a jolt of sexual energy that rifled down my legs before curling my toes.
Courtney steadied her feet against my thighs while she and Katie continued kissing their hands freely exploring.
I rammed her harder and faster, our skin slapping and Courtney’s grunts ignited a wash of orgasmic energy flowing through my body. I cupped her ass cheeks in both hands and squeezed, spreading her open while I quickened my pace and deepened my penetration with each driving thrust.
“Ohhhhh…,” Courtney moaned, and I felt her walls muscles flex and contract spasming around my cock in quick micro-bursts. Fresh juices flowed from her pussy and coated my cock in her orgasmic release. “Baby, baby, baby,” she mewled while she continued coming all over my fat cock.
When Courtney’s hips slowed, I pulled out and reinserted my cock in Katie’s tight, hungry pussy and drove forward impaling her in one hard thrust. I grunted and Katie gasped while she brought her legs up and once again, locked them around my waist.
Harder and faster I fucked her feeling our bodies move in synchronicity while her thighs gently slapped against my sides. Katie groaned and thrust her hips forward as if willing me deeper inside her beautiful mommy mound.
I didn’t disappoint and slid my hands under her raised ass and penetrated my teenage fantasy girl as deeply as I could.
Katie’s loud moans rose above the sounds of our fervent fucking and she dug her heels into my ass. Her pussy clinched my shaft with vise-like tightness and I grunted before my orgasm wrecked me, spewing a hot river of cum deep inside my fertile girlfriend’s waiting womb.
I continued pumping, filling her full of geyser-loads of milky spunk while I pounded her hard and deep, driving my baby batter into her unprotected uterus. If Katie wasn’t pregnant by now, she never would be. I had lost count of how many times we had sex in the past three weeks, but dozens were as good a guess as any.
With my cock still spasming inside Katie’s pussy, I slowed my thrust to a gentle grind, emptying every drop inside the gorgeous and brainy MILF.
Courtney rolled off Katie and laid back on the bed beside her, catching her breath while Katie stretched her arms out over her head, chest heaving.
I gazed down on the stunning brunettes pleased that I had pulled off my first threesome with orgasms all around.
The girls both turned their gazes on me and smiled while I slipped in between them, sliding my hands up their bodies and resting one on each of their big natural tits. “Who’s up for a shower?”
◆◆◆
 
By the time the girls and I showered and made our way to the vaulted family room, dinner was less than thirty minutes away. We found Uncle Lee sitting next to Joe on the couch watching Sesame Street.
Uncle Lee smiled up at our approach. “You three look well rested. I hope you found the room to your liking.”
“It’s incredible,” Courtney said. “Thank you so much.”
“I could get used to a place like that,” Katie said.
“I hope you get used to it,” Lee said. “It’s yours.”
“You didn’t have to go to all that trouble,” I said. “But it was very nice of you.”
Behind us, the doorbell chimed and a bright smile lit Uncle Lee’s face. “Ahh… they’re here.”
Katie and Courtney frowned at me confused.
“Who’s here?” I asked.
Uncle Lee was halfway to the door before he answered. “Mia and Ben,” Lee said grinning over his shoulder. “I thought Courtney might like to meet one of your other brothers.”
Lee had more in mind than that and we both knew it, but the thought of coming facing to face with my stunning platinum-haired sister-in-law unleashed a cage of butterflies in my stomach. Mia was far, far out of my league, and we both knew it. With Katie, we had formed a powerful bond and a deep friendship. We had both wanted each other, but neither of us were brave enough to make a move.
Mia, on the other hand, left me tongue-tied, and Uncle Lee had truly thrown me into the deep end. It was sink or swim and I swallowed away the lump in my throat while I watched the door, my heart racing.
Uncle Lee opened the door and spread out his arms. “Welcome home.”
My twenty-nine-year-old brother Ben stepped in ahead of his wife. He wore an expensive suit with equally expensive shoes, and the Rolex on his wrist left no doubt about what he valued most in life. Ben worked on Wall Street as an investment banker and spent long hours away from home. How my uncle had pried him away from his office I couldn’t guess, and frankly I didn’t care. Of all four brothers, Ben and I had the least in common. Of course, when your brother was a misogynist narcissist, that wasn’t a recipe for forming a strong sibling bond.
“Lee,” Ben said formally and extended his hand.
Mia appeared behind him all smiles and warmth. She held their eighteen-month-old daughter Ruby in her arms and the baby gurgled and cooed while Uncle Lee made a fuss.
Katie gasped and beamed as she made a beeline for the baby. “Mia, she’s beautiful.”
Courtney scooped up my hand and leaned in close before whispering in my ear. “That’s your brother?”
Ben had dark, slicked-back hair and a strong firm jaw. He was a manly man and made sure everyone knew it.
I wasn’t exactly a pushover, but I never saw the value in turning myself into a walking billboard hyping my virility. I always thought it had the opposite effect and instead, made me question my brother’s self-esteem. Why was he trying to convince anyone of his own masculinity if he so fervently believed it himself?
I led Courtney to the foyer where Katie pulled Ruby from Mia’s arms and the little girl seemed happy, squealing with delight when Katie held her up high.
My brother Ben leered at Courtney as we approached, his gaze locked on Courtney’s bulging cleavage sprouting from her form-fitting blank tank top.
“Who’s this?” Ben said smiling at Courtney like a snake charmer while simultaneously ignoring me.
“Ben, this is my girlfriend, Courtney. Courtney, this is my brother Ben.”
“Stevie didn’t tell me he’d hired a model to pose as his girlfriend.” Ben extended his hand and Courtney took it. Ben brushed his thumb over the back of Courtney’s hand. It was an intimate gesture, and if my brother thought that would appeal to Courtney, he was crazy.
Courtney extricated her hand from my brother’s grip and found mine instead. She pressed her big tit against my arm and intertwined her fingers in mine. A move that left no doubt about where she stood. “It’s nice to meet you,” she said, putting on her best fake smile while she squeezed my hand so hard, I thought my fingers would snap.
Ben turned and gave me a shit-eating grin. “How are the frat parties, little bro? That roofies still working for you?”
He was such a condescending prick I couldn't believe we came from the same uterus. “You were always such a charmer,” I said, not hiding my sarcasm.
Ben punched me on the arm playfully. “I’m just fuckin’ with you, Stevie.” He laughed and locked his gaze directly on Courtney’s tits. “Did Lee pick her out for you?”
Courtney glared and opened her mouth as if to tell my brother off when I squeezed her hand. “Courtney and I met at school a year ago. Lee couldn’t have possibly picked anyone better, so he didn’t bother trying.”
Ben raised his eyebrows and nodded. “Well played, little bro. Well played.” He checked his watch and pulled his phone out of his jacket. “I’ve gotta make a call to Tokyo. Talk at you later.” He put his phone to his ear and strode off through the great room toward the deck.
Courtney mumbled something under her breath, and I had a pretty good guess what it was.
I led her over to Mia, who broke off her conversation with Lee and smiled at me warmly. “Stevie. Oh, my God. You turned into a man.” She pulled me into a deep, heartfelt hug that genuinely took me by surprise. It wasn’t like Mia and I didn’t get along, but I hadn’t seen her in three years since my high school graduation. That was before she had Ruby, and if anything, motherhood had only made her more insanely hot.
Her long platinum hair, sleek and shiny, tumbled over her shoulders in curly bouncy waves. She had deep blue, penetrating eyes and a rich golden skin tone. She was toned but curvy, with flared hips and the hint of jiggling tits beneath her black silk top. Mia reminded me of the actress Kelly Preston at the peak of her stunning beauty and in fact, could have passed for her twin sister. Red lipstick decorated her full juicy lips, and she wore a light shade of eyeshadow and modest mascara. Her pert nose and smooth high cheekbones completed a face so beautiful and utterly flawless it left me spellbound.
How Mia found anything redeeming in my slimy brother, I never understood, and the thought of prying her away from him made my heart soar. Lee believed that I could woo her away, but they had a little girl and a life together in New York City.
Mia wore a white, knee-length skirt to go with her black silk top and a pair of matching black high-heeled shoes. Red nail polish decorated her fingers and a fat diamond ring squatted on her left hand.
Had she traveled all the way from NYC with a baby wearing high-heel shoes and a silk blouse? From what I remembered of Mia, she was far more on the casual side than the polished east-coast goddess who stood before me now. I remembered her baking me chocolate chip cookies wearing a clingy turtle neck and tight form-fitting jeans. She seemed more pizza and a movie than opera and black-tie formal.
I didn’t retreat from Mia’s embrace and felt Courtney’s eyes not only on me, but on Mia as well. I knew she was already hatching a plan to seduce our blonde Midwestern girl-next-door pretending to be a New York sophisticate. “That happens when you go three years without seeing each other.”
“Three long years.” She sighed and wrapped her arms loosely around my shoulders, seeming reluctant to let go. “Let’s not go another three years, okay?” She finally let go and stepped away before smiling at Courtney. “You must be Courtney. I’m so excited to meet you.”
Courtney took Mia’s hand and pulled Mia into a casual hug. “Any sister-in-law of Stevie’s, is family to me.”
“Aww… that’s so sweet,” Mia said as she squeezed Courtney even tighter. “I knew I’d like you.”
“Looks like Ben hasn’t changed,” I said as I stole a quick glance at my brother pacing outside on the deck, his cellphone glued to his ear.
Mia rolled her eyes. “He’s worse than ever. I barely see him, and when I do, he’s on his phone texting or talking. It never ends.”
Gretta appeared from the kitchen and smiled at Joe before turning to face Uncle Lee. “The pizza is ready, Mr. Lee.”
Uncle Lee clapped his hands before vigorously rubbing his palms together and beaming. “Who’s hungry?”
◆◆◆
 
Dinner passed peacefully… mostly. Ben joined us twenty minutes late, and his phone constantly chimed or buzzed with incoming text messages. Uncle Lee asked him to pocket his phone until after dinner, and Ben did so reluctantly.
After dinner, Ben and Mia retreated to their room with Ruby while Katie, Courtney, and Joe took a walk along a nearby trail Lee thought Joe might enjoy.
That left Uncle Lee and I alone while the staff cleaned up the dinner.
Uncle Lee and I sat at the kitchen table with me sipping wine and he drinking a glass of lemon water.
Lee sighed contentedly his gaze fixed on me. “You’ve done a fine job so far. But I knew you would.”
“Thanks. Katie and I just seemed to click.”
Lee gazed across the kitchen at the servers before he leaned forward and lowered his voice. “Might we have a word out on the deck?” He stood taking his water with him and I followed close behind.
Out on the deck, Lee relaxed on a plush outdoor recliner that overlooked the valley below. “Have a seat, lad.” He tapped the arm of the chair beside him.
I sat cradling my wine in one hand and staring off across the valley with Uncle Lee. I waited for him to speak with no doubt in my mind regarding the topic of our discussion.
“I assume you know why I invited Mia and Ben?” he asked.
“Yes, sir. But gaining Mia’s trust will be a lot harder than it was with Katie. Katie and I were already close. I don’t know Mia that well.”
Lee gazed across the valley squinting into the sun cresting over a mountain peak. He didn’t speak for several long moments. “They’ll only get harder from here.”
The admission surprised me. Until now he had expressed nothing but confidence. “Ben barely has anything to do with her.”
Lee nodded. “I’m worried about Mia.” Hi expression soured. “She’s not the same girl, and I don’t mean that as a compliment.”
“Sir?”
“Your brother is very controlling,” he said. “I had hoped arranging a marriage between him and Mia might soften him.” He shook his head. “I’ve been wrong about so much.”
“You think it’s had the opposite affect? Mia is losing her old identity?”
“Precisely.” He turned to me and grinned. “You’re so perceptive. If there’s one thing I’ve been right about, it’s you.”
“Any ideas?”
“You need to convince Mia to stay here. Ben won’t last past tomorrow morning before he announces some emergency that will pull him back to the city. Make sure Mia doesn’t go with him.”
“What if Ben insists?”
“I doubt he will, but if he does, you must find a way to convince him. As for Mia, promise to take her horseback riding.”
“I didn’t know she rode.”
Lee raised an eyebrow. “Mia grew up on a horse farm. She showed horses and competed in equestrian events throughout her childhood.”
“Why did she stop?”
Lee leaned back in his chair. “Because of my persuasive nature. She stopped after I arranged for her and Ben’s marriage. I had hoped they would move here and I could convince Ben to work for one of my companies in Denver.”
“And for Mia to work with the horses in the stables,” I said.
“Yes.” He sipped his water and gently rocked in the chair. “She loves the horses here, but what she doesn’t know is that I’ve expanded the stable and built a competition ring. I’ve also added a half-dozen champion horses. Why don’t you show her for me?” He grinned.
“After that?” I asked.
“After that, it’s up to you.”
◆◆◆
 
That night, Katie, Courtney and I had a repeat of our afternoon threesome with me finishing in Courtney this time. We fell asleep naked and happy and when I woke, my morning wood had me searching the bed groggy-eyed for my ladies. When I found the bed empty, I sighed, rolled out of bed, and got dressed. After a brief visit to the bathroom, I found everyone in the kitchen.
Katie and Courtney were helping Gretta make breakfast.
“Morning, baby,” Katie said. “You want some coffee?” Katie wore a soft white robe cinched at the waist, and her dark hair tumbled loose over her shoulders. Even in the morning she was knockout hot.
“That would be awesome. Thanks. Where’s Joe?”
“He’s playing video games with Uncle Lee,” Katie said.
“I’ll get the coffee for him,” Courtney said, her voice chipper. She poured me a cup and crossed the kitchen wearing a pair of baggy shorts and t-shirt with no bra. Her nipples protruded and her tits jiggled and swayed beneath the gray cotton fabric.
My cock stirred in my gym shorts and I licked my lips as I watched Courtney approach.
She wore her hair in a loose ponytail, and her powerful legs flexed with every step. When she reached me, she set the cup down on the table and perched herself on my lap. She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and kissed me softly on the lips. “How do you want your eggs?”
“You know how I like them,” I said.
She grinned and ground her ass against my cock before I felt it slip and come to a stop inside her ass crack. Courtney squeezed her cheeks and my cock got caught in the crossfire.
I stole a glance at Gretta and noticed her busy with the skillet. I slid my hand under Courtney’s shirt and cupped one of her big tits in my hand.
Her nipple hardened under my touch and she smiled and bit her lower lip. “What a big boy you are.”
I slipped my other hand down the back of her shorts and squeezed her bare ass. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” I whispered. “Please, baby, I’m so horny.”
“Good morning everyone,” Uncle Lee said, his voice cheery and bright.
Courtney uncurled herself from my lap and stood, leaving my cock to fend for itself. “Good morning, Uncle Lee.” Courtney padded across the kitchen and kissed Uncle Lee on the cheek. “Would you like some coffee?”
“That would be wonderful, my dear. A little cream, but no sugar.” He wore a long flannel robe and his blue pajamas appeared beneath.
“Morning, Uncle Lee,” Katie said, voice cheery. “We’ll have pancakes in two minutes.”
“Thank you, Katelyn. You are a marvel.”
She smiled with satisfaction and Uncle Lee headed for the kitchen table before taking the seat beside me.
“This is what I had in mind,” Lee said to me. “A happy, bustling house. You’ve really built a little family with them.”
Courtney returned with the coffee before heading back to the kitchen and working on the eggs.
“I should really jump in and help them,” I said. “They aren’t my servants. They’re my partners.”
“Return the favor in some other way that’s special for them,” Lee said. “That you recognize their effort means you are bound to reciprocate. I’ve raised you right, lad.”
“Morning, everyone.” Mia appeared in the kitchen wearing a knee-length silk robe and a pair of fuzzy pink slippers. She held Ruby, who was still rubbing sleep out of her eyes.
“Morning,” Katie said. “Hope you’re hungry.”
Gretta pulled open a pantry door and returned with a highchair.
“Let me help you with that,” I said, jumping up from the table and taking the highchair from Gretta. Thankfully, my hard-on had receded quickly in the presence of my elderly uncle.
“Thank you, Stevie.” Mia smiled at me sweetly, which launched another salvo of butterflies whirling and spinning in my stomach. The way she pushed her hair back behind her ear and the way her plump lips curled into a demure smile set my heart pumping. She looked even more beautiful without makeup, and I wondered exactly what she looked like beneath that robe.
I pulled away the tray, and Mia slid Ruby into her seat. But just as Mia went to put her down, Ruby grabbed her mother’s robe and yanked it open. With Mia bent over, I got a glimpse down the front of her silk nightgown.
Mai’s breasts, full and ripe, jiggled and shook while showcasing deep cleavage and faded tan lines. While her nipples weren’t visible, nearly everything else spilled into spectacular view.
“Ruby, don’t tug on mama’s robe,” Mia said with a gentle reproach but made zero effort to cover herself and if anything deepened her bend allowing me an even better view of her stunning assets.
My cheeks flushed with heat and my cock came alive. I swallowed a lump forming in my throat and licked the dryness from my lips. I’d forgotten about the tray in my hands and watched the pure majesty of Mia’s unbridled tits unfold before me.
“Morning team,” my brother’s deep voice carried from the far side of the kitchen.
Mia quickly cinched her robe closed and glanced up at me, offering a wicked, knowing smile.
I stared at her slack-jawed, standing there dumbly with the tray.
“You can put it on, Stevie,” she said.
“I… uhhh… yeah.”
Across the kitchen, I heard Courtney and Katie giggling while whispering in each other’s ears.
I snapped the tray in place, and Ruby stared, pounding on the plastic surface.
“Mama will you get some pancakes,” Mia said sweetly.
“No time for that, babe,” Ben said.
I finally looked up at him. He was already dressed in a suit and tie, carrying his cell phone in one hand. “Uber is on the way. We’ve got to be back in the city by 3:00 PM. We’ll eat at the airport.”
Mia’s eyes flickered with anger. “But —
“Oh, and we’re hosting a dinner tonight with two potential clients. Wear that red sequined dress.”
The anger deepened in her beautiful blue eyes, and she put her hands on her hips. “That’s a Halloween costume. I’m not a slut.”
Ben held up his hands. “Woah, babe. You said that, not me.” He chuckled. “Anyway, let’s get a move on it.”
Mia clenched her jaw and looked poised to strike. “We just got here and I want to stay and visit.”
“We did that last night,” Ben said. “There’s money to make. You don’t think that jewelry I buy for you comes cheap, do you?”
Now I was getting pissed. “Hey Ben. Can I steal a second of your time?”
He turned to me and blinked as if he just realized I was there. “What?”
“It’ll just take a minute.” I motioned him out on the deck and stepped outside while Ben followed me.
I closed the door behind us and turned to face him.
“Are you banging Katie?” he asked me.
“What?”
He plastered on a shit-eating grin. “Dude, I could hear her howling from halfway down the hall. Good for you, man. She’s a real piece of ass. You hitting her and what’s her name, Carolyn, at the same time? Damn, brother, hat’s off to you.”
Heat swelled at the back of my collar and I barely contained the rage flickering behind my eyes. I instinctively balled my hands into fists and clenched my jaw tight.
He kept grinning and nodded his head like a fucking idiot.
I unclenched my fists and took a deep breath. “I wanted to talk to you about Ruby.”
He frowned. “What about her?”
“Uncle Lee had his heart set on spending some time with Joe and Ruby,” I said.
“Joe?” He asked, his expression puzzled.
“Your nephew? Katie’s son? Ring a bell.”
“Oh. I thought you meant an adult,” Ben said. “I’ve got a girlfriend who I call Jo and for a second….” He mimed the mind-blowing hand gesture. “I thought you were going to call me out.” He laughed and slapped my shoulder before glancing at his watch. “Are we done? I’ve got to roll. Uber is five minutes away.”
“Let Mia and Ruby stay for Uncle Lee. Who knows how much longer he has, and it would score you big points in the inheritance department.”
Ben rubbed his chin and nodded. “I feel you. Yeah.” He snapped his finger. “You’re right. Lee’s always on me about becoming more family oriented. I can prove to him I’ve changed.”
I internally rolled my eyes, but outwardly grinned. “Exactly. Let Mia and Ruby stay a while. She’ll come back a lot happier. I can promise you that.”
“You going to add my wife to the harem?” he asked me, his expression serious.
“What? I —
He broke out laughing and squeezed my shoulder. “I’m totally fucking with you. I’ve got Mia locked up tight. I mean, you can try, and may the best man win, but I’m sure she knows who butters her bread if you get my drift.”
“Yeah. I got it.”
Ben’s watched beeped, and he glanced at it. “I’ve got to roll. Uber’s here.”
We stepped back into the kitchen where Mia sat beside Ruby, cutting up her pancakes on a pink plastic kid’s plate.
“I’ve got to bounce,” Ben told Mia. “Stevie’s going to take care of you while I’m gone.” He winked at me and grinned.
“Oh?” Mia’s face softened, and she glanced at me, offering the faintest smile. Her blue eyes seemed to sparkle for the first time since her arrival. She turned to face Ben. “Okay. I’ll make sure I hold him to that.” She offered him her cheek and Ben leaned down and planted a sisterly kiss on her before turning and heading for the exit without acknowledging his daughter.
“Thanks for the hospitality, Lee.” He raised his finger like a gun and pulled the trigger. “You can send me a bill for the girls.”
Lee barely even looked at him before Ben disappeared from the kitchen and out the front door.
Mia let out a long breath, and her body seemed to instantly relax.
Ruby dug into her pancake and Courtney and Katie watched Mia from across the kitchen.
Lee gave me a brief nod and then motioned for me to sit with Mia.
I didn’t disappoint. I took the chair on the other side of Ruby and picked up her fallen sippie-cup off the floor. “Looks like you dropped this, Ruby.” I smiled at her, and her little face lit up.
She pointed at me and said. “Da, da.”
Mia’s cheeks flushed red. “That’s your uncle, sweetie. Daddy just left.” She said the last part with unbridled glee and who could blame her?
“Da, da,” Ruby repeated, shaking her head and pointing at me.
“It’s okay,” I told Mia. “Ben and I look alike.”
“Not really,” Mia said. “You have a kind, sweet, handsome face.”
Behind Mia, Courtney’s eyes widened, and she opened her mouth while she and Katie exchanged a holy-shit-did-she-really-just-say-that expression.
“Thanks. I’m glad you think so.”
Ruby sucked on her sippie-cup while Mia picked up her coffee mug and crossed her legs. Her robe fell open, revealing her toned thigh and curvy calf muscle.
“Mia, would you be interested in a horseback ride with me today?” I asked her.
Her eyes widened, and she stared at me as if some alien had just taken up residence in my skull. “Are you serious?”
Shit. I’d hoped for a better reaction. “Well, if you don’t want to —
“Oh, no. I want to like a whole lot.” Her smile turned into a grin and she nodded. “I’d love that, but Ruby.”
“We’ve got her,” Katie quickly interjected.
“Totally,” Courtney said. She crossed the kitchen and knelt beside Ruby. “We’ll give her a makeover and watch trashy movies and drink wine. Won’t we, Ruby?” Courtney cooed and so did Ruby.
The little girl kicked her feet happily and threw her sippie-cup onto the floor.
“You two are so sweet,” Mia glanced between Katie and Courtney. “You don’t mind me stealing him away?”
“Not at all,” Courtney said. “You two can spend all day together.”
“Meet me in an hour by the front door?” I asked her.
“It’s a date,” Mia said, grinning.
Uncle Lee winked and flashed me a thumbs up.
◆◆◆
 
I met Mia in the foyer and we headed down to the stables together, taking the scenic path through the woods. She ditched the big city outfit for a pair of jeans and a comfortable looking worn University of Kentucky sweatshirt. Mia wore her hair in a casual ponytail that made her look closer to my age than eight years my senior, and she ditched the makeup which made her appear even more wholesome and fresh-faced than I’d ever seen her. Although the sweatshirt covered most of her ass, I caught flashes of excellence in between steps, and the jeans definitely hugged her in all the right places.
“I didn’t know you rode,” Mia said. “Well, I mean, you grew up with horses, but you never talk about them.”
“I could say the same about you,” I said. “Uncle Lee told me you grew up on a horse farm.”
She tugged on her t-shirt and smiled. “I’m a Kentucky girl.” She let a bit of her old accent slip through and it suited her beautifully. I wanted much more of this Mia.
“Bluegrass, banjos, and bourbon? Yes, please.”
Mia laughed and flashed her beautiful white teeth. It was the first time I’d seen her genuinely happy since her arrival. “Sometimes, I miss home.” Her voice was wistful and melancholy.
“You should go,” I said. “Hell, I’d come with you. I’d give anything to see a real working horse farm.”
She glanced up at me. “You would?”
“Heck, yeah. I’ve never been to Kentucky. You could show me all the hot spots.”
“Ben would never let me go,” she said.
“Ben doesn’t get a say in it,” I said.
We walked down the path silently while the wind whisked through the canopy and Mia’s gaze settled on the path ahead. I could tell something was on her mind, but I didn’t want to push her.
The path descended into a gentle slope that ended at the horse barn. The peak of a mountain jutted up over the tree line ahead and the view was romantic enough that I fought the urge to reach and take Mia’s hand.
“Stevie, what did you say to Ben to get him to let me stay? He’s so….”
“Controlling?”
She blushed and dropped her gaze to her feet. “Yes. I hate it.”
“I told him we wanted to spend time with you and Ruby, and that he wasn’t being fair to Uncle Lee.”
She frowned. “He doesn’t care about Uncle Lee. He doesn’t care about anyone.”
“But he cares about his inheritance.” I grinned.
“Right,” she nodded, and her knowing grin said more than her answer ever could.
The path flared outward into a green meadow with the horse barn sitting on the far end. Lee hadn’t been kidding about the expansion. The stables were twice as large as when I’d last seen them, and he had added a competition ring complete with rails, jumps, and the dirt groomed to perfection.
Beside me, Mia gasped and stumbled forward, wide-eyed. “When… how….” She put her hands to her face and shook her head. “Oh my mercy,” she said, not even trying to hide her Kentucky accent. “It’s beautiful.”
“This is why I wanted you and Ruby to stay,” I said. “You deserve to enjoy a place like this without… distraction.” I wanted to say without Ben, but I figured Mia was smart enough to read between the lines.
Mia turned around and threw her arms around me, causing me to stagger before I regained my balance and held her tight.
“I love it.” She tightened her grip around my waist and squeezed. “Thank you, Stevie.”
I felt Mia’s tits press against my chest and I couldn’t help but slide my hands up and down her back between her shoulder blades and her hips, feeling the slight indentation of her bra strap beneath. “Uncle Lee built it.”
She peeled herself from my arms and gazed up at me, her eyes watery. “But you were the one who thought of me and made sure I got to see it.” She dabbed at her eyes. “It reminds me of….” She stopped herself from finishing.
“Of what?” I asked.
“It’s silly. Never mind.”
“Come on, Mia. Spill it.”
“It reminds me of the way my father used to treat my mother.” She smiled warmly at me and my legs turned to mush. “It was the little things he did that were so sweet. He always took her into consideration. I’ve never felt that. My mom was lucky.”
“You shouldn’t have to wait eight years for someone to treat you like a princess,” I smiled down at her and her sweet blue eyes reduced me to cinders. My stomach cartwheeled, and when Mia curled her hand inside mine, my head spun.
“You' are a sweet, sweet man,” Mia said and squeezed my hand.
Hand-in-hand, we walked to the stables together. Lee had two hands working the place, and they had two horses saddled up and ready to go when we arrived.
I hadn’t been on a horse in four years, but it all came back to me when Mia and I set off at a cantor.
For the next hour, we followed the trails that led through the mountains and ended up at a stream where we decided to stop and rest.
I groaned when I hit the ground and rubbed my stiff shoulder muscle. I’d forgotten how much effort horseback riding exerted on your body, and I would have the sore muscles tomorrow to prove it.
“Someone’s a little rusty.” Mia popped off her horse like she did it every day and stepped up behind me. “Let me help with that.” She rubbed my shoulders and my legs instantly turned to rubber.
“Oh my God, Mia. Marry me.” I tilted my head forward and closed my eyes while she worked her magic fingers through my tight muscles.
Mia giggled and ran her thumbs down my back, tracking the muscles around my spine. “I’m a trained massage therapist,” she said. “You should let me work on you.”
“Where do I sign up?”
“If you’re serious, meet me in Lee’s spa when we’re done. He has a table, oils, and even the funky new age music.”
“Mia, you don’t have to do that. You’re on vacation.”
“I want to,” she said. “Besides, I need the practice. It’s been a couple of years since I gave a massage. Ben made me quit.”
I sighed. The thought of Mia running her hands over my bare flesh put my cock on notice. It woke from its slumber and pushed against the front of my jeans. “If you insist, then how could I possibly say no?”
“You’re so tight. When was the last time you got a massage?”
“Uhhh… two years? No, three years.”
“Stevie Brooks.” She jabbed under my shoulder blade with her thumb and I yelped. “If you were my man, I’d give you a massage every week.”
“Does Ben qualify for the in-home discount?”
“Hell, no,” she said. “I don’t want to contract his STDs.”
“I’m sorry he’s such an asshole, Mia.”
“I should’ve held out for you instead.” She sighed and worked her fingers down the outside of my arms. “I always knew you’d turn out the best.”
“Ben sets a pretty low bar,” I said.
“You can say that again.” She rubbed her way down my arms and took my hands in hers before she gently massaged every finger, knuckle, and even my palms.
We were quiet for a few long moments before Mia spoke up. “Stevie, can I ask you a question? It’s personal.”
I turned around to face her, my back feeling a hundred percent better. I leaned against the tree behind me. “Yes, but only if you keep massaging my hands. I’m hooked.”
She grinned. “That’s easy.” Mia stepped forward until less than a foot separated us, and she took my hands in hers before gently massaging my palms. “Here goes….” She let out a deep breath. “Are you with both Courtney and Katie?”
I smiled. “Did Ben put you up to this?”
She frowned. “I talk to Ben about logistics. That’s it. He and I don’t have a relationship.”
“You have Ruby. Doesn’t she bring you and Ben together?” I asked.
“I wouldn’t trade Ruby for the world, but that pregnancy resulted from one night of drunken sex and I even blurted out the wrong name while pretending it wasn’t Ben touching me.”
I wondered whose name she called out, but let it go. “You and Ben don’t… have sex?”
“No. He has sex with his bimbos and I have sex with my vibrator.”
I laughed and shook my head. “You and Katie have a lot in common.”
“So, it’s true? About you, Katie, and Courtney?” She intertwined her fingers in mine and held both our hands up like we were a couple.
My stomach did another backflip, and my breath caught in my throat. “Would it bother you if it was true?” I asked.
“No, but….” She stared at the ground.
“What?”
“I always saw you and Courtney post on Instagram, and now I see the three of you post pictures together… I kind of feeling like I’m missing out.” She didn’t let go of my hands and instead squeezed them in hers before stepping up between my parted legs until only a few inches separated us. “So, are you?”
“Yes,” I said.
She grinned. “I knew it.”
My heart raced and before I even stopped to catch my breath, I blurted out my heart’s deepest desire. “Are you interested in joining us?”
Mia’s face turned bright red. “Steve, I —
“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have —
“No. God, please. It’s not what you’re thinking.” Mia rubbed her thumbs over the backs of my hands and inched closer until our bodies touched. “Your brother would kill me, and then he’d kill you.”
“That’s not what I asked.” I pulled her closer until I felt the heat from her body.
She gazed up at me, her bright blue eyes teetering on the point of no return. “Stevie, we shouldn’t.” Her words came out barely above a whisper.
I leaned down and kissed Mia softly on the lips while my heart beat so hard I could feel it in my throat.
Mia’s breath tickled my upper lip, and she held the kiss, deepening it slightly while she pressed her tits against my chest.
Her lips felt soft and warm against mine, and I pressed in harder wrapping my arms around her waist.
Mia perched on her tiptoes and wrapped her arms around my neck before pulling me closer and parting her lips. She moaned softly into my mouth while our tongues flickered, discovering each other for the first time.
My stomach swooned, and I had to lean back against the tree trunk and ran my hands up Mia’s back before we broke off the kiss and came up for air.
Mia smiled before she opened her eyes. “It’s just how I imagined you would kiss me.”
“You’ve thought about me… that way?”
“Yes. It was soft and sweet but most of all patient.” She rubbed her hands across my chest. “Does it surprise you that I think about you kissing me?”
“Immensely,” I said.
“How would Courtney and Katie react?”
“They would probably want to kiss you too.”
Mia laughed and took my hands before resting her face against my chest. “I don’t want this to end.”
“Mia, we haven’t even started yet.”
She pulled away from me and glanced up, biting her lower lip while her eyes danced with mischief. “Then let’s get back to the house. I owe you a massage.”
◆◆◆
 
Uncle Lee’s mansion had it all and that included a full featured spa with a sauna, hot tub, over-sized bathtub, huge showers, tanning bed, and a fully functional massage room. The spa was next to the fully equipped indoor gym that included every modern amenity for both strength and cardiovascular training.
The workout room and spa were both in the basement and at Mia’s direction, I headed downstairs while she checked in on Ruby.
Inside the spa, a small anteroom provided access to three adjacent rooms, the bath, the sauna, and the massage room. A plush leather sofa sat before a large screen TV and a mini-kitchen stocked with smoothies, fresh fruit, and protein bars took up the other half of the room.
I sat down on the couch and rubbed the ache out of my neck while I stared blankly at the darkened television.
A few minutes later, the door behind me opened and closed before I heard the lock click in place.
“Poor baby,” Mia’s comforting voice cooed from behind me. “You need mama’s touch?”
I started to turn when I felt Mia’s warm fingers slide over the back of my neck.
She slid her thumbs up my neck and ran both hands through my hair before gently massaging my scalp. “Relax, baby. I’ll fix you right up.”
My cock hardened and although I couldn’t see her, I inhaled the pure sweet scent of jasmine radiating off Mia’s hands. “Oh, my God. Mia that feels incredible.” I heard her step up behind me and then I felt the soft swell of her tits press into the back of my neck.
Mia ran her thumbs down my temples before sliding her hands over my shoulders and down the front of my chest. “Stevie, have you ever had a Nuru massage?”
My heart soared while an adrenaline flush turned my legs to rubber. I knew about the infamous Nuru massage, but I didn’t want to assume anything. “Yes, but what exactly does it entail?”
“To be honest, I’ve never given one. It’s a very intimate massage. I’ve never found the right partner to experience it with.” Mia said. “But I’ve studied the procedures and even have a bottle of the special gel. I’ve been eager to try it with… well, with you. But I never thought I’d get the opportunity.” She continued rubbing my chest, squeezing my pectoral muscles, while her soft tits plied the back of my head and neck.
My cock hardened to the point there was no hiding it. My jeans swelled in the crotch and my cock painfully pushed against its bindings.
“We cover our bodies in the gel and the massage comprises extreme physical contact,” she said.
I couldn’t wait to take off my pants. “Wow. I would love that.” My breathing grew heavy and the thought of Mia sliding her naked body all over mine was enough to make me jizz in my pants.
“It’s a great stress reliever and muscle relaxer,” she said. “Best of all, the massage will leave our skin completely moisturized.”
“Those are some really great health benefits,” my voice came out harsh and ragged.
“And it helps to release toxins, but the benefit I like the most is the last one.” She worked the sides of my body, gently rubbing while I felt her breath curl in my inner ear.
“What’s the last benefit?” I asked my voice barely above a whisper.
She licked around my outer ear and her breath sent a charged jolt of sexual energy ricocheting across my body. “It offers sexual exploration to satisfy the body and mind.”
I swallowed hard, and my saliva turned into the consistency of dry cotton. I licked my lips and did my best to stay calm. “Wow, Mia, are you… sure?”
“Stevie, allow yourself the freedom to do whatever you feel like with my body.” She kissed her way down my neck and back up again. “Use me to release your tension. I am your receptacle.”
My cock was officially hard enough to cut fossilized oak. I closed my eyes and imagined blowing my wad deep inside Mia’s womb. The thought left me nearly delirious with desire.
“But first we have to get clean.” She kissed behind my ear. “Come with me, baby.”
I fluttered my eyes and reality re-entered my consciousness. I stood on rubbery legs with my head ready to explode and found Mia waiting by the door to the baths. That’s when I froze and had to brace myself against the arm of the sofa.
She wore the same silk robe she wore at breakfast, but she had loosened the belt and the robe hung open slightly, revealing her inner breasts. She had piled her blonde hair high atop her head and secured it with a black banana clip. Unlike during our horseback ride, Mia applied enough makeup to look more than a little slutty, which left my cock ready to burst. She wore the same fuzzy pink slippers she wore at breakfast, and she smiled at me coyly.
“I saw you looking at my tits during breakfast,” she said. “Do you like this robe? Because I bought it and wore it just for you.”
“I….” I licked my lips. “Yeah. I couldn’t help it. Sorry.”
She grinned. “Don’t be silly. I showed you my breasts on purpose. It made me so wet knowing how much you wanted to see them.” She extended her hand. “Come on baby, you can play with my tits all you want. Just relax and let mama take care of you.”
I took Mia’s hand and watched her ass swivel and glide beneath her silk robe while she led me across the marble floor.
When we reached the tub, she paused and turned to face me. “We’ll shower together first, but I need to get the water running for the tub.”
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and doubted I could hold out until the massage without blowing a massive, premature load. Mia was impossibly hot, and the girls had left me with morning wood. Add in Courtney’s impromptu lap dance and my encounter in the woods with Mia, and I was ready to burst. I watched Mia move while she worked the faucets, getting the temperature just right.
Mia’s tits jiggled beneath the silk and her right breast almost fell completely out, exposing all but her nipple. She grinned up at me and winked. “Oops.”
When the water was perfect, Mia hit a button on the side that would turn off the water when it reached the right level. The tub also maintained a constant temperature, so there was no fear of us stepping into lukewarm water.
“Come on, baby.” Her robe opened wider, revealing most of her tits and a good portion of her toned, flat stomach. For a woman with a baby, her body was fucking legend.
She pulled me into the walk-in shower and turned on the water before coming back to me. “Are you ready, baby?”
“I’m beyond ready,” I said, and reached for the bottom of my t-shirt.
Mia grabbed my hand to stop me. “I do that. It’s part of the massage.” She gazed up at me, and her deep blue eyes sparkled with hurricane-force sexual energy.
I let go of my shirt and gazed down her body, watching her big round tits shimmy and shake under her robe while her hard nipples strained the soft pink silk.
Mia grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and pulled it over my head, stepping in closer during the process. She mashed her tits against my chest, and her breath curled over my neck and shoulder.
My cock throbbed, and I felt wet pre-cum ooze from my tip and stain my briefs.
Mia ran her hands down my firm, toned chest and licked her lips. “I’ve waited a long, long time for this.” She kissed my nipple and worked her downward, kissing my stomach before she came face to face with my cock. “Are you tired of all the teasing, baby?” She rubbed her hand over my bulge, outlining my shaft with her fingers. “You are a big boy, aren’t you, baby?”
My breathing grew ragged, and I watched her eye my cock hungrily.
Mia’s fingers whisked over my tip and settled on the button of my jeans. She popped the button free and unzipped my pants. “Let mama see that big fat cock.” Mia pulled down my jeans and boxer briefs before my big dick sprang free, tapping her cheek on the kickback.
Mia’s eyes widened, and her lips parted. “Oh, my.” She glanced up at me and smiled. “No wonder Katie and Courtney love you so much. Had I known you had such a wondrous treasure, I would’ve left your brother a long time ago.” She tapped her cheek and frowned while she circled her fingers around my throbbing head. “I wonder how it will fit inside my tight pussy? You’ll absolutely ruin me for anyone else.” She shrugged. “After this, I guess my pussy will be yours.” She gazed up at me and licked her lips. “What do you think?”
Fuck me. I couldn’t take much more teasing. “Yes. All mine.” I could barely speak and grunted the words out like a fucking Neanderthal.
Mia grabbed hold of my cock while she stood, wrapping her fingers around my shaft and gently stroking. “You feel ready to burst.”
“I am,” I said, my voice hoarse.
“Hmmm….” She pursed her lips and frowned as if in deep thought. “Mama might have to relieve some tension before our big finale.”
I couldn’t wait for that. I slid my hands inside Mia’s robe and ran my fingers up the sides of her body until I met her firm natural tits.
“Oh, I suppose I should get undressed?” She smiled, teasing me.
I didn’t wait. I pulled the belt on her robe, allowing it to fall open, and gazed on Mia Brook’s naked body for the first time in my life. “Wow.” I licked my lips and my cock pulsed in Mia’s hand. Although I had built up sky-high expectations for what Mia might look like naked, the reality far exceeded the expectation.
Her tits were big, round, and firm without a hint of sag. Her areolas were quarter-sized, pink and smooth, and gave rise to the two most perfect nipples nature had ever created. They stood tall and erect, not too big and not too small. Her tits turned up at a slight angle, fulfilling the requirements for the golden ratio of breast size. Close and compact, her tits were perfectly centered and nearly touched. I already knew she had some of the best cleavage I’d ever seen, and now I knew why. “Holy Christ,” I muttered, barely coherent.
Mia’s hips flared out slightly with just enough curve to get lost in, but not as curvy as Katie’s. Her pussy was completely bald and her tiny slit disappeared beneath her body. Her thighs were strong but not overly muscular and her stomach was flat and smooth with the barest outline of her abs visible beneath her golden complexion.
“I… ummm… just, wow,” I said, gawking at her.
Mia turned to show me her ass and smiled over her shoulder. “From now on, this body is your playland. All others must exit the ride.”
Her ass, like the rest of her, was round, smooth, and perfectly proportioned. It was the kind of ass that filled out a bikini bottom perfectly and left you wondering what it would look like beneath. She was a centerfold fantasy of the kind teenage boy’s dream about, and I had just scored Wonka’s Golden Ticket. “My brother’s a fucking idiot. I’m not letting you go. Forget New York. You’re moving in with me.”
Her eyes shimmered and her smile faded slightly. “Don’t tease me like that unless you mean it.”
“I mean it, Mia. Move in with me and Katie and Courtney. Be mine. I’ll spoil you and love you and take care of you forever.”
She turned around and practically fell into my arms, pushing me under the warm spray while she found my mouth with hers. Hot and hungry, she sucked my tongue into her mouth and raked my back with her nails. “Yes,” she said between broken kisses. “Yes, yes, yes.” She squeezed my ass cheeks in her hands and wrapped one leg around my waist.
I cupped her ass and squeezed before running my hands around to her front and kneading her tits in each of my palms. Her nipples fattened under my touch and slid between my open fingers. I tweaked them while we kissed and felt my cock slip and slide over her wet tummy.
Suddenly, Mia broke off the kiss and stepped back, putting a few inches between us. “We have to make it out of the shower if you want the full experience.” She smiled at me, but her eyes revealed her desire. “If we don’t stop, I can't trust myself not to fuck you right here.”
“Mia, I meant what I said, and I’ll mean it just as much when we’re done.”
“I love you, Stevie. I always have, but I was too afraid to tell you.”
“I love you too,” I said. “And I never thought I had a chance with someone as beautiful as you.”
Her smile deepened. “I’m not on the pill. You should know.”
“I’m not pulling out unless you tell me to,” I said.
“I want your baby inside me,” she said. “That’s crazy, isn’t it?”
The water cascaded over our bodies and beaded on our chests. Steam billowed around us and I reached for Mia’s hands.
“What’s crazy is that it took us this long to admit our feelings.”
“The name I called out with Ben was yours. I got drunk, closed my eyes, and pretended it was you fucking me,” she said. “It’s always been you, Stevie. I can’t stop thinking about you, and when you hugged me yesterday afternoon, I wanted to pull you into a bedroom and strip off your clothes.”
“Katie and Courtney will be over the moon,” I said.
She stepped up and took my cheeks in her hands before she kissed me softly. “It’s time mama gets you nice and clean before we get in the tub together.”
Mia lathered up our bodies until we were both covered in suds. She didn’t miss a single inch and made triply sure my cock was nice and clean. After we rinsed off, Mia turned off the water and led me from the shower.
I drank in her jiggling tits and soft curves while we tiptoed across the warm marble tile, and couldn’t help but reach out and gently squeeze her ass cheek before she stepped into the tub.
She sank into the tub first and sat back with her head resting on the side. “Climb in and lean against me, baby.”
I stepped into the tub. The water was borderline too hot, and I gasped before gazing down at Mia’s beautiful body spread open before me.
“Don’t be such a baby.” She giggled. “Mama will take care real good care of you.”
I eased my ass and body into the water and leaned back against her until I felt her hard nipples press into my back. “That feels good.” I sighed and relaxed, resting my head on Mia’s shoulder.
Mia wrapped her legs around my waist and draped her feet over my thighs. “This will get you nice and relaxed before the massage.” Mia kissed behind my ear before sucking my earlobe between her lips. She ran her hands over my chest and down my muscled abdomen.
My cock jutted out of the water, glistening and erect. It throbbed and my balls ached, begging for sweet relief. I slid my hands down Mia’s inner thighs and over her knees before sliding my hands down her shins and griping her dainty feet beneath the water. I rubbed her arches with my thumb and admired the perfection of her red-polished toenails. “You are perfect right down to your pinky toe.”
“You like my feet, baby?” She curled her fingers around my areolas while she kissed her way down my neck. “Let mama show you how good she is with her feet.”
Mia wrapped her legs tighter around me until her toes and feet touched my rigid cock. Her touch was electric and the way her toes wriggled over my tip induced a low moan. “That’s the spot.”
“Why don’t you just come for me before the massage? That way you’ll last longer. I’ve been a bad girl teasing you all day.” She ran her fingers through my hair while she licked inside my ear. Mia stroked my cock with her feet, expertly manipulating my glans between her big toes while massaging my knob with her remaining eight digits.
Her soles slithered over my shaft, her skin supple and moist. I turned my head sideways and found Mia’s mouth waiting, her tongue tasting like sweet spearmint and her lips as soft as hand-spun silk.
She moaned in my mouth while our tongues lashed. She worked her feet faster, and the water sloshed, sending lapping waves outward across the surface.
I bucked my hips, fucking her feet while the warm water soaked into my balls and shaft like primordial orgasmic soup. I cupped her inner thighs and squeezed while I nibbled on her bottom lip and pulled on her tongue.
Mia’s feet churned up and down my shaft, her toes rolling over my tip while she worked my aching rod between her heels and soles.
“Not gonna last.” I bucked my hips hard and grunted and my balls exploding, firing a fountain of cum three feet over the waterline while more molten spunk boiled from my cock like lava flowing down the side of a volcano.
Mia slid her feet in my cum working in between her toes while she squeezed my shaft, milking more from my balls with every thrust of my hips.
We continued kissing while my orgasm ebbed and Mia retreated, letting my cock float free. But the footjob hadn’t quenched my inner fire. Nothing would satisfy me right now except for the sweet, tight softness of Mia’s perfect pink mommy pussy. But she had burned off the rough edge, and I was ready and willing for round two.
Reluctantly, Mia broke off the kiss and ran her fingers down my chest. “Are you ready for your massage, my love?”
“I’m ready to follow you wherever you lead me.” I pushed myself out of the tube and reached for two towels.
Mia followed, her naked body dripping with water and her perfect MILF body on full display. She took both towels from me and insisted on drying me off. Only after she was satisfied, she led me naked into the massage room.
She smiled at me and patted the table layered in thick white cotton sheets. “Baby, lay on your back.”
I slid onto the table. My rock-hard cock stood skyscraper tall and wobbled slightly with my jostling.
Mia stood beside me and grinned. “Mama loves that cock.” She reached out and stroked it gently, squeezing my fat tip between her fingers. An inkling of pre-cum oozed from my tip, and Mia leaned over and licked it up. She smacked her lips and kissed my cock. “Delicious. One last taste before the main course.”
I watched her tits jiggle and shake in a way only real tits can. There was nothing artificial about the sensual Mrs. Brooks. She was all woman and all mine from this day forward.
Mia produced the gel from the pocket of her nearby robe. “This might be a little cold.” She gazed up at me and squirted a glob into her hand. When she rubbed the gel in her palms, her tits jiggled in tight little circles. Between Mia, Katie, and Courtney, a wet t-shirt contest would be impossible to judge. She smiled and rubbed the gel up and down my body, coating my chest and stomach in the clear, slippery substance. “Does that feel good, lover?”
“Mmmm… yes.” I wriggled my hips, and my cock flailed from side to side. “Give me a good squirt,” I said. “Let’s really go for it.”
“You don’t mind the cold?” she asked.
“You’ll heat me up with that insane body of yours soon enough.”
She grinned and shrugged. “That’s true.” She held the tube over my body and give it a good hard squirt.
The gel was chilly, but my already overheated body soaked it in just fine.
Mia worked the gel down my legs and paid extra attention to my cock, coating my balls and shaft fully in the clear gooey substance.
My cock ached from her fingers sliding and slipping over my shaft and balls. It wobbled while Mia worked her petite fingers over my tip and back down shaft basting me like a Thanksgiving turkey.
Mia stroked my cock, which seemed impossibly big in her tiny hands, and gazed at it like a toddler with a double-scoop ice cream cone. “Next time I’ll give you a blowjob,” she said. “I want to taste your cum.”
“You may have to fight Courtney for that honor,” I said.
She giggled. “I’ll just take some straight from her mouth if I have to.”
That was a sight I couldn’t wait to see.
With the gel glistening off my body, Mia climbed up on the table and straddled me, placing one knee beside each of my hips. Like the rest of her, Mia’s slit was petite with a bare sliver of her pink labia protruding. With so much gel, I wouldn’t have any problem sinking my cock inside her undoubtedly tight little hole.
Mia squirted more gel on her tits and stomach, gently fondling her breasts and kneading them in her own hands.
My cock twitched, and I stared at my blonde goddess with the body of a Playboy centerfold. “God, that’s hot.”
“That should be enough.” Mia rubbed more gel over her pussy lips and reached under her body, rubbing more into her ass crack.
“Now what?” I grinned, my cock aching for more of my Mia.
She leaned forward and lowered her body atop mine. Her hard nipples sank into my chest like twin mini-daggers, and the weight of her body felt amazing on top of me. My cock slid naturally between her ass cheeks and nestled like a hot dog in a bun just inside her crack. “Now I massage your body with mine.”
“Yes, please.” I ran my hands down her back and squeezed the perfection of her rising ass cheeks.
Mia lowered her face to mine and kissed me while she rubbed her body up and down and from side to side.
The sound of our slippery, sliding skin competed with Mia’s low moans and breathy exertion. She rubbed forward and backward, pushing her tits down to my cock where she wrapped my shaft inside her soft natural melons.
The sensation curled my toes, and I waited for Mia to slide back up my body before I grabbed her tits and tweaked her nipples between my thumb and index finger. The gel heated from our friction, and the comforting weight of Mia’s body eased my aching muscles. It was the kind of massage I could definitely get used to.
With every pass, my cock brushed Mia’s pussy and slid up her ass crack. Back and forth we went until my fat tip struck gold and gained traction inside Mia’s soft, warm pussy lips.
I groaned and Mia bucked her hips and tightened her ass cheeks, clenching her pussy around my head.
“Oh, Stevie. I need it inside me.” She pushed herself off the table and gazed down at me, her tits glistening in gel. Her blue eyes drowned with lust and her pussy writhed around my tip, pulsing with the beating of her heart.
I placed my hands on Mia’s knees and thrust upward, penetrating her vagina in one fluid motion.
Mia gasped, and her eyes took on a glassy, almost faraway look before ecstasy settled across her face.
Her pussy felt like sliding into a warm bath after shoveling snow all day in sub-freezing temperatures. Warm and comforting, her muscles oozed around my shaft like the gel coating our bodies. It was unlike any sensation I had ever experienced, and her pussy had me hooked. The perfect mixture of tight yet silky smoothness. Mia Brooks had the Lamborghini of pussies, and I couldn’t believe I was riding her.
I ebbed my hips higher, sinking my shaft an inch deeper while Mia’s nipples visibly hardened.
“Your cock is the best….” She bit her lower lip and ground her hips, driving my shaft deeper inside her. “Ooohhhhh… Stevie, baby, I love you.” She gyrated in tight circles as if plumbing her hole with my fat cock before she sat upright in the full cowgirl position. “Mommy’s gonna ride your dick all the way to heaven.”
My cock hardened inside her and stretched her canal while Mia moaned and goosebumps sprang up across her chest.
“Baby, you are filling me so fucking full.” She squeezed her eyes shut and her lips parted while she ground forward and backward, slow fucking me.
I pushed her up and off the table, driving my cock inside as deep as I could penetrate her until I felt her cervix press against my tip.
Mia gasped from the shock and dug her fingers into my chest. The action pushed her tits together, forming a mountain of gel-coated, deep, mouthwatering cleavage ending in breasts built for breeding. She slid her hips forward and backward, the gel making the action easy, and provided a depth of penetration I never imagined.
“Do you want me to breed you, Mia?”
“Yes, so bad,” she said, her voice came out in a squeak. She moved her hips faster, and we fucked harder and deeper, our skin slapping with the motion. “Make me pregnant with your baby, Stevie.”
I rammed her harder pushing her up off the table with every driving thrust.
Mia’s big tits jiggled and swayed gently, slapping together while the table groaned beneath us.
“Yes, Stevie. I’m yours.” She closed her eyes, chewed her lip, and bounced up and down on my cock like a fuck toy.
I watched my cock, glistening with gel and Mia’s pussy juice, slide in and out of the second sister-in-law in my harem. The veins on my shaft bulged and Mia’s tight pussy lips wrapped around my shaft, creating an air-tight seal.
“Unnnnggghhhh….” Mia’s eyes rolled back in her head. She arched her back and thrust her tits forward. Her body went rigid and her pussy spasmed around my cock while I felt a fresh release of juice ooze down my balls.
With one finally thrust I drove my cock in as deep as I could and flooded Mia’s uterus with an ocean of cum. Load after load came racing out of my balls and rocketed deep inside Mia’s fertile womb. I grunted while my cock spasmed and I filled my beautiful blonde MILF with one of the biggest orgasms of my life.
“There’s so much…,” Mia said breathlessly. She bucked her hips and milked my cock, draining me of every drop.
I continued pumping, emptying my seed in my brother’s wife, marking her as mine from this day forward.
Breathless, Mia sat on top of me, her chest heaving before she fell forward and I wrapped my arms around her.
“I’ve never….” Mia’s voice trailed off while the weight of her body settled atop me.
“Get used to it,” I kissed her lips softly while Mia continued grinding my cock with slow circular hip motions.
“I think I could fuck you all night,” she said.
“We can fuck all night, but we might want to take a shower first.” I kissed behind her ear and squeezed her ass in my hands.
“Do you still mean what you said earlier, or was that your penis talking?” She sat up and kissed the tip of my nose.
“I meant every word. You’re moving into the room with Katie, Courtney, and I tonight. I can tell Ben it’s over between you if that makes it easier.”
“What will Uncle Lee think?” She asked.
“He can’t stand Ben. He invited you here hoping you and I might connect.”
“He knows about Katie and Courtney?” she asked.
“He knows everything,” I said. “They’ll probably throw a party for us tonight.”
She hugged me tight. “I could get used to this life. This would be an amazing place for Ruby to grow up.”
“And our kids too,” I said.
“Do you think I’m pregnant?” she asked.
“We’ll have to keep trying to make sure,” I said. “It might take a few dozen tries.”
She laughed and kissed me softly. “Will you want me when I’m all fat and pregnant?”
“Pregnant women are so hot,” I said. “I bet you’ll glow, and I won’t be able to keep my hands off you.”
“I like hearing that.” She kissed me again. “I’m excited to meet everyone. you know, for real this time.”
“Then let’s go do it.”
Mia and I showered again and I couldn’t help but fuck her a second time with her pinned against the wall. Afterward, we found thick terry cloth robes to bundle up in before we headed upstairs hand-in-hand.
Courtney and Katie were there cheering and applauding when we emerged onto the first floor.
Mia’s cheeks flashed red, but she laughed and smiled while the girls pulled her into a warm hug.
“What am I chopped liver?” I asked standing a few feet away.
Mia and Courtney opened their arms, and Courtney smiled at me wickedly. “Get your ass in here and hug your harem.”
I did just that. We moved Mia into the harem room as the girls liked to call it. Later that evening we met Uncle Lee in the kitchen and added two more spots to the family table.
It was Italian night in the Brooks’ family household. The wine flowed and so did the laughter. Even Uncle Lee decided that one glass wouldn’t hurt him. Long after Uncle Lee went to bed and after we tucked the kids away, the four of us came together in the harem room, and split one more bottle of wine before the clothes flew off and the real party started.




Paradise Found

Outside Mia’s tenth floor Manhattan apartment, the faint sounds of honking horns and roaring sirens filtered through the heavy plate glass. Inside the apartment, Katie, Mia, and I had one box left to pack.
“There are a few things left in my closet,” Mia said from her bathroom. “I’ll be there in a sec.”
Katie picked up the empty box beside Mia’s bed, and I followed her into the giant walk-in closet.
Katie wore her raven hair back in a ponytail, and her moving outfit had offered me plenty of opportunity for hands-on assistance. Her white tank top hugged her natural creamy tits and her black yoga pants form-fitted her flawless heart-shaped ass, hour-glass hips, and thighs just thick enough to leave my mouth watering.
I had spent most of the afternoon with a perpetual hard-on while ogling and groping two of the hottest MILFs this side of the Mighty Miss. I stepped up behind Katie and placed my hands on the steep curves of her hips while I peered over her shoulder. “We packed her clothes. What’s left?”
“I think she said there are a few things in the bottom dresser drawer,” Katie said.
Katie’s creamy skin radiated her sweet natural scent and I couldn’t help but slide my hands around her waist and wedge my cock inside her ass crack. “Baby, I can’t take much more of you in that outfit. Let’s play until Mia gets here.” I kissed my way along her neck and nibbled her earlobe.
Katie giggled and scrunched her neck. “Stevie, we have to focus.”
“Oh, I’m focusing on how badly I want to peel off that tight tank top.” I slid my hand up to her tit and squeezed, feeling her nipple harden under my index finger.
Even the yoga bra Katie wore beneath her tank couldn’t stop the raw force of her erect nipples. She reached behind her ass and squeezed my fat cock, which I rode up and down her ass crack while I worked my free hand inside the bottom of her tank top.
“Stevie, we can’t,” Katie said, but her breathing deepened and she leaned her head back against my shoulder while I sucked on her earlobe and ran my palm over her flat muscular tummy.
“I can’t leave you two alone for five minutes?” Mia said from behind us, breaking the spell of our way-too-brief interlude.
“Stevie won’t leave me alone,” Katie said. “And I can’t resist him when he starts in on me.”
Mia stepped up beside Katie and grabbed the empty box from her hand. The gorgeous blonde MILF chose an outfit similar to Katie’s, but her tank top was pink and her yoga shorts white. She also wore her hair back in a ponytail and neither woman wore any makeup, which made them appear far younger and naturally hot.
Mia checked her phone. “We only have an hour until Courtney gets back to the hotel with the kids. We have to get this finished.”
I sighed and stepped away from Katie, my cock pitching a massive tent in my shorts. “The hotel is two minutes away, and this is the last box. What kind of reward do I get for five minutes of complete focus?”
Mia turned to face me, her blue eyes sparkling. “I can think of one way.” She and Katie traded a thin smile. “Check that — two ways.”
“Mmmm… that’s a nice carrot to chase.” I grinned wolfishly.
Mia patted me on the cheek. “Be a good boy and help us pack, and you’ll get rewarded.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me flush on the lips.
I sneaked a peek down the front of Mia’s top and drank in the mountain of cleavage that disappeared inside her black sports bra. “Fine. But let’s make it fast.”
Mia plopped down the box in front of an oversized dresser. “Most of the bottom two drawers will come with me to Colorado. But some of it is trash.”
The three of us spread out in front of the dresser, and Mia opened it wide.
Photo albums, greeting cards, journals, and even a few books filled most of the space.
Mia pulled out a photo album. “If you see any pictures of Ruby in an album, keep it, otherwise it’s trash.” She opened the cover of the album and a wedding picture of Mia and Ben appeared.
“You look so pretty in that picture,” Katie said.
“Thanks, sweet girl, but I wasted too many good years of my life with this loser.” She slammed the wedding album shut. “This is a perfect example of trash.” Mia tossed it aside and the three of us got to work sifting through the old memories.
I found old cards and letters from Mia’s parents and friends, pictures of Mia from college, and a few cards from Ben. They were always generic and signed formally at the bottom and not always in his handwriting. There were no words of love or even a few miserable X’s and O’s. My brother was one cold fish.
A few minutes later we had sifted through the memories and filled the box halfway full.
I rubbed my hands together and grinned at both of my lovely MILFs, who sat one on each side of me. “Reward time?”
“Keep your pants on, Romeo,” Mia said. “We have one more drawer to go.” She shut the drawer and opened the one below it.
Magazines, books, and handwritten journals filled the space.
“The journals are mine, and I’d like to keep them. So are the books that my parents gave me. I’m not sure on the magazines.”
Mia started going through the journals, and Katie took the books while I focused on the magazines.
One by one, I tossed them aside. Most were old issues of Vogue or Good Housekeeping, but the fifth magazine down made me pause.
It was last year’s issue of Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition, and the cover girl was a face I knew all too well.
That face belonged to my sister-in-law, Quinn Jacobs. Quinn sat on her knees facing the camera with her arms folded across her stomach. She was on some exotic beach with the late afternoon sunlight illuminating her perfect face in warm gold and soft orange light. Quinn’s light brown hair hung just past her shoulders, tangled and wet while sand covered her tits, stomach, and upper thighs. Her blue eyes smoldered, and she turned her plump pink lips up into the faintest of smiles.
Quinn was more than a little famous and fell firmly in the five or six models who would qualify as household names. Bloggers and fans had devoted entire websites to her. She had her own Wikipedia and showed up regularly on Reddit, wearing some skimpy bathing suit and smiling prettily for the camera. Quinn showed up regularly on late night talk shows, she did movie cameos, and still did runway modeling. She was a modern-day sex kitten and had made People’s most beautiful list three years running, including taking the top spot last year. At twenty-seven, she had been in the business long enough to make a small fortune and gain a few bodyguards. Technically, she and my brother Jake were married, but you would never know it based on how they interacted.
I spoke with Jake regularly, and he never mentioned Quinn. For all intents and purposes, they lived separate lives. Hell, my brother had a serious girlfriend and Quinn knew all about her. If it wasn't for the inheritance promised by Uncle Lee, they would have never married and even if they chose each other for some strange reason, they would have, long ago, amicably divorced.
I faced Mia and held up the magazine. “You hording Quinn’s old SI issues?” I asked. “I knew you were into girls, but you could probably just visit her if you’re that desperate.”
Mia frowned. “Not that I wouldn’t do her in a second,” Mia said. “But I’m not into stashing magazines featuring my sister-in-law.”
“It looks like someone is. Some of these pages are stuck together.” I dangled the magazine between my fingers.
“Eww, gross,” Katie said. “Does Ben have a thing for Quinn?”
“America has a thing for Quinn,” Mia said.
I dropped the magazine and scanned through the remaining stack still inside the drawer.
There were issues of Vogue, Cosmopolitan, Vanity Fair, and Esquire, all of them with Quinn on the cover. Issue after issue had pages worn and dried with sticky cum.
“I would say Ben has more of an obsession than a simple crush. Why doesn’t he jack off to his phone instead?” I pulled out a magazine already opened to a black-and-white image of Quinn wearing lingerie that barely covered her nipples. She wore a pair of matching black silk panties that rode up her ass while she stared into the camera, her lips pouty and her eyes sultry. In the margin, someone had scrawled her measurements — 34B-23-35.
“That’s Ben’s handwriting.” Mia sighed. “No wonder he always wants to visit Jake.”
“Good luck with finding Quinn at Jake’s house,” I said. “She and Jake share a mailing address, but that’s about all they share.”
Katie pulled the magazine and gazed at Quinn’s image. “She’s really hot. How will you do it?” She glanced up at me, her eyes sharp and inquisitive.
I had filled Mia in on all the details regarding Uncle Lee’s offer and she, like Katie, was fully on board. As for how I would land a supermodel into my harem, that would be tricky. But it wasn’t like Quinn and I didn’t share some history. There had been one evening at a family Christmas party, but no clothes were shed. That aside, Quinn had blown up during the last two years turning into an international celebrity. I’m sure she had more than her fair share of guys falling all over her. “That’s the million-dollar question, isn’t it? I would say my chances are somewhere between slim and none.”
Mia leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Don’t be so sure. Quinn’s not the only one who’s drop dead gorgeous. Besides, I’ve seen the way Quinn looks at you.”
“I second that emotion,” Katie said. “I think we’ve all wanted a ride on the Stevie mobile for quite some time.”
Heat blossomed in my cheeks. “You guys are crazy.”
“We’re crazy about you,” Mia said before she kissed me on the cheek.
“The feeling is mutual,” I said.
Mia took the magazine from Katie and dropped it back into the drawer with the rest of the magazines. “Ben can keep his jerk off material.” She slammed the door shut and turned back to face me. “You, on the other hand….” Mia peeled off her tank top and smiled at me, her tits barely constrained by her sports bra. “You get to fuck your brother’s wife in his bed.”
◆◆◆
 
Mia and Katie led me from the walk-in closet, each holding one of my hands. When we reached the bathroom, Mia peeled off her sports bra and Katie stripped away her tank.
Reading the room, I shucked off my t-shirt and tossed it aside while the girls stepped out of their shorts and disappeared into the bedroom as naked as naked gets.
I wasted little time joining them, peeling off my shorts off and stripping away my boxer briefs before I hustled into the bedroom.
Mia and Katie perched on the edge of the bed, their lips locked, tongues flashing, and hands busy exploring their magnificent breasts and their healthy, womanly, curves.
I stepped up before them and Mia almost absentmindedly latched onto my cock without breaking her kiss with Katie.
My brother’s king-size bed stretched out before us, laden with the finest white cotton comforter and matching custom-made Egyptian cotton sheets money could buy. The bed nestled up against a floor-to-ceiling window offering a front-row view of Central park’s lush, green treetops. With the late afternoon sun tucked behind the high rises, shadow and dusky light merged to encase the girls in a warm, inviting glow.
“Which side is his?” I asked Mia.
Mia broke off her kiss with Katie and gestured toward the left side. “This one.” She smiled at me demurely. “My naughty boy wants to fuck me on his big brother’s side of the bed?”
I cupped Mia’s tit in my hand and gently squeezed her nipple. “Where were you when you screamed out my name?”
Mia got up on her knees, still holding my cock, and drew me to her before pulling me into a soft kiss. “Which time?” She smiled and stroked my cock while Katie got up on her knees beside Mia and kissed behind my ear.
Katie’s breath curled down the back of my neck and her warm tongue slithered up my earlobe. “I want you to fuck Mia doggy style,” Katie said. “And fill her with lots and lots of your juicy, sperm-soaked cum.”
“What about you?” I asked, my voice coming out rushed and breathless. My cock pulsed in Mia’s hand, hardening by the second while the blonde MILF continued to slowly stroke me.
“Baby, I’m already late,” Katie said.
That was news to me. My stomach swirled and my pulse kicked into high gear. Was she holding back on me? I shot her a sideways glance. “Am I going to be a daddy?”
A sly grin spread across Katie’s lips before she kissed me behind my ear and whispered, “You’re already my daddy.” One of her soft creamy tits squished against my chest while the other squeezed my side just above my ribcage. “We’ll take a test when we get home. Okay?” She ran her fingers through my hair and searched my face with her soul-shattering blue eyes.
I ran my hand down the soft arch of Katie’s lower back and rested my hand on the slight dimple above her hip. “I’ll pick up a bottle of non-alcoholic champagne.”
“Katie and I want to be pregnant together.” Mia’s flattened her big natural tits against my chest and her nipples dug into my pectoral muscles. She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed the tip of my nose. “And I love it when you fuck me doggy.” She gazed into my eyes while she squeezed my fat cock between her fingers and kissed me softly on the lips. “Wanna fuck?” She raised an eyebrow and smiled wantonly.
“I thought you’d never ask.” I wrapped my arm around Katie’s waist and pulled her in tight until my cock flattened against her creamy smooth tummy.
Mia crawled across the bed until she reached my brother’s side of the bed. On all fours, she glanced over her shoulder and presented me her ass. “Batter up.” Mia grinned.
I squeezed Katie’s tit in my hand and gave her a hard kiss before breaking it off and whispering into her ear. “Line up beside her. I need to be inside you A-Sap.”
Katie’s blue eyes flashed with slutty lust and she scampered across the bed, lining up beside Mia with her ass held high.
Mia brought her face even with Katie’s and the harem sisters kissed their tongues flashing while I crawled up onto the bed and headed toward Mia.
My cock wagged like a wolf before a fresh kill. It was feeding time, and my cock was hungry.
Mia’s perfect ass rose above the rest of her body while her big tits bulged and swayed beneath her chest, pressing outward whenever they mashed into Ben’s pillow. Her pink slit glistened with wetness and radiated with heat. She pulled her platinum blonde hair out of her ponytail and shook it loose before it spilled over her shoulders and dangled down her impressive tits.
I sat upright on my knees and planted my hands firmly on Mia’s perfect, round ass cheeks before giving them a gentle, teasing squeeze.
Mia shook her hips back and forth, tantalizing me with her jiggling ass and perfectly ripe pussy.
My cock bounced off each cheek, leaving behind a snail trail of clear pre-cum before my tip nuzzled inside her ass crack and I gently pried apart her cheeks.
Mia’s pussy widened, and her pink folds glistened, inviting me in to rest my weary boner. She and Katie continued to kiss while Katie reached under her body and slipped a finger inside her pussy.
I playfully slapped one of Mia’s ass cheeks and she yipped like a startled pup before jerking upward and glancing over her shoulder. “Stop teasing and fuck me.”
“Only if you promise to come all over my cock.” I dragged my tip up and down her sweet wet lips and a rush of adrenaline spiked through my legs.
“I always come on your cock.” Mia pushed her hips backward, forcing my tip deeper into her labia until it wedged just inside her honey pot.
Her warm pussy pulsed with energy and my cock hardened while I sank into her bit by bit.
The sound of her pussy swallowing my cock mingled with Mia’s low moans. She gripped my brother’s pillow in her clenched fists and dragged it under her face. “God, your dick is so big it’s stretching me out.” Her words came out fevered and husky. Since moving into the mansion in Colorado, Mia had given Courtney a run for lead nymphomaniac. It seemed she was making up for years of sexual repression by fucking me five times a day.
Her walls gripped my shaft like a pair of painted on jeans and I groaned, kneading her fleshy ass cheeks in my hands. Flexing and contracting, her muscles rippled around my cock and the barest movement curled my toes and I hung on for dear life. I still couldn’t believe I got to fuck her. It was like hitting the lottery and discovering the fountain of youth all at the same time. I was a lucky man and would never forget it. “Baby, your pussy is a game changer.”
Mia moaned and edged backward, driving my cock deeper inside her. “Fuck me, Stevie. Please.”
I met her hips with a forward thrust and buried my cock inside Mia until my balls slapped her ass.
Mia arched her back and grunted, her tits shaking and jiggling. “Yes.” Her voice was shaky and uneven, and I didn’t let her gather herself.
I pulled out and drove my hips forward, fucking her hard and fast, my thighs and balls slapping off her ass.
The bed shook and beside us, Katie moaned, leaning forward and fingering herself, adding a second finger to the first, both gliding in and out of her pussy while she watched me bury my cock in her harem sister.
Mia pushed her face into the pillow and moaned so loud she practically screamed. She clenched the rich white cotton in her fists and squeezed while her walls muscles clamped down around my cock like a vise.
I raised my hand and slapped Mia’s ass cheek hard, watching it jiggle beneath my firm hand.
Mia yelped and her pussy writhed while I rammed her faster and grunted, my cock hot with her juices.
“Come for me, Mia.” I drove in and out, watching my glistening cock disappear and reappear the veins bulging in my shaft.
Mia lifted her face from the pillow and mumbled something unintelligible while her body rippled with the rhythm of our sex. She moaned and grunted, pushing back on my cock while I drove forward, bottoming out with every penetrating thrust.
She squeezed the pillow, arched her back and moaned loud enough to alert the neighbors two floors down. Her pussy gushed with fresh juice and tightened around my cock, her muscles rippling.
Like a freight train coming to a stop, I slowed my pace until her body calmed and she sank face first into the pillow.
“Don’t move,” I told her breathlessly before sliding my cock from Mia’s pussy and shimmying over to find Katie’s big heart-shaped ass pointed up and her pussy primed.
I lined my cock up with Katie’s pussy and slid it home, filling her in one fluid motion. “Umph,” I grunted and watched Katie’s porcelain-white tits jiggle beneath her chest.
She moaned sweetly and peered back at me over her shoulder, watching me fuck her, her face impossibly beautiful.
I leaned forward and drove deeper, bottoming out on her cervix while I rested my chest on her back and fondled her swaying tits.
Katie’s intoxicating scent filled my nostrils, and I breathed her in while her pussy squeezed, my cock tightening with every powerful thrust.
She worked her hips in a smooth circular motion while I fucked her slow at first and then faster until we found our working rhythm.
Her shiny dark hair tumbled over her shoulders and brushed my hands while I kneaded her tits and tweaked her fat pink nipples until they stiffened under my thumbs.
“Baby, I love fucking you,” I said, my voice guttural.
“Mmmmm….” Katie peered over her shoulder and gazed into my eyes, nearly sending me over the top.
I slowed a fraction to prevent blowing my load while Katie held my gaze, her lips parted, and her eyes heavy with desire.
“Baby, I’m coming.” She closed her eyes and moaned while her pussy tightened around my shaft and she bucked her hips bringing me to the brink of my own orgasm.
I gritted my teeth and held steady a few seconds longer until Katie’s orgasm subsided. No longer able to hold it, I pulled out, slid sideways to Mia, and filled her up with my fat cock.
Mia grunted and my balls broke free as jets of hot cum rushed forward and gushed deep inside my beautiful blonde MILF’s sweet pussy. Ropes of white hot jizz flowed from my cock like a machine gun, spray painting her womb and flooding her canal.
I clung onto Mia’s hips while my head buzzed, and heat flooded my cheeks. Her ass jiggled and shook, which ignited my balls with a second peak. I thrust forward and my cock continued spurting. I drove into the hilt and held my cock still while creamy spunk pulsed unabated until my balls had nothing left to give.
Mia continued slow grinding my cock rolling her hips in slow circles milking me of every drop.
Katie rolled onto her back and her big tits jiggled into place while she sucked in quick, even breaths.
Only after my cock went still did I pull out and gaze on Mia’s ravaged pussy.
A milky string of jizz leaked from her pussy and drizzled onto my brother’s comforter before soaking into the fine Egyptian cotton. Mia gazed back at me and flashed a silky-smooth smile. “Feel better?”
“Much.” I collapsed onto the bed between Katie and Mia while the girls hunkered in close, resting their heads one on each of my shoulders.
“That was incredible,” Mia said before she kissed my chest and ran her fingers over my stomach.
Katie reached out and tapped my still hard cock, glistening with their combined juices. “How are you still hard?”
My cock wagged from side-to-side and I cupped one of Katie’s big creamy tits in my hand. “You’re seriously asking me that question?”
Katie giggled and tapped my cock again, watching it wag back and forth. “It’s like a metronome.”
“If you keep that up, you’re going to wake the slumbering giant,” I said.
“We should really meet Courtney,” Mia said. “I feel bad sticking her with Ruby all day.”
Katie sighed. “Time to get up.”
“Before we do, maybe Stevie could leave Ben a gift,” Mia said, grinning up at me.
“For stealing away his wife?” I leaned over and kissed Mia softly on the lips. “What did you have in mind?”
Mia reached behind her head and pulled out a plush pillow. “Well, this is Ben’s favorite pillow and your cock looks like it could use a good scrubbing.”
The three of us laughed while Mia performed the honors.
◆◆◆
 
As soon as the five of us stepped inside Uncle Lee’s mansion, the old man was there waiting for us with a big grin.
“You’re back.” Uncle Lee clapped his hands together. “It’s about time.”
I set down the first round of suitcases while the mansion’s staff came in behind me with the rest. “I figured you would enjoy the moment of peace.”
Uncle Lee embraced me and slapped my back warmly. “You all have turned this house into a real home. I missed you all very much.”
Joey put his hand in Uncle Lee’s. “Did you miss me too, Papaw?”
Uncle Lee knelt and pulled the boy into a tight hug. “I missed you most of all.”
Joey wrapped his arms around Uncle Lee’s shoulders and squeezed. “Does that mean I get some ice cream?”
Courtney, Katie, Mia, and I all laughed while Uncle Lee smiled and glanced up at Katie as if seeking approval.
She nodded and Uncle Lee turned back to the six-year-old. “Of course. The only question is what flavor and how many toppings?”
“All of them,” Joe said triumphantly while he raised hands up over his head.
Another round of laughter ensued and Uncle Lee stood up straight before he glanced between Katie and Joe. “Maybe your mom can get you started. I need to have a chat with your uncle and Miss Courtney. But pick out a flavor for me. Okay?” Uncle Lee held out his hand for a high-five and Joey didn’t let him down.
“I’m sure Ruby wants some too,” Mia said. “I’ll help.”
Mia, Katie, and the kids headed toward the kitchen while Lee motioned for us to follow him.
Courtney and I flashed each other a confused look before I grabbed her hand and we followed Lee through the house.
“Is everything okay?” I asked while Lee headed for the hallway leading to his office.
“Everything is wonderful,” Lee said, smiling over his shoulder. “I have a treat for the two of you and a favor to ask.”
Curiosity overtook worry and Courtney grinned up at me, flashing me her million-dollar smile. She intertwined her fingers in mine and edged closer while we strode down the hallway.
Lee opened his office and motioned for us to come in. “There’s no secrecy,” he said. “It’s just that the keys and the codes are in my office.”
“Keys and codes?”
“Sorry.” Lee motioned toward the chairs sitting in front of his desk. “You two sit.”
We took the seats in front of Lee’s desk while the old man made his way around to the big chair and sat. “Now, where did I leave them?” He frowned and opened his desk drawer.
“Uncle Lee? Uh… what’s going on?” I asked.
Uncle Lee’s frown turned into a smile. “Ah, here it is.” He pulled out a small sealed manilla envelope and tossed it across the desk. “Inside, you’ll find the keys and alarm codes to the house in Maui.”
Courtney’s eyes widened and her jaw fell open before she glanced between me and Lee grinning. “As in Hawaii?”
Lee met her grin with one of his own. “None other, my sweet.”
I had been to Uncle Lee’s beach house in Hawaii only once before, and that was on my tenth birthday. When you grew up in a mansion nestled in the Rocky Mountain majesty with every amenity you could ever want, there was little reason to leave. That said, Colorado wasn’t Hawaii, and a trip to the beach with my gorgeous girlfriend was a trip I would never turn down. “Wow.” I picked up the envelope. “That is a treat.”
Uncle Lee had handwritten the address information and phone numbers of various contacts across the front of the sealed envelope.
“Now comes the favor part,” Uncle Lee said. “I’m having some landscaping done this coming weekend, and I’d like the two of you to make sure everything stays on the up and up.”
Courtney frowned. “Is there a reason you’re worried?”
“No,” Lee said. “But I’d feel better knowing that you two were there just to make sure no one goes wandering into places they shouldn’t.”
I turned to Court. “Babe, can you take the weekend off training?”
“For a trip to Hawaii?” She laughed. “Yeah. I’m not missing this.”
“Then it’s settled.” Uncle Lee stood. “Aloha, you two.”
◆◆◆
 
Uncle Lee’s mansion stood on five acres of pristine Hawaiian shoreline, and Courtney was practically bouncing in her seat by the time we reached the fence wall separating the house from the road.
Ancient palm trees lined the parkway, and my uncle had a range of flowers native to Maui planted outside the towering ten-foot privacy wall. The pink Maui rose grew in thick clusters between Plumera and a strange-looking flower called Bird of Paradise. He used most of the flowers on the property to make leis for guests and to dress up the house for special occasions.
I was so consumed with the floral decadence and Courtney’s cleavage that spilled from her way too-tight tank top that I nearly rammed the motorcycle parked outside the gate.
My stomach lurched, and I whipped the Jeep to the left, narrowly avoiding the parked bike and its driver who sat on the curb only a few feet away. “What the hell.”
“Stevie, look out,” Courtney said as two more rough looking guys holding cameras rushed in front of the car while another hung halfway up a tree across the street.
“Fucking hell,” I said. “Who are they?”
Altogether, a dozen photographers lurked outside the walls and seemed to try their best to take pictures of my uncle’s beach side mansion.
A guy with a thick beard shoved his camera inside the passenger window and his shutter clicked while he snapped pictures of Courtney, the camera focused purely on her generously endowed breasts.
“Get off me, you fucking creep.” Courtney shoved the guy’s camera away and rolled up her window.
“I think they’re paparazzi,” I said as I slowed down and pressed the button to open the front gate.
Two more guys wearing t-shirts and baggy shorts aimed cameras the size of their heads at me while their shutters clicked and they ripped off a stream of pictures.
“For who?” Courtney asked, folding her arms over her chest, suddenly self-conscious of her amazing body.
I half grinned and shook my head. “It has got to be Quinn.”
Courtney’s mouth fell open. “She’s really here? You’re fucking with me?”
I shrugged and pulled through the open gate before stopping on the other side. “Maybe. Maybe not. But they must think she’s here.” I checked my rearview to make sure no paparazzi hustled through the opening as it swung shut.
“Do you think Uncle Lee knew?” Courtney pulled down the mirror on the sun visor and checked her face. “Stevie, I can’t meet a supermodel looking like this.”
Other than her boner-inducing, tight navy-blue tank top, Courtney wore a pair of tight white shorts and a modest amount of makeup. Her dark shiny hair fell over her shoulders and she looked every bit the goddess she was. Her tits strained the front of her shirt and her cleavage bulged from the top while her long toned legs glistened under the Hawaiian sunshine. Not to mention she smelled like a mixture of coconut and aloe. An intoxicating aroma that was driving my libido crazy with lust.
“You’re serious? Baby, you’re a fucking knockout.”
She brushed her finger through her hair and frowned. “You have to say that. You love me.”
I laughed and shook my head. “Even if Quinn’s here, she’s just a person the same as you and me.”
“Tell that to the fucking paparazzi stalking here outside the gate.” She glowered at me. “How much prettier is she than me?”
“Court, I —
She groaned. “Don’t answer that. I’ve seen her in SI and everywhere else. Did you know about this?”
I chuckled. “No. I would have told you.”
“I wouldn’t have come. I don’t like being the ugly girl.”
My chuckled turned into outright laughter. “Ugly is not a word anyone would ever use to describe you and no, I’m not saying that because I love you. But I do love you, and that only makes you even hotter than you objectively already are. By any measure, you are ridiculously hot and you play second fiddle to no one — ever. Period. Got it?”
Courtney’s lips turned up into a warm, affectionate smile before she let out a deep breath and her shoulders visibly relaxed. “I love you Steve Brooks.” She curled her arms around my neck and kissed me softly on the lips. “You’re a good man.”
“The feeling is mutual,” I said. “And if Quinn is here, I’m sure you two will get along great.”
I eased the car up the driveway, and the mansion loomed in the distance with the blue ocean glimmering beyond. The house was large, but not as large as the Colorado mansion. Its architecture was pure Hawaiian, with lots of indoor-outdoor spaces and two pools. The house had been featured in magazines, TV shows, and was even used as a location for a couple of movies. Lee had a few friends and family he allowed to stay at the house, and I knew from experience that Quinn was one of them. It appeared Lee had gone out of his way to give me yet another helping hand. But landing an internationally famous supermodel was easier said than done. The world’s most handsome, famous, and rich men fawned all over her, and I was nothing special. Well, not to her anyway. I was but a mere brother-in-law she paid passing attention to during family get-togethers.
Courtney wrung her hands together. “Are you sure? I don’t want to come across as some star-struck idiot.”
Her worried expression was adorable, and I leaned over and kissed her while I slid my hand behind her neck and ran my fingers through her thick raven hair. “It doesn’t matter what Quinn or anyone else thinks as long as you and I are good.”
“God, now you’re making me horny.” She leaned into my kiss and we parted lips before Courtney’s tongue flitted over my lower lip.
“Let’s get inside before we turn up in a tabloid,” I said as I pulled back.
Courtney inhaled and exhaled slowly before nodding. “Okay, Stevie. Let’s do this.”
I parked the car on the blacktop beneath the carport just outside the stained-glass double doors. Courtney and I got out, and I peered back toward the gate, but the trees and shrubbery concealed us from the paparazzi’s cameras.
Courtney came around the car and took my hand before we walked together along the wide stone pavers that meandered through a floral paradise and ended on the shaded front porch.
Lee had installed a state-of-the-art security system complete with facial recognition and fingerprint, voice, and retina scanning. If all else failed, I could type in a long and complex security code which I had packed in my suitcase. Before Courtney and I made it two steps onto the porch a soothing female voice with a British accent crackled to life. “Aloha, Mr. Brooks. Welcome home.” The locked clicked and Courtney and I exchanged a look of surprise.
“I’m not sure if that should creep me out or impress me,” I said.
Courtney glanced over her shoulder toward the main gate. “With those paparazzi stalking the place, I’m glad Uncle Lee installed such a high-tech security system.”
“Let’s go see if we can find Quinn.” I pulled open the front door and held it aside for Courtney before I walked in behind her giving her ass a loving pat.
Breezy, white, and open, the interior of Uncle’s beach house sparkled with white marble floors, teak furniture and Hawaiian themed decor and architecture. From the front door, the house stretched out before us with the main living area and kitchen visible directly ahead. Floor-to-ceiling windows dominated the back of the house with views onto the pool and a sliver of the ocean beyond.
If Quinn was here, she wasn’t hanging out in the family room or the kitchen, and the last thing I wanted to do was scare her when she wasn’t expecting me.
“Quinn,” I yelled through the house, but nobody answered.
“Maybe she’s out back?” Courtney asked.
We made our way through the foyer, family room, bar, and kitchen before the back of the house completely opened to us.
Through the clear glass, palm trees swayed in the wind. The pool, outdoor kitchen, bar, jacuzzi, and seating area appeared before us. Beneath the shade of an enormous umbrella, two stunning bikini-clad women stretched out on over-sized sun chairs.
Both women wore dark sunglasses and seemed oblivious to our presence. Music floated from the open door, Nobody’s Love by Maroon 5. I remembered that Quinn was a certified Adam Levine junkie and smiled.
The woman closest to us was Quinn. She had piled her light brown hair atop her head and sat up slightly in her lounge chair, staring down at her phone. She wore a light blue bikini and from the kitchen I could see the shape of her long lean legs and the curve of her flawless hip. The woman beside her had golden blonde hair with a voluptuous body, and her hair was also piled up on her head. She lay flat on her back wearing a white bikini and her big tits glistening with sunscreen.
“Oh, my God,” Courtney said. “That’s her.” She gasped. “And is that Emma Roads next to her?”
Emma Roads was also a household name in the modeling and entertainment industry. Blonde, blue-eyed, and voluptuous, the stunning supermodel had graced everything from SI covers to Victoria’s Secret advertisements. She was the quintessential sex symbol of today’s pop culture and was Yin to Quinn’s Yang.
Quinn was lean, toned, and fit in a hot girl next door kind of way. Make no mistake, she had curves but was also lithe with perky tits and a face gifted straight from the angels.
Emma was a flat-out bombshell with a one in a million body to go with a one in a million face. Put together, they were objectively two of the hottest women on planet Earth and they were staying at my uncle’s beach house.
“It looks like it,” I said. “I didn’t know she and Quinn were friends.” I started toward the open door and Courtney pulled on my hand like a boat anchor.
“Stevie, I can’t go out there.” Courtney’s voice sounded panic-stricken, and she clung to my hand like a life preserver bobbing in ten-foot-swells amid a roaring hurricane.
I stopped and turned around to face her. “Baby, we’ve been over this.”
“I know but… but… that’s Emma Roads. I’m just a girl.” She frowned at me.
“You’re my girl, and you’re perfect. What if you never watched TV, followed social media, read magazines, or kept up with any other pop culture? You wouldn’t have any idea who they were. Right? Treat them like that,” I said.
She nodded at me weakly and her expression was anything but confident, but she still clung onto my hand with both of hers while I pulled her toward the door.
Quinn and Emma didn’t look up when Courtney and I stepped outside, and I didn’t want to shock them, so I called out from across the pool instead of sneaking up on them.
“Quinn,” I yelled again and this time, the brown-haired beauty sat up and jerked her head toward me.
With her eyes hidden behind her sunglasses and her lips a straight line across her face, her immediate reaction wasn’t obvious. She sort of stared at me for a long second, as if I were a stranger.
Emma stirred on the chair beside her and pushed her sunglasses onto her head while she propped on her elbows and squinted at us from her sun chair.
Quinn’s lips turned up into a wide smile. “Stevie? Is that you?”
“It’s me,” I said. “I didn’t want to scare you.”
Quinn shot up from her sun chair and propped her sunglasses atop her head. “I can’t believe it’s you. Come here.” She started jogging around the pool, her spectacular B-cup tits jiggling with each step. Her ass was perfect and there wasn’t a hint of fat anywhere on her body. Her stomach was flat, toned, and tanned to golden perfection and her legs long, lean, with just enough muscle to look sexy.
I pulled a reluctant Courtney behind me, who kept my hand locked in a death grip.
Emma peeled herself out of her lounge chair and followed Quinn around the pool a bit more slowly. Her legendary tits swayed barely contained in her itsy-bitsy bikini top and I salivated at the prospect of motor boating the famous model’s equally famous chest.
Quinn came for me, arms open, and I swallowed her up in a monster hug.
“What are you doing here?” Quinn asked.
I breathed in her scent, vanilla and honey with a faint hint of something floral and exotic. Her body, warm and lithe, pressed up against mine and her nipples seemed to harden against my chest. When I gazed down her back, her ass filled my view port and her calf muscles flexed while she edged up on her tiptoes.
I wasn’t about ready to throw Uncle Lee under the bus, knowing he had set this up for me, so I played it off instead. “Lee told us to come anytime. Sorry. I should have checked first.”
Quinn let go of me and stepped back. Her nipples had definitely hardened beneath her bikini top and strained the thin light blue material. She squinted under the bright sunshine and smiled up at me. “I would have been pissed if you changed your plans because of me.”
I dragged Courtney from two steps behind me to my side. “Quinn, this is my girlfriend —
“Oh my God, you’re Courtney Evers,” Emma said as she stepped up beside Quinn and stared at Courtney with her mouth open.
Courtney’s eyes widened in what looked like actual horror. “You know me?”
“Sure, I do,” Emma said. “My cousin runs hurdles for UCLA. You kicked her ass at the NCAA championships. Are you running in the Olympics?”
Courtney gawked at her as if she were an alien ready to take her back to the mother ship for forced breeding or something equally awful.
I squeezed Courtney’s sweaty hand, and she jumped before returning to the land of the living.
“Yeah… I… uh… that’s me.” Court smiled. “TBD on the Olympics, but I’m trying.”
“It’s nice to meet you,” Quinn said and shook Court’s hand. “Good Lord, Stevie. You sure know how to pick them. You’re beautiful.”
Despite the midday sunshine, Courtney’s cheeks turned a bright shade of red. “Thanks.”
Emma shook Courtney’s hand next before extending her hand to mine. “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Emma.”
“Steve Brooks.” I shook her hand and smiled. “Nice to meet you too.”
Emma turned toward Quinn and folded her arms over her stomach, causing her tits to jiggle and shake. “Quinn, you didn’t tell me you had a male model in the family.”
Quinn put her hand on her hip and smiled up at me. It took a supreme effort not to let my gaze drift down to her flawless chest or even lower to the sweet spot between her legs.
“Technically Stevie isn’t my family,” she said. “He’s my brother-in-law and last time I saw him he looked about ten years younger.”
“You’re Jake’s brother? No fucking way,” Emma said.
I laughed and met Emma’s gaze, exercising the same supreme restraint to avoid blatantly ogling her famous body. “I love him, but I require more grooming than my brother.”
“Does he still have the beard?” Quinn asked. “I thought he shaved it off.”
“He says it makes him think better,” I said.
Emma rolled her eyes. “Writers… I swear to God most of them could live in a cave and be just fine.”
I turned back to Quinn, who I caught blatantly staring at Courtney’s tits. “How long are you guys here?”
“We’re doing a shoot this weekend on Lee’s beach,” Quinn said.
“You guys should come watch,” Emma said.
“Oh?” I asked. “Who’s shooting?”
“Sports Illustrated,” Quinn said. “Lee volunteered the house, and the magazine jumped. Here we are.” She hooked her arm around Emma’s elbow. “We’re treating it like a mini girl’s trip and staying a few days afterward. How long are you two in town?”
I shrugged. “Court and I have a few days at least. It depends on her training schedule.”
Quinn clapped and jumped up and down. “It’s like a family reunion.”
“I wish my family reunions were full of hot guys,” Emma said. “My brother-in-law has a beer belly and can fart to the national anthem. Stevie, do you do any modeling?”
I laughed. “Me? No.”
“He’s going to be a surgeon,” Courtney said, smiling as she seemed to gain some confidence. “He graduated with honors in three years from Stanford and has every medical school in the country after him.”
“I’m taking a year off,” I said. “And every school isn’t after me despite what my beautiful second half says.” I wrapped my arm around Courtney’s waist and rested it on her hip.
“God, Stevie, I didn’t know you were a genius,” Quinn said. “Jake never told me.”
She talked to Jake about three times a year so that wasn’t surprising, but it was better not to call her out on it. “Not a genius… just a guy good at memorizing shit.”
Emma laughed, and her gaze flickered over my crotch before settling on my face. Her blue eyes sparkled, and she clasped her hands in front of her at her waist. The motion pushed her tits together, forming a mountainous valley of cleavage some considered a national treasure.
I caught Quinn rolling her eyes at Emma and her lips curled up into a thin smirk as if she knew exactly what her friend was doing.
Was Emma Roads actually flirting with me? I felt Courtney edge closer and wrap her arm around mine before I felt her tit press into my shoulder. I gazed down on my girlfriend and came face to face with her warlocks nearly bursting from her tank top. Courtney didn’t have a jealous bone in her entire body, but the green-eyed monster seemed to have caught her in its hold. Was this the ground she was going to die on? Somehow, I doubted it.
“Stevie, are your daiquiri making skills still as good as I remember?” Quinn asked.
“Better,” I said. “I’ve improved in two years.”
“Has it been that long?” Quinn glanced between Courtney and I as if she didn’t know where to look, and then she did something that surprised me — she actually blushed. Her cheeks turned pink, and she averted her gaze. If only I could read minds.
“You still like the peach mango?” I asked Quinn.
“Yes, please.” She smiled and touched my forearm. “Nobody makes them as good as you.”
“Steve Brooks, are you holding out on me?” Courtney asked before she pinched my arm. “You have secret bartender skills and I don’t know about them?”
“Uh… you love the Pina Colada’s I make,” I said. “And the rum runners. Don’t you remember that one night in LA?”
Courtney frowned. “You made all those? I thought they were a mix? My head hurt for a week.”
“A mix? That hurts my pride. It’s all fresh ingredients, baby.” I turned back to Quinn. “I’ve added a jalapeno kick to it if you’re interested.”
“Mmm….” Quinn licked her lips and her eyes lit up. “I’ve got a shoot tomorrow,” she said. “Maybe just one.”
“Me too,” Emma said.
I looked at Courtney and raised an eyebrow.
She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek. “Yes, please.”
I rubbed hands together and glanced between the three beauties. “Have a seat ladies.” I stretched my hands and grinned. “Your bartender will be right back with your drinks.”
Emma and Quinn pulled Courtney to a table near the bar, and the three of them started talking in hushed whispers while occasionally looking in my direction. By the time I’d finished the drinks, all the shyness and self-consciousness had fled Courtney and she seemed like her normal self, chit-chatting away while Emma and Quinn tried to convince her to get into modeling.
“Here you are, ladies.” I dropped off the daiquiris and stood there waiting for their reaction.
“This looks yummy,” Emma said and took a sip. Her eyes widened, and she smiled brightly. “It’s so good.”
Courtney took a drink and smiled. “Stevie, I love it. Thank you.”
Quinn tried hers and smiled satisfactorily. “I like the jalapeno. Nice touch.”
“Glad you like it.” I bowed with a slight flourish.
“Where’s your drink?” Quinn asked. She pulled back the chair beside her. “Sit. We have some catching up to do.”
“I’ll grab a beer and join you, but first I need to unload our bags and stow them in our room. Be right back.” I disappeared back through the house and headed for the car.
Two trips later, I lugged the last two bags into our beach side suite.
The indoor-outdoor theme carried through to the bedroom which had its own private patio complete with a jacuzzi and beach access. A king-size bed dominated the space and our luggage sat in a pile beside the bed, but what surprised me most when I stepped through the door was that I found Quinn perched on the edge of the bed watching me.
I stood there staring at her dumbly. “Uh… hi.” I set down the last of the luggage and turned back to face her.
Quinn reclined slightly and propped herself up on her arms. “Sorry to ambush you,” she said. “I asked Courtney if it was okay, and she didn’t mind.”
“No problem.” I said. “What’s on your mind?”
Quinn averted her gaze. “Now I feel stupid. It’s none of my business.”
“What?”
She sighed and looked up at me. “Did Uncle Lee arrange Courtney for you? Is she your set up?”
“Why do you ask?”
“Because she clearly loves you,” Quinn said. “I never looked at Jake the way Courtney looks at you.”
“Mind if I sit?”
She shook her head, and I perched on the bed beside her, leaving only a few inches separating us.
Quinn angled herself to face me, bringing her knee up on the bed and turning sideways. Her knee touched my hip, and the angle offered an unobstructed view of her bikini-covered mound. The faint outline of her lips pressed against her blue bottoms.
I did my best to avert my gaze, but it was tough sledding.
Quinn waited patiently for me to speak, resting her electric blue eyes on me like she had so many times before.
I picked up Quinn’s hand and dragged it onto my lap. She didn’t resist. I rubbed my thumb over the back of her hand while she inched closer and flattened her foot against my thigh.
The old spark between us hadn’t faded. If anything, our connection had grown stronger fueled by two years apart. What should I tell her about Courtney? I decided on the truth, even if I left out some key elements in the explanation. “Courtney and I met about a year ago. My uncle did not arrange us and we’re not even engaged. He told me he couldn’t have picked a better wife for me and said I should marry her if that’s what I wanted.”
Quinn stared at our joined hands for a long time without speaking, as if measuring her next words carefully. “Jake and I don’t love each other.”
“I know,” I said.
She intertwined her fingers in mine. “Your brother is a good man, but we never had that moment where we really connected, you know?” Quinn gazed up at me and our eyes locked.
A smoldering undercurrent of electric sex hung between us like something I could reach out and touch. My head spun with desire and my stomach twisted before unleashing a nest of butterflies. A visceral urge swept over me — a nearly irresistible desire to rip off Quinn’s clothes and fuck her hard and fast. Her penetrating gaze held me hostage, and even if I wanted, I couldn’t look away. It was always this way between us from the first moment I met her until now — thunderclaps and fireworks all the way. We clicked in some strange intergalactic way that made no sense. Maybe it was pheromones or our souls finding their natural mate, but I knew she belonged with me the same way I knew how to breathe — it just was.
Quinn’s chest rose and fell in rapid succession and with her lips slightly parted she licked her lips and her eyes took on a haunted, wanton look that told me everything I needed to know. If I placed my hand on her heart, I knew it would match mine beat for beat.
Neither of us spoke, pulled in by our mutual attraction. Was it purely physical or was there more? Only we could answer that, and only if we gave in to our unspoken feelings.
“I’m talking about this.” Quinn’s voice came out in a husky whisper. “This feeling I have whenever you’re with me.” Her hand trembled in mine. “I’ve never felt this way about anyone but you.”
I barely nodded an acknowledgment and my legs felt like microwaved butter even though I hadn’t moved an inch from the bed. “It’s….” I shook my head. “I don’t know, Quinn. Maybe it’s the romantic Hawaiian setting that’s making us feel this way.”
“It’s not the first time, and you know it.” She broke the spell and averted her gaze. “Or do you want to pretend it didn’t happen?”
“We were drunk,” I said. “Remember the eggnog? Jake dialed it up to twelve that night.”
“I remember every second of our kiss,” she said. “Don’t tell me you forgot.”
“How could I forget?” I smiled, remembering back on the family Christmas party from two years ago. “That was the booze and the music and the dancing.”
“I know how I feel,” she said, her voice rising with anger before she looked away. “Stevie, I’m filing for divorce. I wanted to talk to you first, but my schedule….” She sighed and shook her head. “No. That’s a lie the truth is I’m scared shitless of you.”
“Me? Quinn, why?”
Quinn sucked in a deep breath and exhaled before turning back to me with tears welling in her eyes. “Stevie, I’m twenty-seven-years-old…” Her voice trailed off as she took a few seconds to regain her composure.
“I don’t understand.” I edged closer and took her other hand in mine. “Talk to me.”
A teardrop rolled down her cheek. “Stevie, I’m young now, but I don’t want to be an old mom. I want kids and a family. I want to love someone.” Her chin quivered. “I want to fall in love, Stevie. That’s never going to happen with Jake, and it’s impossible to find a person who knows me for me.”
“Are you talking about us? Quinn, we don’t know how that would even work.” I brushed the tear from her cheek, and she fixed her big blue eyes on me, melting me on the spot.
“I thought….” Quinn’s voice wobbled and her chin quivered before teardrops rolled down her face.
“Hey. Don’t cry.” I edged closer and pulled her into a hug, gently stroking her hair. “What’s going on Q-Tip? Why haven’t you called me in two years?”
“I told you, I’m scared.” She pulled me in tight and squeezed. “I….”
“Of what?” I kissed the side of her head and continued stroking her beautiful brown hair.
“I can’t control how I feel about you, and I don’t know how to handle it. In the back of my mind, I always thought you and I might someday… I don’t know what I’m saying.”
I pulled away from her until we came face to face. I held her cheeks in my hands and brushed away the tears. “Why didn’t you ever tell me?”
“Because I’m a coward,” she said before her lips turned up into a smile. “If I never asked, you couldn’t tell me no, and I could dream about it a little longer.”
I leaned forward and kissed Quinn on the lips. It was a light touch, our lips barely meeting.
Then Quinn leaned forward and pressed harder before opening her mouth to mine and moaned.
Our tongues met, and our kiss deepened. I tasted the peach and mango on her tongue amid a faint hint of alcohol. Our tongues swirled and explored, and Quinn’s breathing intensified.
She ran her hand up the back of my neck and slid her fingers into my hair, all the while opening her mouth wider and moaning.
I slid my hand down the gentle curve of her spine and slid the tips of my fingers just inside her bikini bottom. Her bare bottom was mere inches away and my cock hardened to granite proportions while I imagined pulling free the knot on her bikini top.
Abruptly, Quinn broke off the kiss, breathless while a string of saliva stretched from her bottom lip to mine. “I’m sorry, Stevie.” She lowered her gaze and licked her lips.
“For what?” I raised her chin upward until our eyes met. “This time, it was me kissing you first.”
“Courtney’s sweet. We shouldn’t.” She ran her hands across my shoulders and down my chest before letting out a deep sigh of frustration.
“Courtney doesn’t mind,” I said.
Quinn frowned. “What do you mean?”
“We should go back.” I pulled away from her and squeezed her hands. “If you want to know what I mean, then you’ll have to find out for yourself.”
◆◆◆
 
The four of us ordered carryout for dinner and we had a few more drinks, but not enough to get drunk. By ten o’clock, Emma and Quinn headed to bed, but not before Quinn pulled me aside as I was cleaning up the dirty dishes in the kitchen.
“Stevie, what did you mean about finding out for myself?” Quinn’s blue eyes flickered with nervous anticipation.
“What do you think?” I asked while I tucked a plate into the dishwasher.
Quinn bit her lip and leaned against the counter. “Why do you make everything so hard?”
I grinned up at her. “Would you like me better if I gave in to you? Where’s the fun in that?”
“What if I decide not to find out for myself?” she asked me.
“Then you’ll never know what might have been.” I grabbed the next plate and placed it on the rack.
She pursed her lips together. “What if Courtney scratches my eyes out?”
I laughed at her. “Court’s more of a lover than a fighter.”
For a full minute, Quinn watched me load the dishes in silence before she put her hands on her delicious hips and glared. “If you won’t tell me, then I’m going to bed.” She turned on her heel and huffed away while I smiled after her.
When I made it to the bedroom, I found Courtney waiting for me stretched out under the covers. The warm glow of the bedside lamp illuminated her caramel skin, and the sound of the waves crashing on the beach drifted in through the open window. I left the door wide open and crossed the room to the foot of the bed.
One of Courtney’s long smooth legs stuck out from beneath the cotton sheets while her bare shoulders gave way to the rise of her ample breasts, then disappeared under the veil of bed coverings.
“What took you so long?” She asked. “I’m beyond horny.”
I shucked off my t-shirt and tossed it aside. “I was talking to Quinn.”
Courtney’s eyes roamed my bare chest, and she parted her legs, causing the covers to shift and her big tits to fall out. Her pink nipples were already stiff and her tits jiggled while she slid her hand under the sheets. “They both want to fuck you,” she said. “It’s so obvious.”
I worked the button free on my shorts. “Does that excite you?”
She giggled. “You know it does. I almost made you fuck me on the couch. Your dick is so big and hard.” Her voice trailed off into a moan while her hand rustled the sheets near her pussy.
“Does the thought of me fucking Quinn make you wet?” I pulled away my shorts and let them fall to the floor.
“Baby, why do you think I’m so horny?” She giggled.
“You’re always horny.” I grinned and pulled down my boxer briefs before my glistening cock, already half hard, sprang free.
Courtney’s gaze locked on my manhood and she moaned while she arched her back and the sheets fell further down near her waist. “Do you think either of them are into girls?”
I tugged on the sheets, revealing Courtney’s naked body. “I’ve never met a woman yet who could resist you.”
She had her finger stuffed inside her pussy and her lips glistened with wetness. “Do you think she would join us?”
I turned back toward the bedroom door and silently crossed the room until the hallway opened up before me.
Quinn stood a few feet outside the bedroom wearing a pink Maroon 5 concert t-shirt that hung down to her mid-thighs. Her eyes widened before her gaze dropped to my cock and she gasped.
Without a word, I reached out and took Quinn’s hand before leading her into the bedroom.
Quinn didn’t resist and fell in behind me, edging closer until I felt the heat from her body wash over my back.
Courtney’s eyes widened before she smiled and sat up against the headboard. She watched us with no concern for covering herself or even stopping her finger fucking session.
I stopped at the foot of the bed and felt Quinn’s arms wrap around my waist, and she kissed my shoulder while peering at Courtney as if testing the waters.
The heat from her body radiated down my back and Quinn slid her hands over my stomach and down to my fully engorged cock. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and squeezed while I felt her warm breath curl over my shoulder and up my neck.
“Kiss her, Stevie,” Courtney said while she continued playing with herself.
I smiled devilishly and Court returned my wicked grin before I turned to face Quinn, my cock springing from under her fingers.
Her blue eyes were heavy with lust, and her long brown hair hung straight down past her shoulders. She wrapped her arms around my neck and perched on her toes to kiss me softly. “Is this what you meant?” She bit her lower lip and studied my face, her eyes searching my lips, nose, and eyes.
I leaned in toward her neck and inhaled the scent of lilacs drifting from her hair. I kissed behind her ear and whispered, “Isn’t this what you really wanted?”
Quinn let out a soft moan that bordered on a whimper and nodded while she spoke, her voice breathless, “Yes. I want you to touch me.”
I reached for the bottom of Quinn’s nightshirt and she raised her arms over her head while I pulled it free and tossed it aside.
All natural and perfect, Quinn’s body rivaled any woman on the planet. Her B-cup breasts were pert and firm without a hint of sag. Her pink nipples hardened under my palm while I cupped her breast.
I kissed along Quinn’s shoulder and ran my hand over her chest and stomach before I felt the slick wetness and heat radiating from her bare pussy.
Quinn gasped and squeezed my shoulders while she inched toward me until my cock slid up her belly, leaving behind a trail of pre-cum.
With my finger dipping into her soft warm folds, I brought my face around to meet hers before our lips met hot and hungry.
Her tongue tasted minty and fresh, her full lips soft and warm. Quinn’s hands roamed my back before diving lower and firmly cupping my ass and squeezing.
Behind us, Courtney let out a low moan, and I heard the sheets shift.
I found Quinn’s clit and swirled my fingertip over her bud, eliciting a gasp and a quiver from the stunning supermodel.
Goosebumps flashed over her chest and she dug her fingernails into my ass while she ground her pussy up and down against my hand.
Behind me, I felt Courtney’s hands on my shoulders and the softness of her warm tits press into my back. Her lips found my ear and her tongue traced the outline of my earlobe. Court’s warm breath sent a shiver down my spine and I squeezed Quinn’s tit in my hand, tweaking her nipple between my fingers.
Quinn broke off our kiss and leaned over my shoulder before finding Courtney’s mouth. Their soft moans and warm breath rippled over my skin, and I felt my stiff cock press against Quinn’s stomach as it ached to join the fray.
I reluctantly let go of Quinn’s pussy and slid my hand around to her ass cheeks, squeezing and kneading her soft flesh.
Courtney and Quinn inched closer, their bodies pressing firmly against mine while their kiss grew more urgent and their hands roamed free.
Court broke off the kiss and brought her lips to my ear. “Baby, we want to ride that cock.” She rested her chin on my shoulder and smiled down at Quinn. “Don’t we, baby?”
Quinn nodded, her baby blues appearing wide and innocent. “I’m afraid his cock might tear me apart.”
When I fucked Quinn, I doubted I would last thirty seconds — better to make sure she came first. I slid out from between Courtney and Quinn and retreated onto the bed, pulling on Quinn’s hand as I went.
She didn’t resist but seemed hesitant, as if scared to make the wrong move.
I stretched out with my head on the pillows and my cock standing tower tall, wagging from side-to-side.
Courtney bit her lip and stared at my manhood, her eyes registering with full tilt desire. “I need that cock, Stevie.” She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and stroked while she straddled my legs and tapped my tip against her tummy. Courtney’s big tits swayed and jiggled while her hair, shiny and wavy, spilled over her shoulders. She was off-the-charts hot and I couldn’t wait for her to ride me.
“Quinn, I want to taste you,” I said and guided her into position with her knees straddling my head and her pussy in my face.
Quinn leaned forward, bracing herself against the headboard while I ran my tongue the length of her soaking wet lips.
“Oh, God,” Quinn said as she locked her knees on either side of my face and squeezed.
Courtney sat upright and guided my cock along her slippery lips until it caught just inside her tight hole. She moaned while she worked my tip inside her hole and back out again, sliding it up and down, her lips already soaked with her juices. On the third pass, she sank down on my cock and drove it halfway home. “Ohhh…fuuuccckkk.”
Her pussy clamped down on my shaft and I bucked my hips, edging them higher, feeling her sweet resistance slide down my pole and curl my toes.
I ran my hands over Quinn’s famous hips and grabbed hold of her even more famous ass while I dove tongue-first into her sweet pink pie. Lapping and licking, I sucked up her juices, which tasted as sweet and tangy as I always imagined.
Quinn ground her hips against my face sliding her pussy back and forth across my tongue while I edged her hips open allowing me more access to her honey hole.
Courtney settled onto my cock, fulling impaling herself while her wall muscles spasmed around my intruding girth. She ground forward and backward, slowly at first, plumbing her depths and loosening herself for the fucking to come.
Her pussy warm, wet, and soft gliding up and down my shaft swallowing me whole with every deep grinding thrust. I worked my hips in a slow rhythm, matching my beautiful biracial beauty stroke for stroke.
Quinn didn’t try to contain her moans. Her uncertainty vanished, and her full-tilt desire turned up to full volume. She squeezed my cheeks between her thighs and her perfect tits bounced while she bucked on my face and chewed on her lower lip.
Courtney had gone from a slow grind to a steady driving up and down fucking motion. Skin on skin, our bodies slapped together while the mattress groaned with our dual assault.
I grabbed Quinn’s ass and forced more of her pussy into my mouth, sliding my tongue up her trough until I unburied her clit and swirled my tongue over her sweet cherry.
Quinn moaned louder as a second round of goosebumps swept over her body and her pussy twitched in my mouth. “God, baby. Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”
I wasn’t about to stop until she came all over my face. Instead, I worked my tongue faster and buzzed my lips over her clit while she squeezed my face so hard, I thought my head might pop like a grape. If not for my intent focus on Quinn’s pussy, I might have already come deep inside Courtney’s who hovered on the edge of a massive orgasm.
Up and down she bounced on my cock with her tits slapping together in a furious blur of motion. Warm and wet, the friction from our fucking had put my balls on notice that an orgasm was incoming.
“Ohhhhhh….” Quinn arched her back and thrust her pussy into my mouth while I lapped up a fresh release of her womanly nectar. Her orgasm came swiftly and seemed to overwhelm her as her eyes rolled back in her head and her jaw dropped open.
Not to be outdone. Courtney’s rapid fucking came to a crescendo with her pussy spasming around my cock and her loud moans filling the air. She locked her knees around my hips and drove forward before she froze in place with my cock buried to the hilt.
It took all my fortitude not to fire off my load until I had the chance to seal the deal inside the world-famous Quinn Jacobs.
Courtney’s moans faded, and she rolled off my cock onto the bed, breathless and spent.
Quinn pried herself off my face and rolled onto her back with her legs parted and her tits rising and falling with her rapid breathing.
I wasted no time, and crawled between Quinn’s legs, my cock glistening with Courtney’s juices. I gazed down into her beautiful blue eyes and prepared to become a two-pump chump. “Are you ready?”
Quinn nodded and wrapped her arms around my neck before lifting herself high enough off the bed to kiss me.
I guided my tip to her soaking wet pussy and held it there while we kissed.
Quinn ran her fingers through my hair and broke off the kiss before she whispered. “Come inside me, Stevie.”
I groaned and edged my cock forward until I found her hole tight and resistant.
Quinn wrapped her legs around mine and pushed her hips up to meet my downward thrust, and I sank halfway inside until the sheer tightness of her pussy prevented me from going any further. She gasped and slid her hands from my head to my shoulders and squeezed.
“Am I hurting you?”
“No, but it’s been a long time. Go slow.” She reclined back onto the bed, her brown hair spilling over the white cotton sheets. She gazed up at me with her world-famous smile and dug her heels into my ass. “Fuck me, Stevie.”
I inched forward, taking it slow and steady, pulling out and pushing back in, priming her pussy for the girth of my oversized cock. I had never felt a pussy as tight as Quinn’s and it took an act of Congress for me not to collapse into a puddle of drool and shoot my load right now.
Instead, I gritted my teeth and continued progressing until I felt my cock buried to the hilt. When I gazed down at Quinn’s stunning face, I almost came and had to pause before the damn burst. I at least wanted to get out of the starting gate before I blew my engine.
The instant connection we shared came roaring back a thousand times more intense with our bodies so intimately conjoined. I lowered my chest to hers until I felt her nipples rake my pecs. I buried my nose into her hair and kissed behind her ear.
Quinn ground her hips while I found the inner strength enough to fuck her slow and easy.
“I can’t believe you’re inside me,” Quinn whispered before kissing my neck. “I’ve fantasized so many times.”
I thrust forward, driving my cock in deep enough to feel her cervix tapping the tip of my cock.
Quinn intertwined her legs in mine, and her breath floated up my neck. She wrapped her arms round my back and pulled me in deeper. “Come inside me, Stevie. I want it.”
I groaned, and the damn broke. I launched jet-fueled streams of cum deep inside her womb with my cock spasming and my hips quivering. I gushed stream after stream of hot spunk, erupting like an earthquake, topping the Richter scale with easily the biggest orgasm of my life. I grunted and pushed, hammering her hard and fast while Quinn’s pussy leaked cum like a swollen river overflowing its banks.
My head spun and my legs turned to rubber while Quinn ran her fingers through my hair and kissed her way along my neck. “That’s it, lover. Fill me up.” She ground her hips and milked my cock, squeezing out every last drop.
“Wow,” Courtney said beside us.
With my cock still pulsing inside Quinn, I glanced toward my beautiful girlfriend who sat up on her knees beside us watching with her mouth open.
“That was intense,” Courtney said.
Quinn ran her fingers along the back of my neck and kissed me softly on the lips. “It was a long time coming. Wasn’t it, Stevie?”
“Two years in the making,” I said before kissing her back and nibbling on her lower lip as I did.
Quinn giggled and pulled me down on top of her with my cock still buried to the hilt. She kissed me long and slow, using plenty of tongue while she let her hands roam.
Courtney stretched out alongside us, and I wrapped my arm around her waist, pulling her into our threesome.
For the next hour, the three of us kissed and explored before we had sex again, this time with Courtney receiving the finishing load. Afterward, we showered and climbed back into bed, all of us naked until we drifted off to sleep.
◆◆◆
 
I awoke to the sun shining through the giant windows, and Courtney wrapped up in my arms. When my memories fully kicked in, I reached over and found Quinn’s side of the bed empty.
Had I dreamed the whole thing? No. It had happened and my cock felt like it had gone twelve rounds with Mike Tyson to prove it. Quinn’s pussy was so tight she had rubbed my shaft raw. Not that I was complaining.
Then I remembered the photo shoot and sat up before gently shaking Courtney. “Baby, wake up.”
Courtney rolled over, groggy with sleep, her big tits spilling onto my chest. “Ten more minutes.”
I kissed her forehead and pried myself free. “It’s fine. Go back to sleep.”
Courtney rolled over and pulled the blanket up over her shoulder before she fell back into a deep sleep.
I glanced at the clock — 10:15 AM. We had slept a lot longer than I realized and I felt bad for Quinn, who must have been exhausted for the morning shoot.
The house was quiet and I couldn’t find Quinn or Emma anywhere. I made my way outside and down the path that led to the beach and found an entire camera crew set up where the trail from the house met the sand. At least two dozen people wandered between tents and several more chatted together near the shore, but still I didn’t see Quinn or Emma anywhere.
“Can I help you?” a female voice said from behind me.
I turned and found a college-aged girl with short dark hair, glasses, and a cute figure.
She smiled at me pleasantly and held some sort of camera case in her hand.
“Hi. I’m… uh… Steve Brooks.”
Her eyes widened and she nodded as if the name struck a bell. “Oh… you’re the owner?” She looked at me with a puzzled expression.
“I’m the owner’s nephew.” I held out my hand.
“I’m Samantha.” She shook my hand and motioned toward the tents. “I’m one of the production assistants. Feel free to hang out.” She blushed. “It’s your house, after all. But we’re not shooting again for a couple of more hours.”
“Again?” I frowned. “You already shot once?”
“Sure did. Morning light and evening light make for magic moments.” Samantha pointed toward the big tent. “You can see the shots in there.”
“Thanks. Do you know where Quinn went?”
She shook her head. “That info is way above my pay grade. But you can ask Abby. She’s in the big tent too.”
I wandered toward a big white tent flapping in the breeze and stepped inside the open door.
A middle-aged woman with salt and pepper hair sat at a portable desk staring at a computer screen through a pair of reading glasses. She wore jeans and a short-sleeved shirt with a bandanna tied around her forehead.
“Are you Abby?” I asked.
The woman turned toward me, her face warm and friendly. “I am and you must be Steve Brooks.” She stood and extended her hand. “Thank you so much for allowing us to use your home.”
“You’re welcome. It was my pleasure.”
“We got some great shots this morning. Quinn was practically glowing. Come look.”
She led me back to the computer and showed me several shots of Quinn wearing a barely-there bikini and even a few shots where the only thing covering her tits were two giant shells. Some shots showed Quinn sitting in the surf, and others were near the palms lining the back of the property.
“This next one will be the cover.” She clicked her mouse and an image of Quinn appeared on screen.
My stomach fluttered, and my breath caught in my throat.
Quinn wore a white bikini. She sat in the surf on her knees, her hair wet, and sand covering her inner thighs. Her hard nipples stretched the wet fabric of her top, her cleavage strained the boundaries of the straps, and her hips flared out perfectly with only the thin patch of white bikini covering her pussy. But it was the way the light warmed her face and the expression of joy through the faintest of smiles that stole the show. The morning sunshine ignited her eyes in an electric blue and warmed her skin in shades of gold, subtle reds, and orange hues. I had seen no one more beautiful.
“She looks… stunning.” My voice came out raw and husky, and Abby smiled at me affectionately.
“You seem to have a wonderful influence on her, Mr. Brooks,” Abby said. “She was on fire this morning.” She shook her head. “She was radiant like a woman in love.” She closed her computer. “You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you?”
“Me? I….”
“I’m teasing,” Abby said. “But she seriously wouldn’t stop talking about you.”
“Where is she?” I asked.
“She went back to the house for some rest, I think. We shoot again at 1:00 when the light changes.”
“Thanks.” I gestured over my shoulder. “I think I’ll track her down.”
“You definitely should,” she said. “You’re making my job too easy.”
I wandered back to the house and found no sign of Quinn or Emma or Courtney, for that matter. But when I reached the guest suite, I struck pay dirt.
The door was open and a few of Quinn’s clothes were draped over the edge of her untouched bed. The bathroom door was wide open, and from inside I heard the water running.
My cock twitched in my shorts, and I licked the dryness from my lips.
A naked supermodel was showering a few feet away.
My heart pumped, and a rush of adrenaline swept through my body. Even though Quinn and I had spent half the night fucking, I felt nervous about barging in on her in the cold light of day. Would she get pissed or would she find it endearing? I thought it would be the latter and decided to be bold.
I shucked off my shirt and tossed it on the bed before I peeled off my shorts and boxer briefs. My heart pounded harder with each passing second and on trembling legs, I stepped inside the bathroom.
Quinn stood in the large walk-in shower with her back facing me. Her long brown hair, wet and glistening, hung halfway down her back, and her bubbly ass looked exquisite through the steamy glass.
I padded across the tile and opened the shower door before I crept up behind Quinn and wrapped my arms around her waist.
Quinn didn’t flinch. “It took you long enough? Do I need to leave you a written invitation next time?” She said without turning around.
I ran my hands up her wet, flat stomach and cupped her perfect tits in my hands. My cock flared to life and nuzzled inside her ass crack, expanding by the second. “I thought you would shower in my room.” I kissed her neck and Quinn tilted her head sideways, giving me free access.
“Mmm… that feels good.”
Her nipples hardened under my fingers and I ran my cock up and down her ass crack while the warm water rolled over our bodies. Her neck felt soft and pliable under my lips and I gently sucked, careful not to leave a hickey.
Quinn groaned and arched her back, thrusting out her chest while she squeezed her ass cheeks around my hard cock. “Stevie… oh, God, that feels good.”
I sucked her earlobe between my lips and swirled my tongue over her smooth skin and inhaled the scent of coconut drifting from her wet hair. “I’m going to come so hard inside you,” I whispered in her ear.
Quinn turned around to face me and took my cock in her hand while her mouth found mine. Her lips parted and our tongues met, hungry and urgent. She stroked my shaft while I slid my hand down to her smooth pussy and dipped my finger into her velvety soft folds.
“Baby…,” she said between kisses. “Since you let me play with Courtney….” She kissed me again while she swirled her fingers over my tip. Her moans filled my mouth, and it was all I could do not to come in her hand.
I ran one hand behind her waist and lowered it to her ass and was about ten seconds from impaling her with my cock. “What, baby?” I broke off the kiss and gazed into her lust-filled eyes.
The steam and water rolled over her face and droplets of water cascaded over Quinn’s perfect, up-turned breasts.
“Since you let me play with Courtney last night, I thought you might like to play with my friend.” She smiled up at me and kissed my chin and then my lips.
“Who? What?”
Warm hands slid down my back, and I turned to find Emma Roads standing behind me completely naked.
Her blonde hair, golden and shiny, tumbled over her shoulders, not yet wet from the shower water. Her blue eyes sparkled and her full pink lips glowed with fresh lip gloss. She still had on the makeup from the shoot and when she smiled the legendary beauty mark just above her lip on her right cheek crinkled. Her tits were almost as big as Katie’s and they jiggled and swayed while she stepped up before me. A golden patch of pubic hair hovered over her pussy lips and her hips flared out into a stunning hour glass shape.
“You won’t leave me out of the fun again, will you?” Emma asked before she draped her hands over my shoulders and kissed me softly on the lips.
My cock, already hard, bounced off her smooth flat tummy and my engorged tip nestled in the gentle curve of her belly button.
Emma stepped in closer and her big tits flattened against my chest before she kissed me harder, opening her mouth and our tongues touched for the first time. Her lips tasted like strawberries and her tongue like spearmint. I wrapped my hands around her waist and drew her in closer before squeezing her full, heart-shaped ass.
Emma’s soft moans filled my mouth while Quinn came up behind me and reached around to find my cock. “I want to watch you come inside Emma,” Quinn whispered in my ear while she stroked my shaft. “Just like Courtney did with me.”
Emma broke off our kiss while the warm water cascaded over her head, dampening her long golden locks. “The second I saw you, I wanted you inside me.” She kissed me softly and gazed into my eyes. “Smart, sexy, and kind. That’s some good DNA for baby making.” She kissed me harder, our tongues lashing while her nipples hardened against my chest.
Emma wanted to get pregnant? She wasn’t much older than me. Surely that wouldn’t bode well for her career. But who was I to second guess? If Emma Roads wanted a baby, I would love to be the man who put one in her. “Might take more than one try.” I ran my hand down to Emma Road’s pussy and felt her warm slick juices envelope my finger.
Quinn’s fingers rolled over my tip and squeezed my fat head. “But can you fuck me first? I’m already edging after dreaming about your cock all morning.” She whispered in my ear while she gently nibbled my earlobe.
I reluctantly broke away from Emma but was rewarded by one of the finest views I had ever seen in my short life.
Quinn Jacobs bent over at the waist and leaned against the shower wall, presenting me with her world-class ass. She smiled warmly over her shoulder and her blue eyes smiled with her.
Fucking her to an orgasm without coming myself would be a challenge. Saving that load for a second supermodel would be next to impossible. I stepped up behind Quinn with my rigid cock bouncing off her ass cheeks.
She gyrated her hips in a taunting, teasing motion and giggled.
My cock flexed, and I slid my tip down her ass crack until I met the soft resistance of her warm slippery lips.
“Unnnggghh…,” Quinn moaned and closed her eyes. She tilted her ass up, giving me unfettered access while she worked her hips in slow circles, driving my shaft lower until it caught on her honey hole.
My tip slipped inside and met a wall of resistance from the tightest pussy mother nature had ever given life. My pulse quickened and my legs wobbled while I rested my palms firmly on Quinn’s sweet ass.
Emma stood behind me kissing my shoulder while she wrapped her arms around waist and ran her fingers over my washboard abs and up my muscled chest. She flattened her famous tits against my back and swirled her index fingers over my nipples.
The sensations nearly overwhelmed me and my cock pulsed in Quinn’s tight box while Emma’s monster tits slipped and glided over my naked flesh. I gritted my teeth and pushed through the steel curtain of Quinn’s pussy while it locked around my shaft like the jaws of life. “Fuuccckkk….” I groaned while my breaths came out rapid and shallow. No woman as hot as Quinn Jacobs should have a virgin pussy every time you fucked her.
Quinn bit her lower lip and leaned her forearms against the wall while she pushed back on my cock. “Is it too tight, baby?”
I met her motion with a hard thrust and sank into her sweet depths where only a select few had gone before. “It’s perfect,” I said while I caught my breath.
Her pussy writhed and squirmed around my cock, flexing and squeezing while I held onto her hips like my life depended on it.
Quinn let out sweet moans and her tits jiggled under her chest while I fucked her slowly at first but quickening my pace with each driving thrust.
Slap. Slap. Slap.
Water sloshed and our skins smacked while a drumming thumping sound echoed every time I bottomed out. I felt every inch of her pussy molded perfectly around my cock like she was born to fuck me.
“Ohhh… baby, harder.” She tilted her head back, and I hammered her pussy, feeling the heat from her walls light up my cock like a brick pizza oven.
My orgasm teetered on the brink and I squeezed my eyes shut to remove the image of my cock entering one of the world’s most beautiful women.
“Baby, I’m coming.” She bit her lip and ground her hips in tight circles. “Don’t stop.” She opened her mouth and closed her eyes while her pussy impossibly tightened around my shaft and pulsed in quick, spastic bursts.
I slowed the pace slightly for fear of blowing my wad while I kneaded Quinn’s soft ass cheeks in my hands.
Finally, she stopped and stood letting my cock slide out of her hole and she leaned forward against the shower wall gasping for breath.
I turned around and found the beautiful blonde, Emma, waiting for me, her eyes sparkling.
Wasting no time, I slid my hands around to Emma’s ass and easily hoisted her off the ground.
Her eyes widened before a smile blossomed across her beautiful face. She wrapped her legs around my waist, locking her ankles behind me.
I walked her a step forward and pinned her back against the wall while I guided my tip into her warm pink pussy.
Our lips met and Emma’s tongue flashed inside my mouth, her minty breath curling up my nostrils. She ground her hips, pushing her pussy down while I dredged her folds with my fat tip.
When I slipped inside her, Emma’s eyes widened and she squeezed her legs, pulling me in deeper. The blonde stunner wasn’t as tight as Quinn, but then again nobody was. Her pussy felt warm and soft, like slipping into a warm bath on a cold winter day.
I pulsed inside and almost came from the overwhelming sensation of being inside a blanket of motherly comfort. When I pushed deeper, the sensation felt like riding atop a flying carpet, smooth and easy, like I could ride her all day.
Emma gazed into my eyes while we started fucking slow and smooth with me sinking deep inside her with every stroke. “You have a nice big dick,” she said before she kissed me softly. “I could fuck you every morning and every night.”
I groaned and slid in and out while the water cascaded over our bodies and Emma’s big tits bounced off my chest. “Come with Quinn to Colorado, and I’ll fuck you whenever you want.”
Emma’s eyes softened and the sound of our skin slapping echoed off the walls. She nibbled on my lower lip before pulling it into her mouth and sucked. With her tongue swirling over my lips and tongue her pussy melted my cock while she rode me like a mechanical bull.
I had no hope of lasting much longer and stepped forward, ramming into the blonde supermodel hard and fast, feeling her cervix meet my cock with each penetrative stroke. I watched my cock slide in and out of her pussy, shocked to find myself in such an enviable position.
Emma wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself off the wall, bouncing up and down on my cock while her slippery wet tits slid back and forth across my chest. She gasped and dug her fingers into my shoulders before she held still and moaned softly in my ear. “I’m coming all over your dick.” Her wall muscles contracted and released, and my head flashed with orgasmic bliss.
I moaned loud and long while a cum-drenched geyser erupted inside Emma Road’s amazing wonderland pussy. I pumped my cock, lashing her with ropes of thick hot spunk, firing them deep in her fertile womb. My grunts came in short, hard bursts while I held her in my arms and continued to load her with my potent cum.
Emma brought her face even with mine and kissed me long and hard while she continued grinding up and down on my pole, milking me of every drop.
My legs weak and rubbery, I lowered Emma to the ground while my cock slipped out, still leaking cum.
Emma leaned against the wall and pried open her pussy while a river of cum leaked out and drizzled down her leg. “Wow. It’s like a cum flood.”
Quinn smiled and came up behind me, pressing her naked body against mine while she cleaned my cock under the rushing water. She peeked past me and grinned at Emma. “Satisfied?”
“You can’t keep him all for yourself,” Emma said, stepping back up to me and resting her head against my chest. “Did you mean what you said? Can I come to Colorado with Quinn?”
“I’m hoping to talk you two into coming home with Court and I.”
“Hmmm….” Quinn grabbed a bar of soap and worked it over my back and shoulders. “Like a new home base?”
“Exactly like a new home base,” I said.
Emma squeezed some shower gel onto her palm and worked it over my balls and shaft. “What do you think, Quinn?”
“I think that’s a yes,” Quinn said while she soaped my ass and squeezed my cheeks.
Not to be outdone, I grabbed the bottle of shower gel and drizzled it over Emma’s tits before lathering up her giant natural mounds. Her stiff nipples slid in and out of my fingers and I couldn’t help but stare at them mesmerized. “There’s no need to rush. The four of us can hang out here a few more days first?”
“Definitely,” Quinn said, wrapping her arms around me.
“Does this mean I get to play with Courtney too?” Emma asked, flashing me her baby blues.
◆◆◆
 
A week later, the four of us flew back to Denver first class. The looks Quinn and Emma got were priceless, and the paparazzi were absolutely relentless following us all the way to the Denver airport. Fortunately, I lost them in concierge parking and we made it back to the mansion without a photographer in sight.
Emma and Quinn fit right in, and my harem had taken on an unexpected addition with the blonde supermodel. Thankfully, Uncle Lee had built the harem room big enough to accommodate all of us, including Jessa if I landed the thirty-six-year-old redhead.
Two nights after we got home, Quinn found me sitting on the deck with a glass of wine, watching the sun sink over the western peeks. She slipped onto my lap and sipped on the glass of wine resting on the arm of the Adirondack chair.
I pulled her in tight and held her close while she wrapped her arms around my chest and sighed contentedly. “I love you, Stevie.”
Her words came out as almost an afterthought. It was natural, honest, and pure. She didn’t stiffen or try to put the words back in a bottle. She owned them and she squeezed me tighter and rested her head against my shoulder.
“I love you too, Q-Tip.” I kissed the top of her head and rested my hand on her inner thigh.
“I’ve got this thing in New York next week,” she said. “Would you mind being my plus one?”
“Mind? I would love it,” I said. “But what will the tabloids say?”
She shrugged. “I love you. I want the world to know.” She looked up at me and kissed me softly. “I’m yours and you’re mine. That’s all that matters.”
“We should probably give Jake a heads up,” I said.
“Probably,” she said. “But he knew from day one that I had a crush on you.”
“He never told me,” I said.
“I swore him to secrecy,” Quinn said. “Besides, he has a new lady in his life who will make him quite happy.”
“Maybe we can double date?” I asked her.
“I’d like that,” she said, and stared out toward the setting sun. “I feel safe here with you.”
“So, you’re staying… permanently?”
“Yes.” She peered up at me, her blue eyes sparkling. “But if you break my heart, I’ll kill you.”
I kissed the tip of her nose. “Then how could you ever forgive me?”
She held my gaze for the span of two heartbeats and kissed me softly. “You really love me?”
“I really love you,” I said. “It’s the forever kind.”
She smiled. “That’s the best kind.” She nestled back onto my lap and sipped on my wine while we watched the sun slip over the mountains.




Little Sister Setup

I pretended to be asleep. Up until five minutes ago, that was true. Since then, I had feigned sleep while Emma used my body as her personal playground. I felt a warm finger push the tip of my hard cock and it wagged from side-to-side like a metronome counting musical beats.
“It’s always so hard,” Emma whispered. “God his cock is beautiful.”
“You’re relentless,” Mia said and chuckled. “How late did you keep him up?”
Emma sighed. “I rode him at three o’clock. I didn’t hear him complaining about being tired.” She circled the tip of my cock with her index finger. “I could play with it for hours.” She circled her fingers around my shaft and I felt her warm palm against the sensitive skin on the back of my cock.
My cock twitched in her hand and the idea that I was really asleep became more ridiculous by the moment. Emma’s breath washed over my swollen tip before she brushed her fingertips down my glans.
Mia laughed again. “Baby, you already play with Stevie’s cock for hours. It’s a miracle he can get hard at all.”
My cock throbbed and thickened in the blonde supermodel’s soft, warm hand. I never grew tired of Emma’s constant attention and hoped this morning would start the same as every morning this week.
“I can’t help it,” Emma said. “I have to leave in an hour. Besides, he’s probably faking sleep. Aren’t you, baby?” Emma’s soft lips nuzzled the tip of my cock and her tongue flickered over the pre-cum oozing from my shaft. “You like it when mama sucks your beautiful cock, don’t you?”
My eyes fluttered under my shuttered eyelids and I balled the sheets into my fists. I loved playing out this game, and so did Emma.
“Ruby’s crying,” Mia said. “The other girls are already up. If you want him all to yourself, now is your chance. Besides, he and Quinn are leaving for a few days. I’d say go for it, girl.”
I grinned. As if Emma wouldn’t have gone for it without the encouragement. She, Courtney, and Quinn had spent two weeks teaming up to challenge, relentlessly, the boundaries of my sexual stamina and physical conditioning.
Emma’s warm breath flowed along my shaft before her lips, surrounding the tip of my cock. Her tongue swirled over my glans and she lightly sucked, bringing me to granite-hard levels of arousal.
I heard Mia’s footsteps retreat before the door closed behind her. That left me and America’s number one sex symbol alone for a good morning fuck.
“I know you’re awake,” Emma’s soft, silky-sooth voice radiated femininity. “Do you want to come in my mouth this morning or in my pussy?” She kissed the tip of my cock before she slid her lips down my shaft, riding my cock over her warm, wet tongue.
I flickered my eyes open and gazed down the length of my body.
Emma’s golden blonde hair, disheveled with a night’s sleep, hung loose over one shoulder while her blue eyes stared up at me intently. Her big natural tits pressed against my upper thighs while her ass rose above her body. She stretched out fully naked between my legs, her feet coming nowhere near the foot of my massive custom-made bed.
She smiled at me sweetly with my cock buried inside her mouth; the tip bulging her cheek outward. Her complexion was smooth and flawless, her lips full, pink, and ripe. She was soul-crushingly beautiful and borderline obsessed with fucking me. “There you are.” She came off my cock with a slurping pop and dragged a thick string of saliva with her. “Are you going to miss me this week?”
“You know I will,” I said, my voice still groggy with sleep. “Call me from Amsterdam the second you land.”
Emma let my cock go before she crawled her way up my body.
My cock left a snail trail of pre-cum over her big beautiful tits and flat, firm tummy. Emma’s shiny golden curls tickled my stomach and her hard nipples raked my pectoral muscles before we came face to face.
The blue-eyed beauty gazed into my eyes while she let the weight of her body deliciously sink down onto me. Her tits mashed my chest and my cock pulsed against her lower stomach. She pushed aside her disheveled hair, and she smiled, forcing her pert nose to crinkle adorably. “You’re trapped.”
“That would imply I didn’t want you on top of me.” I wrapped my arms around her waist and ran my fingers up the slope of her hips before gently palming her ass cheeks. Her soft flesh felt wonderfully meaty in my palms and my cock twitched its approval.
Emma kissed me gently on the lips and searched my face. “I’m jealous that Quinn gets you all to herself this weekend.”
“When do you get time off?” I asked.
She shrugged. “I go where my agent tells me to go.”
“So, the next time your agent tells you to go somewhere, take me with you.” I kneading her ass cheeks in my greedy palms and Emma wriggled up my body until my cock sprang free between her legs.
“There, that’s better. Your penis was hurting my tummy.” She kissed me again, this time letting it linger while she ran her tongue over my lower lip. “Just me and you? Are you sure the other girls won’t mind?”
I ran my hands up her sides and squeezed her tits where they mashed on each side of my chest. “Why would they mind?”
“I feel like I kind of wormed my way into this group,” she said. “The other girls all have a connection to you from the past.  I just fell for you right from the start. I’m surprised Courtney hasn’t killed me.”
“You mean when she’s not having sex with us?” I stroked her silky-smooth hair and squeezed her tight.
She shrugged again and rested her head on my chest. “I don’t know what I’m saying.”
Something was clearly bothering her, and I wouldn’t let it go until she told me. “Em, what’s wrong?” I kissed the top of her head.
“Nothing.” She let out a heavy breath, and I squeezed her into me. “Hey, look at me.”
Emma raised her head until our eyes met. Her baby blues glistened with tears and her chin quivered slightly.
I frowned and brushed away the tears forming in the corners of her eye. “Hey, why the tears. What’s wrong?”
She shook her head. “You’ll think I’m dumb.”
“I don’t think you’re dumb, but you are very stubborn.” I nudged my face forward and took her lower lip into my mouth. “Now tell me what’s rattling around in your head before I have to hurt you,” I mumbled while I kept her lip gently locked in my teeth.
She giggled and pulled away. “Okay. I’ll tell you, but no laughing. Promise?”
“No laughing. I swear.”
Emma traced my areola with her index finger and she edged lower until my cock rested in the folds of her warm wet labia. “I’ve only known you for a few weeks, but I’ve never felt this way about anyone. I’ve never even had a serious boyfriend. No one has ever made me feel the way I feel when I’m with you.”
“That’s good. So where do the tears come in?” I studied her stunning face and still couldn’t believe Emma Roads was in my bed.
“I don’t want to leave,” she said before she gazed directly into my eyes. “Stevie, I love you.” She waited as if the earth might turn on its axis and toss us sideways out of bed. “There. I said it.”
“That was the big worry? Baby, I know you love me, and I love you too.” I kissed her softly. “I thought we had this settled. I’m sorry if there was any confusion. Emma, I want you here permanently. When you get back, I’ll go help you move out of your apartment in LA and move in here with me. We can keep the apartment in case you need to go back and forth, but your home is here with me and the girls. You’re mine and I’m yours. Does that settle things in your mind?”
Emma nodded slightly while her eyes welled with even more tears, and her chin quivered. She lowered her face to mine and kissed me urgently, her lips parting and our tongues meeting.
I thrust my cock forward and entered her in one smooth motion, sinking into her warm, soft pussy and my cock thrummed to life. Adrenaline washed through my body and chased away the morning fog. My cock thickened inside her and Emma gasped, shuddering slightly while her pussy twitched.
Emma moaned into my mouth and ground her hips down and around in a tight circle, plumbing her pussy with my rock-hard cock while she opened her mouth wider and suctioned my tongue in between her goddess lips.
The bed creaked as our pace intensified. Emma’s pussy swallowed my cock whole, and I felt her wall muscles roll in waves over my shaft while she moved her body back and forth on top of me.
Emma’s breathing grew steadily faster, and she broke off the kiss and gazed at me, her eyes filled with fevered lust. “I love you so much.” She said while she fucked me harder and our skin slapped while our warm flesh slid together.
I groaned and raised my hips, pushing Emma off the bed while my cock sank inside her to the hilt. My sexual stamina had increased as I’d spent hours in bed with Quinn and Emma. They were both beautiful, captivating women, but I saw past their social veneer to the loving, genuinely wonderful women who lurked below. As our feelings deepened, so had our connection and my ability to satisfy them sexually had naturally progressed.
Emma had me on the brink and I squeezed her ass hanging on for dear life.
She loved morning sex, and that love had made these early morning trysts routine. But there was nothing routine about Emma Roads or our blossoming relationship. We ran hot and emotionally intense as our connection deepened surprisingly fast. So fast it caught both of us by surprise. Despite her early admission of wanting me to knock her up, Emma was on the pill and not looking to get pregnant straight away. Not that she didn’t love the fantasy, because if anyone loved to trigger fetishes it was my Emma. Fucking her was the sexual equivalent of climbing Mount Everest. Only a few were lucky enough to try, and even fewer reached the summit. She had only three lovers in her life, and the longest had lasted six weeks. Would she run hot with me and then fade? I hoped not, but I wasn’t about to push her to give anything she wasn’t prepared to give.
Emma pushed herself off my chest and sat upright, riding me in the full cowgirl. She closed her eyes and her tits bounced while she bobbed up and down on my shaft, moaning and grunting with the effort. Her golden hair tumbled over her tits and she pushed her hips forward and backward, driving my cock deeper with every thrust. “God, Stevie…unnnnhhh… oh, baby, I’m close.”
I slid my hands up her thighs and latched onto her hips. My cock slid in and out of her perfect pussy, disappearing and reappearing while she ground me like she was riding an electric bull.
Her body moved with the even rhythm of our fucking. The bed whined and Emma’s face registered pure ecstasy. Her tits slapped together, contained, on each side, by her arms. The resulting mountain of cleavage was a visual wonderland that was more than enough to push me over the top. Tiny goosebumps sprang up on her pink, quarter-sized areolas and her nipples stiffened. Her jaw fell open, and she arched her back before she gasped and her breath caught in her throat.
I drove upward ramming my cock as deep inside as I could and with a loud groan, I gushed a seismic load of cum deep inside my fairytale-hot blonde bombshell.
Emma stiffened on top of me, and she leaned forward, pressing her hands against my chest. The action forced her tits together, forming a deep ravine of cleavage while her pussy writhed around my shaft. “That’s it baby… fill me up.” She rocked her hips forward, fucking me faster. “I want every drop inside me.”
My balls continued gushing uncontrollably while my head spun. What felt like a river continued gushing, filling her fertile womb with enough seed to take with her to her next shoot. “Fuck, Em. Baby, it’s so much cum.”
Emma lowered her chest to mine and kissed me while she ground her pussy up and down my shaft, working my cock until I had nothing left to give.
I breathed in and out, my heart racing while Emma remained on top of me doing the same. Hands trembling, I dragged my fingertips along her back until I met her full ass cheeks and squeezed. “Will that keep you satisfied until next week?”
She wrapped her arms around me and tightened her grip. “I’ll miss you so much.” Emma brought her face even with mine and kissed me. “Promise you’ll help me move out?”
“I promise.” I kissed the tip of her nose. “What time do you have to leave?”
She glanced at the clock. “I need to get in the shower right now.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Round two in the steam?”
“I can’t, baby. I’m serious.” She kissed me and rolled off, letting my cock slide out. “I have to take a quick shower. The car will be here in twenty minutes.”
“Fine, but text me when you get to the airport and again when you get into Amsterdam.”
Emma pulled on her robe. “I will. I promise. You’re such a worrywart.”
“And call me when you get to the hotel. I don’t care what time it is here.”
She leaned over and gave me one last passionate kiss. “I love it that you worry about me.” She grinned. “You’re the best boyfriend in the world.”
I bit her lower lip again. “And don’t you forget it.”
Emma giggled and skipped off across the room toward the bathroom, leaving me to wake up, this time officially.
I crawled out of bed, dragged on a pair of shorts and a clean t-shirt before making my way into the bathroom. Emma apparently had used one of the other showers because the shower wasn’t running in mine. But that didn’t mean I was alone. From the toilet I heard the low, guttural, unmistakable sounds of someone vomiting.
There were two likely candidates, and I’d heard one of them talking to Emma a few minutes earlier. Mia had sounded fine. Which left Katie or someone who had suddenly come down with stomach flu.
I rapped on the door to the commode which already hung halfway open. “Katie? Can I come in?”
Katie grunted something undecipherable that I took for assent. I nudged the door open and inched my way inside the small space.
Katie sat on the marble tile wearing her silk robe and pajamas. She leaned against the wall with her eyes shut and her dark raven hair secured back in a ponytail. Her face looked even more pale than normal, and that was saying something for a woman with a porcelain-white complexion.
I sank down on the floor beside her and took her hand. “I’m sorry. Anything I can do?”
She turned her head toward me and her eyes fluttered open. “Our baby is not coming into this world easily.”
“I’m sorry, love. What can I do to help?” I rubbed her hand and kissed the side of her head.
“Make it stop,” she said and sighed.
“I would if I could,” I said and ran my fingers through her hair before massaging the base of her neck.
Katie leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder. “That feels good.”
“Do you want me to rub your shoulders?” I asked.
She nodded and leaned forward before I slid in behind her and pulled her back between my legs.
I massaged her shoulders and worked on her neck and the base of her skull.
Katie’s body went limp and her breathing grew heavy.
I continued massaging her until Katie seemed to jerk awake and glance over her shoulder at me. “I think I might go back to bed.”
I nodded. “Good idea.” I got up and helped her off the ground. “I’ll check on Joe.”
Katie yawned and shuffled toward the door. “Alex has him. He picked him up thirty minutes ago.”
“How’s Mia?”
Katie rolled her eyes. “Glowing… bitch.” She smiled.
Mia wasn’t quite as far along as Katie, but both women were in their first trimester and not yet showing. Unlike Katie, Mia took to pregnancy like a duck to water and our sex life had grown even more intense.
“When your morning sickness fades, you’ll glow too,” I said. “Want me to bring you some tea?”
Katie yawned again and went to the sink. She reached for her toothbrush and shook her head. “Just sleep. By the way, I think Quinn is making you breakfast, and Courtney called earlier. She said she’s going to practice and can’t talk until closer to dinnertime.”
Courtney was off on another training trip, this time at UCLA. “Thanks.” I kissed Katie’s cheek and patted her ass. “I love you.”
She glared at me, feigning anger. “I love you too, but your swimmers made me sick.” She thrust her toothbrush at me before eking out a little grin.
“Maybe you’re carrying our daughter,” I said.
She perked up and touched her womb before staring down at her tummy. “You hear that, baby? You’ve already got your daddy wrapped around your little finger.”
I shrugged. “I’m a sucker. What can I say?”
Katie turned back to the sink and gazed at me in the mirror. “Come find me later.”
I raised an eyebrow. “You’re not too sick to play?”
“By lunchtime I’ll be ready to jump your bones. Don’t make me come find you.”
I stepped up behind her and kissed her cheek. “You going to the observatory today?”
“Tonight, after you and Quinn leave.” She layered toothpaste on her toothbrush. “I’ll be there all weekend.”
◆◆◆
 
After freshening up in the bathroom, I headed for the kitchen to find Mia and Quinn. But when I walked past the small library just off the great room, I paused.
Uncle Lee stood in front of a floor-to-ceiling bookcase crammed with family photos, memorabilia, and even a few books. He held a picture frame in his hand and stared at the photo, his expression wistful.
I turned to leave, not wanting to disturb his reverie when he spoke and caught me off-guard. “Do you remember this picture?” Uncle Lee held up the framed photo for me to see.
I was too far away to see it clearly, although I could tell it was a photo from my childhood. I frowned and walked into the library before stopping in front of Lee and taking the framed picture from him.
It was a photo of me from when I was roughly ten years old. I sat atop a split-rail fence next to a sassy blonde girl with disheveled pigtails and a mischievous grin showcasing two missing teeth. The girl, Violet Austin, was one of my closest childhood friends, although I used that term loosely. She was more like a pest who never left me alone. We were the same age, which meant she was also ten in the picture. Part friend, part foe, Violet had been the bane of my childhood existence. “How could I forget?” I handed back the photo and Uncle Lee put it back on the shelf.
He smiled at the photo as if recalling some ancient memory. He sighed and shook his head. “Stevie, I miss those days. How long has it been since you’ve spoken to Violet?” Lee asked.
“When did Jessa stop coming around?” I asked.
Violet was my oldest sister-in-law’s little sister. Back when Jessa and Pete used to visit on the regular, Jessa would bring Violet with her. Jessa said Violet loved the horses, but what she really loved was torturing me.
“It’s been four years,” Uncle Lee said, filling in the blank.
“Then I was seventeen the last time I saw or spoke to Violet.” I stared at Violet’s devilish little face caked with dirt and what looked like a smeared PB&J stain on her chin. She wore jeans, a pink Power Rangers t-shirt with a grape jelly stain on the front, a Yankees baseball cap that was way too big for her head, and a pair of black and white cowgirl boots that I remembered she never took off.
“She was a beautiful girl.” Uncle Lee glanced at me sideways. “You should see her now, Stevie.” He whistled long and low. “She’s a heartbreaker. If you think Jessa’s pretty, then you should see Violet.”
Where was Uncle Lee headed with this line of questioning? Was this about Jessa? Or did he want me to add Violet to my dance card? I had put little thought into our pact for several weeks. Not with juggling five other women. “Uncle Lee, what are you getting at?”
“If not for Courtney, I would have picked Violet for you.”
That caught me by surprise. “What?”
Uncle Lee finally turned around to face me. “Before I knew about Courtney, I met with Violet. Like Jessa and the others, Violet checks off all the boxes. Besides, she’s always had a crush on you.”
“A crush? More like she always crushed me.”
Uncle Lee laughed. “In all seriousness, I’ve seen the way Violet looks at you.”
“Even if I agreed with you, I don’t see how that’s relevant. Our pact doesn’t include Violet. Besides, even if I had feelings for her four years ago, we’re both adults now. I’m sure she’s moved on.”
“You’re right about our agreement.” Uncle Lee folded his arms and stared back at the picture. “But without Violet’s help, I don’t know how you’ll bring home Jessa.”
Jessa, my oldest sister-in-law and a woman fourteen years my senior, lived in New York City and was the CEO for her own sportswear brand. According to Mia and Katie, Jessa worked about fourteen hours a day and barely saw her eight-year-old daughter, Sydney, or my brother Pete. I was only seven when Jessa and Pete tied the knot, and she had shown absolutely no interest in me during any of the past fourteen years. I hated to admit it, but Uncle Lee was right.
“I don’t understand.”
“Despite their age difference, the sisters are very competitive,” Lee said.
“Jessa was a gymnast in college and now her little sister is at the same university shattering all her old records. Violet is also getting interest from several sportswear sponsors, some of whom are Jessa’s direct competitors.”
“Violet would sign with her own sister’s competition?”
Lee sighed and his expression turned grim. “It’s a sad state, Stevie. Jessa hasn’t shown her little sister the respect she deserves. It might be Violet’s way of striking back.”
“You think if Violet showed interest in me, then it might cause Jessa to steal me away?”
“To put it bluntly, yes.” Lee said. “Which is why I’m bringing Violet up at all.”
“What about Pete?” I asked. “Where is he in all this?”
“Their love faded a long time ago,” Lee said. “Pete dearly loves their daughter and knowing your brother’s kind heart, I’m sure he doesn’t want to rock the boat.”
“Right.” I sighed. I cared a great deal for my oldest brother Pete and hated to see him stay in a loveless marriage. “What happened to Jessa?” I asked. “She and Pete used to seem so happy.”
“Priorities change,” Lee said. “Jessa isn’t the same beautiful bubbly girl who married Pete. Now, she’s more shark than dove.”
It seemed Lee had thought about this long and hard, and I’m sure he already had a plan. There was no sense in beating around the bush. “And where might I find the prickly Miss Austin?”
◆◆◆
 
Traveling anywhere with Quinn Jacobs was a surreal experience. Traveling to New York City, the epicenter of the world, with Quinn Jacobs, was like floating to the moon on a cloud of pixie dust. From the airport to the hotel, the paparazzi seemed to multiply like rabbits injected with testosterone. If our relationship wasn’t out of the bag before, it was now.
We held hands through the airport and she hadn’t been shy with packing on the PDA, laying kisses on me like they were M&M’s. It wasn’t until we sealed ourselves inside our hotel room that we felt truly alone.
But Quinn acted like it was nothing out of the ordinary. She was always friendly, smiling when she felt it appropriate but mostly pretending she didn’t notice the constant cameras or the whispers from the gawking travelers. She signed autographs and stopped for selfies and never had a mean word unless someone touched her inappropriately. Then she got nasty. Thankfully, our trip had been mostly uneventful.
Inside the room, I sank onto the edge of the king-sized bed and let out a deep breath while I rubbed my neck. “Baby, I don’t know how you get through your days hounded like that. Aren’t you exhausted?”
Quinn climbed onto the bed and straddled me, sitting on my lap while she wrapped her arms around my neck. “It comes with the job. You get used to it. I try to not let it bother me or it will eat away my soul from the inside.”
I wrapped my arms around her waist and kissed her softly on the lips. “This makes the whole thing worth it. An entire weekend with just me and you.”
She grinned and kissed me again, this time letting it linger a few seconds longer. “And a hundred paparazzi watching our every move.”
“What time does the car pick us up?” I asked.
She raised an eyebrow and smiled at me seductively. “Well… we have two hours until the stylist arrives, along with hair and makeup. Until then….” She popped loose the top button on her silk blouse. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”
“A nap?” I said teasingly.
She pushed me back flat on the bed and hovered over me while she loosened the second button, exposing her eye-popping cleavage and white lace bra. “Stevie Brooks. I’m throwing myself at you and you want to take a nap?” She crawled on top of me and pinned down my arms while she kissed me all over my face. “Emma got you all to herself this morning. I expect payback.”
I gazed down the front of her top and watched her tits jiggle inside her open blouse. My cock flared and pressed against my jeans. I grinned at her wickedly, broke Quinn’s grip, and flipped her over on the bed, eliciting a shriek and a giggle from the brown-haired beauty.
She lay beneath me with a smile plastered on her face and her long silky hair splayed across the white bedcover. Her blue eyes sparkled and her pert nose crinkled with a grin.
I pinned her arms back over her head, and now it was my turn to kiss her all over. “You’ve awoken the sleeping giant.” I kissed her neck and dug my whiskers into her soft neck, setting off a fresh round of giggles.
“Stevie, stop it. That tickles.” She flailed beneath me, giggling and laughing while I pressed my lips to her neck and blew a giant raspberry.
Quinn howled with laughter and locked her legs around my waist while she gasped for breath and finally wriggled free. “That’s it. The gloves are coming off.”
I fell face first into the bed laughing while Quinn rolled on top of me and wrapped me in a headlock.
She climbed up my back and stretched her body out on top of mine before lowering her head over my shoulder. “I’ve got you now.”
The sweet scent of wildflowers drifted from her hair, and my cock once again surged in my jeans. “What evil plans do you have for me?”
“I will force you to make love to me.” She kissed her way up my neck and nibbled my ear.
“That’s not much of a punishment,” I said.
Quinn licked her way around my ear and release my neck from her stranglehold. She sat up on my back, still straddling me. “I want to ride you, Stevie, and then you’re going to spoil me all night at the party. Afterward, you’ll take me out for a five-star meal, and then make love to me all over again later tonight.”
I heard the unmistakable sound of Quinn’s clothes shifting, even though I couldn’t see her. “There are a million guys who would donate their kidney to have you mistreat them like that.”
Quinn’s weight disappeared from my body, and she stood up on the bed. More clothes shifted, and I watched her jeans sail onto the floor beside me.
“Roll over, slave,” Quinn said.
I did as she asked and beheld a sight that left me breathless.
Quinn towered above me without a stitch of clothes to her name. Her smooth, toned legs turned into hips that defied 99.999 percent of the population. Her pussy was smooth and supple, showing only her slit with the tiniest bubble of pink peeking out. Her stomach was flat and toned and her tits, while not the largest, were perfectly proportioned for her incredible body. They were perky and full, with puffy pink areolas and nipples that looked perpetually stiff. Quinn’s shiny, wavy brown hair spilled over her shoulders and her blue eyes sparkled with what I realized was pure love. She nibbled on her lower lip and stared down at the bulge in the front of my jeans.
“Wow,” I whispered before I licked the dryness from my lips. “Baby, you are everything….” I’d lost the playfulness from my voice, and the words tumbled out straight from my heart.
Quinn’s cheeks flushed pink, and she smiled shyly before her eyes flickered away and back again. “How do you do that to me?”
I frowned. “Do what?”
Quinn dropped to her knees, still straddling me, and leaned forward before kissing me. “You look at me and make me feel… naked.”
I couldn’t help but grin. “Baby, you are naked.”
“Stop it. You know what I mean.” She pushed a lock of her hair behind her ear and kissed me softly. “God, I love you so much.”
“I love you too, Q-Tip.” I slid my fingers through her hair and pulled her face closer before our lips parted and our tongues flashed. She tasted sweet, like cool mint, and her lips felt soft and warm.
Our kiss naturally deepened, and we easily found our natural rhythm. Over the few short weeks of our torrid relationship, we had explored a rich vein of love that we had both felt for years, but left unmined. With the cat out of the bag, our love came as easy as breathing and I couldn’t imagine my life without her. That love included an innate knowledge of how Quinn wanted me to kiss her and touch her. Somehow, I just knew how to peel back the onion and find her sweet spot.
Quinn tugged on my shirttails and worked my shirt over my head, leaving my muscled chest and abdomen exposed. She briefly ran her palms down the length of my body before her fingers fumbled over the button on my jeans.
I cupped her beautiful breasts, squeezing them in my hands while Quinn eyed me, her blue eyes heavy with lust.
She licked her lips and popped open the button on my jeans before lowering the zipper.
I raised my hips off the bed and Quinn slid off my pants while I helped by pushing off my boxer briefs.
My cock, already rock hard, sprang up, tower tall and thick with arousal.
Quinn’s lips parted, and she eyed my shaft like a starving wolf with a slab of fresh meat. Her brown hair spilled over my chest while she worked her way downward and brought her face even with my engorged cock.
Blood flowed into my shaft causing my cock to pulse and flicker before Quinn’s full wet lips. Her BJ’s were almost as legendary as her incredibly tight pussy. Butterflies flickered in my stomach as nervous anticipation flooded me with heightened arousal.
Quinn ran her hands up my thighs and wrapped her warm fingers around the base of my shaft. She gazed up at me, her blue eyes sparkling, while she circled my swollen head with the tip of her tongue.
Her touch sent a jolt of sexual energy rippling down my legs, turning them into microwaved butter. Wordlessly, I met her gaze while she puckered her lips around my tip and gently sucked.
She stroked my shaft while she licked my swollen head like a juicy cherry lollipop. Quinn swirled her tongue over my glans before parting her lips and sinking down, sliding my cock inside her warm, wet mouth.
I watched every move she made completely enamored by America’s girl next door licking and sucking on my steel hard shaft. My balls tightened and my cock pulsed while her tongue rolled down my shaft in waves.
Quinn came off my cock with a loud pop and licked away the cum-filled saliva while she gazed up at me. “Do you like that, baby?”
As if I wouldn’t. “Yes,” I managed to eke out, my voice husky and soft.
She grinned while she rolled the flat of her tongue over my tip. “Are you ready to fuck me?”
Again, my cock pulsed in Quinn’s mouth and she giggled wrapping her hand around my shaft and kissing my tip all the while she held my gaze steady and confident. “I’ll take that as a yes.”
Quinn sat upright and straddled me, holding onto my cock while she dragged my tip through her pink wet folds. “I’m finally getting used to how big you are. I love feeling your fat cock inside me almost as much as I love you.” She continued to dredge her pussy with my swollen tip, and I could already feel the tightness ready to squeeze my cock in a vise.
Her body was straight out of a dream. Lithe and perfectly proportioned, Quinn Jacobs oozed sex from every pore. Her tits jiggled slightly as she worked her way up and down my cock. Quinn tucked her long brown hair behind her ear and bit her lower lip while she glanced down at my steel hard manhood.
I edged my hips fractionally higher, digging my tip into her labia, feeling for her entrance while Quinn held on, guiding it deeper with every pass. Her juices soaked my cock and Quinn sank down, letting my cock slide inside her before gasping for breath.
Tight and warm, her pussy locked my cock up better than any cage. Her wall muscles throbbed, and she held steady sucking air between her teeth while she adjusted to my girth.
“Mmmmm….” Quinn closed her eyes and sank lower until my cock fully penetrated her. She sat atop me with her hands resting on my stomach and her tits squeezed together forming a delicious valley of mouthwatering cleavage. She held still, adjusting to my manhood while goosebumps flashed across her chest.
I needed to touch her — to run my hands over her body and feel her move on top of me. I sat upright and planted my hands on Quinn’s hips, pulling her into me until she sat on my lap face to face with my cock buried deep inside her. My cock pulsed, stretching out her tight walls while I squeezed her ass cheeks in both hands.
Quinn gasped and wrapped her arms around my neck. Her tits jiggling and her hard nipples raked my chest. She held my gaze, her blue eyes filled with love, and slid her fingers through the short hair on the back of my head. She edged her hips forward and backward grinding my cock while I guided her hips downward penetrating her until I felt my cock squeeze into the tightest crevice of an already tight pussy.
I groaned and pulled her face into mine, finding her mouth and parting my lips before our tongues met, wild and passionate. Her breath curled over my upper lip and Quinn edged her hips forward and backward, fucking me.
She wrapped her legs around my waist and inched forward her tits squeezing hard against my chest. Breathless, she broke our kiss and gazed into my eyes, her heart pounding hard against my chest. “Baby, I love you so much.”
I leaned back into her nibbling her bottom lip before I found her tongue and kissed her harder.
Our rhythm intensified, and Quinn’s pussy flowed like warm bath water over my shaft while our rhythm intensified. Skin slapping, she bobbed up and down on my cock, breaking off the kiss when the pace became too intense.
Deeper and harder I fucked America’s hometown girl, grinding into her while her soft moans and low grunts set my cock ablaze.
Quinn leaned into me, and her breath curled inside my ear. She locked her legs tight around my waist while she ran fingers through my hair, fucking me harder and faster.
The bed squeaked, and the sheets shifted with our fevered pace until I heard Quinn’s voice, whispered and urgent, fill my ear. “Baby, I’m coming.” She groaned and ran her hands down my back, digging her fingers into my bare skin while she locked her hips and her pussy quivered.
With two hard grunts, I pushed my cock deep inside her and felt the floodgates open. Jets of molten cum blasted from my balls and flashed inside Quinn, filling her uterus with the motherlode of all orgasms. “Oh, baby.” I rocked my hips while my cock spurted, gushing never-ending loads of sperm-laden spunk.
Quinn kissed along my neck while she rocked forward and backward milking me of every drop. She ran her fingers up my back and faced me again kissing me softly while my cock spasmed inside her. “Let it all go,” she whispered.
When my orgasm finally passed, we sat together, coupled and my cock pulsing inside her. We kissed again, this time without the urgency. Tender and soft, our lips met and our tongues gently explored.
Quinn ran her fingers through my hair and gazed into my eyes. “God, I needed that.”
I grinned and kissed her again, this time playfully. “If that was punishment, sign me up for a full inquisition later tonight.”
We spent the next thirty minutes curled up together in bed before we showered, dressed, and got ready for Quinn’s prime time, red carpet event.
◆◆◆
 
The Met Gala, an annual New York City fundraiser, was one of the biggest red-carpet events in the world, and one I never envisioned myself attending. Then again, I never thought I would date a world-famous supermodel. Quinn received many invitations to fashion events, movie openings, and even last year’s Golden Globes for a small part she played in a movie.
When our limousine pulled up to the red carpet outside the Metropolitan Museum of Art, the sheer volume of flashing cameras, reporters, and A-List celebrities left me more than a little intimidated.
Inside the limo, I held Quinn’s hand and gazed past her through the tinted window.
Flash bulbs popped and a line of celebrities and reporters filled a wide red carpet leading toward the museum’s entrance.
“Holy shit,” I murmured, and my palms turned sweaty. I wore a tux, and it chafed at my neck. I wasn’t cut out for this shit.
Quinn giggled and kissed me on the cheek. “Just follow my lead. Are you ready?”
Her blue eyes sparkled, and she looked stunning by any measure. The hair and makeup team had turned her into a goddess styling her hair in an intricate weave, and her makeup brought out her high cheekbones and full lips. She wore a green silk strapless gown with enough diamonds around her neck to choke a horse. I still couldn’t believe I was with her and we were about to come out publicly, for the first time, as a couple.
I let out a held breath. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”
The chauffeur opened the door and helped Quinn out.
I followed behind her and a wall of camera’s turned in our direction, shouting at Quinn while the flashbulbs went into overdrive. A pretty Asian reporter standing halfway down the carpet smiled at Quinn and spoke into her microphone.
My stomach churned, and adrenaline washed through my veins. I swallowed away a lump in my throat and when I finally climbed out of the limo and stood, I found Quinn’s smiling face waiting for me.
She reached for my hand and I took it before she leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek. “They’re just people. The same as you and me,” she whispered in my ear.
I grinned and recalled those same words I had used on Courtney a month ago. Her hand felt warm and firm in mine and I couldn’t help but admire her calm self-assurance and easy unflappable smile. Quinn was in her element.
The cameras went into hyper-drive when Quinn kissed me and intertwined her fingers in mine. Shouts came from the reporters gather behind the line. “Quinn, who’s the mystery man?” Another reporter shouted. “What’s his name.”
I ignored the questions and so did Quinn as we made our way forward and she seemed to know just the right spots to stop and let people take pictures.
Quinn smiled radiantly and flashed her perfect white teeth while I stood there like a dolt.
I stepped back at her direction so she could assume the spotlight, but she always came back to find me and take my hand.
Before we reached the reporter, she leaned in and kissed me again. “You doing alright?”
“As long as you don’t strand me out here alone,” I said.
Quinn laughed and inched toward me squeezing my hand. “We’re almost done. I promise.”
When we reached the reporter and the cameraman beside her, she greeted Quinn who seemed to know the reporter on a first name basis. The reporter asked about her dress and designer before the topic swung around to me.
“Who’s the lucky guy?” the reporter asked.
Quinn slipped her hand around my arm. “This is my very special friend, Steve Brooks.”
“Are you officially a couple? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you claim a boyfriend,” the reporter asked.
Quinn beamed up and me, her blue eyes glittering. “Yes. We’re a couple. Aren’t we, baby?”
I felt the weight of the camera lens on me and thought I would pass out. I smiled at the reporter and nodded. “Definitely.” A wordsmith, I wasn’t.
Quinn laughed, and the reporter smiled. “He’s so cute.”
“He’s nervous,” Quinn said. “Cut him a break this time.”
A few minutes later, we walked inside the museum’s front door and the glitter of the red carpet faded behind us. Ahead of us, New York City’s elite mingled wearing their finest. The droning murmur of voices and the soft chimes of a grand piano filled the hall with a serene buzz. Glasses of champagne floated by on silver trays until two glasses appeared before us. Quinn and I indulged each taking a flute before we headed off into the crowd hand-in-hand.
For the next hour I met many of Quinn’s friends, acquaintances, and fashion industry kingpins. Everyone wanted time with her and we always seemed to have someone approaching eager for face time with the glamorous supermodel.
“Stevie?” a woman’s voice said from behind me.
I turned to find a stunning petite blonde with green eyes, a pert nose, and a rack gifted from the gods.
“Violet Austin.” I grinned and moved in for a friendly hug.
Violet kissed me on the cheek and stepped back. “I thought that was you.” Her gaze traveled up and down my body drinking me in. “You’ve changed.”
“I was seventeen-years-old the last time you saw me. By the way, I could say the same about you. Wow. You look amazing.”
Yesterday’s tomboy was long gone, replaced by a fiery golden dynamo standing before me wearing a pearly-white smile. Eye-popping cleavage sprouted from her formal black gown and Violet’s shiny golden hair flowed over shoulders in brilliant shimmering waves. Her skin was golden-toned and flawless, her face breathtakingly beautiful. She stood all of five-foot-two with the same green, mischievous eyes I remembered from my childhood. Her full pink lips suited her flawless face, and she radiated a don’t-fuck-with-me vibe while drawing me in like a moth to a flame. She exuded raw sexual energy and drew in men like a mosquito to a bug zapper.
“What are you doing here?” Violet asked me. “I thought you lived in California.”
Before I could reply, Quinn turned and hooked her arm around mine. “Violet? Wow. How long has it been?”
Violet’s eyes widened just enough to let me know she didn’t have any idea about Quinn and I. Her gaze fell to Quinn’s hand inside my arm. “Are you two…?”
“Together?” Quinn asked. She gazed up at me and smiled. “Yep. He’s my man. Can you believe it?”
Violet’s lips turned up into a wry grin. “Aren’t you still married to Jake?”
“Technicalities,” Quinn said and waved her off. “Jake knows all about Stevie.”
“Kinky.” Violet folded her arms over her chest, which caused her cleavage to swell. “Good for you two. But Stevie, didn’t I see you with another girl on your social media?” She flashed me a smug, shit-eating grin.
Violet was such a shit, but that didn’t stop me from wanting to strip off that dress and pin her to a wall. Before I could answer, Quinn stepped in.
“If you mean Courtney, then it’s true. She’s our girlfriend.” Now it was Quinn who plastered on a take-that grin.
“No shit?” Violet gazed at me again as if sizing me up. “I underestimated you, Brooks.”
“Are you here alone? I’m not opposed to another girlfriend.” I turned to Quinn. “What do you think, babe?”
Quinn pursed her lips, and her eyes roamed over Violet’s cleavage. “Hell, yes.”
Violet’s jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”
Quinn grinned mischievously. “Are you here alone?”
Violet’s cheeks flushed with either embarrassment or desire. I couldn’t tell which but if I had to guess, I would pick door number two. “I came with my sister. Her company is a sponsor.”
“Jessa’s here?” Quinn asked. “I’d love to see her.”
“Then you two should come to her after party,” Violet said looking directly at me, her eyes leaving no doubt that she was on the hunt.
Quinn slipped her hand in mine. “I’ll leave it up to Stevie.”
“Wow,” Violet said. “He’s really got his hooks in you, huh?”
Quinn blinked. “Look at him. He’s the most handsome, smartest, and kindest man in the room. But maybe I’m biased.” She hooked my chin in her hand and turned my face around to meet hers. She gazed into my eyes and my stomach swirled before she kissed me full on the lips. It was a clear, deliberate message for Violet — he’s mine, and if you want him, you have to go through me first.
“Where’s the after party?” I asked her, but I already knew from Uncle Lee.
“Give me your number, and I’ll text you.” She flashed Quinn a balls-in-your-court smile and brought her phone out of her purse.
I gave her my number and felt my pocket buzz. When I pulled my phone out of my pocket, there was a new message from Violet.
Party’s at The Cellar. I’ll add your names. (full lips emoji) (eggplant emoji)
Quinn leaned over and looked at my phone before turning back to Violet. “He’s way bigger than that.”
Violet’s gaze flashed to my cock for a fraction of a second before she slipped her phone back in her purse. “I’ll have to take your word for it.”
Behind us, someone touched Quinn’s shoulder, and she turned around while Violet leveled her smoldering gaze on me. “Are you really doing them both?”
“Why do you care?” I asked.
She shrugged. “Curious, I guess.”
“Maybe if you liquor me up, I’ll tell you.” I typed out a quick message to her and hit send.
Are you still afraid to kiss boys? (smiley face emoji)
Violet’s phone buzzed, and she glanced down at my incoming message. As she read it, a devilish grin spread across her face. She leveled her green eyes on me. “Liquor me up, and maybe I’ll show you.”
◆◆◆
 
After the gala ended, Quinn and I headed back to the hotel to change into our after-party attire. I stripped off the monkey suit and Quinn eased out of her designer dress.
She hadn’t worn a bra with her dress and didn’t need one as far as I was concerned. Quinn stood before the bathroom mirror combing out her hair, her perky tits jiggling and her nipples stiff. She wore only a white-lace G-string, having removed her silk stockings and every other stitch of clothing.
I came up behind her my cock straining against my boxer briefs and kissed her shoulder while I wrapped my arms around her tiny waist. My gaze locked on the mirror and drank in Quinn’s exquisite curves. My cock found its natural resting point in between her ass cheeks and it hardened my tip pushing out the top of my underwear.
“Baby, we can’t play right now,” Quinn said. “The after party is just as important as the gala.”
“You’re impossible to resist.” I slipped my hand up and over her breast, letting her hard nipples slip between my fingers. With a gentle squeeze, I kissed my way up her neck and forced a giggle out of Quinn.
She scrunched her neck and pushed backward, which only drove my hard cock even deeper into her crack. “That tickles.” She reached behind her and slipped her hand inside the front of my briefs before wrapping her fingers around my thick cock and gently stroking. “God, you are so hard.”
“That’s a bad thing?” I brought my second hand up to join the first and cradled both of her perfect tits in my hands.
“No, but I thought we could play with Violet later tonight,” Quinn said squeezing my tip. “That’s what you want isn’t it?”
“Was I that obvious?” I asked.
“Yes. You both were.” Quinn turned around to face me and leaned against the sink while I stepped between her legs.
“You’re more than enough woman for me,” I said. “But if you’re up for a threesome, I’m up for the pursuit.”
Quinn wrapped her arms around my neck and locked her legs around my waist, pulling me into her. She kissed me softly and licked my lower lip with the tip of her tongue. “Her tits were amazing. Don’t you think?” She reached back down into my briefs and pulled out my cock, wrapping her warm hand around my shaft.
“If you keep that up, we won’t make it to the party,” I said.
“I want to watch you fuck Violet.” Quinn kissed me again briefly parting her lips and our tongues swirled. “And then I want her all to myself.” She grinned wickedly.
“You’re a bad girl, aren’t you?” I asked.
“I’m addicted to bad girls, and Violet is a very naughty girl. She wants to take you away from me.” Quinn stroked my cock and kissed me again. “That’s so hot. But you know what’s hotter?”
I cupped her breast feeling her stiff nipple stab my palm. With my other hand, I reached behind Quinn and squeezed her bare ass cheek. “What’s hotter?”
“Letting her.” Quinn kissed me again and deepened it exploring inside my mouth with her tongue.
Pre-cum oozed from my tip and ran slick over Quinn’s fingertip and she pumped my shaft squeezing out ever drop before she broke off our kiss.
My cock throbbed under her light grip and I resisted the urge to scoop her up and carry her into the bedroom.
Quinn gazed at me her eyes fevered with lust while she brought her finger to her mouth and licked off my pre-cum. She smiled at me innocently and batted her eyes. “Who knew America’s girl next door was so naughty?”
◆◆◆
 
Quinn and I resisted our base urges and got dressed before heading over to The Cellar where Jessa’s company was hosting a mega after party event.
The line out front stretched for a half a block which included New York City’s richest and most connected twenty-somethings. When we stepped from the car, a low buzz of conversation swirled from the line while half the crowd brought their phones up to snap a picture and the other half stared at us in rapturous envy.
When Quinn Jacobs came to a party, it became the place to be and tonight was no exception. The bouncer waved us through without checking his list, and a few seconds later we were inside.
Quinn hadn’t bothered with a bra. She wore a loose black dress cut low in the front, exposing her deep cleavage. One wrong move, and her bare breast would spill out, but Quinn seemed to know how to keep everything in line at all times. She wore her hair down over her shoulder. Her makeup was just slutty enough to make me want to fuck her in the bathroom, and I might before the night ended.
She took my hand in hers and our fingers locked while we scanned the night club.
The dance floor was already near to bursting and the DJ spun a mixture of hip hop and R&B. Full cocktail tables lined the perimeter of the dance floor, and even more people packed the bar area.
A petite brunette with round hazel eyes and big firm tits nearly bursting from her form fitting top greeted us with a warm smile. “Miss Jacobs, we have your table ready.”
I squeezed Quinn’s hand, and she fell in behind me, peering over my shoulder while heads turned to follow us to our table.
The hostess led us to a cozy little booth with high-backed, cushioned seats arranged in a semi-circle just off the dance floor. Our server took our drink order and disappeared while Quinn and I settled into the booth.
No sooner had the server disappeared than a face I hadn’t seen in four years appeared before us.
My sister-in-law, Jessa Brooks, wore a black, form-fitting cocktail dress. Her shiny red hair fell in waves over her shoulder and her creamy porcelain skin practically glowed under the club’s electric lights. At five-foot-four, Jessa wasn’t much taller than her little sister and her lithe, sleek body didn’t pack the nuclear punch that Violet’s built-for-sex body did, but she more than made the grade.
She shared Violet’s green eyes and from what I remembered, her take-charge personality. The thirty-six-year-old had a pert nose, full lips, and legs that still carried plenty of muscle. Her C-cup tits formed a spectacular mountain of cleavage that burst from her top like twin scoops of vanilla ice cream, mouthwatering and delicious.
Unlike the rest of my sisters-in-law, Jessa’s marriage wasn’t a colossal failure. My oldest brother Pete was a genuinely good guy who worked part time and played Mr. Mom to their eight-year-old daughter, Sydney. Of course, a lot could have changed in five years and my brother and I hadn’t done a great job keeping up with each other. At fifteen years my senior, my oldest brother Pete and I didn’t have a lot in common, but that didn’t mean I hadn’t dreamed for years about shagging his stunning redheaded wife. Jessa had featured in many of my pre-pubescent wet dreams and masturbatory fantasies, and the vision standing before me hadn’t aged a day in ten years. She still looked every bit as stunning as the ginger goddess fantasy girl I remembered.
Jessa smiled while she glanced between us. “Wow. You two are really right here in front of me. I can’t believe it.”
Quinn squeezed my hand under the table and smiled up at her sister-in-law. “What can’t you believe? That Stevie and I are here or that we’re a couple?”
Jessa laughed and shook her head. “Mind if I sit?” She held onto a whiskey glass filed with a triple shot of the amber liquid.
Quinn and I edged aside and made room for Jessa who slid into the booth beside me.
Jessa’s green eyes settled on me. “Christ, you cornered the Brook’s brothers’ market on spectacular looks.” She glanced over at Quinn. “You upgraded brothers. Was that part of Lee’s infamous arrangement? When’s the wedding?”
“Jesus, Jessa,” I said “There’s no need to bash Jake. Aren’t we supposed to make small talk before you go for the jugular?”
She settled her blazing green eyes back on me. “No wonder my little sister invited you.” She whistled long and low and eyed me like a piece of meat. “Don’t trust her, Stevie. She’ll try to steal you away from Quinn. She can’t stand not getting her way.”
Heat flashed across my cheeks. “You and your sister both have a way of just putting it out there, don’t you?”
Jessa shrugged and patted my leg. “Don’t worry. You’re a little young for me. But in a few years who knows?”
“Where’s Pete?” I asked.
She sipped on her whiskey and never broke her smile. “Sweetling, your big brother doesn’t do these things. He hasn’t for a long time.”
“Are you and Pete having problems?” Quinn asked with a hint of anger in her voice. I didn’t blame her. Jessa had come out guns blazing. It was a fair question given the frontal assault we had, so far, endured.
“Define problems,” Jessa said before taking another sip of her whiskey.
“Do you still love him?” Quinn asked.
Jessa flinched as if physically struck. She teetered for a second clutching onto her whiskey glance before she regained her composure. “You two should come to our house in the Hampton's this weekend and find out for yourself.”
“Pete will be there?” I asked.
Jessa smiled playfully and swirled her whiskey glass. “We’re hosting a small party for my family. Pete would be thrilled to see you.”
“We don’t want to impose,” Quinn said.
“I’m sure Violet would have asked you anyway,” Jessa said. “I’m beating her to the punch.”
Quinn leaned into me, squeezed my hand. “Stevie and I would love to come. Wouldn’t we, baby?” She sat close enough to practically sit on my lap and I felt her breath on my neck.
“I can’t wait,” I said.
Jessa smiled approvingly. “It will be like one big joyous family reunion.” I didn’t miss the sarcasm in her voice. “I’ll have Violet text you the address.” With that, she slid out of the booth and left Quinn and I alone.
“What the hell was that about?” I asked before turning to face Quinn. “Are you sure you want to go to Jessa and Pete’s lake house and endure an entire weekend of that?”
“Stevie, I think somewhere down deep, the old Jessa is lurking. She wasn’t always this jaded. Maybe we can help her?” Quinn kissed me and smiled.
“You just want to have sex with her,” I said. “I swear, I don’t know who’s the bigger horn dog, you, Courtney, or Emma.”
She pursed her lips and stared off into space. “Hmmm… maybe we can invite Courtney too?”
“She’s training,” I said. “Besides, between you, Jessa, and Violet, my hands will be more than occupied this weekend.”
“Do you two plan on sitting there all night?” A woman’s voice said.
Quinn and I looked up to find a blonde, green-eyed sexual dynamo standing outside our booth.
Violet grinned and leaned forward to grab my hand. “Come on Stevie. Dance with me.”
As she leaned over, my eyes latched onto Violet’s loose silver top and her natural, jiggling tits spilled into view. It was a brief flash, but one that let me know Violet wasn’t wearing a bra and her tits were next level perfect. Quarter-sized pink areolas and nipples that rivaled Quinn’s for perfection.
She wore a tight black miniskirt to go with the silver top, and her golden blonde hair spilled in rippling waves over her shoulders. Violet’s green eyes flashed mischievously. She sure as fuck knew where I was looking and she wholeheartedly approved.
I even caught Quinn staring down Violet’s top and who could blame her. The blonde was bangin’ and my cock strained the front of my trousers while visions of Violet’s tits bouncing in front of my face danced in my head. “Now? I haven’t had a drink.”
Violet rolled her eyes and tugged on my hand. “You can drink later.”
I grabbed Quinn’s hand, and Violet led us through the crowd.
Violet’s black skirt hugged the contours of her tight ass, and I noticed, even from behind, her tits shifted and swayed from side-to-side. She and Quinn had at least one thing in common — they didn’t much care for bras.
On the dance floor, the crowd was thick and the music loud. Strobe lights flashed, and I felt the bass thump in my bones. Quinn drew stares from the crowd while we pushed toward an opening near the DJ booth.
I wasn’t much of a dancer, but in a crowd this thick, I didn’t need to be John Travolta. The music was too loud for conversation, and the girls didn’t look much in the mood to talk.
We danced to the bass beat with Quinn and Violet taking turns gyrating their hips in my crotch and rubbing their tits over my back and chest. More than once, I felt Quinn’s hand on my crotch followed by wicked, knowing smiles. She pulled me into a kiss, opening her mouth and flashing her tongue right there on the dance floor.
Not to be outdone, Violet wrapped her arms around my waist and rolled her body up and down mine in waves, intentionally rubbing her crotch over my rigid cock.
The attention didn’t bother Quinn in the slightest. Instead, she danced over to Violet and leaned down before whispering something in her ear.
Violet’s lips curved into a smile and she nodded before reaching for my hand and pulling me off the dance floor.
I turned to Quinn, confused, and she blew me a kiss and mouthed, “Have fun. I’ll see you back at the table.”
Violet forcefully pulled me off the dance floor, past a row of booths, along a back hallway, and down a flight of stairs. The music trailed off, and the crowded faded away behind us.
“Violet, what are we doing?”
She flashed me a mischievous grin. “You wanted to know if I was still scared to kiss a boy.” Violet reached for the doorknob and pushed it open.
An office opened before us with a plush couch, a big screen TV, a modern desk, and a small bar.
“I’m not sure you can just barge in here.”
“Jessa and I are friends with the owner,” she said. “It’s fine.”
Violet had always been an aggressive girl, but this was a whole new level. “Violet, I —
“Sit down, Stevie.” She shut the door behind us and clicked the lock. “There are things I need to say to you.”
Now I was really confused. I imagined her throwing herself at me, not chit chatting. “What’s wrong?”
She sighed and turned around to face me. “Nothing is wrong other than you are a fucking idiot.” She folded her arms over her chest and her tits jiggled beneath her loose silver top.
I frowned. “Huh?”
She rolled her eyes and walked up to me, shoving me down into a plush black leather loveseat near the TV.
I fell back and landed with a comfy thump before I stared back up at her.
Violet towered over me, her green eyes practically alive with energy. Her blonde hair bubbled over her shoulders and spilled down her chest, and her lean, smooth legs looked flawless under her mini dress.
I imagined all the ways I could violate her and licked my lips.
“Do I not do it for you?” Violet put her hands on her hips and glared.
“What are you talking about?”
“I’m talking about our history,” she said. “The last time being your eighteenth birthday.”
“I was at Stanford when I turned eighteen,” I said. “You were at UCLA.”
“I came up to surprise you,” she said.
I frowned. “No, you didn’t. I would’ve remembered.”
“You were with some brunette,” she said. “I got upset and left.”
“What?” I honestly didn’t remember, and I didn’t know what brunette she was talking about. I knew it wasn’t Courtney because we hadn’t met.
“Then there was the party at your house at Stanford last year. I came to visit my friend, Danielle and we went to your party. I was so excited to see you and again you were with another girl.”
“Violet. I had no idea you were there. You never even came up to me. You don’t call or text or anything. How am I supposed to know all this?”
Her eyes blazed with something between lust and rage. “I told you how I felt when we were seventeen,” she said, her eyes fractionally softening. “At your Uncle’s on Thanksgiving. Don’t you remember?”
I reached back into my memory bank and played back that Thanksgiving. “I remember we were playing pool,” I said.
“That’s right,” she said.
“We had a great time.” I smiled. “It was the best Thanksgiving of my life.” I gazed up at her. “We stole drinks from the bar, but you didn’t tell me anything.”
She rolled her eyes. “It wasn’t during our pool game or when we did those shots. It was later out on the porch. We were in the swing together.”
“I remember drinking way too much. I think I got sick that night,” I said.
She pulled the coffee table over and sat down facing me so close that our knees touched. “Stevie, we kissed, and I told you….” Her eyes welled with tears.
“You told me what, Vi?”
“You don’t remember?” Her chin quivered. “I poured out my fucking heart to you.”
“You were drunk too,” I said.
“Not that drunk.”
“I’m sorry. I didn’t know.” I answered truthfully.
“I told you how I felt,” she said. “How could you not know? I’ve had a crush on you forever starting when we were thirteen.”
“You pushed me in a lake fully dressed when we were thirteen,” I said.
“That was me showing you how much I liked you, dummy.”
I couldn’t help but laugh, which caused Violet to smile. “And when you pinned me to the ground and nearly choked me in a headlock. Or the time you locked me in the closet for two hours?”
“You act so butt hurt,” she said. “I was playing with you.”
I reached out and took Violet’s hands in mine. “Vi, I honestly didn’t know.”
“And now you’re with a fucking supermodel.” Fresh tears welled in her eyes. “I can’t compete with Quinn Jacobs.” She sounded dejected, and she lowered her gaze.
I rubbed my thumbs over the back of her hands. “You’re not competing with anybody. Violet Austin is in a league all her own. You have always had a special place in my heart. I’m sorry I haven’t told you.”
She raised her head and gazed up at me tentatively. “You meant that?”
I nodded. “You’ve had feelings for me since we were thirteen? Vi, I would’ve been over the moon to be with you.”
She nodded. “I think about you all the time.” She looked up at me. “I still think about you all the time.”
I sighed. “Can we start over?”
She chewed her lower lip and stared at me tentatively. “What do you mean? Quinn’s clearly crazy about you.”
“Quinn’s tastes are more complicated than that,” I said. “And so are mine.” I sighed.
“What do you mean? Is this about what Quinn said at the gala? About Courtney? Is that true?”
“It’s true, but it’s more than Quinn and Courtney.”
She stared at me, her expression confused. “Who else?”
“Besides Quinn, I’m with Emma Roads.”
“Another supermodel? Christ, Stevie. You really aim for the moon, don’t you?”
“And then there’s Katie and Mia. You know them.”
“Oh, my God. You’re serious?” Her eyes sparked with fresh energy. “You’re having sex with three of your sisters-in-law?”
“And one more. The girl you saw me with last year. That’s Courtney.”
“You’re doing all of them?” Violet’s voice came out breathy and her hands trembled under mine.
“Vi, I’m not a one-woman guy. I love all of them in their own way. It doesn’t diminish my feelings.”
“Do they….” She swallowed hard and licked her lips. “Do they have sex with each other too?”
“Well… yes.” I smiled up at her. “We all live together at Lee’s mansion in Colorado.”
Her jaw dropped, and she stared at me, speechless.
“Does that take some shine off the penny? Or are you still interested?”
“Are you going after Jessa next?” She half smiled.
“That’s….” I shrugged “Jessa is thirty-six.”
“That’s not an answer,” Violet said.
“Do you want me to fuck your sister?” I asked, trying to throw her off balance.
She folded her arms over her chest and glared. “Instead of me?”
“In addition to you.” I grinned.
Her expression softened, and she stood before stepping forward between my legs. “Are you asking me if I want to have sex with you?”
I grabbed her hands and pulled her onto my lap.
Her eyes widened, but she didn’t resist. She landed on my lap and I watched her tits jiggle inside her loose top. A seductive smile curled Violet’s lips, and she wrapped her arms around my neck before leaning in and kissing me softly on the lips. “I’m warning you now, I’m very territorial when it comes to my boyfriends.”
“But you’re okay with the other women?”
She kissed me again and ran her hands over my shoulders and down my chest. “As long as I know the territory, I’m okay with it. But don’t string me along if you don’t really want me.”
My cock strained against my pants and nudged the bottom of Violet’s ass. “There’s no pressure, Vi. We don’t have to —
She leaned in and kissed me hard cutting me off while she tugged on my shirt pulling it up my chest. She came away breathless and gazed at me, her green eyes on fire with lust. “I’ve waited years to fuck you. I’m done waiting.” She pulled my shirt over my head, not even bothering with my buttons.
I couldn’t wait to unleash the warlocks hiding under her shirt, and I reciprocated by maneuvering her silver top over her head and her big natural tits jiggled free.
Without a hint of sag, Violet’s tits were flawless and at twenty-one they were tight, perky, and full. Her quarter-sized areolas provided the perfect launching pad for her perpetually stiff nipples.
She put her hands under her tits and pushed them up and together? “You like?”
I stared at them slack-jawed and my cock pulsed, straining against my pants for relief. “They’re perfect.”
She smiled with satisfaction. “Wait until I wrap them around your fat, swollen cock.” Her lips glistened and her tongue hung for a second on the word, cock. Violet let go of her tits and they sprang free, swaying like unbound slinky toys.
I reached for her tit, caressing her warm flesh under my palm before I latched on and tweaked her nipple between my thumb and forefinger.
Her nipple hardened under my touch and Violet fumbled with the latch on the front of my pants, her hands trembling. She leaned forward and kissed behind my ear.
Her warm breath rushed down my neck and sent a shiver up my spine. I brought my other hand up and squeezed both of her breasts, kneading the beautiful blonde’s incredible mounds between my greedy fingers.
“Stevie, I’m soaking wet,” she whispered. “Fuck me.”
I stood and scooped up Violet with the ease of a child.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and gasped while she locked her legs around my waist.
I carried her across the room while she kissed her way up my neck, her soft moans filling my ear. She used the tip of her tongue and then her lips to pull my earlobe into her mouth and she gently sucked.
Pre-cum oozed from my cock and I felt a wet spot the size of New York spread across the front of my boxer briefs. My libido demanded attention, and I needed to be inside Violet in the next sixty seconds or I feared I might cum in my pants. I sat Violet on the edge of the broad mahogany desk and she grinned up at me before reclining backward and stretching out her big beautiful tits barely moving. Her shimmering golden hair splayed out behind her and her green eyes blazed with pure electric lust.
She stretched her arms over her head and lifted her hips off the desk. “Strip me naked.”
My heart pounded and butterflies exploded inside my stomach. She was a fucking vision and I couldn’t wait to plant my flag inside her. I peeled off her mini-skirt and tossed it aside.
Violet stripped off her black lace thong and kicked off her high heels, leaving her beautiful body completely exposed before me.
She had not an ounce of fat on her body with a firm flat tummy and lean powerful legs. A sexual dynamo was the best way to describe Violet Austin. Her pussy was bare without even a hint of stubble, and her pink lips glistened with her juices.
I fumbled with the button on the front of my pants while Violet reached down and rubbed her pussy lips while she watched me undress.
“I want your cum,” Violet said while I stripped off my pants. “I want to take a piece of you with me wherever I go.”
I shucked off my pants, taking my underwear with them, and my cock blissfully sprang free. Rigid and hard, it stuck out ramrod straight, seeking pussy like a divining rod.
Violet’s eyes bulged, and she licked her lips with nervous anticipation. “No wonder you’re fucking so many women.”
I tossed aside my pants and stepped forward. I reached out, grabbed Violet’s ankles, and slid her across the desk until I stood between her parted legs.
She bit her lower lip and rubbed her heels up and down my ass. Her pussy opened, revealing the pure pink wetness waiting for my cock to split her open like a ripe mid-summer watermelon.
“If it hurts, I’ll stop.” I guided my tip to her labia and worked it up and down, soaking my cock in her juices.
“No pain, no gain,” Violet said. “But I’ve never had a dick as big as yours.” She wrapped her legs loosely around my ass and pulled me forward. “Enough teasing. I want you inside me.”
I edged forward and slipped the tip of my cock into her sweet pink pussy. Warm and wet, her velvety labia swallowed my head, and I inched forward and my tip found her honey hole.
Tight and warm, Violet’s pussy thrummed around my tip and I paused so as not to blow my load.
Violet let out a sharp breath and she stared up at me, her eyes wide with both pleasure and pain. “Fuck. That’s big.”
I teetered forward and slid my cock deeper, eliciting a gasp from my golden girl.
Violet’s wall muscles clenched my cock and pulsed with the drumming of her heartbeat. She dug her heels deep into my ass and pulled me into her, groaning. “Unnngggghhh… oh, baby.”
I sank inside her to the hilt and held still while Violet sucked in short, shallow breaths. She grabbed onto the edge of the desk and bit her lip, staring up at me, her eyes washed over with disbelief. “God, Stevie. You’re really inside me. We’re really going to fuck.” She arched her back and pushed up her hips upward, pinning herself to my cock.
I pulled out and sank back into her, fucking her slow and steady while Violet’s tits swayed back and forth hypnotically.
She bucked her hips, meeting my rhythm while her soft moans left me teetering on the brink.
Beneath her, the desk groaned while the drawers slid outward on their rollers. The computer monitor shook and some loose papers spilled onto the floor.
Harder and deeper I pushed and grunted with each driving thrust. Tight and compact, Violet knew how to use her body to maximize our mutual pleasure. Her stomach rolled like a world-class athlete, and I imagined how a threesome with her and Courtney would play out.
Displaying her athletic prowess, Violet sat upright using her abs to pull herself off the desk and ended up with her arms around my neck and her tits pressed into my chest.
I grabbed hold of her ass cheeks and held her steady while she bobbed up and down, fucking me faster and harder.
Her tight grunts and jiggling tits put my balls on notice — a detonation was incoming.
Violet ran her fingers up the base of my neck and leaned forward, kissing me. Her lips parted and our tongues flashed, and I tasted sweet cherry and a hint of mint.
My cock felt on fire while I piston fucked her, holding her with little effort. Our bodies slapped with each bottoming out and Violet’s golden hair spilled over her chest, partially covering her beautiful tits.
She broke off the kiss and stared at me with her mouth open while she gasped for breath. “Ohhhhh….” She squeezed her eyes shut and threw her head forward, burying it into my neck while she froze on my cock and her pussy pulsed. “Coming,” she said between heavy gasps and hard moans.
My balls erupted, blasting her with a fire hose full of cum. Violent bursts of hot cum spewed from my balls and sprayed deep inside Violet’s awaiting womb. My head flashed with a wave of dizziness and my legs buckled.
Violet ground her hips forward and backward, milking my cock of every drop. She kissed my neck and brought her face around until our eyes met. She leaned her forehead against mine and we gazed into each other eye’s while I spurted the last drops of my milky seed inside her.
I set her down gently on the desk and my cock slipped out, leaving behind a thick string of cum.
Violet gazed down at her pussy and back up at me. “That’s a lot of cum.” Her tits jiggled while she wiped away an errant string that stretched down her inner thigh.
“That was hot.” I stepped forward and kissed her. Our tongues met again, less urgent this time but not yet satisfied. I committed myself to a weekend filled with fucking Violet and Quinn to the best of my abilities.
Her breath curled over my upper lip and she ran her fingers down my back. Violet wrapped her ankles around my legs and pulled me in closer before breaking off the kiss. “I don’t think once will be enough.”
“Let’s go find Quinn and get out of here,” I said.
She smiled. “Are you asking me to sleepover with you and Quinn?”
I squeezed her ass. “Don’t count on getting much sleep.”
We got dressed and left the subterranean office hand-in-hand. When we climbed the stairs and rounded the corner we came face to face with Jessa.
Her gaze fell on our clasped hands, and her eyes wandered over our disheveled clothes and hair. She folded her arms over her chest and glared at her little sister.
“What do you think you’re doing?”
“Going back to the party,” Violet said.
Violet squeezed my hand a little harder than necessary and drew herself in close to me. I decided to keep my mouth shut and let the situation play out.
Jessa glanced at me and back again at her little sister. “Did you two have sex in Jackie’s office?”
My cheeks burned, and I glanced sideways at Violet.
Her green eyes flashed hot. “That’s none of your business.”
Jessa’s gaze fell on me. “My, my, my. Our little Stevie is all grown up. Does Quinn know about your little tryst?”
Before I could answer, Violet stepped in front of her sister. “Are you jealous? I saw the way you looked at Stevie. And don’t think I don’t know you invited him to the Hamptons.”
Jessa gave her sister an amused, condescending smile. “I didn’t know I needed your approval for my guest list.”
Violet thrust her finger towards her sister and I couldn’t help but watch her braless tits jiggle inside her dress. “Just so you know, Stevie and I are going to do it in every room of your house.”
“So, you two did have sex,” Jessa said. “Please tell me you, disinfected.”
“Stevie?” A woman’s voice said from further down the hall.
Jessa turned, and the three of us stared toward Quinn standing at the entrance to the hallway.
“Are you guys hungry?” Quinn asked. “I’m starving.”
◆◆◆
 
Thirty minutes later Quinn, Violet, and I sat outside a pizza by the slice joint. We crowded into an intimate table for two and added an extra chair. I sat between the two beauties and sipped on a large coke and an extra-large slice of pepperoni.
Quinn bit into a thick slice of cheese and closed her eyes, savoring the bite. “Oh my God, that’s so good.”
“You asked for a five-star dinner, and here we are.” I swallowed a bite and licked my lips. “Best pizza in New York City. It has a five-star rating on Yelp.”
Violet laughed and was halfway through a slice of sausage when she set down the pizza and wiped off her hands. “I didn’t realize how hungry I was.”
Quinn nodded. “I’m always hungry after sex. Aren’t I, Stevie?” She peered over her slice and smiled at me seductively.
“Yet somehow you don’t gain an ounce.” I smiled. “Not that I’m complaining.”
Violet studied Quinn’s face for a long moment. “You’re sure you’re not mad?”
“Why would I be mad? I told you to take make your move,” Quinn said.
“But you said nothing about sex,” Violet said.
Quinn rolled her eyes. “We’re talking about Stevie. Besides, I saw how you looked at him. I figured it was best to get it out of your system before….” She smiled between us.
“Before what?” Violet asked.
Quinn shrugged. “Before we get to your sister’s house in the Hampton's.”
“Oh,” Violet said, gazing across the table at Quinn. “I’m usually pretty good at reading people. Are you insinuating what I think you’re insinuating?”
Quinn smiled. “What’s a little casual sex between harem sisters?”
Violet’s eyes widened.
“Vi, you don’t have to if —
Violet rolled her eyes. “God, Stevie. You think I’m such a baby,” she said, cutting me off. She turned back to Quinn. “You’re into girls too?”
“Too as in addition to men or too as in me also?” Quinn asked before biting into her pizza.
“I’m into girls,” Violet said, making no bones about it. “And Stevie.” She reached under the table and took my hand.
“Aww…,” Quinn said. “Me too.” She got up from the table and slipped onto my lap before wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me on the cheek. “See, we already have a lot in common.”
Violet smiled, and I kissed Quinn on the lips.
Quinn reached over and picked up Violet’s slice before taking a bite. “Does your sister care if the three of us share a bed? It’s going to be a long weekend.”




Sisters-In-Law

Sydney raced down the diving board and launched herself into space, a blur of pink and purple. She plugged her nose, squeezed her eyes shut, and hit the pool feet first, landing with a giant splash.
I sat poolside, an ice-cold IPA hovering in my hand, and smiled when my niece bobbed to the surface.
Her goggles took up half her face, and her toothless grin occupied the rest. “How was that Uncle Stevie?” She wore purple floaties around her pale arms, each emblazoned with an image of Wonder Woman tossing her infamous golden lasso. With a lock of her wet red hair plastered across her cheek, she gazed up at me as if awaiting my approval.
I leaned forward and nodded. “That was great, Syd. You got a lot more height that time. Next time, try pointing your toes.”
“Got it.” She grinned and doggie-paddled back toward the ladder, grunting with the effort while her little feet churned behind her.
The sun blazed overhead and the faint sound of the pounding surf mixed with the light rock crooning from Jessa’s stereo system. A gentle breeze stirred rustling the trees in the backyard and the scent of charbroiled hamburgers set my stomach growling.
A beer slick with condensation appeared over my right shoulder.
I glanced at the beer and my gazed traveled up the arm attached to it before I settled on the face of my oldest brother Pete.
“You looked thirsty,” Pete said, smiling from behind a pair of dark sunglasses and a ragged old Yankees ball cap.
I gratefully took the beer while Pete sank into the sun chair beside me. He wore a loose blue t-shirt, yellow swim trunks, and a pair of dark leather dad sandals.
“Thanks.” I finished the last swallow of my old beer before I set it aside. “She’s adorable, Pete.”
Pete smiled at his daughter. “Yeah. Not sure what I’d do without her.”
Sydney climbed up the ladder and waddled across the deck, her wet feet slapping on the concrete.
After spending the last twenty-four hours at Jessa and Pete’s house in the Hampton’s, I wasn’t any closer to understanding their marital woes. On the surface everything seemed fine, but they were nowhere near as lovey-dovey as they had been once upon a time. All marriages go through a cooling down period, but Pete and Jessa’s relationship seemed especially frosty.
“I’m surprised you and Jess stopped at one,” I said.
My brother stared across the pool at his daughter, stone-faced and silent.
“Sorry,” I said. “None of my business.” I picked up the IPA and took a swig.
“Don’t be sorry,” Pete said. “It’s been a pain point for Jess and I.”
“What’s going on, Pete? I mean, what’s really going on?”
He sighed and downed a quarter of his beer in one swig.
“Ready Uncle Stevie?” Sydney said from her perch atop the diving board.
We turned toward her, and I smiled, shading the sun from my eyes. “Ready, Syd. Go for it.”
The tiny eight-year-old sprinted forward and jumped, pointing her toes just like I told her. She hit the pool with a splash before floating to the top. “How was that?”
“Perfect,” I said. “You ready to try going in head first again?”
Sydney glanced at her dad and frowned. “Did you tell him to make me?”
Pete laughed and shook his head. “I said nothing.”
Sydney frowned. “Daddy, seriously?”
“He’s my brother,” Pete said. “We think alike. Your uncle believes you can dive in head first, and so do I. Like Uncle Stevie said, go for it.”
“He’s right,” I said. “You can do it, Syd. I have faith in you.”
She paddled back to the side and hung onto the ladder. “Maybe. I’ll think about it, but I need to go the bathroom first.” She waddled off toward the bathhouse, dripping water behind her.
Pete watched her go and remained silent until she disappeared inside. “Jessa and I don’t love each other,” he said flatly.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “What happened?”
“She wants a fast life and a fast career,” he said. “I want a family and weekends at home.”
“Have you talked separation?”
Pete sighed. “Stevie, I’m in love with another woman.”
I nearly spit out my beer and choked. My brother was not the sort to cheat on his family. “Jesus, Pete. Does Jessa know?”
He shook his head. “The other woman,” he turned to face me. “Her name is Olivia. We have done nothing… yet. I met her at Sydney’s school. She’s a teacher. Actually, she was Syd’s kindergarten teacher.”
“You need to tell Jessa,” I said.
He tipped back his beer and took another deep swallow. “I’m not sure I do,” he said.
“What? If you don’t love Jessa, then you need to come clean.”
“Or you could steal her away from me,” Pete said. “That’s why you’re here, right?”
“Who ratted me out? Alex or Jake?” I asked.
“Both of them told me, but when you arrived with Quinn, I saw the writing on the wall.”
“Pete, I didn’t come here to steal Jessa from you,” I said. “She invited us. Besides, Violet wanted me to come too.”
He grinned. “She’s a sweet piece of ass, isn’t she?”
“Violet or Jessa?” I asked.
“Yes.” He and I laughed, and we stared silently at the pool. “In all seriousness, if you make a move on Jessa, it would clear the road for me and might make our divorce a little less messy. I’m worried about custody.”
“Are you giving me your blessing to pursue your wife?” I asked.
“Let’s just say, I’ll look the other way if it happens.” Pete raised his beer. “I salute you, Stevie. You turned out to be king of the MILFs, just like Uncle Lee always wanted.”
I clinked glasses with him when the fence door opened behind us.
“Pete,” Jessa’s voice carried across the deck. “They’re here.”
Pete and I stood and walked together toward the open patio door.
Jessa held the door open, and four elderly people stepped onto the patio.
Sydney came out of the boathouse and smiled. “Papaw and Nana,” she screamed and jogged toward the couple.
Jessa came out behind them and shut the door. Jessa’s gaze fell on me and our eyes met before she averted her gaze and stepped up behind the old couple.
Sydney wrapped her arms around an old woman I vaguely recognized from my childhood and her husband.
Jessa wore a form-fitting blank tank top with thin straps and thin white shorts that hugged her hips perfectly. She wore her hair pulled back in a fashionable pony tail and her makeup was perfect. Her tits looked bigger every time I saw them, and I couldn’t decide if it was her bra or if they had swollen with motherhood. Either way, she was ten shades hot of MILF ready magic, and with my brother green lighting my nefarious advances, I was mentally warming up my engines.
“Mom and dad, do you remember Pete’s brother Steve?” Jessa asked.
My phone buzzed loudly in my pocket, and I ignored it.
The old couple smiled warmly at me, and Jessa’s dad offered his hand. “You were a few inches shorter the last time I saw you.” He guffawed like old people tend to do. “Roger Austin.” He gave me a curt nod coupled with a fatherly smile. “In case you need a refresher.”
I shook his hand, and Mrs. Austin’s eyes widened. “The last time I saw you, half a jar of peanut butter covered your face and Violet was trying to make you eat a tadpole.” She laughed warmly. “Now….” She measured me with her gaze. “You’re all grown up.” She laughed harder this time before pulling me into a full-on grandmother hug. “I’m Betty.” My phone buzzed again, two times in a row.
“I remember,” I lied. “It’s great to see you again.”
Betty stepped back and gestured toward the second ancient couple who had come with them. “I don’t think you’ve ever met my sister Lisa and her husband Jim.”
My phone buzzed for the third time. I offered my hand to Lisa. “It’s nice to meet you folks.”
Jessa stared down at my pocket and folded her arms over her unbelievable chest. “Sounds like somebody needs to reach you.”
“Sorry.” Standing there among Jessa and Violet’s family, I took out my phone and opened it.
There were a series of texts from Violet.
A selfie of Violet and Quinn appeared on my display. Quinn stood behind Violet and held the petite blonde’s bare tits in her hands. Of course, Quinn’s hands were way too small to cover so much real estate, so Violet’s tits bulged out on each side.
Violet: Quinn wants to know if you’re jealous?
My cheeks flushed with heat and I tilted my phone away from the old folks so they wouldn’t see their daughter flashing me on camera.
But Jessa’s gaze locked on my screen. She had seen everything.
The second image showed Violet and Quinn locked in a kiss, tongues flashing. Both women wore only their bikini bottoms, and they had their hands firmly locked on one another’s ass cheeks.
Violet: You better hurry back to the bedroom. You’re missing out.
“Where’s Violet?” Betty asked.
Jessa’s gazed shifted from my phone to her mother. “She’s got her hands full. She’ll be along in a minute.”
I exchanged a furtive glance with Jessa, but she didn’t seem eager to blow my cover.
“Is everything okay?” Pete asked me as glanced between me and my phone.
“Uhhh… yeah,” I said. “It’s Quinn. She needs me to bring her something in from the car.”
“Is Quinn Jacobs really here?” Betty’s sister Lisa said. The old woman wore a white sun visor, white polyester pants, and a blue top that looked like it had gone out of style three decades ago.
“She sure is,” Jessa said. “She and Stevie are quite the item.” The redheaded MILF studied me, her expression cool.
“Nana, watch me go off the diving board,” Sydney said. The little girl tugged on her grandmother’s hand, willing her toward the pool.
“I should check on the burgers,” Pete said.
“I’ll help you,” Roger said.
Lisa followed Betty to the pool, while the men gathered around the grill, the older two dipping in the coolers for beer.
That left Jessa and I alone by the back door, and I pocketed my phone before turning toward the house.
Jessa sidestepped in front of me, blocking my path. Once again, she folded her arms over her succulent breasts, causing her cleavage to billow out. “Where do you think you’re going?”
Heat rose from my collar, and I felt a dribble of sweat roll down my back. “I’m checking on your sister and Quinn.”
“Why?” Her green eyes flashed with envy and she frowned.
“I… uhhh… I thought Violet should know her parents are here.”
Jessa rolled her eyes. “I’m not a fucking moron,” Jessa said. “Why do Violet and Quinn get to have all the fun?”
How did she expect me to answer that question? Was she insinuating her desire to jump into the mix? “Jessa, I swear, I’m just bringing them out here to the pool.”
She rolled her eyes. “Whatever.” She mumbled something under her breath and stormed past me toward the pool.
I ducked for cover inside the patio and exited stage right before anyone else noticed. I crossed through the kitchen and went upstairs before reaching Quinn and mines bedroom at the back of the hallway.
When I opened the door, my heart lurched into my throat and my cock went from zero to sixty inside two heartbeats.
Violet, still topless, stretched out on the bed with Quinn on top of her between the buxom blonde’s parted legs. The women were engaged in a full-on make-out session with their lips playing slip and slide while their tongues flashed into each other’s open mouths. They barely seemed to notice me enter until I closed the door behind me and it clicked shut.
The girls both turned toward me, their eyes heavy with lust. Quinn smiled lazily and laid her head against Violet’s big natural boob.
Violet slid her hands inside Quinn’s bikini bottom and squeezed while she glanced over at me. “Come on in, the water’s fine.”
Quinn giggled, gyrated her crotch against Violet’s before she pulled Violet’s nipple between her lips and circled the younger woman’s areola with the tip of her tongue.
“I’m normally the last guy to say this, but you two have got to cool it. Vi, your mom and dad are here.”
Violet rolled her eyes. “You’re such a worry-wart.” She wrapped her legs around Quinn and gazed at me longingly. “Baby, come fuck me. Please?”
My cock stirred in my shorts, and although I had just finished having sex with them both less than two hours ago. I ran my hand down my face and sighed. “You’re killing me, Smalls.”
Quinn raised her hips into the air and let Vi’s nipple pop out of her mouth before she turned her gaze on me. “Pull my bikini bottoms off and you can have free and easy access,” the supermodel said. “Come inside me, baby. Then we can relax at the pool together.”
My cock now tented my shorts and Violet grinned. “Someone is getting horny,” she said.
“Your sister is hounding me,” I said. “She saw the texts.”
“She’s jealous,” Violet said. “She wants to fuck you as much as I do.”
“No, she doesn’t,” I said. “She wants to kill me.”
Violet huffed. “You’re wasting time. If you don’t get over here soon, then I can’t be held responsible for what may happen down at the pool.”
Quinn giggled again. “She means business.”
I reached for my zipper. “We have to make it quick.”
“Yay.” Violet clapped her hands and Quinn pushed down her bikini bottoms, allowing her world-class ass to spring into view.
“Me first,” Quinn said. “You came in Violet this morning.”
“He’s come in you dozens of times,” Violet said. “I’ve got a lot of ground to make up.”
Quinn rolled her eyes. “Fine. But you have to eat my pussy.”
“Deal,” Violet said.
I had my zipper halfway down when three sharp knocks sounded at the bedroom door behind me.
“Shit.” I sighed and zipped up my pants.
Violet and Quinn weren’t as fast to react.
“Maybe they’ll go away,” Violet said.
“I told you, we can’t do this right now,” I said.
“I can hear you guys in there.” Jessa’s voice came through the door. “Mom and dad are asking for you. I hope you’re not doing what I think you’re doing.”
Violet rolled her eyes. “She’s so fucking nosy.”
Quinn climbed out from between Violet’s legs and reached for her top. “Now I feel bad,” she said. “I don’t want Jessa to hate me.” She adjusted her bikini top and fastened the clip.
Violet sighed in frustration. “Fine. We’re coming,” she yelled toward the door.
The abrupt interruption deflated my cock like a burst pinata, and I held my hand out for Violet. “Come on. We can fool around later.”
Violet took my hand and popped up from the bed before she wrapped her arms around my waist and mashed her bare boobs against my chest. “Kiss me and then I’ll be a good girl.”
I leaned down and met Violet’s soft, warm lips. Her mouth open and her tongue darted forward, finding mine. We deepened the kiss and I let my hands drift down to Violet’s bottom where I gave her cheeks a deep squeeze.
She let go a big breath while she broke the kiss, and a thin line of saliva stretched between her lower lip and mine. “We’re finishing this, Brooks.” She glared at me, her expression stern. “I get what I want.”
“Fine,” I said before reaching for her black bikini top. “But I don’t think you can go out there like that unless you want to give your poor father a stroke.”
She took the top from me while her tits jiggled and shook. Without taking her eyes from mine, she secured her top and pouted. “Happy?”
“Not even a little,” I said. “But I’m scared of your sister.”
She held up her fist. “You should be scared of me.”
Quinn laughed and checked her hair and makeup in the mirror. “She’s a feisty one, Stevie.”
◆◆◆
 
The afternoon passed with little fuss and bother. We ate Pete’s barbecue, played pool volleyball, and had more than a few beers. By the time the late afternoon sun hung over the trees, I had developed a steady beer buzz.
Jessa had transitioned from her shorts and tank top to a white bikini that proved she had the major-league curves to rival her little sister’s. I found myself drawn to Jessa watching her move and when she climbed out of the pool, her red hair hanging straight down her back, I found her irresistible and I spent an hour with my cock half hard soaking her in. Her natural beauty far outpaced the glamour girl I met two nights ago. Where had this Jessa been hiding?
She caught me leering at her more than once, and rather than act angry, she seemed to enjoy it. Every time she caught me staring, her mood perked up. She laughed and giggled all the way through volleyball and I couldn’t stop watching her tits bounce up and down like basketballs with her hard nipples stretching the thin fabric of her top.
Quinn and Violet spent a couple of hours in the pool with Sydney playing volleyball and teaching her how to dive off the board.
The old folks mainly stayed under the shade of an oversized umbrella sipping on ice tea, no doubt spiked with something to take the edge off.
Pete and I sat on the edge of the pool watching the girls play while the sun beat down on our shoulders. All in all, the afternoon was very PG, which proved both relaxing and slightly worrisome. Violet played the doting aunt, and she and Jess seemed to get along great.
But Violet’s non-stop leering had grown increasingly obvious, and more than once she had floated up to me and let me take a long look down the front of her bikini top. Her parents be damned, she wouldn’t last much longer without making a major move in the vagina department. She was withering like cabbage in a pressure cooker and was ready to blow.
Across the pool, Violet whispered something into Quinn’s ear and the two of them turned toward me and grinned.
Jessa, who sat on the edge of the pool near them, seemed to have noticed the same smile, and frowned before turning toward me and staring me down.
“Daddy, can you get me a towel?” Sydney asked. “Mine’s all wet.”
“Sure, kiddo, come on.” Pete set aside his beer and headed across the deck for the bathhouse.
Violet turned around to her sister and smiled sweetly. “Quinn and I want to use the hot tub. Do you mind?”
Jessa gazed across the pool at me as if judging my reaction before she turned to her sister “Sure. You know how to work it, right?”
“Yep. Sure do.” She and Quinn headed for the steps, leaving Jessa and I alone once again.
Violet’s tits jiggled while she and Quinn walked past the old folks and headed for the hot tub in a half-hidden alcove just off the deck.
“Where are you two headed?” Roger leaned back in his chair and glanced over his shoulder at his youngest daughter. “Quinn and I are cold.” She leaned over and kissed her father on the forehead. “Love you, daddy.”
“Awww…,” Lisa said. “She’s still so sweet.”
“Sweet enough that the boys won’t leave her the hell alone,” Roger said, inspiring a chuckle from Jim.
“Stop it,” Betty said. “None of them last more than a week or two, anyway.”
“That’s what I’m worried about,” Roger said, igniting a hardy guffaw from Jim.
Jessa wandered around the pool and headed straight for me. Her creamy tits jiggled and bobbed, swelling the front of her still-wet bikini top.
My cock, hard all day, grew a little harder as I watched my dream MILF head toward me. I shielded my eyes and gazed up at her, surprised when she stopped beside me and sat down. I couldn’t help but glance at her deep cleavage and the way her tits bounced to a stop when she settled in beside me.
“She’s planning something,” Jessa said, keeping her voice low.
“Yeah. I gathered.” I sipped on my beer.
“She’s got my dad so far wrapped around her finger it’s fucking nauseating.” Jessa leaned back and rested on her hands, forcing her tits out. Her long red hair hung limp behind her and the midday sun highlighted the freckles crisscrossing her pert little nose.
“As if you don’t,” I said.
She chuckled without humor. “Hardly. Maybe ten years ago, but not anymore. I’m too bitter for Roger.”
My cock nudged the front of my swim trunks and my gaze lingered on Jessa’s long, creamy, muscular legs that ended with her petite feet resting just below the surface. “Jess, mind if I ask a personal question?” I regretted asking as soon as the words left my mouth.
She turned toward me and frowned and, in that moment, looked ten years younger. “It depends on the question.”
I studied her face for two heartbeats before I threw caution to the wind. “When did you get so cynical?”
“Excuse me?” She glared.
“I’m sorry. Forget I said anything.” I turned away from her and sipped my beer.
“It’s too late for sorry,” she said, her voice softening by a fraction. “Spill it, Brooks.”
“When I was younger, you used to be the fun aunt. Do you remember the time you took me sledding?”
She smiled, and her eyes sparkled. “I made you hot chocolate after. Your poor little face was freezing.”
My stomach fluttered, and my heart soared. “There you are. That’s the smile.”
She gazed at me, confused. “Stevie. I’m still me.”
“Do you remember the time I fell off the horse?” I asked.
“I remember. Violet wasn’t very nice that day.” Her expression softened and her voice sounded almost tender.
“You made me feel better.”
She nodded, her eyes distant.
“Where is that Jessa hiding? I miss her.”
Jessa’s eyes welled with tears, and she shook her head. “It’s not that easy.”
“Is it Pete?” I asked.
“Pete’s a wonderful man,” she said, her voice came out shaky and uneven.
“Have you talked him?”
She glanced up at me. “To tell him what? That I don’t love him anymore? That I dream every day about….” She pursed her lips and looked away.
I took Jessa’s hand and squeezed it tenderly. “Hey, it’s okay.”
She didn’t pull away. Rather, she tightened her grip on mine and gazed up into my eyes. “Now it feels like I’m the one falling off the horse.”
Her green eyes caught me off-guard and my stomach swooned. She was incredibly beautiful, and I resisted the urge to kiss her. “And I’m telling you that the old Jessa, the real Jessa, is lurking in the shadows waiting to come out and play. Talk to my brother. You’ll both feel better afterward. I promise.”
She studied my face for a long minute before she leaned over and kissed me ever so lightly on the lips. “Thank you, Stevie.”
Beside me, my phone buzzed, and an incoming message popped up on my screen.
Jessa stared down at it and smiled. “I told you.”
I grinned. “You weren’t wrong.” I opened my phone, and we both read the message.
Violet: Come to the hot tub and play with us.
A slight smile curled Jessa’s lip. “She’s playing with fire.”
“How do you mean?”
“I know my baby sister,” Jessa said. “Be careful, Stevie.” She leaned over and kissed me again, this time letting her lips linger longer than socially appropriate. “Come find me when you’re done. I made strawberry shortcake for dessert.”
My phone buzzed again, and a picture arrived. An image of Violet’s cleavage appeared on screen, her nipples piercing her wet bikini top.
Violet: If you don’t come right now, I’ll embarrass you in front of everyone.
Jessa stood and glanced over at her family. “Don’t worry. I’ll keep them occupied.” She held out her hand and helped me up before she made her way across the deck.
Jessa’s creamy ass filled out her bikini bottoms spectacularly, and I imagined burying my face between her legs and listening to the soft croons of her moaning voice.
When I reached the hot tub, Violet held her phone in her and Quinn had her tits out, flashing them for the camera.
“I hope you’re sending that to me,” I said, and the girls spun toward me smiling.
Violet almost dropped her phone, and Quinn didn’t bother to tuck her tits back in her top.
“What took you so long?” Quinn asked.
“I thought you two were looking for some alone time,” I said.
Violet set her phone aside and floated toward me. “I saw you talking to Jessa. She wants you, Stevie.”
“She’s been like a mom to me,” I said. “I think you’re wrong.”
“Fucking Jessa would be like fucking your mom,” Violet said. “That’s so hot.”
“Eww…,” Quinn said and turned to face Violet. “Is that like you having sex with Roger?”
Violet splashed Quinn and turned her fiery green-eyed glare on her. “Now you’re just being gross.”
Quinn giggled and floated on the surface while I put my phone on the table and stepped into the hot tub.
The girls drifted toward me while I sank neck deep into the warm, bubbling water.
The hot water flashed across my skin, and I stifled a yelp. Frothy foam gurgled around me and I felt slippery feet and long limber limbs wrap around my body under water. “Is there an octopus in here?”
The girls giggled and latched onto me while we floated back to the ledge, out of view from Violet’s parents and aunt and uncle.
Quinn’s stiff nipple raked my arm, and I slipped my hand around her waist before pulling her onto my lap. “If Roger and Jim catch you topless, they might have a heart attack.”
She batted her eyelashes and flashed me her baby blues while she ran her fingers through my hair. “Are you asking me to put the girls in their room?”
My cock twitched, growing fatter and longer as my erection boiled in the hot tub soup.
Violet floated in front of me and reached down, feeling my cock through my swimsuit. Her bikini top had slid sideways revealing half an areola and her wet golden blonde hair gleamed under the afternoon sunshine. Her green eyes blazed with sexual energy and she inched closer, her full pink lips glistening as sweet and succulent as sugar-frosted strawberries.
“Aren’t you tasty looking?” I pulled Violet closer and kissed her mouth before latching onto her lower lip and licking. “Yep. Sweet as summer wine.”
Violet grinned and reached inside my swim trunks before curling her fingers around my fat knob. She worked her hand lower, circling my shaft with her fingers until my manhood filled her palm. “Looks like you got here just in time. I can’t even wrap my fingers all the way around it.”
A wooden privacy fence separated most of the hot tub from the patio seating, but we could still hear the old folks chatting, which meant they could hear every word we said in return. They chatted with Jessa about her job while I pulled Quinn onto one knee and she sank lower, slipping her legs around my thigh and riding me like an electric bull.
Underwater, I found Quinn’s waist and lowered my hands to her bikini bottoms before slipping my fingers inside and gently working them over her hips.
A seductive smile blossomed on her lips before she kissed me and wriggled her hips to aid my effort. Our tongues lashed while Quinn’s bikini bottom slipped over her ankles and off her feet.
Violet followed my lead by tugging my swim trunks over my hips until my cock, mercifully, sprang free and floated in the warm, relaxing current.
My hand rose from the depths, clutching Quinn’s neon-pink bottoms, and I draped them over the edge of the hot tub.
A second later, Violet came away with my trunks in one hand and hers in the other.
She chewed on her lower lip and smiled at me proudly. “Two for the price of one.”
I reached out and cupped Violet’s ass before pulling her onto my other knee. With both women facing me and four perfect breasts mashed against my chest, my cock flexed and pulsed as if seeking its soulmate.
With Quinn’s tits still exposed, her engorged areolas and stiff nipples bit into my chest while she broke off our kiss long enough to reach down and find my cock with her hand.
Violet leaned over and pulled Quinn’s face to hers and the girls’ mouths opened, followed by their low moans.
I couldn’t take it anymore and grabbed Quinn’s hips, lifting her off my leg and positioning her above my cock. With little effort, I lowered her back down until the tip of my fat manhood struck gold, meeting her slippery lips for the first time.
Violet slid off my leg making room for her harem sister and broke off the kiss before floating to my side and pulling my face into hers.
Quinn reached below the surface and guided the tip of my cock up and down her lips with my head, inching deeper into her soft flesh with every pass.
Violet kissed me and opened her mouth to mine. She tasted of coconut rum and her warm lips glided over mine with slippery ease. She ran her hand down my chest and stomach and back up again before squeezing my pectoral muscles, tweaking my nipple, and rubbing her swollen cleavage over my shoulder and down my arm.
I felt my tip sink into Quinn’s tight entrance and she let out a soft moan and a shudder. She leaned back and braced herself on my knees while she thrust out her chest and ground her way up and down my steel rod, her walls squeezing my shaft like a vise.
I grunted into Violet’s mouth and sucked her tongue over my lips while the beautiful blonde’s right tit slipped completely out of her top, exposing her hard nipple, puffy areola, and perfectly round breast.
Quinn ground her hips forward and backward, driving my cock deeper inside her pussy with every thrust.
Around us, the water sloshed and slapped the sides, creating a mini-tsunami with white foam breaking on the walls like an ocean wave crashing onto the beach.
My cock pulsed inside my beautiful brown-haired sister-in-law and her walls clamped down extra hard in the steamy hot tub water.
Quinn gazed at me, her beautiful blue eyes penetrating my soul, and I slid my hands down her hips and squeezed her ass, pulling her harder and deeper onto my cock with every thrust.
The muffled murmurs of conversation still carried from the old folks and Jessa seated nearby, but they seemed content to leave us be. Jessa really held up her end of the conversation, asking open-ended questions about long separated cousins and forgotten great aunts and uncles.
I fucked Quinn harder and faster, feeling her pussy ripple and roll in muscular waves over my swollen cock. With the edging I had endured earlier in the day, I wouldn’t last much longer, but I had saved up more than enough ammunition for a double orgasm. I wouldn’t cheat Quinn or Violet. I intended to fill each of my beautiful buttercups full of my rich, ripe seed.
Violet pulled her top aside and both of her big beautiful tits spilled free before jiggling against my chest. She broke off our kiss and leaned into me, whispering into my ear, “I love you with all my heart.”
Quinn leaned forward and buried her face in my neck while her body shook, and her hips bucked. She sank her fingertips into my chest and squeezed while her pussy spasmed and she filled my ear with low grunts and stifled moans. Her breath tickled my neck, and her lips wrapped around my earlobe.
I stifled a grunt and pushed my hips up raising Quinn out of the water while my balls erupted sending a geyser of cum spraying into Quinn’s womb.
Violet kissed me, running her fingers through my hair while she probed my mouth with her tongue.
Quinn ground her hips in a tight circular motion, pumping my cock while it spasmed jets of molten cum that soaked her pussy with my fertile seed.
Violet continued her assault on my mouth while her hands roamed my chest. Her hard nipples brushed my shoulder blade and her slippery tits jiggled while she worked her way up and down my body.
Quinn slipped off my cock, breathless, before she floated back into the hot tub.
My cock sprang free and the shock of the hot tub water left me gasping for breath.
Violet wasted no time. She climbed up onto my lap with her back facing me and stood long enough to line up my cock with her pink, puckered pussy before lowering herself back into the water.
My cock, still rigid and ready for more, didn’t disappoint. I reached up and squeezed Violets tits while she ground her pussy against my fat knob and buried my cock halfway deep. She moaned and bit her lip, leaning forward before pushing her hips backward and penetrating her pussy at the perfect angle.
Warm, wet, and tight, Violet’s pussy enveloped my cock in a warm sheath of sexual nirvana. Her ass was the stuff of legend — firm yet supple, without a hint of fat.
I let go of her tits and cupped her ass cheeks, kneading them in my hands while Violet lowered herself onto my cock, completely penetrating herself.
“Fuck,” she whispered, followed by a low moan. “That is a big fat dick.” She breathed in and out as if adjusting to my size and sat upright with her back facing me and her tits jiggling out on both sides.
I grabbed hold of her waist under water and bucked my hips, driving up and into her with quick powerful thrusts.
Violet started to scream and bit her lip before Quinn came up in front of her and kissed her to stifle her loud moans. She ground her hips matching my thrusts with a horizontal motion allowing me to achieve maximum penetration with every push.
The water sloshed and splashed, washing over the sides and onto the deck. The white foam had vanished, leaving the churning bubbles the sole responsibility of disguising our sexual liaison.
From the other side of the wall, we heard chairs shifting and people moving. Jessa’s voice rose above the fray. “Can’t you stay a little longer?”
“No pumpkin, we’ve got to go. Driving after dark is not something I’m good at any longer,” Roger said. “Where’s your baby sister?”
“Shit,” I whispered. “Violet. Your dad’s coming.”
She continued pumping my cock forward and backward, grinding faster and harder. “Me too, baby. I’m almost there.”
Quinn pulled her tits back into her bikini before reaching forward and doing the same for Violet.
Violet wasn’t the only one ready to blow, but if her data caught us, I could only imagine the fallout.
“She’s in the hot tub,” Betty said. “With the other kids.”
“Right. I’ll just say a quick goodbye.”
I grabbed Violet’s hips, and she locked her hands under my legs. “Stevie. I’m coming. Wait.” Her body stiffened and her pussy spasmed. She let out a mewling grunt and clamped down on her lip.
Quinn stood in front of Violet as if to block her from view and turned out toward the deck.
Roger, Betty, and Jessa appeared around the fence followed by Violet’s aunt and uncle, Jim and Lisa.
“There she is,” Roger stood before the hot tub, a wide smile splitting his handsome face.
Betty and Jessa took up spots to Roger’s left and right while Jim and Lisa crowded in behind the others.
Jessa’s eyes flashed as big as saucers and her jaw dropped.
Violet sat upright, tits out but covered, still impaled on my cock. She sang out sweetly, “Hi, daddy.”
I gazed past Violet and my eyes settled on Roger while the mother of all orgasms thundered in my balls and I flooded the Austin’s youngest daughter and the prize of Roger’s eye with an ocean of hot sticky cum. I stifled a moan and my cock spasmed spurts of hot jizz in my sizzling hot sexual dynamo.
Violet ground her hips in minuscule, micro-movements, milking my cock while my orgasm flared unabated. With next-level finesse, Violet flexed her pussy muscles and her wall muscles rolled over my shaft, sending my orgasm into the stratosphere.
My head flashed and my vision blurred while waves of dizziness left me reeling. With my legs the consistency of melted ice cream, I clung onto Violet’s hips and prayed she could pull off a miracle.
“What are you kids doing?” Roger said cheerily.
“I made Stevie a bet,” Violet said.
Jessa’s expression registered disbelief while Quinn partially obscured me from view, clearly worried I might pass out.
Betty smiled sweetly. “A bet? About what?”
“I bet Stevie that he couldn’t sit in the hot tub for fifteen minutes straight. If he moves from this spot, I win.”
The last of my orgasm finally faded, but Violet continued grinding as if making sure she soaked in every drop.
“I don’t know how you kids sit in those things,” Betty said. “Jessa keeps that contraption way too hot for me and your father.”
Roger chuckled and shook his head wryly. “I’d say young Stevie has the upper hand, what with a pretty girl sitting on his lap.” The old man wagged his finger at me. “Don’t go getting any ideas, young man. Violet’s a bit naïve, but that doesn’t mean I am.”
“Daddy, Stevie’s been a perfect gentleman.” She glanced over her shoulder at me and winked. “If he tried anything like that, I would karate chop him.”
“That’s my girl,” Roger said with a small fist pump.
Jessa recovered enough to close her mouth and turn toward her parents. “Uhhh… mom, I’ve got those leftovers in the house for you to take home.”
“Right.” Betty’s eyes widened. “I almost forgot. Come on, Roger. It’s getting late.” Violet’s mom turned toward her and blew her a kiss. “There’s no need to get out. I wouldn’t want you to lose your bet.”
Violet folded her arms over her chest defiantly. “Don’t worry, mom. I never lose.”
Jessa rolled her eyes while Roger offered a gentle wave. “You kids be good.” He looked at me and smiled. “I’ve got my eye on you, young man. If you want to court my daughter, you’ll have to come through me first.”
“Yes, sir,” I said, and my voice cracked before I cleared my throat.
Violet giggled. “I think the heat is getting to him, daddy.”
Jim and Lisa pitched in their goodbyes and Jessa led the four old folks away, but not before flashing us a warning glare over her shoulder.
When everyone disappeared into the house, the three of us broke down laughing and Violet floated off my cock and turned around to face me.
“I could feel it leaking it out of me,” she said. “I’ll tell Jess to add an extra shot of chlorine.”
“I’m sure she would have anyway.” I retrieved my swim trunks and the girl’s bikini bottoms.
The three of us got dressed and climbed out of the hot tub.
“I’m surprised Jessa was so cool about it,” Quinn said.
Violet frowned. “I am too. She seemed… different. I wonder what got into her?”
◆◆◆
 
The girls and I went to bed later that night. Violet gave up the charade of pretending we weren’t a threesome and moved her bags into Quinn and I’s room. After another round of sex, the three of us fell asleep naked.
I woke up about one o’clock in the morning, my throat parched and I couldn’t think of anything I wanted more than an ice-cold water drowning in ice cubes. Careful not to wake Quinn and Violet, I crawled out of bed and tiptoed along the hallway before descending the stairs.
Voices carried from the kitchen, speaking in low hushed tones as if not wanting to wake anyone. Voices I recognized as belonging to my brother and Jessa.
Normally, I didn’t enjoy snooping, but I was desperate to get down Jessa’s pants and the information could prove vital. I inched my way toward the kitchen, keeping to the shadows, and hunkered down in the dining room while I listened in.
“What will we tell Syd?” Pete asked.
“We’ll tell her the truth,” Jessa said.
“That we don’t love each other anymore?” Pete asked.
“Well… yes. But if we frame it so she can understand, it won’t hurt so bad,” Jessa said. “Kids aren’t stupid, and Sydney is no exception. I’m sure she’s long suspected something wasn’t right between us.”
“I still can’t believe it,” Pete said.
“Can’t believe what? That our relationship is over? Pete, we drifted apart years ago. We don’t have to make this contentious.”
“Not that,” Pete said. “That’s a relief. I’m talking about Stevie.”
Butterflies flared in my stomach, and adrenaline raced down my arms and legs. My heart rate skyrocketed, and I felt like I’d just broke into a dead sprint. I inched closer and prayed to God the floor didn’t squeak.
“I can’t explain it,” Jessa said. “I’m drawn to him. I want to see where it goes.”
Holy shit. I licked the dryness from my lips and swallowed away the cotton in my mouth.
“You and all your other sisters-in-law,” Pete said. “You just want to jump his bones, don’t you?”
Jessa shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe there’s more. He makes me feel things I haven’t felt in a long time.” She sighed and shook her head. “This is weird talking to you about this.”
“It doesn’t have to be,” Pete said. “I told you about Olivia. Now that it’s all out in the open, I’m hoping we can all be friends.”
“I’d like that,” Jessa said.
I had heard enough. I didn’t want to get busted, and I retreated into the shadows before carefully making my way upstairs and into the bathroom where I relieved my thirst before staring into the mirror.
My eyes looked bleary, and I needed a shave, but inside, my heart soared. “Let’s see what tomorrow brings,” I whispered into the mirror and smiled.
◆◆◆
 
I woke to an empty bed. Violet and Quinn had somehow both woken up without so much as bothering with a good morning kiss, let alone something more exciting.
I reached for their empty spots and sighed.
Sunlight poured through the closed blinds, and in the distance the surf pounded on the beach. Inside the house, silence reigned supreme.
I rolled out of bed and threw on shorts and a t-shirt before performing my morning bathroom duties and heading downstairs.
Pete and Jessa’s bedroom door was wide open, and I didn’t hear any sounds coming from inside.
When I reached the kitchen, my stomach did a flip-turn and my lust-addled brain blurted out the first word that came to mind. “Wow.”
Jessa stood near the back door wearing a tight, form fitting black sports bra and matching capri-style yoga pants. Her body was off-the-charts crazy. Her hips flared outward perfectly. Her tits looked even bigger in the sports bra than her bikini, which was saying something. Creamy white cleavage billowed from her top and her ass looked somewhere between hour-glass and Violet-tight. If you looked up MILF in the dictionary, you would find a full-body photo of the lovely Mrs. Brooks.
Jessa had pulled her hair back into a ponytail and wore white wireless earbuds while she stretched from side-to-side as if heading out for a run. Her eyes widened when she saw me, and she popped out her buds and smiled. “Did you say something?”
She hadn’t heard me, which wouldn’t have been the end of the world. “I said, where is everyone?”
“Quinn and Vi tagged along with Pete and Sydney to the pancake house. I thought you went with them.” She pulled one leg behind her and pulled, which forced her tits to jut outward and strain the front of her top.
My breathing grew ragged and my cock stiffened in my shorts. She wasn’t the only one warming up. “You going for a run?”
“A walk,” she said. “I don’t want to get too sweaty.” She smiled at me sweetly and my heart soared.
That was the Jessa I remembered. Sweet, adorable, and painfully untouchable. My childhood fantasies came roaring back and flooded my memories with visions of the lovely young MILF who enjoyed mothering me. My pulse quickened, and my heart pounded up into my throat. “Want some company?”
“I’d love that,” she said, setting her earbuds on the counter.
“Great. I’ll be right back.”
I casually left the kitchen and then took the stairs two at a time before sprinting down the hallway and yanking workout clothes from my drawer. Thirty seconds later, I was dressed for a beach walk and headed back downstairs to find Jessa waiting for me on the back patio.
Breathless, I flashed her a smile and closed the patio door behind me. “Ready?”
Her smile cut me off at the knees. She squinted her eyes against the morning sun and her pink lips looked extra ripe and delicious with zero makeup. Her freckles glowed under the bright morning sunshine and her red eyelashes looked radiant. But when she leveled her sparkling green eyes on me, I knew I had to have her.
“That was fast,” Jess said.
“I didn’t want to keep you waiting,” I said while I fell in beside her.
“Aww… you really are sweet. No wonder Violet’s so crazy about you.”
“Thanks. Sometimes she has a funny way of showing it. She can a bit… aggressive.”
Jessa laughed, and I stole a glance at her creamy cleavage bouncing and jiggling inside the tight confines of her sports bra.
“That’s a hallmark of all the Austin women. Believe it or not, my dad used to be the same way.”
“Fun-time Roger?” I glanced at her and she smiled back at me, her eyes practically buoyant with life.
“You’re lucky he’s in full grandpa mode,” Jessa said. “Otherwise, he might have noticed you laying the wood to his baby girl.”
My cheeks flushed with heat, and I averted my gaze. “Like I said, Vi can be assertive.”
Ahead, the beach came into view and a light breeze offered a cool respite from the direct sunshine. The waves rolled in while the seagulls barked and fought over a discarded potato chip.
“She’s always been that way. I’ve spent years trying to compete with her, but I made a big decision this morning.”
“Oh?”
Jessa nodded. “I’m done competing with my sister. I love her and I want to celebrate her success, not envy it.”
Those weren’t exactly the words I wanted to hear, considering that competitive drive had been the entire key to unlocking the Lamborghini-MILF strolling down the beach with me. “That’s great, Jess. You seem different today — lighter somehow.”
Jessa and I walked in silence for a few seconds before she spoke. “Stevie, I spoke with Pete last night. I asked him for a divorce.”
I nodded and waited a heartbeat, considering my reaction carefully. “Why the change of heart?”
“It was because of our conversation. You reminded me of who I used to be, and you were right. I’ve been unhappy.”
“Jessa, that’s amazing news. I’m happy for you and Pete.”
“I feel like a massive weight has been lifted off my shoulders. I want to do things — crazy things.” She laughed and turned toward me. The wind whipped her hair, sending a stray red lock across her cheek and lips. “You gave me the courage.”
“How did Pete take the news?” I already knew, but not asking didn’t seem right.
“He was perfectly fine with it,” she said. “He’s got the hots for one of Syd’s old teachers.”
“That didn’t make you angry?”
She shook her head. “I’m happy for him, just like I am for Vi.”
I grinned at her. “There she is. That’s the woman I remember — happy and smiling.”
“Maybe you can help me make cookies again?” She smiled at me. “Like you did when you were little.”
I chuckled and shook my head. “I’d forgotten about that.” That was a lie. I hadn’t forgotten, but the only reason I loved helping her with cookies was so I could steal glances down her top. At the time, she was twenty-five-years-old, and I was ten, hovering on the edge of puberty. Her tits were carved from marble and even though I never saw past her bra, I sealed away those memories in a very special vault, replaying them over and over as puberty took hold.
“You were such a sweet boy, always wanting to help me,” she said. “I always knew you would end up looking like a GQ model.”
My stomach fluttered, and I kicked a seashell in front of me. “I’m definitely not a GQ model.”
“You easily could be,” Jessa said.
I glanced sideways at her and caught her studying my face intently, as if she were looking at me for the first time. Behind her, I caught a glimpse of an outdoor cafe and took a chance. “Jess, have you ever been there?” I pointed across the beach and Jess turned.
“Yeah. A million times.” She turned around and grinned mischievously. “Are you asking me out on a date?”
“Only if you say yes.”
“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “Come on.” She took my hand and pulled me toward the cafe while I watched her incredible ass stretch inside her yoga pants.
Jessa and I spent the better part of the next hour chatting about everything. I filled her in on school and she quizzed me about Mia, Katie, and Courtney. I was shy at first, but something about her made me want to spill everything. Maybe it was her maternal relationship with me, or maybe I just wanted to shock her. But I didn’t shock her. If anything, she seemed curious bordering on obsessed with how I interacted with my harem brides. She didn’t pry into the sexual details, but I could tell she was dying to ask.
After we finished coffee and bagels, we headed back down the beach toward the house.
“I forgot to tell you,” I said.
“What?” She looked at me curiously.
“You look amazing in that outfit. I mean, wow. Every guy we’ve passed has done a double take.”
She giggled and shook her head. “Stevie, you’re such a liar.”
“I’m serious,” I said. “You are next-level beautiful, and wearing that outfit, you could convince me to sell you my soul.”
“I’ll take it,” she said. “If you like this one, then you should see a few of my other ones. They’re all from our new summer line.”
Jessa’s company sold sportswear, and she was a walking billboard. “They should put you in the ads.”
“Are you flirting with me right now?” She smiled at me. “I’m almost old enough to be your mother.”
I took up her hand and intertwined my fingers in hers. “Almost, but not quite. And even if you were, you are nine-shades of smoldering.”
Jessa squeezed my hand and didn’t resist. Her cheeks flushed red, and she averted her gaze. “I’m not used to this much flattery.”
“Please, you have guys falling all over who are the same age as me. I saw it at the club.”
“But they’re not you,” she said. “And I may have been in an unhappy marriage, but I never cheated on Pete.”
That made me wonder. “Mind if I ask another personal question?”
“Go ahead. I asked you enough back at the cafe.”
“When was the last time you and Pete….”
“Had sex?” she asked.
“Yeah. Too personal?”
“No. But it’s kind of embarrassing.”
“Why?”
“It’s been three years,” she said. “We were roommates, not lovers.”
I stopped her on the beach and turned to face her. “You haven’t been with a man in three years?”
“Does my vibrator count?” she smiled at me but she was serious.
“No.”
She glanced skyward as if recalling. “It was three years ago last month at your cousin’s wedding.”
“I remember that wedding. You were drunk,” I said.
“Yep.” She sighed. “Stevie, Pete and I haven’t slept in the same bed in years.”
I took up her other hand, and she stared back at me, her gaze locked on mine. The wind whipped her hair, and the clouds had chased away the sun and now threatened rain.
“God, Jess. You are so beautiful.” I stepped forward, my heart pounding, until only a few inches separated us.
Jessa’s cheeks flashed bright red. “You’re doing wonders for my bruised ego. Especially after —
I leaned in and cut her off with a kiss.
Our lips touched softly at first before Jess inched closer and opened her mouth slightly, parting her lips.
I felt her tongue brush my lips, and I stepped even closer slipping my hand around the back of her neck while I deepened the kiss finding her tongue with mine.
Jessa moaned slightly and overhead, thunder rolled in the distance. The rain started pattering off our skin, the drops fat and heavy, a prelude to a summer storm.
We broke off the kiss and Jess gazed up at me. Wind whipped her hair and her green eyes shone heavy with unspent erotic energy. “I liked that,” she said, and her smile widened.
The rain fell faster, peppering the sand and splattered against the breaking surf. The wind surged, whipping rain and blowing sand.
I grabbed Jessa’s hand, and we ran together down the beach with the rain soaking us while we laughed, closing the distance to her house in a flash.
By the time we reached the patio door, the rain fell in sheets and we were both soaked to the bone.
Jessa’s nipples pierced her sports bra and her creamy skin glistened with rain water. More water dripped from her ponytail and her green eyes sparkled with joy. She pulled open the door, and we dashed inside before she slammed it shut behind us.
I stood in the kitchen dripping onto the tile while Jessa whirled around to face me, her eyes glittering with nervous energy.
“Follow me,” she said. “I’ll get us some towels.” She held out her hand, and I took it.
She led me toward the staircase rather than the first-floor linen closet.
My gaze dropped to her ass, and my stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation. Her hand felt cold from the wind and rain, but the perfect curve of her ass meeting her upper thighs left me transfixed.
When we reached the upstairs hallway, Jessa glanced over her shoulder and smiled. “The big fluffy ones are in my room.”
My breathing grew husky and a wash of adrenaline left my hands and legs weak. I was entering uncharted territory with a woman who had long been the object of my most obscene desire. In a million years, I never would have imagined Jessa Austin leading me into her bedroom. My ten-year-old inner child could barely breathe and my cock threated to tear a hole in my shorts where it mashed against my soaking wet boxer briefs.
Jessa pushed open her bedroom door and finally let go of my hand while I followed her inside. She shut the door behind us and I noticed, like her little sister had done only days earlier, she quietly twisted the lock in place.
My head throbbed fuzzy with desire and pent-up sexual energy. I refused to believe that I stood on the brink of achieving sexual nirvana and instead braced myself for inevitable disappointment.
“Get undressed,” she said. “I’ll grab you a robe and towel.”
I stood in the middle of her bedroom and gazed into the green eyes of my redheaded MILF angel. “Everything?”
She smiled demurely. “I’ll change in the bathroom if it will make you feel better.”
My heart beat so hard and fast I thought it would explode. “I… uhhh… you don’t have to do that.”
Jessa giggled and folded her arms over her ample chest. “Stevie, your face is beat red. Are you embarrassed?”
I forced a nervous smile. “I’m….” I licked the dryness from my lips. “I’m flustered. You have starred in a lot of my fantasies. It’s surreal, I’m even here.”
She raised an eyebrow. “Fantasies? Pour moi?” She touched her chest and her smiled widened. “Now I’m intrigued.”
My cock was hard enough to split granite and my heart beat so fast and hard, I felt it in my temples. “That news surely can’t surprise you.”
She headed for the bathroom but stole a glance over her shoulder on the way. “Why do you think I wore all those V-necked t-shirts when we made cookies?”
My jaw fell open while I watched her disappear into her bathroom and her dressing room beyond.
She didn’t close the bathroom door, and I heard her muffled voice a few seconds later. “Stevie, come here and get your towel.”
I trundled toward the bathroom and my feet felt like blocks of lead screwed down with ten-inch bolts. At the doorway I paused and gazed across the bathroom toward Jessa’s dressing room.
With her back facing me, she peeled off her sports bra and the sides of her bare breasts bounced into view. On the bathroom counter, two white fluffy towels split the difference between us, sitting like a Hunger Games cornucopia in a winner-take-all sexual standoff.
Jessa glanced over her shoulder. “Don’t drip on the floor, silly. I told you — strip.”
My face flushed, and I suddenly felt very exposed standing there with my half-naked, insanely hot sister-in-law. With my hands trembling, I pulled my wet t-shirt over my head and tossed it onto the tile with a heavy squishy flop.
Jessa hooked her thumbs inside her yoga pants and shimmied them down her hips swaying from side-to-side as she went. Her perfect tits jiggled and her creamy ass came into view while she peeled her pants down her legs.
I caught a glimpse of her pink pussy lips between her parted legs and stifled a gasp. My head spun so hard white dots appeared in my field of vision and I struggled to stay on my feet. Not to leave the lady the only one naked, I battled my shorts and briefs down my legs until my engorged cock sprang free and bobbled before me like a palm tree caught in a hurricane.
Jessa reached behind her head and pulled out her ponytail holder before running her fingers through her wet hair. Her tits bounced freely until her hair hung damp and loose, reaching halfway down her back.
My cock thrummed while I honed in on her thick, creamy ass and meaty mommy thighs. Jessa wasn’t fat — far from it. Her body was deliciously thick in the way of an extremely fit thirty-six-year-old mom.
When Jessa turned to face me, my heart plummeted into the pit of my stomach as if I’d bungee jumped off the side of the Empire State building.
Her tits, like her ass, were full and deceptively big. Her areolas were a very faint pink and her nipples stood taut and erect, creamy and pink to match. Her stomach was firm and toned without a hint of flab. A thin strip of red pubic hair covered her slit that disappeared between the V-shape of her mommy thighs.
Jessa’s gaze fell to my hard cock while she continued to work on her hair with her hands up and her big tits jiggling. Her eyes widened when she settled in on my manhood, and she subtly licked her lips before she leveled her gaze on my eyes. “You don’t pull any punches with that thing, do you?” She smiled at me and sauntered toward the towels without a hint of embarrassment or shame.
I watched her walk, mesmerized by every move she made. The way her tits jiggled and the sway of her hips left me spellbound. Slack-jawed, I watched her reach for the towels and grab one before staring back at me and meeting my gaze.
“Come here, baby. I’ll dry you off,” Jessa said.
I stepped forward until I came face-to-face with a very naked Jessa and drank in her beautiful body before losing myself in the sea of her deep green eyes.
Jessa opened the towel and ran it over my chest before using the same towel to dry off her tits. “What do you want to do with me, baby?”
My head flashed with lust and my cock pulsed before I stepped in close enough to feel her breath and the heat of her body. “You know what I want.” My voice came out thick and raspy.
She guided the towel over first my stomach and then hers. “I want to hear you say it.” She bit her lower lip and tossed the towel aside before her fingers curled around my cock and she gently squeezed.
“I want to fuck you,” I said matter-of-factly.
Her gaze thickened with lust, and she parted her lips. “I’m not on the pill.”
I shrugged. “You’re mine now. I’ll come inside you and if you get pregnant, you’ll have our baby.”
Jessa moaned and squeezed my cock before leaning back against the sink and slowly stroking my cock. “What if I say no?”
I ran my hands over the curves of Jessa’s tits, letting my fingertips drag over her stiff nipples. “Then tell me to stop.”
Her breathing grew shallow and rapid and she worked her fingers over my tip, squeezing the pre-cum onto her palm. “I don’t want you to stop.”
I glided my fingertips down her smooth, flat tummy before sliding them out to her hips and squeezing her ass. “I will come in you as much as I want whenever I want.”
Jessa nodded, gazing up at me, her eyes innocent and subdued. “Yes, daddy.”
She really was just like her little sister. I held Jessa’s hips firm and hoisted her onto the edge of sink. “From now on, you’ll do as I say.” 
Her tits jiggled slightly with the motion, and she let out a short, sharp breath of surprise. Jessa parted her legs and her wet pink lips glistened under the warm glow of the bathroom lights. “I want to make you happy.”
I stepped between Jessa’s legs and wrapped my hand around the back of her neck, pulling her face into mine. Her lips parted and our tongues met while Jessa let out a low moan and wrapped her legs around my waist.
I inched closer and felt my tip melt into her warm, wet pussy lips while I tasted the cinnamon-sweet of Jessa’s lips and tongue. Another release of adrenaline washed through my body setting my legs trembling and I ground my hips dredging my tip up and down her pussy.
“Baby, I need you inside me.” Jessa said between broken kisses. She reached down and grabbed my cock before guiding it inside her slippery wet canal.
With a sharp shudder and a gasp, I found myself fully impaled in the closest woman to a mother I’d ever known. Her pussy enveloped my cock in a soft, warm radiance. Her muscles writhed, and she squeezed her pussy, tightening her walls around my shaft.
Jessa dug her fingers into my back and wrapped her creamy thighs tight around my hips. “Baby, fuck me.” She bucked her hips forward and sank in an inch deeper while she gazed up into my eyes.
Her nipples raked my chest, and I cupped one of her tits in my hand while I gazed down our bodies and watched my cock slide in and out of my beautiful sister-in-law.
Jessa let out a low grunt, and she moaned while she slid her hand up my chest before running her fingers through my hair. Her tits jiggled and swayed in tight circles, bouncing and weaving while our skin slapped and the sink groaned.
I fucked her faster and harder, feeling the heat and tightness of her pussy threaten to spring free a major orgasm from my balls.
Jessa gazed into my eyes while she fucked me in a fast, even rhythm. Her eyes sparkled and her adorable freckles took ten years off her face. She parted her lips and furrowed her brows. “Baby, I love fucking you.” She grunted and tossed her head back, letting her long red hair spill across the counter.
I bottomed out with every deep thrust, feeling her cervix squeeze the tip of my cock while she dug her heels into my ass.
“God, Stevie. Oh my God, baby, I’m coming so fucking hard.” Her eyes rolled back in her head and she wrapped her hand around my waist while her pussy pulsed and quivered.
My orgasm wrecked her like an out-of-control freight train. A geyser of cum jettisoned from my cock and blasted the fertile redhead before pooling inside her womb. I grunted while I thrust my hips, releasing huge loads with every pounding thrust. “Jess… unnnggghhh….” My head flashed black and my legs teetered on the edge of collapse.
Jessa slowed her hips, milking my cock while her tight pussy squeezed my shaft. She inched closer and ran her fingers through my hair while she kissed me softly on the lips.
I continued pumping, my cock caught in the final throes of my orgasm until I had nothing left to give. I wrapped my arms tight around Jessa’s waist and deepened the kiss while my cock continued to drain the last of my sperm-laden seed.
Jessa broke off her kiss and nuzzled behind my ear before whispering. “I love you, Stevie. Take me home with you.”
◆◆◆
 
Three months later Jessa was amid moving her corporate headquarters to Colorado. She and Pete had filed for a quick uncontested divorce, and Pete had started up a fledgling relationship with Sydney’s old teacher.
Violet and Jessa took to the mansion like a pair of preening ducks to sparkling-clean water. The only problem I had was finding enough time to satisfy them all.
The week before Christmas, Uncle Lee came to me after dinner and squeezed my shoulder. “Stevie, come find me in my office when you’re done with dessert.”
Fifteen minutes later, I knocked on his office door and heard his cheery voice in reply. “Come in.”
I opened the door and entered.
Lee sat behind his desk leafing through a stack of papers before he looked up at me and smiled. “Have a seat.” He motioned toward the leather chairs near the fireplace.
The fire crackled and a homemade ornament Joe had made for Uncle Lee hung from the mantle.
I sank into the leather chair and stared into the fire while Lee came around the desk and sat down in the chair across from me.
He picked up his pipe from the nearby table and crossed his legs. A flicker from his lighter and a few puffs later, sweet smoke curled into the air and Uncle Lee crossed his legs before he joined me staring into the fire. A thin manila folder sat on his lap and he let out a contented sigh.
The fire cracked and spit and the grandfather clock chimed, announcing the top of the hour.
“Well, my boy. I always knew you’d come through.”
I turned back to Uncle Lee and smiled. “Did it work out as you imagined?”
“Better.” Uncle Lee handed me the manila folder. “It’s all yours, Stevie. The house, the fortune — everything. I’ve also named you executor of my will.”
“I’ll need it for all the kids I’m about to have.”
Uncle Lee chuckled and puffed on his pipe. “Remember Stevie, love is everything.”
“Uncle Lee?” I asked.
White smoke billowed from the old man’s mouth. “What is it, lad?”
“You aren’t sick, are you? I just wondered about the timing.”
“Sick?” Lee frowned. “I’m as fit as they come. Albeit, I come with a few vices, the pipe and the wine among them.”
“There’s something else I wanted to ask you.”
“Fire away, my boy. I’m an open book.”
“Does it ever bother you? All the sex, that is.” My cheeks burned with heat and I lowered my gaze.
Uncle Lee remained silent while he puffed on his pipe and stared into the fire. “Stevie, I was about your age when I had an accident.”
“An accident? You never told me about an accident.”
“I suffered some nerve damage in a minor fender bender,” Lee said. “All in all, it wasn’t life threatening, but it changed the course of my life. You see that nerve damage resulted in impotency. It’s why I never had a family of my own.”
“I never knew. I’m sorry.”
Lee shook his head. “It’s ancient history. But back then, you and I could have passed for twins. Like you, I fell in love with more than one woman.”
“Seven women?” I asked. “Because I could use some advice.”
Lee chuckled. “No, but I had three great loves and the way I reacted to the accident ruined them all.” He puffed on his pipe and stared into the fire. “I drove them away — one by one.” Regret filled his voice while he stared ahead blankly.
“I’m sorry, Uncle Lee.”
“Don’t be. It was my fault, and when I watch you, it’s almost like I’m living with my own second chance. Love is powerful, Stevie. You have seven women who adore you. Never let them down, and they will take care of you for life.”
A gentle knock sounding on Lee’s door.
“Come in,” Lee said.
The door opened, and Katie walked in. She wore a form fitting top that accentuated the baby bump ripening in her midsection. At four months along, she was really showing now. Her tits had grown larger by the week and a warm pregnancy glow magnified her already stunning beauty by tenfold. She wore her dark hair down over her shoulders and her blue eyes sparkled with pure love.
“Stevie, we’re all decorating the Christmas tree if you want to help.”
Uncle Lee gazed up at me, his eyes warm and full. “Go on, lad. Love them all.”
◆◆◆
 
Katie took my hand and led me through the house to the harem room. When we stepped inside, soft Christmas music rolled from the sound system and the scent of warm cinnamon filled the air. Lights, garland, and an array of Christmas decor filled the room and an enormous natural ten-foot Christmas tree took center stage.
I had already decorated the tree with lights, and the girls were busy hanging ornaments.
Mia and Jessa strung red ribbon around the base of the tree while Courtney hung glittering gold and silver bulbs in the middle where she perched on a ladder.
Violet, Emma, and Quinn sat near the roaring fire sipping on a glass of wine, laughing amid lively conversation.
The girls barely noticed our arrival, and Katie picked up a box of old homemade ornaments near the tree. “We can hang these together,” she said. “I made most of them with my aunt.”
With the box between us, I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. “Have I ever told you how much I love you?”
Katie smiled. “Only a million times a day.”
The girls and I spent the next hour decorating, snacking, and drinking more than a few glasses of wine.
With a glass of wine in hand, Courtney stood back and surveyed her work. “It looks damn good.”
I came up behind her and slipped my arms around her waist. She wore a blue angora sweater cut low in the front, a pair of tight jeans, and I spied the edge of a white lace bra when my gaze happened on the cleavage bursting from her top.
Courtney giggled and grabbed my hands in hers. “Someone’s ready to play?”
I inhaled the radiant floral scent drifting from her hair and felt my cock unraveled in my jeans. “Is it that obvious?”
Courtney reached behind her and pulled my face over her shoulder before turning around and planting a kiss on me. “It’s not subtle.” She laughed again. “But I’m not complaining.”
“Don’t let my wandering hands stop you from finishing. The tree looks great,” I said.
“That’s all the ornaments,” Courtney said. “I’m done.”
“What about this one?” Katie asked, fishing a silver and gold bulb from the box.
Court frowned. “Where did that come from?”
Katie shrugged. “It was at the bottom.” She handed the ornament to Courtney.
The other girls stopped talking and slowly made their way toward the tree.
“Find a special place for that one,” I said, gesturing toward the ornament.
“Special?” Courtney asked.
“Very special,” I said.
Courtney held up the ornament and something inside rattled. “Is it broken?”
“That’s odd,” I said. “Let me look.”
Courtney handed me the ornament, and I gave it a gentle shake.
The ornament rattled again.
“I can’t believe it,” I said. “I’ve had this since I was a kid.” I held the ornament close, gazing at the seam around the middle. “If I recall correctly, this one unscrews.”
Courtney focused her attention on the ornament. “Maybe you put something inside when you were little.”
I tried to unscrew the ornament, but it wouldn’t budge. “It’s probably a petrified gummy bear. Whatever is in there, the ornament isn’t opening.”
Court giggled, and her green eyes sparkled. “Be careful with it, Stevie.”
The rest of the girls gathered around and Katie came up beside me. “Look there.” She pointed toward the ground. “I think the hook is a key, and it fell off.”
A silver hook sparkled on the hardwood between my feet.
“That’s right.” I knelt down on one knee and retrieved the hook.
The silver shaft glittered under the glowing Christmas tree lights.
“Open it,” Courtney said as she stepped closer.
I inserted the key into the bottom of the ornament and twisted until a gentle click sounded from inside.
All the girls gathered around Courtney and me while I twisted the ornament and pulled it apart.
Inside, a sparkling diamond engagement ring rested on the bottom.
Courtney gasped, and the other girls murmured.
My heart beat so hard and fast I thought it would burst. I held my hand steady before I pulled the ring out and held it high for Courtney to see.
Courtney’s jaw dropped, and her eyes widened. “Stevie… is that?”
“Courtney Louise Evers.” I held her gaze and my hands trembled for the first time. “Will you marry me?”
Courtney’s eyes welled with tears and her chin trembled while she nodded and fell forward into my arms. “Yes, yes, yes I’ll marry you.”
I pulled her into a hug, and her shoulders trembled under my touch.
Courtney squeezed me tight and kissed me softly behind the ear. “I love you so much.”
“I love you too.” I guided Courtney to her feet and put the ring on her finger while the girls gathered in close.
“It’s perfect,” Courtney said, laughing while she stared down at the ring and back up at me. She threw her arms around my neck before pulling into a full-on kiss.
From behind me, Violet whistled and Quinn cheered. Emma bounced up and down clapping, her big tits jiggling. Katie and Mia came up on each side of Courtney and pulled her into a hug.
Jessa stood on her tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek. “Well done,” she whispered into my ear.
We spent the rest of the night celebrating, but when bedtime rolled around, the girls gathered around and whispered in each other’s ears before Courtney nodded at Violet and the two youngest women in my harem turned to face me.
“We have a Christmas surprise for you,” Courtney said while she held onto Violet’s hand.
“Go to your room and wait,” Violet said.
“What’s going on?” I asked.
“It’s a surprise,” Quinn said. “Stop asking.” She came up to me, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me softly on the lips. “Now go to your room, young man.”
I squeezed Quinn’s hips for running my palms over her ass. “Why don’t you come with me?”
“Go,” Violet said, pointing toward my room. “Before I have to get mean.”
I sighed and turned my gaze on each woman before turning and making my way to my bedroom. When I opened the door, I stood in stunned silence.
My bedroom had transformed into a Christmas wonderland. Garland and lights decorated bookshelves, my headboard, and the top of the TV. A giant lit up Christmas tree dominated one corner of the room while warm candlelight glowed from at least a dozen candles. A giant red ribbon crisscrossed the front of the headboard with a matching bow on the front. Red satin sheets had replaced the white cotton I liked and a tray of chocolate, strawberries, and champagne sat on the bedside table.
Christmas music lilted from the in-room speakers and the air smelled of warm cookies and sweet cinnamon. A cardboard sign sat on the end of the bed with words written in calligraphy decorating the front.
I stood at the end of the bed and picked up the sign.
Good evening Santa. Unwrap yourself and enjoy a glass of champagne while you wait.
I smiled and set the card aside before carefully following the instructions. Two minutes later, I sat up against the headboard, naked under the satin sheets while I sipped on a champagne flute.
A few minutes after that a light wrapping sounded on the door.
I grinned and set the champagne flute aside. “Ho, ho, ho,” I said loud enough for the visitor to hear.
The door opened, and Jessa stepped inside.
She wore a sexy elf costume with her creamy cleavage bursting from the top and the red skirt barely covering her ass. She had pulled her shiny red hair into a tight, intricate braid that hung loosely over her shoulder and she wore a matching Santa hat complete with a puffy white ball on the end. She smiled and shifted on her feet while she stared at me innocently. “You wanted to see me Santa?”
My stomach fluttered, and a wash of adrenaline flooded my legs. We were role playing? That’s when I noticed her pointy elf ears. I frowned and scratched my chin. “Come closer and let me look at you.”
Jessa lowered her gaze and crept forward, acting as if she was awaiting a Christmas scolding. “I’m sorry, Santa. You know how much I like your cookies.” She kept her gaze lowered, but I noticed a slight grin creep across her face before she pulled it together and fell back into character.
“Ho, ho, ho,” I chuckled. “There’s no need to steal, Jessa. Santa has plenty of cookies if you really want a taste.”
Jessa raised her head, and her eyes widened. “You mean it?” She licked her full red lips and her hungry eyes fell to my cock.
My cock shifted under the sheets and lurched, pushing the satin sheets higher as it expanded. “Santa loves all his elves. I don’t want to deprive you, little one. Now come here and take Santa’s cookie.”
Jessa shimmied onto the bed and crawled forward on all fours, her big creamy tits nearly bursting from her top. Her lips glistened under the room’s warm glow and she fluttered her long eyelashes when she looked up at me and batted her eyes. “That’s a big cookie, Santa.”
“Santa has sprinkled sugar and cinnamon on top just for you,” I said. “Don’t be scared to taste it for yourself.”
Jessa pulled the red satin sheets down my body until my hard cock sprang free.
Her eyes widened, and she licked her lips. “That’s the biggest cookie I’ve ever seen,” Jessa said, feigning innocence.
“Ho, ho, ho.” I mixed a genuine laugh with a fake Santa laugh while my cock expanded and Jessa brought her eyes even with my bulging tip.
“Santa?” Jessa gazed over my cock and met my eyes.
“Yes, my precious?” I desperately wanted to watch Jessa’s full red mommy lips wrap around my knob.
“Last time your cookie felt so good inside me that I now have a little elf growing inside my tummy. Can you put a second elf inside me tonight?”
My cock twitched and hardened to full throttle while I stared into her beautiful green eyes. Two weeks ago, Jessa had come to me with a positive pregnancy test. “I’m afraid not, little one. But Santa can give you all the cookies you want from now on.”
Jessa’s eyes smiled before her lips. “Yay.” She clapped excitedly and her tits bounced in her tight little elf top. “I love your cookie, Santa. Can I taste it now?”
“Yes, my angel. Take a good long taste.” I gazed down at the woman I had spent the last ten years fantasizing about. We had spent the last three months having non-stop sex, and it surprised me it had taken so long to get Jessa pregnant.
Jessa wrapped her fingers around my enormous shaft and kissed the tip of my cock. Her warm breath rolled over my tip and she locked her eyes on my cock before licking her lips. “I love Santa’s cream-filled cookie best.” She slid her tongue over my tip and licked up the pre-cum oozing from my slit.
I gazed down the length of my body and watched Jessa’s lips wrap around my knob before sinking lower and her warm, wet tongue slid over my shaft. My head bulged inside her mouth, stretching her cheek while her lips widened around my shaft.
Jessa licked and sucked, pushing my cock into the back of her throat before coming off of it and sucking in a sharp breath of air. She worked her fingers over my balls and kept her other hand locked around the base of my cock, stroking and sucking like a good little elf.
My legs went weak, and my toes curled reflexively as I gazed on the beautiful ginger MILF rocking my cock like a major league all-star.
She came off my cock with a sharp popping sound and a line of saliva stretched from her bottom lip to my engorged knob. She pulled off her elf cap and her shiny red braid swung forward over her shoulder.
My stomach swooned and my glistening cock swayed from side-to-side. “You are the prettiest little elf Santa has ever seen.”
Jessa grinned. “I bet you say that to all the elves, naughty Santa.” She grinned and pulled her top over her shoulders and pulled her dress down, freeing her creamy jugs. Her juicy tits jiggled into view and she leaned forward, dragged her fat pink nipples over my stiff cock.
I sucked in a sharp breath and my cock pulsed while Jessa inched her way up my body, raking her nipples over my stomach and chest as she went.
With her body stretched out atop mine, Jessa straddled me before she leaned down and met my lips with hers.
We kissed slowly at first before Jessa opened her lips and our tongues met, hot and urgent.
I ground my cock inside the soft folds of her ass cheeks and felt the slick, hot wetness radiating from her pussy.
Jessa broke off the kiss and her warm breath curled over my upper lip. “Put your cookie inside me, Santa.” She raised her hips off my body and reached down, finding my cock with her hand before she glided my knob up and down her soaking wet lips.
“Ho, ho, ho,” I said, my voice husky with lust. I felt my tip catch in her honey hole and a sharp burst of electric sex rifled up my spine.
Jessa moaned as she sank onto my cock, swallowing it whole in one silky smooth motion. “Oh, baby. Your cock is amazing.”
I reached up and grabbed hold of her tits, tweaking her nipples between my thumb and forefinger. Jessa’s pussy thrummed with erotic energy, soft and smooth. Her pussy felt like warm butter gliding over hot toast, and I struggled against the urge to immediately come inside her. With six more elves likely to join the Christmas celebration, I needed to pick my spots carefully or risk running out of holiday steam.
Jessa rode my cock, grinding forward and backward while her big creamy tits slapped together with each pass. Her breaths came short and ragged and her voice came out husky when she spoke. “I love you so much.” She leaned forward and ground faster and deeper while I pushed myself up off the bed and our mouths met in the middle.
She fucked me hard and fast, the bed groaning while Jessa’s soft moans and stifled grunts competed with the lilting Christmas music. Ten minutes passed by before I felt Jessa’s body stiffen and her pussy rolled over my cock in waves.
“Oh, God. Stevie. Baby, I’m coming.” She ground her hips in a circular motion while her orgasm washed over her.
I bit my lip, staving off my orgasm. I had three good orgasms in me, but not seven. Blowing my load on the opening round wouldn’t do.
Her body relaxed, and she sat upright, her tits heaving. She glanced down at me and smiled. “The other elves will wonder where I went. What should I tell them?”
As if on cue the door opened and I heard Violet’s voice from across the room.
“There you are hogging Santa all for yourself,” Violet said.
Jessa feigned surprise and gasped, widening her eyes and gazing back over her shoulder. “Santa, Violet will tell everybody about me eating your cookie.”
“It’s okay, precious one.” I kissed both her nipples before I kissed her ripe pink lips. “Santa will make sure the other elves don’t tease you.”
“Thank you, Santa.” Jessa smiled and wrapped her arms around my neck, mashing her bare tits into my face.
“You need to share,” Violet said, her voice coming out frustrated
Jessa rolled off my cock, and we glanced across the room to find the petite blonde wearing a green elf suit in the same style as Jessa’s. Her golden blonde curls spilled over her shoulders and she glared at Jessa with her arms folded over her chest, pushing her cleavage into the stratosphere.
“I… I’m sorry,” Jessa said, feigning innocence. “I tripped and fell onto Santa’s hard cookie.”
The corner of Violet’s lips rose, and she almost grinned, but she curled her lips into a fresh pout and stomped forward until she reached the edge of the bed. “It’s only fair if Santa fucks me too.”
“Of course,” Jessa said. “Santa is magic and can fuck all his elves on Christmas Eve.”
“Ho, ho, ho,” I chuckled once again mixing a genuine laugh with a fake Santa laugh. The girls were on point tonight and I loved it.
“Well, I want Santa to fuck me doggy style,” Violet said. She pulled her dress down over her shoulders and her big perky tits sprang free from her dress.
I watched them jiggle and shake, mesmerized by the spectacular sight. Her tits were an eleven and her body was a twelve. With her green eyes sparkling, Violet met my gaze and smiled seductively. “I’ve been a naughty girl too,” she said. “Will you fill my stocking with your big juicy lump of coal?”
I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and sat up on the bed while Jessa sat beside me watching her little sister crawl onto the bed.
On all fours, Violet presented me with her backside. She pulled up her dress, revealing her smooth, perfect ass and puckered pink pussy. She slapped her ass with a sharp crack. “Ride me like a fucking reindeer, Santa.”
I crawled across the bed, my hard cock swaying, and sat on my knees behind Violet. With my hands on her smooth ass, I guided the tip of my cock into her sweet pink folds and edged forward.
Violet bit her lip and closed her eyes, tilting her head back and groaning. “Merry Christmas to me,” she said before letting out a long moan and leaning forward on her elbows.
I sank halfway inside the blonde gymnast before her tight pussy stopped me in my tracks.
“That’s it, baby,” Violet said before her voice trailed off into a moan. She gyrated her hips, forcing my cock deeper inside. Her hair fell forward over the front of her shoulders and I couldn’t take my eyes off her big natural tits bulging out from each side of her chest.
With a low, soul-grinding moan, I eased forward until my cock disappeared entirely into Violet’s sweet pussy. I gave her ass cheek a gentle slap and Violet squeaked more out of surprise than pain.
She glanced back at me and grinned. “Does Santa want to play rough?”
Beside me, Jessa shimmied out of her elf outfit and tossed it aside before she came up behind me and pressed her tits against my back. She rubbed my shoulder while she inched forward and nuzzled behind my ear, her warm breath curling inside my ear. “I want to watch you fuck my baby sister,” she whispered.
My cock impossibly expanded inside Violet, and her exquisite tightness locked my shaft in a velvet vise. I drew my cock out and gazed down at the glistening wetness and bulging veins as it slid in and out of Violet’s sweet pussy. I smacked Violet’s ass, harder this time, and felt her pussy clamp down on my shaft.
“Unnnhhh….” She bent lower, forcing her ass higher into the air while I fucked her harder and faster. “Again,” she said, her voice raw and husky.
I rammed into her violently, feeling every inch of her tight pussy squeeze my shaft with every thrust.
Smack.
A red hand print appeared on Violet’s ass and she groaned, louder this time, with her tits jiggling in time with the rhythm of our fucking.
Jessa’s nipples hardened against my back and she circled my ear with her tongue before kissing her way down my neck. She reached over my shoulders and ran her hands over my muscled chest.
With hard pounding thrusts, I unloaded on Violet’s pussy. Skin slapping, I felt my cock edge her cervix and my balls were on the verge of a major eruption.
The bed rocked and Violet moaned, not trying to stifle her cries. “Yes, yes, yes,” she said, her voice quivering while her pussy melted over my cock. “Don’t fucking stop,” she said breathlessly before her body tensed and her pussy clamped down hard on my cock.
I squeezed her hips and held still trying to contain the orgasm brewing in my balls but it was impossible. She was too hot, and the sex was too good. I groaned and my out-of-control orgasm erupted. “Ohhhh….” I closed my eyes and flooded Violet’s womb with jets of fiery hot cum. My balls constricted and my cock pulsed gushing baby batter deep inside my golden-haired beauty.
Violet balled the satin sheets in her clenched fists and her body shuddered in the throes of a major orgasm.
I continued pumping her full of jizz until I had nothing left to give and our bodies went still. With two down and five to go, I wasn’t sure I had the stamina to make all my little elves happy, but Santa wouldn’t give up without a fight.
Violet fell forward slipping off my cock taking a thick string of jizz with her. She lay face down on the bed, gasping for breath while Jessa wrapped her arms around my waist and reached for my cock.
Before I could take a breath, the bedroom door swung open wide.
Emma and Quinn stood in the doorway wearing even less than Jessa and Violet.
Emma wore a pair of red satin short-shorts and red suspenders. Her magnificent tits jiggled and swayed and she batted her eyes blue eyes innocently. “Santa, we’re here for your pre-Christmas massage.”
Quinn wore a Santa hat, red boots, and she held a bottle of silver sparkled massage oil in front of her pussy. Her bare tits, stomach and hips glistened with silver and gold body glitter. Her brown hair fell in looping, silky, luxuriant curls over her shoulders and her blue eyes gleamed with a look of pent-up lust I recognized all too well. The brown-haired supermodel was hungry and ready to rumble.
Like Jessa and Violet, both women had pointed, elf-shaped ears, and both looked at me as if more than eager to please.
With Jessa staring at them over my shoulder and Violet in a crumpled heap below me, I smiled at the supermodels and waved them in. “A soothing massage is just what Santa needs,” I said.
Emma came forward, tits swaying while Quinn followed, each eying my bulging cock like a pair of starved vultures.
Beneath me, Violet rolled to safety while Jessa sank back onto her knees and reached for her champagne flute.
Emma stopped at the foot of the bed and turned her gaze from my cock to my eyes before gaining enough composure to speak. “We need to make sure you’re covered in the soothing oils that came straight from the North Pole. Sit still while Elf Quinn and I tend to Santa’s relaxation.”
“Ho, ho, ho,” I said. “Santa’s pole is already pointing due North.”
Beside me, Violet giggled, and Quinn smiled, pursing her lips together to stay in character.
Emma didn’t bat an eye. She gazed down on my cock and her expression grew concerned. “Then I better start with your pole and make sure it’s stable enough to guide the sleigh.” She turned to Quinn and stuck out her hand. “Elf Quinn — oil please.”
Quinn moved the bottle away from her pussy, revealing her smooth-shaven pussy coated in the same glitter as the rest of her body. She squirted a healthy dose of what looked like baby oil onto Emma’s palm before Emma climbed onto the bed and shimmied her way toward me. “Sit down, Santa,” Emma said, her voice stern.
I sat upright with my legs stretched out before me and my cock, still rigid, swayed from side-to-side. When I turned my gaze on Quinn, she leveled me with a stare. My stomach flip-flopped and my pulse quickened. I already had an engagement ring for Quinn, ready and waiting. I had arranged a surprise trip to New York City, where I planned to pop the question and make her bride number two. “Do the reindeer have your tongue? Or are you helping with the massage?” I raised an eyebrow and Quinn smiled.
“Yes, Santa,” Quinn said. “Where would like me to start?” Her voice came out pure and virginal, and my cock thickened just from listening to her.
I licked my lips and gazed on her naked body. She was a fucking goddess and I but a mere mortal. Christ, I was hooked on her. “You can start with my shoulders,” I feigned a pained expression and rubbed the back of my neck. “Santa must have slept wrong.”
“Yes, Santa,” Quinn said. She shimmied onto the bed beside Emma before coming around behind me. The warm glow from her body radiated across my backside and I felt her cool, minty breath slide across the back of my neck.
Emma sat on my lap, straddling me while she worked the baby oil onto my chest and stomach. My cock pulsed and flexed before nuzzling against the soft folds of her tummy. Her cheeks blossomed red with heat and her moist pink lips parted while she gazed down at my manhood. “I think my shorts might leave you with a rash,” she said. “Santa, should I take them off?” She gazed at me, her eyes wide with innocence.
As if I would ever turn down Emma. “I think that would be best,” I said. “I don’t want to chafe in the sleigh.”
She smiled and slipped the suspenders off her shoulders before she gently peeled off the shorts and tossed them aside.
Behind me, I felt Quinn’s hard nipples press into my back while she worked the baby oil over my shoulders and onto my chest. Like Jessa, she nuzzled my neck, and I felt her warm lips brush the soft skin under my ear.
A jolt of erotic energy rifled through my body and I reached behind me, finding Quinn’s bare ass cheeks and kneading them in my hungry hands.
“Does Santa like that?” Quinn whispered in my ear before kissing me again.
“Yes,” I said, voice husky. “Very much.”
“Elf Quinn loves Santa very much.” She ran her thumbs down my spine and reached her arms around my chest before sliding her hands down my stomach.
I groaned and my cock throbbed while Emma straddled my legs, sitting up on her knees.
Emma squeezed another glob of oil onto her palm before sliding her fingers around my shaft and gently stroking. “Does that feel good, Santa?”
“Santa loves that almost as much as he loves you,” I said.
Emma’s eyes lit with happiness, and a slight smile curved her lips. “I know of an even better oil for your North Pole.” She bit her lower lip and eyed me seductively.
“Santa would love to know such a secret,” I said.
Emma sat upright and edged forward before sliding the tip of my oiled cock up and down her wet slit. “Promise you won’t tell anyone?”
“Promise.” My cock caught in Emma’s hole and she sank lower, taking me inside her warm velvety cocoon. “And Santa always keeps his promises,” I groaned, taking my hands-off Quinn’s ass before cupping Emma’s world-famous tits in my hands.
Her nipples hardened under my touch and she opened her mouth while she sank lower, taking me all in. “Your cock feels like a yuletide log, Santa.”
I let out a short and hard, “ho, ho, ho,” while Quinn, Violet, and Jessa all giggled.
Emma ground her hips forward and backward, gyrating on my cock while we fucked nice and slow.
Her pussy felt like riding on a magic carpet, and if I hadn’t blown my load inside Violet, I would have lost it inside the blonde supermodel. “Santa’s pole is feeling much better with the new massage oil.” I brought my hands from Emma’s tits to her ass and squeezed, pulling her down onto my cock while she wrapped her arms around my shoulders.
“We’ll have you nice and relaxed before you hit the sleigh.” She leaned into me and our lips touched. Emma opened her mouth and our tongues twined while she rode me slow and deep.
She tasted of cherries and vanilla and her scent, pure jasmine. My cock hardened deep inside her and I edged my hips forward, impaling her with a deep penetrative thrust.
Emma grunted and moaned into my mouth while we fucked harder and faster. The bed shook and Emma’s big tits swayed and slapped together with every deep bounce. Her golden hair cascaded over her shoulders and I kneaded the soft flesh of her ass between my outstretched fingers.
Quinn’s hard nipples, coated with the baby oil, raked my back while her slippery stomach warmed my spine.
Our rhythm intensified while our bodies slapped together and Emma pulled out of my kiss before gazing into my eyes. “I love you, Stevie.” She had dropped guard and her eyes, filled with love, told me everything I needed to know.
“I love you too, Em.” I pulled her in tight and sank my cock inside her as deep as I could and held it for a long second.
Emma dug her fingernails into my shoulders and she bit her lower lip while she mashed her big tits against my chest. “I’m coming, baby,” she whispered into my ear and I felt the edge of an orgasm tickling the back of my balls.
I braced myself, squeezing Emma’s ass in a desperate attempt to hold off on load number two a little longer.
Emma’s pussy quivered around my cock while she held still, and goose bumps flashed across her arms and chest. “Oh, God… mmmmm.” She bit her lip and frowned with her face locked in intense pleasure.
I staved off my orgasm by counting to twenty and closing my eyes. It was all I had, but it worked.
Emma’s breathing became regular, and she sank backward, flopping onto the bed while my cock sprang free.
I wasted no time. I wanted inside Quinn and I didn’t plan on holding back.
As if sensing the moment, Quinn backed off and repositioned herself with her head back on the mound of pillows by the headboard.
When I turned, she had parted her legs and worked her fingers through the soft pink of her perfect little pussy. I crawled between her legs, my cock on fire and ready for more.
Quinn reached up and wrapped her arms around the back of my neck before pulling me down into a long, deep kiss.
Our tongues flashed and her lips tasted sweet and minty while her hair smelled like fresh spring orchids.
I dragged my cock across her pussy and the tip caught in her pink folds. I gently dragged it up and down, making sure she was nice and wet. With a pussy as tight as Quinn Jacob’s, the extra effort was worth it.
She broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, her eyes soft and filled with love. “Stevie, I went off the pill.”
I frowned. “Quinn, are you sure? I —
She touched her finger to my lips, cutting me off before igniting the pit of my stomach with a sweet smile. “I love you, and only you… forever. It’s time.”
I edged forward and sank into the tightness of Quinn’s amazing pussy. Even after spending months inside her, the sensation always caught me off-guard. Halfway in, I stopped and squeezed my eyes closed, fearful I may come before we even got started.
Quinn wrapped her legs around my waist and dug her heels into my thighs. She kissed her way up my neck and whispered in my ear, “give me a baby, Stevie.”
That wasn’t helping. My cock thrummed inside her tight canal and I dared to edge deeper, pushing my body to the limit. I groaned while I sank lower and Quinn’s warm breath curled into my ear.
She edged her hips upward and met my down stroke, taking my entire cock inside her. Quinn let out a low, sweet moan and her body quivered before she brought her face around even with mine. “I want to look in your eyes when you come inside me.”
From my bathroom, I heard the water running and when I gazed across the bed, the other girls were gone. Laughter and mumbled voices came from the bathroom, leaving Quinn and I alone with each other.
The scene had become even more intimate, and I pushed deeper into Quinn until I bottomed out inside her.
Quinn let out a quiet gasp, and her eyes widened. “Baby, you feel amazing inside me.” She tipped her head back slightly and her brown hair splayed across the sheets.
We fucked in an even rhythm while Quinn tightened her legs around my waist. Her tummy rolled in waves and her body glitter sparkled under the Christmas lights decorating my headboard.
I gazed into her clear blue eyes and lost myself. Waves of pleasure rolled through my body and her pussy seemed to grow tighter with every deep thrust.
The mattress shifted, and the headboard clattered against the garland and the strings of white lights.
Quinn’s body moved under mine, her hard nipples capping her perfect breasts that rolled in tight circles on her chest. She whimpered and moaned and the sounds of our slapping skin set my cock throbbing on the verge of explosion.
“Baby, I won’t last much longer,” I managed to eke out while I gazed into Quinn’s eyes.
“I’m so close,” she said as her eyes grew heavy and her pussy clamped down. Quinn opened her mouth and let out a long moan.
My cock pulsed, and my orgasm detonated inside her like a nuclear bomb. I locked eyes with my brown-haired beauty while I gushed an ocean of cum deep inside her fertile womb.
Quinn squeezed her legs tight, pulling me in deep and locking me in place while her eyes halfway rolled back into her head.
I clenched my ass cheeks and my cock spurted, firing off thick strings of spunk, flooding Quinn with the biggest orgasm of my life. My head thrummed with waves of pleasure and a wash of adrenaline turned my legs to warm jelly. I let out an unearthly moan and pressed my forehead flat against Quinn’s while I stared into the abyss of her mesmerizing eyes.
Quinn gyrated her hips and squeezed her pussy, milking out every drop until we both collapsed into a heap, breathless and spent.
Gasping for breath, I held still atop her while Quinn dragged her fingertips up and down my back.
When I regained my composure, I propped myself up and gazed down at her. “That was the best sex I ever had, but if you tell the other girls, I’ll deny it.”
Quinn smiled and wrapped her arms around my shoulders before kissing me softly. “All my best times were with you, and they keep getting better.”
“That was a big load,” I said. “And I still have three elves left to visit.”
“Sorry,” she said. “I can’t help it when I’m with you. Everything else fades away.”
“If that one didn’t get you pregnant, we can try again later.”
She kissed me again and ran her fingers through the short hair at the back of my neck. “I’m ovulating. Maybe I’m pregnant.”
We spent a few more minutes cuddling and kissing until Quinn and I joined the other girls in the shower for a halftime break and a good scrubbing. By the time I got back to the bedroom, I found two more elves and a Christmas angel sitting on the bed, which had freshly changed green satin sheets.
Mia and Katie sat perched on the edge of the bed displaying their beautiful baby bumps. Mia, the platinum blonde beauty, wore a green Santa bra and a matching green Santa hat. She wore her hair back in a tight ponytail and red lipstick filled out her plump lips. She gazed up at me, her blue eyes sparkling, and smiled while her hands rested on her round baby bump.
Katie wore a red suit to match Mia’s. Her dark raven hair looped over her shoulders in shimmering waves. The blue-eyed beauty had overcome her morning sickness and now glowed like her blonde harem sister. Her round baby bump was nearly identical to Mia’s, and they both wore their pregnancies beautifully. But at nearly five months pregnant, they both experienced their fair share of discomfort and day to day fatigue. As a result, I hadn’t spent as much time with them as I had with the others, but it was good to see them pitching in for a true Christmas treat.
Between them, Courtney sat on her knees in the middle of the bed smiling at me with her hands resting on her lap. She wore a silver and gold sports bra style top with her cleavage practically bursting from the seams. Her matching mini-skirt barely covered her epic ass and her firm legs were slightly parted, giving me the faintest glimpse of her bare pussy. Her engagement ring sparkled on her finger and her eyes were lit with pure joy.
I stood before them naked, my cock swaying as I stepped forward.
“Good evening, Santa,” Katie and Mia said in perfect unison.
“Ho, ho, ho,” I said, grinning. “It looks like my elf twins are busy tonight.”
Katie and Mia exchanged a knowing glance before simultaneously gazing up at me. “The Christmas Angel has come to bestow her blessing,” Mia said.
“Santa needs his wits about him if he wants to deliver all those toys in one night,” Katie said.
Oh boy. If this was the grand finale, then I was all in. Courtney looked absolutely sizzling with her firm flat tummy, flared hips, and high bouncy boobs. I turned my gaze between Mia and Katie before settling on Courtney’s unreal chest. “Blessing?”
Katie and Mia stood together before each took my arm and guided me onto the bed, face up.
Courtney sat upright on her knees with her legs parted.
“You must first bestow an offering on the Christmas Angel,” Mia said.
An offering? I tilted my head back and laid my eyes on Court’s perfect pink slit. “Yes. I have come with such a gift.”
“We will prime you to receive the angel’s blessing,” Katie said before she wrapped her hand around my half-swollen shaft.
I gazed down my body and watched as Mia popped her big beautiful tits out of her top and slid my cock between the deep crevice of her natural cleavage. My cock hardened inside her soft warm tit flesh while Katie pulled her top down revealing her big creamy mounds and stiff pink nipples.
Together, my two knocked-up sisters-in-law lathered my cock and balls in a flurry of their amazing tits.
When I turned my head back up toward Courtney, I came face to face with her sweet, angelic pussy. I reached behind my head and slid my hands up Courtney’s mini-skirt before I squeezed her bare ass and willed her pussy down onto my face.
Courtney leaned forward and rested her palms on my chest before inching her pussy over my mouth. Her long dark hair spilled forward, tickling my chest and stomach.
I extended my tongue, sliding it up her slit and sinking into the sweet folds of her labia, priming her pussy for a Christmas ride.
Courtney shivered, and she let out a sharp gasp before she squeezed my chest muscles and edged her hips forward and backward.
She tasted sweet and pure, like crystal-clear spring water, and I lapped up her juices while I dug deep into the puffy pink folds of her pussy.
Wet and warm, I felt two tongues sliding up and down my shaft before a pair of lips circled my knob and sucked.
I glanced down my body while I kept the pressure up on Courtney’s pussy.
Mia’s cherry red lips circled my shaft and her tongue slithered over my fat swollen knob.
Katie wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft while she licked my balls, pulling one into her mouth before I felt her warm tongue slide across my sensitive skin.
My cock pulsed and fattened inside Mia’s mouth as she bobbed up and down, sliding my swollen head over the back of her tongue.
I pushed the tip of my tongue inside Courtney’s honey hole before sliding upward and uncovering her clit from its hiding spot. Fat and swollen, I pulled her rose bud between my lips and gently sucked.
Courtney let out a high-pitched squeal, and she bucked her hips harder and faster, fucking my face while my tongue slithered up and down.
Her juices flooded my mouth, and I swallowed up her essence, lapping her up like a cat with a bowl of fresh cream.
Katie and Mia tagged teamed my cock, and I gazed past Courtney’s writhing pussy to check on them.
They both huddled around my cock with tongues and lips, slurping and sliding over my shaft and knob while their tits dragged across my upper thighs.
My cock throbbed in Katie’s mouth and I feared orgasm number three was incoming unless they slowed the pace, but with my mouth full, I could hardly protest.
Courtney slid her pussy over my lips and tongue while her breaths came short and fast. “Stevie… baby… ohhhhh….” Courtney’s body stiffened, and she released a flood onto my waiting tongue while I dutifully lapped up every drop.
With her strong thighs, she squeezed my shoulders and dug her fingers into my chest.
As if sensing my impending orgasm, Katie and Mia had slowed their frenzied feeding fest and Mia came away with a long line of saliva attached to my shaft while Katie came off my knob with a loud popping sound.
Courtney’s breathing returned to normal, and she crawled off my face and down my body.
“The Christmas Angel is ready to gift you with her innocence,” Mia said.
I grinned. “Santa shall worship the virgin goddess and count his blessings for the ride ahead.”
Katie giggled, breaking character, and Mia frowned in her direction.
Courtney turned herself around and faced me with her skirt barely covering her hips. She raised her hips and grabbed my cock before gently sliding it inside her warm, wet pussy.
With a groan, I sank deep inside my Christmas Angel and gazed up into her beautiful face. Her eyes sparkled and her lips glowed beneath the magic Christmas lights and I found my gaze drifting to the ripe cleavage bursting from her top.
“You want to play with my tits, Santa?” She ground her hips forward and backward plumbing her pussy with my fat cock while she pulled the silver and gold top off letting her big tits spring free.
I hardened inside her and watched as her perfect mounds jiggled and shook before settling into place. Her hard, pink nipples stiffened under my watchful gaze and I reached up cupping each ripe melon in my palms.
Warm and soft, her tits were a miracle. I tweaked Court’s nipples sliding them between my open fingers feeling them further stiffen under my touch. Her pussy reminded me of Emma’s only a bit tighter. Nobody was as tight as Quinn but Courtney and Violet ran a close second.
She bounced up and down on my shaft, our skin slapping while her big tits circled hammering together with the even rhythm of our sex. Courtney had incredible control over her pussy muscles and her walls undulated over my shaft lighting a bonfire of heat with each penetrating thrust.
My head buzzed with a looming orgasm and I grabbed onto Court’s hips while she moved forward and backward, her body built for high-octane fucking.
Katie and Mia stretched out alongside me, each woman kissing up and down my neck while their pregnant tits and bellies mashed against my sides and chest.
They took turns kissing me. I tasted honey on Mia’s tongue and strawberry on Katie’s. Their hands roamed over my chest and stomach while Courtney rode atop me bestowing her Christmas blessing.
Courtney intensified our pace, fucking me faster and harder the bed squeaking while her gentle moans competed with the Katie and Mia’s.
Katie’s breath curled inside my ear while Mia’s licked her way up my neck.
I had reached my limit and my body reacted just as Courtney stiffened atop me and let out a long moan. She ground her hips keeping my cock buried deep inside her while goose bumps flared across her chest.
I grunted and bucked my hips, lifting Courtney off the bed while hot cum boiled up from my balls and fired off deep inside her waiting womb. An uncapped fire hydrant of never-ending cum spurted inside her and I squeezed her hips while Courtney ground my cock into oblivion draining me of my last drops.
Courtney collapsed forward onto my chest, her body heaving and her pussy quivering.
My cock continued to pulse with aftershocks, and I felt completely drained. Exhausted, I wrapped my arms around Katie, Mia, and Courtney and pulled them toward me while Silent Night crooned from the in-room speakers.
◆◆◆
 
As the months passed the marriages came, one by one. I married Courtney in the winter, followed quickly by Quinn in the spring. That summer I married Violet and Emma on the beach in a ceremony at Uncle Lee’s house in Maui. Finally, in the fall I married Mia, Katie, and Jessa in a triple wedding right here in Colorado.
I had kept my pact with Uncle Lee, and the house filled with bright new souls. Katie gave birth to our daughter and Mia gave birth to our son. In the August following Christmas, Quinn gave birth to our baby girl, Samantha, and less than two months later, I got her pregnant again.
Jessa gave birth to identical twin boys while Violet, Courtney, and Emma were biding their time, content with traveling and lots of sex.
Courtney qualified for team USA track and field before finishing in third place at the Olympics. Violet won the NCAA gymnastics championship her senior year.
Violet and Courtney both signed with Jessa’s sportswear company and become household names enamoring male fans everywhere.
Uncle Lee loved every second of his daughters-in-law doting on him hand and foot while he spent his days playing with the kids and dreaming up fresh ways to entertain us all.
I made peace with my brothers, including Ben who married his secretary less than six months after Mia left him. I even contemplated medical school, but the thought of leaving my family for so many hours every day left me less than excited.
For now, we were living our best life in the Rocky Mountains and our future blazed bright.
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MILF Whisperer: Complete Five-Book Box Set
 
Every harem begins with a single spell...
Jack Parker is surrounded by a bevy of beautiful MILFs he can’t touch. But on his eighteenth birthday he gets the surprise of a lifetime in the form of a mysterious package from a grandfather he never knew.

Now, Jack has the power of a wizard at his fingertips and with it the power to seduce the women of his dreams.

Between four curvy MILFs and his best friends older sister, Jack must decide who will become his first love toy.

But when Jack meets another wizard with power equal to his, he must claim his MILF harem for himself before he loses everything.

The MILF Whisperer contains the complete five-box set including MILF Next Door, Summer Bride, Auntie’s Visit, Teacher Knows Best, and Mother Quest. Follow Jack from a lonely and horny loser to the ultimate harem wizard. Touches on themes of harem building, mind control, pregnancy, cuckold, and MF, MFF, MFFF scenes. Over 18 only!
CODE NAME: HAREM: Complete Five-Book Box Set
 
What happened to the boy who got everything?
Bio-tech genius Jack Hamilton is on the brink of a world-changing discovery. But when Jack's best friend contaminates his years-long experiment, Jack believes it's back to the drawing board. 

When curvy MILF Brooke gets a whiff of Jack's failed experiment, she undergoes an accidental DNA transformation that turns her into Jack's permanent plaything. Now, Brooke has babies on the mind and begs Jack to deliver in the bedroom, bathroom, and ever room in between!

But the fun doesn't end there in this full, five-book box set. Between a naughty nurse, the captain of the college cheer squad, Jack's old biology teacher, and his best friend's big sister, Jack has the makings of a full working harem!

CODE NAME: HAREM is the FULL FIVE BOOK BOX SET  that follows jack from geeky loser to the ultimate harem boss. Contains CODE NAME: MILF, CHEER, HOT NURSE, TEACHERS PET, and PROM QUEEN.

Touches on themes of harem building, alpha male dominance, mind control, pregnancy, and plenty of MF, MFF, MFFF scenes. 18+ Only!
Harem Help Me: Five-Book Box Set
 
Passion, heat, and love across an ocean of time…

Twenty-year-old Jack Love lives his life blissfully unaware of a past yet to come. But the past bursts into the present when Jack travels home for the Labor Day holiday with his best friend Alex and Alex’s curvy and gorgeous cousin Emily. What Alex doesn’t know is that Jack and Emily have been secretly heating up the sheets when they’re not competing for their college swim team.


When the trio arrives home, Alex’s mother, the sizzling redhead April Harrison, mistakes Jack for a long lost love while her twin sister, voluptuous blonde Mae Gilbert does the same. A confused Jack is ready to run for the hills when he receives a hot midnight rendezvous from April and discovers the true meaning of the word MILF.


But Jack’s night keeps getting hotter when Emily confesses her feelings under a starry moonlit sky and reveals a wound so deep it ripped the family apart.


With the coming of dawn, Jack wakes up in 1987 and must save the sexy twins, April and Mae, and their petite and busty blonde sister, Stella Harrison.
Now Jack, must unlock the secrets of the past to reunite the women he loves to protect a future in limbo.


Harem Help Me combines five shorts into one novel length story that follows twenty-year-old collegiate swimming champion Jack Love as he reunites his harem across the fourth-dimension of time.


18+ Only!
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