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The day that changed my life forever started with a homecoming party. Looking back now, the signs were all there. Maybe that’s why I was so nervous. Deep down, I knew.

I navigated our Land Rover up the meandering, tree-lined driveway. My stomach dipped and soared, alive with butterflies. For months, I envisioned this reunion over and over, imagining a million different outcomes. It was time to put all those expectations to rest and let reality take its course.

A host of adrenaline-charged emotions surged inside me. There was hope for the future of my marriage, joy in reconnecting with old friends, and fear of the unknown. How would my best friend’s wife react when she saw me? What about his college aged daughters? Since they were born, I’d been like a second father to them. At least that was true before we left. Now they were grown adults. Would they treat me like a stranger?

Then there was the part we never mentioned — the ever-present sexual tension thick enough to slice. Whenever I found myself surrounded by the Fields’ women, our chemistry was undeniable. And by ours, I meant all of them, from Gretta, Jim’s wife, to their three daughters, Lillie, Becca, and Jenna. It was a feeling that thrilled me as much as it terrified me. Outside of occasional video calls and social media, it had been five years since I laid eyes on any of them. Maybe things were different now?

“Holy shit,” Max said from the backseat. “Is that their house?”

“Language,” my wife Angie said as she peered out the windshield, her jaw agape.

There wasn’t any heat in her admonishment. As she soaked in the size of the Fields family’s latest home, my wife was as shocked as my fourteen-year-old son.

The house was a sprawling, multi-level mansion built in an exclusive Chicago-area suburb. A forest surrounded the place, and the late May sunshine glinted off a lake visible through the trees.

The driveway opened to a spacious parking area outside their four-car garage. I parked our SUV, and joined my wife and son, turning my attention to the luxury home. “Our new house isn’t as big, but it’s every bit as nice,” I said.

“How far away will we live from this house?” Max asked as his gaze swept across the edge of an outdoor pool flanked by a private tennis court.

“It’s a five-minute walk along a nature trail that hugs that lake behind their house,” Angie said. “You can come visit Lillie anytime you want.” She grinned sheepishly at my son in the rear-view mirror, knowing exactly how her words would impact Max.

“Come on mom. Don’t say anything to Lillie. it’s embarrassing. Besides, she’s in college. I’m barely a high school kid.”

I stole a glance in the rearview mirror and spotted the familiar red hue blossoming in my son’s cheeks. “Come on, Ang. Give the kid a break.”

“I think it’s sweet that you have a crush on your old babysitter,” Angie said. “Who wouldn’t? She’s drop dead gorgeous. That family should seriously consider bottling their DNA.”

Somehow, my son’s cheeks turned an even brighter shade of red. Angie wasn’t wrong. Although I hadn’t seen Lillie in the flesh for over five years, I’d seen photos and video of her on social media. Along with her sisters, Lillie and I chatted on the phone once every couple of weeks. She was every inch as achingly beautiful as her mother and her sisters.

It was time to throw my son a lifeline. I reached for the door handle. “Come on. Before we grab the luggage, let’s check inside.”

Angie and Max climbed out after me, following me along the broad, flower-lined walkway. Angie came up beside me, flashing me a sweet smile. “Wait up.” Then the unexpected happened. She reached out and brushed her hand against mine.

I nearly flinched. Nearly.

During the last year, we’d barely touched each other. We were more roommates than a married couple. Six months ago, we took separate bedrooms. We discussed a trial separation, and then we made a bold choice to stay together and fight. We moved home. It was a Hail Mary to save our crumbling marriage.

I didn’t want to discourage her, but I wasn’t entirely sure she meant to hold my hand. Tentatively, I reached out and hooked my pinky finger around hers.

Angie responded by curling her hand in mine, squeezing it tight, and smiling over at me. “Steve, I feel good about this move.”

At forty-one, Angie was a year younger than me but didn’t look a day over thirty-five. Her long brown hair hung over her shoulders and down her back in shiny, looping curls, gleaming with the luster of a woman half her age. She had a body honed by thousands of hours of Pilate’s and a strict keto diet. I’d overhead Max’s friends describe her as a MILF, and I didn’t blame them. She was a gorgeous woman with bright green eyes and an hour-glass figure. Despite her physical beauty, we’d grown emotionally distant over the years, and I had long suspected her of straying with men half her age.

I had internally pledged to let the past go to focus on our future. The next few months would make or break us. I returned Angie’s smile with my own that came naturally. “Me too. I think this is just what we need.”

We approached the broad oak double doors, each inlaid with intricate stained glass. Before we could ring the bell, the door swung open and two familiar faces greeted us.

“Steve, Angie, welcome,” my best friend Jim Fields said. He opened his arms and stepped forward, pulling me into a tight bear hug.

I returned my friend’s embrace and patted him on the back. “Thanks Jimmy. It’s good to be home.”

His wife, Gretta, a statuesque blonde beauty, gazed at us, a joyus smile lighting her exquisite face. She wore a tight, form-fitting white t-shirt and a pair of black yoga pants that perfectly conformed to her lithe hips. Her silky blonde hair hung straight down her back and her sky-blue eyes still held the power to bring men to their knees. She was a solid ten. A twinge of envy swept over me as I imagined my best friend enjoying a healthy sex life with his knockout wife.

“Angie. I can hardly believe it’s you,” Gretta said. “You look even younger than when you moved away.” Gretta’s accent betrayed a slight hint of her Norwegian upbringing.

Gretta came in for a hug and the women embraced. Angie let out a lighthearted chuckle. “Thanks for the ego boost, but I still can’t hold a candle to you.”

Jim and I parted, and I turned to greet Gretta. She came in tight, wrapped her arms around my waist, and kissed me high on the cheek. “I missed you,” she said, whispering into my ear.

Gretta’s words felt strangely intimate and were clearly meant for my ears only. Her breasts squeezed up against my chest, and her faint lavender scent enveloped me. My cock stirred in my pants, pulsing with arousal, and the urge to squeeze her thick ass nearly spurred me to action. It had been well over a year since I’d had sex with Angie, or anyone else. I had never strayed outside of my marriage, and I had no plans to start now.

I returned Gretta’s hug as I buried my nose in her golden locks. “I missed you too.”

We broke off the hug, and I gazed into Gretta’s eyes. Her cheeks were red, and her expression flustered, but she held my gaze with an intensity I hadn’t seen in over twenty years.

“Where’s Max?” Jim asked from behind me.

I turned with Gretta and found Jim peering past my son as if looking for another boy.

Max rolled his eyes and grinned. “Come on, Uncle Jim.”

Max used the word uncle as a term of endearment, as there was no biological relationship between our families.

Jim rubbed his chin and frowned, giving my son a second, longer look. “You can’t be Max. I remember a nine-year-old boy. Who are you?”

Max laughed and awkwardly shifted from foot to foot. “I’ve grown a little since then.”

Angie came up behind Max and put her hands on his shoulders. “Can you believe my baby will be a freshman in high school when classes start back up in the fall?”

“He’s the spitting image of his father,” Gretta said. “I bet you’ll have every girl at your new school lined up to meet you.”

Max’s cheeks reddened again, and he averted his gaze. “Hardly,” he said, mumbling.

“We’ll put you three in the pool house,” Gretta said. “It’s like your own private cottage.”

“We really appreciate you letting us crash here until our remodel is finished,” I said. “It shouldn’t be longer than a week or two. Damn delays messed everything up.”

“Nonsense,” Gretta said. “We have plenty of room and you three are family.”

“Ditto that,” Jim said. “I would have dragged you out of a hotel myself if you hadn’t agreed to stay with us.”

“We’ll stay out of your way as much as possible,” Angie said.

Gretta reached out and placed a reassuring hand on Angie’s wrist. “Stop. The girls are thrilled you’re staying with us. It will be like one big non-stop party.”

“Especially with them all home for summer break,” Jim said. “They’ve been asking about you guys for a month.”

My head flashed with excitement. I assumed with Jim’s daughters being in college that they would have scattered to the four winds. “They’re all staying here?”

Jim grinned and gazed around the wide-open entry way and gestured toward the living area and the pool beyond. “Have you seen this place? I can’t get rid of them.”

Gretta laughed along with Angie and me. Max grinned, and I couldn’t help but notice a lecherous glint in his eye.

“Come on in, you three,” Jim said. “There are a lot of people out back eager to see you. We’ll worry about your luggage later. I’m hoping you came with an appetite.”

“I’m starving,” Max said.

“We all are,” Angie said, grinning and looking more relaxed than I’d seen her in months.

My stomach shifted again with wild butterflies. I couldn’t wait to meet the grown-up versions of Jim’s girls. Seeing them on social media was one thing, but coming face to face was quite another. Just like their mother, they were all stunning, and I experienced the same emotional roller coaster as my son. This place was the wholesome version of the Playboy mansion.

Jim led us through the main living area. It was open, airy, and drenched with sunshine filtering through enormous, floor-to-ceiling windows. The family room was large enough to seat a football team and the kitchen contained a fleet of gourmet appliances.

The kitchen buzzed with activity from a contingent of cooks and caterers.

As if picking up on my curious expression, Gretta chimed in. “We aren’t so posh as to have our own staff. We catered today’s barbecue so we could all spend time together.”

“That was so nice of you,” Angie said.

“Definitely appreciated,” I said. “But you didn’t have to go to all this trouble for us.”

Jim rolled his eyes. “Stop. What’s money good for if you can’t use it to make your life a little better?”

Angie grinned at Jim, her eyes sparkling. “Aren’t you full of surprises?”

A knot formed in the pit of my stomach. I’d seen that look plenty of times before, with it rarely aimed in my direction. But that was a worry for another time.

Jim flashed a confident smile. “It promises to be a summer full of surprises.”

His tone and the meaning behind Jim’s not so subtle sexual innuendo didn’t escape my notice. My best friend was openly flirting with my wife, and not for the first time. What made it more surprising was that it didn’t bother me. Not that I was open to sharing my wife. I certainly wasn’t. But thoughts of doing the same with Gretta turned my cock stiff with anticipation. How could I fault the guy for finding my objectively beautiful wife attractive?

“We’ll eat later,” Gretta said. “Let’s reintroduce you to the kids.”

Gretta led us through the kitchen, and we stepped outside onto the deck without opening a door. It seemed the windows in most of the family room and kitchen retracted such that the indoor and outdoor areas flowed together, uninterrupted. It was an amazing feature that made the entire space seem endless.

The sprawling patio was another living space. There was a two-sided fireplace, a plush sectional and chairs, and a flat screen TV just outside the kitchen. There was a full bar nearby that included a sink and stove top. Beside the bar were three gas-fired grills manned by a chef serving a variety of barbecue meats and vegetables.

That space opened onto the full patio, which featured a multi-level pool fed by a man-made waterfall feature. There was an in-ground hot tub near a cottage that looked like the place Jim planned to house us. Between the cottage and the pool, a trail disappeared into the woods where a medium-sized lake appeared in the distance. It was the same lake backing our more modest house.

On the right side of the pool house, there was a full-sized basketball and tennis court. The only thing missing was an out-barn with ATVs and mountain bikes. I didn’t put it past Jim to have those, too.

But what caught my eye first weren’t the toys or the amenities, it was the trio of beauties sitting near the edge of the pool. Or I should say, it was three beauties and their boyfriends but who was looking at the boyfriends?

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Angie gazing at one of three men sitting poolside with the ladies, but who was I to judge?

Jim cupped his hands over his mouth and announced our arrival over the music playing from hidden speakers. “Look who’s here?”

Six heads turned at once. But the one who scrambled to her feet first was a breathtaking, sun-drenched, golden-blonde coed with a figure straight out of a Maxim spread.

Lillie Fields popped to her feet, all smiles and jubilation. She bounded toward us wearing a pink bikini top, a pair of cut-off jean shorts, and flip-flops. Her golden hair was piled atop her head, secured in a loose bun, with errant strands decorating her neck and face. She wore no makeup and even from a distance, her vivid blue eyes stopped me in my tracks.

“Max!” Lillie shouted as the golden girl dashed toward my stunned son, who stood as rigid as a lamppost. Her natural C-cup sized breasts were bigger than a handful, and they bounced invitingly as she completed her charge.

Around her bikini top, sharp tan lines offset her golden complexion, revealing pure white flesh. The lines came from a sturdier swimsuit that covered much more flesh, such as an athletic swimsuit.

Tan lines were a major kink of mine. I licked the dryness from my lips as my heart quickened. It was impossible to tear my eyes away from perhaps the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on.

Lillie wrapped my son in a bear hug, forcing him to come face-to-face with her deep cleavage. She squealed with delight and rocked my son from side to side. “I can’t believe you’re really here.”

Max stood stock still, his arms pinned to his sides as if he didn’t know where to put them. “Lillie, hi.” His voice came out timidly, but inside I knew he was reeling.

Lillie released him and stepped back, grabbing him by the shoulders, her eyes wide with excitement. “Your voice is so deep.” She eyed him up and down. “How many girlfriends do you have? Wait. Don’t tell me or I’ll get jealous.”

There wasn’t a hint of actual jealousy in her voice, and I was grateful for her performance. The ego boost coming from such a beauty who Max had a massive crush on could only help my son overcome his inherent shyness. It didn’t matter if a guy was fourteen or forty, having a knockout like Lillie Fields stroke your ego was bound to be the highlight of your day.

Max’s cheeks turned so crimson he looked like he had second-degree burns. He averted his gaze as if afraid someone might catch him out staring at Lillie’s perfectly round breasts, ensconced in her bright pink bikini top. He shook his head and grinned nervously at his shoes. “No girlfriends.”

Lillie’s sisters, Jenna, and Becca, along with their boyfriends, came up behind her, smiling as they looked on. But right now, this was Lillie’s world, and we were just living in it.

Her entire aura was infectious, from her button nose down to her pink painted toenails. Bubbly and bright, she oozed charisma from every pore of her golden girl complexion. I found myself drawn not only to her beauty, but to something deeper — something indefinable. I wanted her in a way I had wanted no one, ever. If there was such a thing as love at first sight, this was it.

Inwardly, I grimaced. Me and every other swinging dick felt the same way in Lillie’s presence. Then there was the twenty-three-year age gap and the fact that I was married. Where was the fountain of youth when you needed it?

Lillie released Max and, as if reading my thoughts, she turned her gaze on me and locked in. Her eyes lit up by a degree and she rushed forward, radiating an aura of pure joy.

My heart surged, and my breath caught in my throat. She was coming for me? I always had a great relationship with Lillie but the last time I saw her, she was my son’s age. I braced myself and opened my arms.

Lillie leaped at me, wrapping her arms and legs around my body, and she pulled me into a massive bear hug. She nuzzled her face into my neck, and her lips brushed my skin with a slight kiss. “I missed you, Uncle Steve. Never leave me again.” Her voice wobbled with emotion as she clung to me, her body practically shaking.

Like Max, I searched for a safe place to put my hands. Every inch of her body was a sexual land mine, and I didn’t want to come off like the proverbial perverted uncle five minutes after my arrival. With Lillie sealed to my body, I opted to wrap my arms around her slender waist and draw her in for an even tighter hug.

Just like Max used the term uncle for Jim, all three of Jim’s daughters had called me uncle since they were old enough to talk. Thankfully, that didn’t make me their actual uncle.

I inhaled the tropical aroma floating from Lillie’s hair and relaxed. “I missed you too, kiddo.”

Jim’s laughter and booming voice broke the reverie. “Christ, Lillie. Give the man a chance to breathe.”

I could have kicked my best friend for that suggestion, but I couldn’t very well protest. Reluctantly, Lillie unpeeled herself from my body and hopped down. When she gazed up at me, I was surprised to find her eyes moist with tears.

A sense of shock overcame me, and I gawked, too stunned to comprehend the depth of her emotional response. On instinct, I reached out and brushed away the tears leaking from her eyes and put on a warm smile. “You’re stuck with me this time.”

“Good,” she said. “If you ever move away again, I’m going with you.”

As if sensing a break in the action, Lillie’s twenty-year-old sister, Jenna, came up behind her, then sort of shoved her aside. “You’re hogging him all to yourself. Give Becca and me a chance to say hi, too.”

Jenna Fields was a year older than Lillie and every bit as gorgeous. She had dishwater blonde hair, blue eyes, and a body a near carbon-copy of Lillie’s, but honed with unrelenting physical fitness. A subtle four-pack was faintly visible between her crop top and her jean shorts. Like her sister, Jenna wore a pair of cut-off jeans shorts and flip-flops without a trace of makeup.

Jenna had a massive social media presence. As a professional fitness model, she routinely posted pictures and videos of herself on her Instagram and TikTok accounts. She had over seven-hundred-thousand followers, and I was one of them. She didn’t have the hard look of a bodybuilder. Her look came from a combination of good nutrition, yoga, and countless hours of cross-training. The result was a sculpted body so perfect it would make a professional athlete green with envy.

Lillie folded her arms over her chest and rolled her eyes before Angie scooped her up from behind and pulled her into a hug.

Jenna stopped before me and gazed up, her eyes bright and her expression happy. She perched on her tiptoes, grabbed my hands in hers, and shocked me by giving me a peck on the lips. “I missed you so, so much, Uncle Steve.”

I stood frozen as I felt many sets of eyes on me, including Jenna’s father. “I missed you too, JJ.”

Jenna perked up at the use of her special nickname, and tears welled in her eyes. “Nobody has called me JJ in forever.”

She drew me into a tight hug, and I reciprocated, bundling my arms around the petite beauty like a grizzly bear protecting his mate. My gaze dropped to an ass as tight and round as I’d ever seen in my life. My cock shifted in my briefs, thickening as I felt Jenna’s natural C-cups press against my chest.

“Excuse me, may I cut in?”

I heard the angelic voice before I caught sight of her, but I knew who it was without looking. A broad grin spread across my face as Jenna stepped back and made room for her sister. I turned my gaze on a brunette bombshell, strikingly different from Jenna and Lillie but no less spectacular.

At twenty-one, Rebecca Fields was the oldest of the three sisters, prepared to enter her final year at the university. She had a pale, flawless complexion, with big, soft breasts and round hour-glass hips. If ever a woman was born to breed, it was Becca. I’d seen bikini pictures on her public facing social media page where her many admirers called her thick and juicy.

That didn’t make Becca fat. Far from it. She had a tight flat tummy like her sisters, and long powerful legs without a hint of fat. But her assets were round, including her massive D-cups and her thick ass that drove me absolutely crazy with desire.

She was also the most prim and proper of the three. As Jenna stepped aside to join Lillie in a conversation with Angie and their boyfriends, I came face-to-face with the brunette beauty queen.

Becca pulled me into a warm embrace, perching on her tiptoes as she rested her head on my shoulder. She ran her hands over my shoulders and down my back, breathing me in as if trying to recall some memory.

“God, you smell good,” she said, whispering in my ear.

I struggled against a nearly overwhelming urge to palm her ass in both hands. As with Lillie, I nuzzled in tight and inhaled her warm vanilla scent. “However I smell, you smell a million times better.”

Becca giggled with musical laughter. “I’ve thought about you every day since you left,” she said in another whisper, low enough for my ears only. “Thanks for the birthday card and the generous gift, Uncle Steve.”

We broke off our hug and stepped away from each other, but Becca held onto my hands. She brushed her thumbs over the back of my hands, setting my heart pounding.

“You already thanked me,” I said. “I think this is the fifth time, including the phone call.”

“Someone had to call,” she said. “You’re terrible at communicating.”

“I wasn’t sure if it was appropriate for an old geezer like me to strike up phone conversations with twenty-one-year-old beauty queens.”

“You’re hardly an old geezer,” Becca said. She leaned in and whispered conspiratorially. “I think you’re the most handsome man I’ve ever met. Besides, I’m a woman now and you need to treat me like one.”

Now it was my turn to blush. I needed a quick topic change. “So, how is the reigning Miss Illinois?”

It was true. Becca was the current reigning Miss Illinois. She would compete in the Miss United States pageant later in the summer.

Becca blushed. “Stop. It’s embarrassing. Jenna and Lillie constantly call me princess and strut around in my tiara.”

I laughed, imagining the scene. “All teasing aside, the judging panel clearly knew their stuff. They picked the right woman for the title. I’ll be at the big showdown in August.”

“I’m counting on it,” Becca said. “I’ve already set aside a VIP ticket for you.”

I raised an eyebrow. She had piqued my curiosity. “VIP? What does that entitle me to?”

Becca grinned seductively. “I guess you’ll have to wait and find out for yourself. Oh, and by the way, speaking of birthdays, happy belated birthday.”

“You didn’t miss my birthday, Beck. You literally messaged me at 12:01 AM.” I didn’t have the heart to tell her that Lillie and Jenna beat her to the punch, both messaging me at the stroke of midnight.

“Everybody, dinner is ready,” Gretta said, shouting above the multiple droning conversations happening all at once.

An instant later, Lillie appeared by my side. “I’ll make a plate for you. Be right back.” She perched high enough on her toes to give me an innocent peck on the cheek, then disappeared into the kitchen.

Becca rolled her eyes and grinned after her sister. “She wears her crush on her sleeve.”

I frowned. “Crush?”

Becca turned back to me, gazing in disbelief. “Everybody knows she has a massive crush on you the same way Max has a crush on Lillie. To be fair, we all have a crush on you.”

Adrenaline surged through my body, and I tried to play off my growing excitement. “That’s just silly.”

Becca snapped her fingers. “Which reminds me. This summer I’m working the lunch shifts at Wings Bar and Grill. Come by during my shift and I’ll set you up with a free meal.”

She winked at me with a smile, then turned and followed the crowd into the kitchen.

As Becca retreated, I watched after her, stunned.

Her ass swayed from side-to-side inside her little white sundress, and she gave me one last flirtatious wink over her shoulder before I felt a hand on my wrist.

“Uncle Steve?”

I turned to find Jenna gazing up at me, her expression tentative. I smiled at her, trying to put her at ease. “What’s up?”

She shifted from one foot to the other and adorably nibbled on her lower lip as if nervous. She stole a glance at the retreating group and then met my gaze. “I know you’re really into working out. I was wondering if you’d like to join me tomorrow morning? It’s in our home gym in the basement, so we don’t even have to go anywhere.”

Why was she so nervous? “Of course, I’ll join you. I’ve seen some of your videos. You really know your stuff.”

Her smile widened and she let out a held breath as her shoulders relaxed. “Thanks. I thought it might give us a minute to, you know… reconnect.”

For the first time I noticed the gold flecking Jenna’s bright blue eyes, and a fresh swirl of butterflies caught me off-guard. She had the same pert nose as Lillie and was just as petite. “It just occurred to me. You and Lillie could be twins.”

“We get that all the time,” Jenna said. “We’re Irish twins, so we practically are. It doesn’t help that Lillie is my best friend. We’re practically inseparable.”

“And you’re both athletes,” I said. “You guys have a lot in common.”

“Lillie’s the swimmer. I look like a floundering bird in the water beside her.”

I’d forgotten that Lillie was a collegiate level swimmer. That explained the tan lines. “I’ll look forward to tomorrow morning. I can’t wait for you to teach this old dog new tricks.”

“It’s more like you’ll be the one teaching me. My dad showed me pictures from your cross-fit days.”

I chuckled. “That was a long time ago.”

“But you’re still into cross-fit?”

“Yeah. But I no longer compete. Running my own firm sucks up all the oxygen.”

“I bet. Well, I’m going to get a plate. I’d get yours, but Miss Busybody already beat me to the punch.”

“You two don’t have to dote on me. I’m more than capable of getting my own food.”

“Now that you’re home, it’s our job to take care of you. You’ll see.” She perched on her toes and once again gave me a quick peck on the lips, leaving my head swimming with raw desire.

I gazed down at her, trying to regain my composure and failing miserably. “What time tomorrow?”

“I’ll swing by your room at eight,” Jenna said, then turned and bounced away, leaving her ponytail swaying behind her.

As she retreated, I stole a glance down at her ass that I would have classified as the eighth wonder of the word. With a heavy sigh of longing, I turned away and wandered across the empty patio while I waited for Lillie to return with my food.

I spotted an outdoor, gas-fueled fire pit surrounded by Adirondack chairs. The flame burned low, radiating warmth that pushed back the slightly chilly early evening air. I plopped down in a chair and waited for Lillie’s inevitable return.

What the hell was going on with the Fields’ women? They had all flirted with me, including Gretta. With my marriage on the rocks, this wasn’t good news. Not only would Angie blame me for encouraging their flirtatious behavior, but I was putting my relationship with Jim on thin ice. The man wasn’t blind. He saw his daughters fawning all over me. Hopefully, he wouldn’t hold that against me.

A couple of minutes ticked by until I felt an approaching figure. I looked up and found Jim holding a plate in one hand and a drink in the other. He sat down in a chair opposite me and steadied his plate in his lap.

“I should have warned you about the girls,” Jim said. “Sorry about that.”

My curiosity piqued, and I leaned forward, studying him carefully. “What do you mean?”

Jim chuckled. “Come on, dude. You’d have to be blind not to see them throw themselves at you.” He scooped a bite of potato salad into his mouth and swallowed.

“Jim, I did nothing to encourage them,” I said. “I swear.”

Jim waved me off. “It’s all harmless fun. There’s a running joke in our house about your status as a DILF.”

I grimaced. “I’m afraid to ask what that means.” The term wasn’t beyond me. I knew about MILFs. Max’s friends routinely called Angie a MILF when they thought I wasn’t listening. Substituting one letter didn’t take a genius. But I didn’t want to give Jim the wrong impression, so I played dumb.

Jim sipped his drink and chuckled before coming up for air. “It means Dad I’d like to… well, you can fill in the blank.”

“That’s awkward,” I said, although inwardly I pumped a fist.

“Like I said, it’s harmless. All three of them are in steady, long-term relationships. You should be in the clear.”

I wasn’t so sure about that, but I let it go. My dry chuckle sounded as forced as it felt. “I’m sure Angie will be relieved to hear that.”

“I’m sure. By the way, did you ever figure out the identity of your secret admirer?”

For my birthday, I received a card in the mail without a return address from a secret admirer. Whoever it was had told me they had feelings for me but refused to identify themselves. I’d jokingly told Jim about the card but left out the depth of emotion the sender conveyed. Rather, I kept it on the lighthearted side, and now I wondered if it was one of Jim’s daughters who had sent it to me.

“Not yet.” I stole a glance over my shoulder to see if anyone was eavesdropping. “By the way, Angie doesn’t know about the card, so I’d appreciate you keeping it under wraps.”

Jim mimicked using a key to lock his lips before he tossed it away.

“Thanks.”

Four more figures emerged from behind me. They were the boyfriends I had yet to meet and my son Max, who took the seat to my left. The boyfriends took the seats surrounding Jim, and I introduced myself to each of them. All three were age-appropriate and extremely handsome. It was easy to see why Jim didn’t fear his daughters getting tangled up with me.

The first was a well-dressed kid named Brad who was Lillie’s boyfriend. Brad was a senior in college, studying finance.

The second boyfriend was an absolute Chad named Lex. He was Jenna’s boyfriend and looked like a Chippendale dancer. Like Jenna, Lex was a social media influencer who had the ego to match his good looks.

The third and final boyfriend was no less handsome than the other two. He was Becca’s boyfriend, and his name was Jeremy. He told me about med school and how he met Becca. He had just started to dive into his personal history when Lillie appeared over my shoulder, holding two plates of food.

“Sorry I’m so late,” Lillie said. “I jumped in to help the caterers and got sidetracked.”

She handed me a plate filled with fresh salad and barbecue chicken, knowing full well I didn’t eat carbs. “Thanks,” I said, taking the plate from her.

“You’re more than welcome,” she said. She placed her plate on the arm of the chair beside me and resumed her place behind me.

With a bite of salad poised on my lips, I felt Lillie’s hands on my shoulders. I froze, lettuce dangling from my fork.

Lillie caressed my shoulders, then used her thumbs to massage the base of my neck. “You’ve met Brad?”

I returned the bite to my plate and cleared my throat. “Yeah.” The word squeaked out of me while Jim looked on, grinning from ear to ear.

Max gazed up at Lillie, his eyes registering pure envy.

Brad shifted in his chair and frowned. His gaze locked on Lillie’s roaming hands. He seemed like he wanted to say something, his gaze registering his discomfort with the intimate way Lillie rubbed my shoulders and neck.

Picking up on the social cues, Lillie giggled but didn’t relent. She used her thumbs to massage her way up my neck while she used her hands to squeeze my shoulders. “Babe, did you forget I’m getting my massage therapy license? How many times have I done this for you? I need to practice.”

Brad squirmed but nodded as if he’d dealt with this before. “Yeah. I wondered what you were doing. That makes sense.”

Jenna and Becca appeared next, taking up the remaining two seats, including the one Lillie had marked with her plate.

“Hey, I was sitting there,” Lillie said, glaring at Jenna.

Jenna shrugged, smirking with satisfaction. “Really? Because it looks to me like you’re massaging Uncle Steve.”

“You can have my seat,” I said, finally stealing a glance at Lillie over my shoulder. I came face to face with the underside of her perky, round breasts, tightly confined in her bikini top.

“No, it’s fine,” Lillie said. “We can share.” As she spoke the last line, she gazed directly at Jenna, wearing a triumphant smile.

Jenna glared, stabbing a grape with her fork, clearly fuming.

Lillie came around my chair, picked up her plate, and perched on the arm of the Adirondack. “See? Problem solved.” She leaned back and rested her elbow on my shoulder, nearly pressing her breast into the side of my face.

The small talk began where I found out more about each of the girls’ boyfriends. All the while, Lillie inched closer while I finished my plate. By the end of my meal, she had one foot resting on my knee and her arm slipped around my shoulder. In another few minutes, she would have slipped off the arm of the chair entirely and planted her tight little ass directly onto my lap. If that happened, God help me. There was no way I could repress the inevitable hard-on to follow.

Jim never batted an eye while Brad looked on, growing more horrified by the minute. Meanwhile, Max looked ready to pop as he watched his dream girl practically throw herself at me. Jenna and Becca both stewed with their arms folded over their chests, unwilling to even look in Lillie’s direction.

Lillie looked like the cat who swallowed the canary. She had resumed her shoulder massage, occasionally taking the added step of sliding her fingers up the back of my neck and into my hair. It was an intimate gesture, normally reserved for a boyfriend or husband, and one that made me feel increasingly uncomfortable.

It was Gretta who finally came to my rescue. She appeared behind the chair and gazed down at her daughter, who was all but sitting in my lap. “Hey, Steve. Can you come help me make some of your famous margaritas? You’re so good at it and I hoped you could teach me.”

Lille glanced up at her mother, wearing a sour expression, but she didn’t protest.

My cock was already as hard as concrete, but I had adjusted it enough in my shorts to cover myself while I stood. “Sure thing,” I said, jumping on the opportunity.

Brad sank back into his chair and sagged with relief. Jenna and Becca giggled at their sister’s misfortune.

I extricated myself from Lillie’s intricate grip and slipped away from the fire pit, taking mine and Lillie’s empty plates with me.

I came up beside Gretta as we walked away from the group. “Thanks for the assist.”

Gretta smirked. “You’re welcome. My girls can be… aggressive.”

“Just like their mom?” I let it slip before I considered my words, but Gretta took it in stride.

Gretta grinned as we reached the bar. “You still remember?” She patted a barstool. “Sit.”

Where the hell was Angie if she wasn’t with Gretta? As Gretta walked behind the empty bar, I spotted Angie sinking into a chair vacated by Max at the fire pit.

My son took up a spot behind my old chair where Lillie sat, gazing down at her, no doubt mesmerized by her beautiful breasts.

I turned back to Gretta, who brought two empty margarita glasses out from behind the bar. “How could I forget? If that memory was a VHS tape, it would be nearly worn through.”

Gretta laughed as she pulled out tequila and the other makings for my world-famous margarita. “I could say the same thing.” She glanced up at me and winked.

I shifted in my seat as I watched her work. “You remember how to make them.”

“Of course, I remember,” Gretta said. “But if let Lillie have her way for much longer, I thought your poor wife might have an aneurism.”

I winced. “Great. I’ll hear about that later.”

Gretta chuckled as she pulled out two shakers and filled them with ice. “I don’t think so. She looked… turned on?”

That was a revelation. “Seriously?”

“Some women like to see other women want their man,” Gretta said.

“Lillie hardly wants me,” I said. “She’s a tease and likes to see me squirm.”

Gretta gave me a knowing smile. “You think so?”

“According to Jim, yes,” I said.

“Maybe,” Gretta said. “She certainly keeps her boyfriends on their toes.”

I frowned. “Jim said that Brad was her long-term boyfriend.”

Gretta rolled her eyes. “In Lillie world, three months is long term. After today, I wouldn’t count on that lasting.”

“Shit. I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be,” Gretta said. “I raised my daughters to go after what they want. I’m proud of her.” She leveled me with her ice-blue eyes. “Maybe I’ll have to put her in her place.”

I swallowed away a rising lump in my throat as I let the innuendo settle into my bones. “Does Jim know?”

“Does Jim know what, baby?” She took a shaker in each hand and shook them, causing her massive tits to jiggle with the effort.

“Does he know that you and I… uhhh….”

“Fucked?” Gretta said, her voice confident.

My eyes widened, and I stole a glance toward the fire pit just in case Jim had overheard. I turned back to face her. “Yeah. That.”

Gretta rolled her eyes. “That was right after college. He doesn’t need to know.”

“On your wedding night,” I said, reliving the guilt all over again.

Gretta’s lilting laughter filled my ears. “Do you regret being the first man to consummate my marriage?”

“God don’t say that. You make it sound even worse.”

Gretta filled the glasses with the freshly completed margaritas. “Stop worrying. Jim’s the only man I’ve ever been with. Well… other than the night you fucked me in my wedding gown. I had three orgasms if memory serves.”

I buried my hands in my face. “Gretta. Stop.”

“Relax, baby. Now make a toast with me.”

She held up her glass, and I reluctantly picked up mine. “What are we toasting?”

“We’re toasting us, and a summer filled with possibilities.”

It seemed like Jim’s innuendo had escaped his wife’s attention. We clinked glasses and sipped.

“Gretta, I won’t cheat on my wife,” I said.

“I’m not asking you to cheat on your wife. Now, relax. Let’s party.”
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I went to bed around one in the morning, staying up an hour later than Jim and Max. But the party was still going strong. Around the same time Max went to bed, Angie had gone from buzzed to shit-faced after only her third pina colada. She and Gretta had spent an hour dancing poolside, with the girls and their boyfriends.

I’d spent most of the evening fending off advances from every woman who wasn’t my wife. Just to make sure I didn’t make the mistake of a lifetime, I stopped drinking hours earlier, leaving me stone-cold sober when I went to bed. Jenna made me promise a dozen times we would still meet at eight in the morning, although I wasn’t holding her to that promise.

When I announced I was calling it a night, the girls, including Gretta, protested. But the increasingly hostile looks from their boyfriends told me it was time to put a check mark on the night. There would be many more nights like this to follow.

To my utter astonishment, Angie seemed unconcerned with the unabashed flirting that had left me with a perpetual hard-on. Either she cared so little about me, she didn’t care who I hooked up with, or she was too drunk to notice. Either way, I was grateful for the distraction.

I climbed into bed alone and naked as I was accustomed to sleeping. The distant thumping of bass from the poolside speakers reverberated in my ears, but I was too tired to let it keep me awake. Blissfully, I fell asleep within a minute of my head hitting the pillow.

An unknown length of time later, I experienced what I thought was a dream, but seemed so real it shook me awake. My cock pulsed so hard it hurt while dreams of foursomes with Jim’s daughters played in my head. But when I woke, I experienced the very real sensation of my stiff cock dipped in a glass of warm milk, wrapped around a suckling sponge. At least that’s what my dream brain told me. But when I felt warm fingers squeezing my cock and playing with my balls, I groaned with pleasure and shook myself awake.

With my eyes still closed, my ears caught the sound of shuffling sheets and the feeling of warm flesh pressed up against my legs and midsection. Then there was the well of pleasure engulfing my cock. It wasn’t warm milk and a sponge. It was my cock buried inside someone’s mouth. From tip to root, a warm sucking sensation surrounded my entire cock. Gentle fingers caressed my balls, and the sound of heavy breathing filled the otherwise silent void.

Someone was sucking my cock. Was it Angie? I fluttered my eyes open, or at least I tried. Something was covering my eyes. I was blindfolded.

In a panic, I reached for my face and my fingers met a silk cloth covering my eyes, leaving the world black. “What the hell?”

I mumbled the words as I slipped my hands along the silky cloth, searching for the knot or clasp that held it in place.

With a loud slurping sound, the mouth slipped from my cock. Then a warm body moved atop me, sliding over my cock and up my chest. The sensation of soft breasts and stiff nipples raked my flesh, causing a rash of goosebumps to flash into existence.

My cock twitched, pulsing with desire as Angie’s naked body slithered upward as if to face me. “Ang?”

“Leave it, baby,” a female voice said. “Let me take care of you.”

Her whispered voice was non-distinct, and I couldn’t determine if she was my wife, Gretta, or even one of Jim’s daughters. God help me if this was one of Jim’s daughters. But the thought of Jenna, Becca, or Lillie’s lips wrapped around my cock, turned my already hard cock into reinforced concrete.

Warm lips met mine, and I opened my mouth to find a tongue waiting for me. She tasted sweet and minty, and she ground her pelvis, where my cock was buried between her clamped down thighs. Her soaking wet labia glided up and down my shaft, leaving me unwilling to stop her. My stiff rod pulsed against her warm pussy, and I moved my hips, grinding against her, already on the verge of exploding.

It had been over five years since Angie blew me, and that was one time when she was drunk after a wedding. I could count on one hand the number of times she’d given me a blowjob since we moved out of our old house in Illinois. Was she that turned on by the good-looking boyfriends at the party? If I was the beneficiary of her souped-up libido, then the move back had already been worth it. I ran my hands down her silky-smooth back, making a move for her ripe, round ass.

Before I could reach the promised land, hands gripped my wrists, pulling them away and pinning them on the pillows. “No touching,” she said, again with the soft whisper. “No peeking. And absolutely no talking.”

Her whisper was so soft I could barely make out the words, let alone pin the voice to a specific person. Again, my thoughts shifted back to Jim’s girls. Was this mystery girl one of them? There was no way. This was Angie, and she wanted to play. I grinned and let her take control.

“Fine, but I’m coming in your mouth,” I said.

Angie would never let me come in her mouth. I’d tried one time when we first started dating and she spit it out.

Angie giggled and came in for one last tongue-fueled kiss before she broke it off and whispered in my ear. “I would be disappointed if you didn’t.”

If this was Angie, she had sexually reinvented herself during the last few hours. Whoever this was, she didn’t kiss like Angie, and she was way more into sex than Angie had ever been, at least with me. My thoughts once again drifted to Gretta and her girls. Whoever this was had called me baby, just like Gretta. But Gretta had a slight accent. This person didn’t. That left Jim’s girls as the only real options. If this woman was Jenna, Becca, or Lillie, there wasn’t a chance in hell I would end this little encounter. I could always feign ignorance.

The mystery girl slithered her way back down my body, dragging her tits over my chest and then sliding them between my cock. She paused with my shaft buried inside her supple cleavage and wrapped her big tits around my cock. Her soft flesh enveloped my oversized cock, and she slid them up and down, squeezing my shaft while she swirled her tongue around the tip of my cock.

Waves of pleasure pulsed through me. I groaned and ground my hips, pushing my cock deep inside her buttery smooth cleavage.

The sensation was nearly overwhelming. I pumped my cock faster, fucking her warm mounds of silky-smooth flesh. I wasn’t sure that Lillie or Becca had breasts large enough to manhandle my entire shaft. That left Becca as the prime suspect. Thoughts of titty fucking the reigning Miss Illinois generated a spike of pleasure that raced down my spine and curled my toes.

Was Becca really this bold? I wasn’t sure.

The minutes ticked past, and I ground my hips, fucking Becca’s breasts faster and faster. Becca added her own saliva as lubricant and the sensation was so close to fucking, I couldn’t tell the difference. I was moments away from blowing my load all over the voluptuous brunette’s incredible rack when she pulled back.

Becca unwrapped her tits from my shaft, leaving my cock rapidly pulsing on the edge of a violent orgasm. Wordlessly, she waited, caressing my thighs with her fingertips until my orgasm retreated.

“I want to taste that big, suckalicious cock again,” Becca said.

She spoke in a whisper so soft, she might have been talking to herself. “When you’re ready to come, just let it go, baby.” She sealed her lips around the tip of my cock and swirled her tongue over my glans.

Suckalicous? I’d never heard Angie use that phrase. Hell, I’d never heard anyone use that phrase. Angie or no Angie, I wasn’t about to stop the single best sexual experience of my life. If Becca Fields wanted me to come in her mouth, who was I to argue?

My heart raced so hard and fast, I worried I might stroke out. I grabbed fistfuls of sheets and held on as Becca went to work.

She used her tongue and mouth to form an oral pussy so warm and tight, my head swam. She bobbed up and down, slurping and sucking, cradling my balls in one hand while her fat tits bounced off my thighs.

I groaned with ecstasy, bucking my hips up and down, face fucking Becca. Occasionally, she came up for air, slurping up the saliva oozing down my shaft before she latched back on for more.

Becca knew what she was doing. Several times she brought me to the edge right before she pulled back, as if she wanted to suck my cock forever.

With a loud slurp, she came off my cock for the tenth time, stroking me with one hand while she kissed the tip of my pulsing rod.

I lay stiffly on the bed, heaving for breath as my cock twitched and bucked in her hand. A massive orgasm was just out of reach, and Becca was toying with me, fully in control.

Becca wrapped her lips around my rod and lowered herself, taking my cock deeper than she ever had. It wasn’t until my cock slid down the back of her throat that she stopped. With deep guttural sounds, she bobbed up and down, gobbling my cock while she played with my balls. If this wasn’t the killing blow, I didn’t know what was.

I pumped my hips, fucking her mouth and throat with hard, rapid thrusts. My cock pulsed with machine gun rapidity, and my orgasm swept over me in a nirvanic wave. With a grunt, I stiffened as a kernel of pure ecstasy expanded in the back of my brain like the big bang. My balls tightened, and I erupted with volcanic force. A thick rope of hot cum spurted from my cock and fired down the back of her throat.

Rapid fire, I shot load after load down the brunette beauty’s throat. Still gushing cum, Becca drew back slightly until my tip rested on the flat of her tongue. She milked my orgasm, moaning softly as she pumped pearly cum into her awaiting mouth.

My orgasm crested and receded until my balls finally stopped pumping after what felt like an eternity. It was easily the biggest load of my life, after what felt like an hour of non-stop sucking. With my load safely tucked away in Becca’s tummy, I relaxed onto the bed and tried to steady my rapid breathing.

Becca continued for another minute. She licked and sucking while my cock twitched in her mouth with the occasional aftershock. I was tempted to pull away my blindfold and sneak a peek. But I left it to the beauty queen goddess, to take the lead on the big reveal. After all, this was her show.

After she seemed satisfied, she kissed the tip of my cock, and without a word, she slipped away. The bed squeaked with her departure, followed by the light pattering of feet on the hardwood floor.

In the distance, a door creaked open then shut, leaving me either alone in bed or next to my very drunk and passed out wife. After a minute, I peeled off the blindfold and peeked out at my surroundings.

The bedside lamp was turned on, and the spot next to me was empty. The sheets and the bedspread on Angie’s side of the bed appeared undisturbed, as if she had never come to bed.

The sheets on my side of the bed were tossed back, pitched to the side, leaving my entire naked body exposed. A quick check of the beside clock revealed the time — 2:50 AM.

Where the hell was my wife? If that wasn’t Angie, was it really Becca? Right now, I was more concerned about where my wife had landed. Was she blowing up our marriage, having sex with another man before we had even moved into our new house?

I climbed out of bed and slipped on a pair of shorts. Quietly, I crept through the house and found Max sleeping alone in his bed exactly where he should be. I made my way through the cottage’s modest kitchen and stepped out onto the pool deck.

That’s when I spotted her. Angie was passed out on a sun chair poolside. My wife wasn’t a lush. In fact, she was a lightweight to where she had a brief history of passing out after too much alcohol.

Why had they left her out here alone? I crossed the deck and stopped beside her. She was lightly snoring, sound asleep and thankfully, fully clothed. “Come on, Ang. Let’s get you to bed.”

I scooped her up, and Angie didn’t resist. She mumbled something indistinguishable and rested her head on my arm before falling back asleep.

I carried her back to the bedroom with a jumble of thoughts running through my head. Was it really Becca who had blown me? Was I certain? Deciding it was Becca based solely on the size of her breasts seemed like a thin rationale. There was one question that kept coming back to me. If Angie hadn’t blown me, who had?
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The alarm on my phone jingled with a peppy wake-up tone. I blindly reached for it, fumbling with my phone before I made it stop.

After such a late night, it was way too early. Why had I agreed to workout at such an obscenely early hour? The answer to that question was simple. Jenna was a smoke show, and she asked me. She wasn’t an easy person to decline.

I breathed in deep, trying to shake off the sleep when I felt a warm presence beside me. More precisely, that presence was a naked body stretched out alongside me. Her sleepy breath tickled my shoulder, her bulging breasts mashed into my ribcage, and her pale arm rested comfortably atop my chest. Who exactly was she?

The obvious choice was Angie, but was it really so obvious? Someone other than my wife blew me last night. As far as I was concerned, all bets were off.

I blinked my eyes open and squinted against the sunlight filtering in through the closed blinds. Unlike last night, I wasn’t blindfolded. A quick glance to my right confirmed that my wife had, at some point, stripped down completely naked and wrapped herself around me like a piece of plastic wrap.

A moment of shock chased away the sleep. I let it sink in. Angie was naked. Angie never slept naked, not even when we were sexually active. I stole another glance to my right and found Angie’s head curled in the crook of my neck, where she peacefully slumbered.

Her soft, round breasts mashed up against my ribcage. One of her hot pink areolas was visible where it bulged over my side, showcasing her pert nipple. The covers were off us both and she had one leg slung over my mid-section, flattening my morning wood under her inner thigh. She stretched her arm across my chest and rested her palm flat atop my left pec.

Angie’s silky brown hair spread out across the pillows and white sheets behind her. Sheets that were now a tattered mess. Her plump, pink lips were parted slightly, and she breathed in and out with the steady rhythm of deep sleep.

How had she ended up naked? I’d partially undressed her, removing her shoes and pants. One thing was clear. At some point she woke and stripped the rest of the way down. Had she tried to have sex with me? If she did, I had no memory of the event. When I put her to bed, I was stone-cold sober. Regardless, my wife was a total knockout, and at that moment, I wanted her in the worst way.

My cock twitched under her silky-smooth thigh, and lewd thoughts of violating her warred inside me. I’d taken for granted her spectacular beauty, and I had a sudden, overpowering urge to flip her over, spread her legs, and penetrate her in one swift stroke.

But I didn’t do any of that. I had an appointment with Jenna. I needed to get up and get dressed. We were meeting at eight. That was only twenty minutes from now.

Then it hit me. Becca, or someone not named Angie, had truly given me a blowjob last night. It wasn’t a dream. I grinned, then extricated myself from Angie’s arms, retrieved my phone, and checked for messages.

There was a message from Jenna, confirming that we were still on for our morning workout. I had to hand it to the twenty-year-old beauty. She may have stayed up late, but she rallied anyway. I guess she didn’t earn that honed figure by taking days off.

I messaged her back, letting her know I would meet her by the pool, retrieved my workout clothes, then took care of my morning duties in the bathroom. When I came back into the room, Angie hadn’t moved. She sprawled out naked atop the sheets, sleeping like it was the first time she had slept in years.

I frowned as I surveyed the bed and replayed in my head the events from last night. I wasn’t a forensic investigator or anything remotely close, but could the mystery lady have left behind some piece of physical evidence? Maybe there was a hint of perfume or a lipstick smear?

Then what? Trace the evidence back to the perpetrator and point a guilty finger at her? Sure, I wanted to know who I should thank for the single greatest sexual experience of my life, but that wasn’t an accusation you just blurted out. Especially to a group of girls I’d known since they could walk.

With only five minutes until my meeting with Jenna, I scoured my side of the bed, searching the sheets, bedspread, and pillow for anything that might tip me off.

Near the foot of the bed, I froze, my gaze locked on a potential piece of incriminating evidence. It was a long strand of blonde hair. I picked it up and examined it, holding it up to the daylight like some sort of crazy CSI investigator. The only thing missing was a pair of tweezers and an evidence bag. I chuckled to myself, imagining submitting the hair to a lab for DNA test results. Actually, that wasn’t such a bad idea.

I threw out the hair-brained idea as quickly as it had come to me. Even with DNA evidence, the hair itself, wasn’t definitive proof of anything. One or more of the girls could have used this bed in the recent past. And it wasn’t long ago that Becca was a blonde before she returned to her natural brunette hair color. Still, the odds were good that my suspect was a blonde. That made Gretta, Jenna, and Lillie my prime suspects.

Could I safely exclude Gretta based on her accent? Maybe? But she could have hidden her native Norwegian accent by faking an American one. And with those big tits of hers, that moved her up to suspect number one.

Then again, was I putting too much weight on the breast size? It wasn’t like Jenna and Lillie had small boobs. Both were large C-cups, which made them easily big enough to manhandle my oversized cock.

I checked my phone. In two minutes, I was supposed to meet Jenna. I wouldn’t solve this mystery with a hair sample alone. I wasn’t bold enough to call anyone out over a single strand of hair. If was patient, maybe the mystery lady would reveal herself, or better yet, she might come back for seconds. If that happened, I wouldn’t let a blindfold stop me.
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When I stepped out onto the pool deck, I found Jenna waiting for me.

Jenna bounced up from where she sat at an outdoor table near the firepit. She smiled brightly at me, looking as juicy as a cherry lollipop. “Morning, sleepyhead.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Were you waiting long?”

Jenna shook her head. “I got back to the house a few minutes ago. But I’ve been up for a couple of hours.”

It took me a moment to process her words. Last night, she looked incredible, but this morning she had taken her look to a whole new level. She wore a pair of skin-tight aquamarine yoga shorts that hugged every inch of her incredible ass, ending just below the bottom of her bubble butt. A slight hint of her camel toe showed at the apex of the V-shape where her powerful thighs met her pussy.

She wore a white sports bra with a mound of bountiful cleavage pushing the boundaries of the stretchy material. Her breasts appeared much larger in the stark light of day than I’d give her credit for last night. She would have no problem swallowing my cock between those beautiful mounds of peak perfection.

A flawless expanse of Jenna’s golden toned tummy, iced with four-pack abs, showed between the top of her shorts and the bottom of her sports bra. Her hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, and she wore a pair of aquamarine tennis shoes that matched her shorts. Altogether, she was a dime, plus another quarter. Her look was simple, but she owned it. No wonder she had a gazillion followers on her social media platforms.

What caught me most off-guard was the way Jenna looked at me. Her eyes wandered over my arms and chest, then lower, lingering on the bulge in my shorts while she licked her lips.

The look was fleeting, but there was no doubt — she was checking me out. That hungry look in her eyes birthed a flood of butterflies in the pit of my stomach. I wasn’t used to women checking me out. The cybersecurity company I owned and ran worked entirely remotely. I spoke with people all over the world via video conference call which didn’t lead to a lot of opportunities to meet new people. We had a home gym back in California, which ruled out chance encounters with the opposite sex. Not that I was looking. Unlike Angie, I trained extensively at home, while she preferred working with a personal trainer in a boutique gym. All that to say, I was in great shape and looked younger than my age. But I wasn’t one for boasting.

“Something wrong?” I asked.

Jenna seemed to snap out of her trance and her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink while her eyes flashed with a hint of panic. “Nothing,” she said, practically spitting the word out. “I was just, umm… thinking about today’s workout. It’s a lower body day for me. How about you?”

So long as I worked out with Jenna, I didn’t care. “With all the packing and traveling, my schedule is a little off. Lower body sounds great.”

“Awesome. The gym is this way.”

Jenna led me through the house, and I locked my gaze on her compact rear end squeezed inside equally tight shorts. She had the sort of ass that didn’t exist outside comic books or hentai. I practically drooled as she led me down a long hallway that ended with a closed door.

Jenna stopped outside the door and gazed back at me, completely busting me, checking her out. She smiled, clearly amused, as if she knew I would be looking. “We have the entire place to ourselves. Lillie and Becca use the gym later in the day. Mom uses it in the morning, but I doubt we’ll see her this early. Not after last night.”

“Speaking of last night, I’m surprised you’re looking so bright eyed this morning.”

Jenna shrugged. “I didn’t drink that much. I was mainly dancing and having fun.”

She opened the door and led me downstairs. The gym was massive, with cardio and weight machines, free weights, yoga mats, mirrors, medicine balls, and a dozen other amenities.

As if reading the look in my eye, Jenna smiled. “You can see why I rarely leave home.” She pointed toward a door in the back. “We even have a sauna. If you want, we could check it out after our workout. Sweating out last night’s booze would totally help.”

I swallowed a rising lump in my throat, and another wave of butterflies took flight. Was Jenna the mystery girl? Would she reveal herself in the sauna and take things further? Would I knowingly cheat on Angie? I didn’t think I had the willpower to resist Jenna coming on to me. She was just too hot. “I’d like that.”

A look of relief washed over Jenna’s face, and her entire body seemed to relax. “Awesome. I can’t wait to show it to you.”

We spent the next hour working out, combining weights with high-intensity interval training. Any thought of Jenna using the workout as an excuse to flirt faded after the first ten minutes. It was just what I needed after a night of drinking and debauchery.

Unlike my sweat-soaked shirt, Jenna sported a healthy glow. A light sheen of perspiration covered her chest and forehead, but other than that, she looked and smelled as fresh as the moment we arrived.

“You’re a real slave driver,” I said. “That was the best workout I’ve had in… forever.”

Jenna beamed, her eyes twinkling. “Thanks. I’ve picked up a few personal training clients. But none of them look like you.”

Her cheeks flushed again, and she averted her gaze.

“Thanks. You still up for that sauna?”

“Absolutely. Come on.” Jenna picked up my hand and led me across the gym until we reached the door.

Not missing out on an opportunity to gaze at her spectacular ass, I checked her out, blindly letting her lead me.

Jenna glanced back at me with an approving smile, as if to confirm her suspicion. If anything, my lecherous gaze seemed to make her happy.

She pushed the door open. “There are two changing rooms. Towels are just inside. I’ll meet you in the sauna.”

Jenna disappeared into one of the changing rooms as I gazed after her in disbelief. Was she stripping down to nothing but a towel? My head swam with dizzy lust, and I nearly lost my balance. What if Jimmy came down here and busted me in the sauna with his daughter? Or even worse, Angie? I sighed as I mulled over the odds, then decided. “YOLO,” I said, muttering to myself, then went into the bathroom.

I emerged a few minutes later wearing a smile and the thin towel wrapped around my waist. When I opened the door to the sauna, Jenna was already waiting for me.

Jenna’s cleavage bulged from a white cotton towel wrapped snuggly around her body. The towel barely covered her ass, revealing her long, golden, and very smooth legs in all their glory. Her hair was piled atop her head as if to keep it off her neck.

Jenna perked up when I walked in and blatantly eye-fucked me as I shut the door behind me. “I was worried you might have backed out.”

My stomach swooped then soared with her eyes so blatantly on me. Was this the moment where she would reveal herself as the Blowjob Queen? If she was, her timing was perfect. Maybe she just needed a little push of encouragement.

I sat down across from her on a cedar bench, so close together our knees almost touched. “Sorry. I wasn’t sure if stripping down to nothing but a towel would radiate creepy old guy vibes.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “You’re hardly a creepy old guy. You barely look thirty, and you are the opposite of creepy.”

I leaned back against the cedar planks behind me, making myself comfortable. “My ego thanks you for the lie.”

“You want to hook me up to a lie detector? Go ahead. You could be in GQ.”

I chuckled. “Now you’re just being ridiculous.”

Jenna raised an eyebrow and smirked. “Trust me. My boyfriend got super jealous of you last night.”

“Shit. I’m sorry. Did I do something wrong?”

Jenna chuckled. “No. He’s always threatened by guys talking to me at the gym where he trains. And those guys aren’t even half as hot as you. I thought his head was going to pop when he got a look at you.”

Had that led Jenna to my room in the middle of the night? “What happened, if you don’t mind me asking?”

She rolled her eyes. “He got all threatened when I asked you to workout with me. He’s super insecure like that.”

I didn’t have the heart to mention that her boyfriend had a point. She was, after all, sitting naked with me in a sauna wearing nothing but a towel. “His name is Lex. Right?”

Jenna laughed. “His name is Alex. He changed his name to Lex last year when he started modeling. I still call him Alex, and it drives him nuts.”

“I think he mentioned something about modeling.”

I’d been so tuned into the girls and Gretta that I’d let most of what Lex said slide off my back.

“Last night we got into a huge fight,” Jenna said.

My ears perked up, and I leaned forward. Now we were getting somewhere. I let the scenario play out in my head. Jenna and Lex got into a fight, Lex fled the house in a jealous rage and Jenna consoles herself by giving me an anonymous blowjob. The rationalization nearly made me laugh out loud. “What happened?”

Jenna shifted in her seat and winced as if in pain.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“It’s my thigh.” Jenna rubbed her inner thigh. “I pulled something last week, and it’s really bothering me.”

She could have fooled me with the way she worked out. Maybe this was part of her master plan? I gazed at the creamy flesh of Jenna’s inner thigh. “You should see a massage therapist.”

“Lillie is training to be a massage therapist. She tried to help, but her hands weren’t strong enough.”

I’d forgotten Lillie mentioned her massage therapy classes. I hesitated a moment before asking the obvious. A man and a woman alone in a sauna? One of them asks for an innocent massage and the next thing you know, they’re fucking. We were a living porn scene. As if reading from a script, I asked her, “Would you like me to try?”

Her expression brightened, and she stretched out her long leg, flexing it slightly as she pointed her toes. “You wouldn’t mind?”

My inevitable hard-on might push my towel off, but there wasn’t much I could do about that. “Of course not.”

Jenna smiled. “Come over here and I’ll stretch out my legs across your lap.”

Even the thought of touching Jenna’s body with nothing but a flimsy towel providing cover made my head spin. My cock reacted, shifting imperceptibly under my towel as it began its inevitable march north.

“Sure,” I said.

As I stood, I held onto my towel, then took a seat beside Jenna. She happily stretched her long legs over my lap and leaned back against the cedar wall.

“I don’t think Lex would approve,” I said before giving her a smile.

Jenna giggled and wriggled slightly in her seat, causing her towel to slip a fraction lower. Her cleavage responded by bulging outward, testing the limits of whatever trick Jenna used to hold the damn thing up. “You’re probably right.”

She easily had a D-cup. What was I thinking? Was I wrong about Lillie too? They were practically twins, after all.

My hands were shaking as I rested my palm on Jenna’s leg, glistening with a light sheen of steam and perspiration. I touched down, contacting her supple flesh like Neil Armstrong and his giant leap for mankind.

Jenna smiled at me, her face now glowing with perspiration. Errant strands of her blonde hair floated away from her ponytail holder, and her sky-blue eyes took on a hazy, lust-filled look.

“Your hands feel nice,” she said, as her entire body seemed to relax.

With immense trepidation, I used my thumb and palm to massage a spot on her right inner thigh, just above her knee.

Jenna let out a breath and leaned her head back against the wall. “Pardon my French, but that feels fucking amazing.”

I chuckled as my cock, surged, turning hard in an instant. The embarrassing bulge pushed against my towel. I shifted awkwardly, trying to slide it between my legs. I continued massaging, careful not to move even a millimeter higher up her leg.

Jenna gazed at me, her eyes hazy. The towel had slipped further, loosening to where the upper half of her breasts were completely exposed. “So last night, Lex tells me he doesn’t want me to sleep at home while you’re here.”

“The source of the fight?”

Jenna nodded. “Actually, can you go a little higher? My entire inner thigh is sore.”

Carefully, I adjusted my entry point, moving to a spot halfway up her thigh, nearing the edge of her towel and no-man’s-land. “Here?”

“Perfect,” she said.

She sighed contentedly. “Anyway, Lex and I go back and forth for thirty minutes with him insisting that I’m flirting with you and making a fool of myself and him.”

Jenna flirted with me last night, just like she was now. I was certain we were moments away from the big reveal. Jenna was my BJ queen. I continued massaging her inner thigh as her towel continued its slow descent, revealing Jenna’s twin mounds inch by inch. My gaze drifted between her spread open legs and her increasingly exposed chest. The chest came out the winner as her pussy was still hidden from view. “How did things end up?”

Jenna’s lips parted as her breaths came faster, and her eyes washed over with desire. “Can we do this every time we work out together? Like tomorrow and every day after? Maybe next time you can rub my feet and I’ll do your shoulders.”

My cock now stood tower tall, clearly bulging out from my towel, and there was nothing I could do about it. Surely, she understood? Her towel had all but fallen off her tits, hanging on by the barest of threads. Still, the towel covered her nipples, areolas included. “I’ll take you up on that offer. Don’t leave me hanging. How did things end up last night with Alex?”

She leveled me with her blue eyes and licked her lips. “Why do we need to talk about Alex? I like you way better. By the way, can you move a little higher?”

“JJ, if I move any higher, I’ll earn that creepy old guy title fair and square.”

Jenna gazed blatantly at my stiff cock, and she licked her lips, smiling seductively. “Just a wee bit higher? Pretty please? I promise you’ll get the best shoulder rub ever the next time we work out.”

“If Angie or your dad walk in here, I’m a dead man,” I said.

“They won’t,” she said and grinned at me. “Besides, what happens in the sauna, stays in the sauna.”

I sighed and moved my hand higher until my thumb came so close to her pussy, I felt the heat radiating off it like a blast furnace. She had to be as wet as I was hard. “Fine. But tell me what happened with Alex.”

As I started massing her inner thigh, Jenna moaned slightly. “Can I convince you to go a little higher?”

“Jenna, seriously? Are you even injured?”

“Yes, I’m injured, but I’m also so fucking aroused right now. You can play with my kitty. I don’t mind.”

That’s when her towel slipped off completely, and her bare breasts came into view. They were full, round, and naturally perfect. She had pink upturned areolas, slightly puffy, with engorged nipples stiff enough to suck.

Jenna giggled. She didn’t cover herself and let the towel fall to her waist. “Oops.”

I openly gawked at Jenna’s tits, my cock throbbing as I paused, seriously considering pulling her into my lap and sliding deep inside her. “You better put those away.” My words came out husky and labored as I studied every round curve of the best pair of tits I had ever laid eyes on. They were easily big enough to gobble up my cock.

She shrugged. “You would see them soon enough, anyway. I can cut the sexual tension between us with a knife. Now that we’ve broken the ice, we can just come in here naked next time.” Her eyes lingered on my stiff cock. “I showed you mine. How about you show me yours?”

My mind raced. Was this really happening? I was right earlier. I couldn’t resist her. “Where were you last night?”

She glared at me. “What is it with you and my stupid fucking boyfriend? I don’t even like him that much.”

“I need to know,” I said.

“If you must know, just to shut him the fuck up, I went back to his place where I slept in the guest room. Happy?”

I gazed at her in disbelief. Jenna wasn’t my BJ Queen? She had no reason to hide it. Not now. “If it wasn’t you….”

“If who wasn’t me?” She picked up her foot and gripped the tip of my cock between her toes. She gave it a gentle squeeze. “You are packing some serious heat. Now, give your sugar baby a little peek.”

A sharp knock came on the door. “Jenna, are you in there?”

Jenna’s eyes widened as she turned toward the door and pulled up her towel all in one frantic motion. “Shit. It’s my mom.”
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Thankfully, my body reacted as it should when exposed to a healthy dose of fear. My brain triggered emergency deflation mode and my cock reacted, hitting the brakes on my erection. By the time we opened the sauna door, I was half hard and shrinking fast.

It wasn’t like Gretta didn’t know what was going on. She just didn’t seem to care. Between Gretta’s knowing smirk and her fixation on my cock, the situation quickly deescalated. I knew her well enough that the dick jokes would start after the requisite one-hour grace period had passed.

Still, I was happy it was Gretta rather than Jim or Angie. Jenna seemed to have read Gretta the same way. After her initial jolt of fear, Jenna came off subdued in front of her mom. She only shrugged and asked Gretta what was so important she had to interrupt her sauna.

When I arrived back at our bedroom, the bed was already made, and Angie was nowhere to be found. My wife wasn’t a morning person, especially so after a bender, and she certainly wasn’t the type who made the bed.

I frowned and checked the bathroom. Her wet towel was evidence that she had showered, which meant she was where exactly? Was she with Max? Had I forgotten some commitment we made? An appointment maybe? Then it hit me. We were walking through our new house this morning at 10:30.

I checked the clock. It was 9:45. Fuck. Without wasting another second, I jumped into the shower, quickly bathed, and hopped out. Fifteen minutes later, I was ready to go, even with my wet hair.

When I arrived in the kitchen, I froze at the sight in front of me.

Angie stood near the kitchen island, pulling muffins from the oven, smiling, and laughing with Jenna, Lillie, and Max. Her hair and makeup were done like we were going out on a date and any sign of a hangover was nonexistent. She wore an open, airy white summer dress, that she absolutely owned. A dress that showed miles of her gorgeous legs and a hint of cleavage up top.

As I walked in, Angie looked up at me and smiled with a radiance I hadn’t seen in years. “Baby, you’re just in time. Would you like a taste of my muffin?”

“Eww… mom, that’s gross,” Max said.

Jenna and Lillie snorted with laughter, and I rolled my eyes. “I thought you’d never ask.”

My voice oozed sarcasm, but with the light and friendly mood, I was floating on air. Angie hadn’t called me baby since our first year of marriage, and she rarely made me breakfast. By the smell of things, she had whipped up my favorite muffins, banana nut, which Max hated, but I adored. Since Max wouldn’t touch them, Angie normally made pancakes for breakfast, which I refused to eat.

What was going on with her? First, she slept naked with me and now she was making me breakfast? Not to mention she looked smoking hot. In fact, she looked finer than I’d ever seen her, and that included the days when I first met her after college.

That’s when the guilt kicked in. Here I was getting midnight blowjobs and romping through saunas with young, hot, and very naked girls while Angie worked on our marriage. I had to do better. I would come clean and beg her forgiveness. It was our only path forward. Besides, I was mostly innocent… sort of.

I sat in a high-backed chair at the kitchen island across from Max, Lillie, and Jenna. Just as I sat, Jenna popped up.

“Gotta go,” Jenna said. “Thanks for the workout, Uncle Steve. Same time tomorrow?”

Lille glared at her sister. “Why do you get to hog all his time? Maybe I’ll get up early and work out with him instead.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “Whatever. I’ll see you all this evening.”

With a smile and a wave, Jenna bounced out of the kitchen as if she hadn’t a care in the world.

Lille turned back to face me, all smiles. She wore a long, gray, one-piece night shirt unbuttoned enough to leave a sizeable gap around her chest. It wouldn’t take much to get an eyeful of her perfect breasts. If she bent over at all, I’d have a hard time turning away. With her hard nipples rubbing against the fabric, it was clear she hadn’t prioritized wearing a bra, even with Max and me in the house.

I returned her smile and tried to read her body language. Was Lillie my mystery woman? At nineteen, she was the youngest of the Fields’ women, but had been the most aggressive during our welcome home party. Right now, other than the lack of a bra, she seemed the picture of hometown innocence. How could she pull off a middle of the night blowjob one minute and act completely normal the next? Why wouldn’t she just come out and admit it?

“I’m taking Max to lunch and a movie,” Lillie said. “You guys want to join?”

It took me a moment to snap out of my lecherous gaze and realize that Lillie was talking to us.

Max gazed at me, eyes pleading for us not to join them.

Before Angie could answer, I jumped in. “Actually, Angie and I are walking through the house to see how renovations are coming along. You guys go on without us.”

Max perked up, a smile spreading across his face. Lillie frowned at me, pouting with her lower lip puffed out. “Are you sure? I’ll share my popcorn with you.”

Her words dripped with sexual innuendo, and I caught Angie smiling at me out of the corner of her eye.

“I think Uncle Steve might be too full of muffin to eat your popcorn,” Angie said.

She grinned and took a big bite out of the warm banana nut muffin she held in her hand.

Max snorted, and Lillie gave Angie an evil grin.

I stared at my wife, awestruck. Who in the hell was this saucy minx? Angie was the prototypical suburban house mom. While not exactly prim and proper, she was more PTA than PDA. This fun, playful side of Angie was one I could get used to.

Without verbally responding, I picked up a muffin, gazed at Lillie and bit it in half in a single bite, stuffing my mouth full. “Her muffin tastes amazing,” I said with my mouth full.

Angie laughed, leaned over, and kissed me high on the temple while Lillie folded her arms over her chest, turning her evil eye on me.

“Fine,” Lillie said. “But don’t come crying to me when you have a hankering for a mouthful of buttery popcorn.”

Her sexual innuendo hadn’t missed Angie, who grinned at Lillie sheepishly, but without a hint of jealousy or concern.

“Oh, I’m sure Steve knows exactly where to find the buttered popcorn,” Angie said.

“You guys need to stop,” Max said. “No one is eating Lillie’s popcorn.”

Lillie turned to Max and frowned. “Okay. I actually want to share a tub of popcorn with you at the theater. I’m just saying.”

I wasn’t complaining. Throughout breakfast, I nibbled my muffin and a bowl of fruit. I stole glances at Lillie’s jiggling braless breasts, wondering if my cock was in between them last night. She caught on quickly that I was checking her out.

Lillie smiled at me every time I looked, as if to make sure I knew she knew I was checking her out. At one point, she sat up and brazenly stretched her entire body across the kitchen island to grab a muffin. Her top fell open right in front of my face, giving me a brief but very full view down the front of her nightshirt. There they were in all their glory, Lillie’s big, bare, and very exposed breasts.

The image flashed past in only a moment, but it was a moment I locked inside my spank bank for later perusal. They were big, round and every bit as full and ripe as Jenna’s. Maybe even more so. Like her sister, Lillie’s breasts had pink areolas slightly raised and pert nipples, thick and stiff enough to make a noticeable dent in her top.

One thing was certain, her breasts looked far bigger today than they had yesterday by the pool, placing her into the prime suspect category. The blonde hair I found on the bedspread was a match and so were the breasts. Still, my money was on Gretta. The way Gretta looked at me while she made drinks for us at the bar put me on notice. This was an extraordinary summer.

I finished breakfast with a raging hard-on, and Lillie only made it worse when she finished eating. She made a point of coming around to give me a goodbye hug from behind. She kissed me on the cheek and wrapped her arms around my chest, pressing her braless breasts against my back. A hint of sweet coconut from her hair floated over me and left my head dizzy with lust and a cock so achingly hard it hurt.

“Have fun without me today, but not too much,” Lillie said, with her arms still wrapped around me and her chin resting on my shoulder.

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Angie said. “You can have all the fun you want with your Uncle Steve after we get back.”

My stomach flashed with a flurry of butterflies. What the hell was Angie insinuating? Was she openly encouraging Lillie to hit on me? I mumbled an awkward goodbye and patted her arm, all the while dreaming of dragging her to her bedroom and having my way with her.

We finished breakfast, with my head still spinning and a wet spot in my briefs. Lille and Max went to their respective rooms to change for their day out. Angie and I cleaned up and left, choosing to use the trail behind the house to get to our new place.

The path meandered through the woods and around the shore of the lake until we came to a footbridge. After crossing the bridge, we followed the path for another two minutes as it wound through the woods and ended in our new backyard. It was as if fate had built a trail linking our two houses together. A trail I affectionally called the booty call trail.

Our hose wasn’t as massive as Gretta’s and Jim’s. But we had a swimming pool, hot tub and a cozy outdoor seating area that included an outdoor TV and a stone hearth. There were only three of us and the place far exceeded the square footage we needed. Our top priority when buying the place was its proximity to Fields place. It was when we last lived near them that our marriage thrived.

During our walk through our new house, Angie held my hand, lacing her fingers in mine. We discussed all the changes and how she planned to furnish the place. The inside of the house was flush with tools, sawdust, and half-finished projects, but Angie had the vision to see past all that. My mind kept coming back to the timeline. The work the contractors had done so far was solid, but I doubted they would finish in the promised two weeks. How much longer would we live with Jim and Gretta, and could our marriage survive it?

Angie and I ended up in our new bedroom, where the bathroom was nearly complete. The rest of the bedroom was in great shape and we both agreed that the big bay windows overlooking the woods and the lake beyond were our favorite feature.

Throughout it all, Angie held my hand, hugged me, and she even kissed me twice on the lips, once in our new kitchen and again in our nearly finished bathroom. Angie wasn’t an overly affectionate person. Or at least she hadn’t been for the past fifteen years of our marriage.

In the space of a single day, she had undergone a dizzying personality transformation. What the hell was happening with her? As much as I loved this new side of her, putting off the inevitable truth wasn’t a good idea. I needed to come clean about last night’s hookup. She was in a good mood, and we were alone.

My stomach fluttered with nervous butterflies as I tried to figure out the best way to start the conversation. I sat down on an oak bench built into the bay window and faced Angie, where she gazed out the windows of a set of double doors that led out onto a deck overlooking the pool.

“Ang, can we talk?”

Angie turned around to face me, her expression unexpectedly serene. It was as if she had expected me to say something all along. She smiled coyly. “I wondered when you’d bring this up.”

Did she already know about the blowjob? My mind raced as a sense of panic escalated inside me. Outwardly, I forced a calm, puzzled expression. “Bring what up?”

“About what happened last night,” she said.

My stomach dropped, and the walls closed in on me. She knew? Wait… that made no sense. If Angie knew someone had sneaked into our room and given me a blowjob, why did she act like we were newlyweds? I needed to play this out. It wasn’t quite time to throw myself under the bus.

I raised an eyebrow. “The party?”

Angie crossed the room and stopped before me where I sat in the window seat facing her. She picked up my hands in hers and played with my fingers, causing my cock to stir to life. “The party, yes. But mostly about the flirting.”

She never took her eyes off me. Eyes that were ablaze with desire. Rather than look angry, she looked like she wanted to rip off my clothes and fuck me silly.

I swallowed a rising lump in my throat. “It was that obvious, huh?”

Angie smiled and nodded. “I wasn’t sure what surprised me more. That they all flirted so heavily with you, Gretta included, or that it turned me on so much.”

I stared at her in shock. “I… uhh… what?”

Angie giggled and surprised me again when she climbed onto my lap, straddling me. She draped her arms over my shoulders and studied my face as if seeing me for the first time. “There’s something primal about watching another woman want your man. But when it’s four women who could have any man they wanted…. Let’s just say if it wasn’t for the damn champagne, I would have had my way with you last night. I had to change my panties twice because I’d soaked through them.”

What the hell? Was she for real, or was she testing me? I wrapped my arms around her slender waist, and my cock hardened beneath her ripe, round MILF ass. “You aren’t mad?”

Angie ran her fingers through my hair and studied my face. “I’ve never wanted you more.”

I dared to place my hands on Angie’s ass, cradling it in my palms as she slowly ground her hips against me. My cock thickened, turning stone-solid hard as Angie’s eyes glossed over with primal lust.

Angie leaned in and brushed her lips against mine. “Baby, fuck me.”

“Ang, there’s something I really need to tell you,” I said.

Angie leaned in close and kissed her way up my neck. Sharp shivers raced up and down my spine, then she whispered in my ear. “I’m not wearing any panties.”

My head flashed, and my cock pulsed, straining the muggy confines of my shorts. I found Angie’s waiting ear with my mouth and nibbled on her lobe, inducing moans from my turned-on wife.

Angie ground her hips, churning in my lap, grinding with the ferocity of a hormone-infused teenager. “Baby, you’re so hard.”

Her warm breath tickled my ear inducing waves of lust that flashed down my body in waves. I deftly removed the thin spaghetti straps holding up her white sundress and let the dress slip. It fell away, then caught on Angie’s soft, round breasts.

My cock throbbed, pulsing with a furious desire to find a speedy exit from my pants. I cupped one of Angie’s heavy breasts in my hand, palming it through her thin cotton dress. Her nipple rose and stiffened against my hand. Like her panties, it seemed Angie had ditched the bra.

Angie moaned, grinding against me as she slipped her tongue inside my ear and ran her fingers through my thick brown hair. “Baby, I need you so bad.”

I tugged at her dress. There was a fleeting feeling of resistance before it gave way and the dress fell, coiling around her hips, leaving her upper body completely exposed. Her big MILF tits jiggled into view as perfect as ever.

Angie brought her face around to meet mine and our mouths met, hot and hungry. As I filled my hand with Angie’s big, juicy breast, our tongues swam together, and we opened our mouths wide. We couldn’t get enough of each other. Our lust was like a damn breaking, collapsing as a raging river of lust washed away the walls we had built.

I cupped her bare breast, squeezing it as I savored its weight and softness. Her thick nipple slid between my open fingers as her warm breath curled over my upper lip.

Angie’s moans filled the silence, and she reached for the bulge in my pants before squeezing my throbbing shaft between her fingers.

When we came up for air, Angie’s eyes were blazing like a sexual inferno. She looked at me, chest heaving and cheeks red. “Baby, take off your pants. I need you inside me.”

Angie slipped off my lap just long enough for me to yank off my shorts, taking my briefs with them. My fat cock popped free, hard as an oak and just as imposing. It pulsed under the morning sunshine like a wild stallion who had finally broken free of his corral.

Angie gazed at my cock and licked her lips. Her dress crowded around her waist, propped up by her shapely hips. But it was her incredible chest that stole the show. She had the chest of a woman half her age, with dark pink areolas and thick, stiff nipples.

Angie came forward and straddled me, placing her knees on the oak bench on either side of my hips. She grabbed my cock and guided it into place, before she lowered herself, taking me inside her for the first time in over a year.

I groaned as a massive surge of pleasure overwhelmed me. She was tight — much tighter than I remembered. I slipped my hands under her dress and grabbed hold of her big ass in both hands, squeezing her flesh as she rode me, heaving for breath.

“Fuuucck,” Angie said, hissing into my ear. She moved her hips and body like a belly dancer as she ground her hips, working my manhood deeper inside her. “I forgot how big you are.”

“I forgot how tight you are,” I said.

I scooped up one of her fat breasts in my palm and squeezed as I gazed down and watched my cock slide in and out of my hot wife. Her pussy was shaved clean, without a hint of stubble.

Her wall muscles pulsed around my shaft, squeezing, and flexing as she inched me deeper with every down thrust.

My shaft glistened with her wetness, and the sound of our sex mixed with our chorus of moans.

“Baby, you feel amazing inside me,” Angie said, her voice breathy with lust.

I held onto her ass with one hand and her tit with the other, pushing my hips up and thrusting until I finally bottomed out.

Angie sat atop me, motionless, her chest heaving and her pussy pulsing. She pressed her forehead against mine and gazed into my eyes as she panted for breath. “I will milk you dry every day.”

I lost myself in her bright green eyes and savored the lost sensation of being inside her. She squeezed and flexed her pussy, toying with my cock as she kissed me tenderly and started rocking in my lap.

Angie moved her hips forward and backward, grinding me slow and deep as she found my mouth with hers. We kissed as we fucked, our tongues freely exploring as Angie moaned into my mouth.

When we came up for air, Angie held my gaze with an intensity of emotion that shook me to my core. It was as if I could see the bond between us strengthen after years of neglect.

I released my death grip on her breast and held onto her ass with both hands, riding her hips as she fucked me like she owned me. Our eyes never wavered, and the intensity with which Angie looked at me left me reeling. If this was how she acted when the girls flirted with me, how would she react if I fucked them? Would she want to join in?

The thought left me so excited I nearly came. I groaned with pleasure, spearing her buttery depths with my engorged cock. My manhood pulsed, rapid fire, and I mentally held on as visions of Jenna’s and Lillie’s bare breasts competed for the real-life thrill ride I was already on. If I wasn’t careful, I would come too quickly, and that would ruin everything.

I chased away the fantasies and gave my full attention to my wife. “You enjoyed watching me flirt with Lillie?”

Angie bit her lower and moaned, nodding. She moved from a front and back motion to an up and down one, bouncing on my lap as her tits swayed in circles.

I thrust deep inside Angie, squeezing her ass as I plunged into her smooth depths. “You saw her flash me her breasts this morning at breakfast, didn’t you?”

Angie nodded. Her eyes were so hazy with lust it was as if she lost focus. “Will you fuck her?”

“Do you want me to fuck her?”

Angie fucked me harder and faster, bouncing on my lap with wild abandon. “Yessss.”

She screamed out the word, clinging onto my neck as she bounced, and her tits slapped together. My cock pulsed hard and fast. I was nearing the point of no return.

“Do you want to watch?” I asked.

Breathlessly, she rode me, trying to answer as my cock sizzled inside her, plunging in and out as her cheeks turned a bright shade of red. Her words came out as gibberish, but she said something about fucking her with me.

I let go of Angie’s ass and grabbed hold of her bouncing tits, filling my hands as I watched her move atop me. I had reached my breaking point. “Baby, I’m going to come.”

“Come inside me,” she said.

She moaned, and her eyes rolled back into her head. Her body went rigid, and she fell forward, burying her face in my neck as her pussy spasmed, clamping down on my stiff cock.

With a grunt, I came as hard as I had last night. I felt her ass on my thighs and her stiff nipples raking my chest. Jet after jet of hot, sticky cum raced from my balls and filled my wife’s awaiting womb. Any thoughts of pregnancy and birth control flew out the window. I needed to fill her with my seed. Nothing else mattered.

I buried my face in Angie’s hair, inhaling the scent of wildflowers, and grunted as I spurted inside her. It was until my orgasm crested, then receded, that Angie went limp in my arms.

For minutes, we didn’t move. We kissed and let our hands roam free without talking. My cock remained hard as nails buried deep inside of Angie. She seemed content to have me stay there.

Finally, I brought Angie’s face around until our eyes met. “Ang, what was that about?”

Angie gazed at me, biting her lower lip, her eyes registering uncertainty. She didn’t speak as if she weren’t sure what to say.

I still needed to tell her about last night, but I had never seen her so turned on and the curiosity was killing me. “Was that stuff about Lillie and the girls real? Or were you just roleplaying?”

She sighed and searched my face, pushing away an errant lock of hair from my face as if weighing her words. “Before I answer, what did you want to tell me?”

She gazed at me expectantly, and I let out a held breath. “Okay, but maybe I should put my pants back on for this conversation.”

Angie giggled and slid off my lap, leaving behind a sticky trail of cum oozing from her pussy. “God. That was a huge load.”

I stood and retrieved my briefs. “Is it safe that I finished inside you?”

Angie shrugged. “I’m not on birth control, and I’m still very fertile. Would you be upset if I got pregnant?”

“Not at all,” I said. “It’s just… maybe we should discuss it first?”

Angie pulled up her dress, tucking away her breasts as she placed the straps back in place over her shoulders. “It seems we have a lot to discuss.”

I put on my shorts and sat back down on the bench, patting the seat beside me. “Come here and I’ll tell you everything.”

Angie sat down beside me and picked up my hand, holding it in hers before I launched into a replay from last night. Never in the telling had Angie wavered. She held onto my hand and listened patiently, asking an occasional question without anger or resentment.

“That’s when I found you by the pool and carried you to bed,” I said.

Angie sat quietly for a minute, as if taking it all in before she met my gaze. “Thanks for telling me. If you’re worried, I’m angry, don’t be. This doesn’t change a thing. In fact, it makes me want you more than ever.”

I stared at her in astonishment. “You’re telling me you’re not even a little mad?”

Angie smiled, leaned in, and kissed me on the lips. “How could I be upset when I haven’t exactly been honest with you?”

My stomach sank. “I had a feeling something was off in our relationship. Who is he? Is it over?”

“Over? Yes. The who part is a little more complicated.”

I tried to remain calm and collected, but it was hard. “Okay. I’m all ears.”

“To get this right, I need to use the way back machine. Will you indulge me?”

“Let’s hear it all. It’s better if everything is out in the open.”

Angie brushed the back of my hand with her thumb and edged closer, as if worried I might flee. “Do you remember when we met?”

“Of course,” I said. “How could I forget meeting you in the mosh pit of a Pearl Jam show?”

Angie laughed. “Do you remember my friend who was with me?”

I frowned, trying to recall the memory. “You were with your roommate, right?”

She nodded with some hesitation. “My roommate, yes. Where is this going?”

Angie sighed. “You remember after the show? You got my number and then called me on your way home and asked me out?”

I laughed. “How could I forget?”

She gazed at me for a long time before speaking. “You were the first man I ever went out with.”

I frowned. “Ang, you were twenty-three when we met. You never went out on a date? And what does this have to do you with you fooling around?”

Angie shook her head. “I said you were the first man I ever went out with. The night we met… I was on a date.”

I blinked, letting her words sink home. She was a lesbian all this time? But I’d seen the looks she gave other men. Looks, I assumed, meant she was interested. “You mentioned fooling around once with your college friend, but this is… unexpected.”

Angie laughed. “She was my roommate and my fuck buddy. We weren’t really serious, but after you and I started seeing each other, she got very jealous. So yeah.” She turned to face me and took both my hands in hers. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about my past. I guess was afraid of what you’d think of me. In the end, I rationalized that was my past, and you were my future. There was no need to discuss it.”

“It’s kind of a huge deal,” I said.

Angie nodded and looked me in the eye for a long time before she spoke. “Steve, I should have told you, and I hope you’ll forgive me.”

“You’ve fooled around with other women behind my back? Is that what you’re telling me?”

“Twice,” Angie said. “The first time was before we were even married. We had just started dating and an old crush threw herself at me.”

“And the second time?”

Angie winced. “You know Emma Knox?”

“Holy shit. As in the wife of Ray Knox? The banker?”

“We did Pilates together like twice a week. One night after class, we had some wine and the next thing you know, we were tangled up in Emma’s sheets.”

“Jesus, Ang. I’m not sure what to do with that information. Should we get counseling? It can’t be healthy repressing an entire side of your sexuality for one guy.”

“First, you aren’t one guy. You are my husband who I love deeply. But as far as sexual repression goes, yeah, you’re right. It’s not healthy. But that segues us back to the present.”

I frowned. “How so?”

She grinned with a wicked gleam in her eye. “Gretta and her daughters are beautiful, don’t you think?”

“Yes. And?”

“How would you feel about inviting them into our bedroom?”
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We had no sooner arrived back at the Fields when we spotted Gretta sunbathing by the pool. She was alone, stretched out on a lounger, wearing a pair of dark sunglasses and ear buds, tapping her fingers on the side of the chair. She wore her hair back in a ponytail and her skin glistened under the hot midday sun. The bikini was the real showstopper. Rather, it was Gretta wearing the bikini. It was bone white, perfectly contrasting with the blonde goddess’s bronzed complexion.

I gawked at her, trying to scrape my jaw off the ground, when Angie’s voice broke my trance.

“I always knew you liked Gretta in white. Now I see why.”

My insides dropped into my shoes, and I whirled on my wife. “What’s that supposed to mean?” The words came out with an edge, but she had hit really close to home. Too close for it to be a coincidence.

Angie rolled her eyes. “You don’t think Gretta told me about her wedding night?”

I stared at her in disbelief. “That’s… uhhh… when the hell did she tell you?”

“Years ago. It was one night after we drank way too much wine. You and Jimmy were off on a golf trip or something.” She shrugged. “I think it’s hot.”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat. “Wow. I thought she would take that one to her grave. Does Jimmy know?”

“Absolutely not. And don’t you tell him either.”

“I wouldn’t. I mean… I should, but I won’t.”

Angie gazed across the pool, staring at Gretta with a knowing smile. “I think she still has that wedding dress if you want to recreate history.”

“What the hell, Ang? Don’t joke about that.”

Angie turned to me, perched on her toes, and kissed me. “I wasn’t joking earlier. Threesomes are a girl’s best friend. Shoot your shot, lover boy. If you want to make your wife happy, coax her into our love cocoon.”

Now it was my turn to roll my eyes. “Love cocoon? Seriously?”

Angie giggled. “Would you rather we swing with Jimmy?”

“Fuck, no,” I said. “You aren’t letting Jimmy anywhere near you.”

Angie laughed. “Don’t worry. I’m teasing. You’re the only swinging dick I want. But seriously. What are you waiting for? It’s a beautiful day and there’s a gorgeous blonde over there ready to rock your world.”

I wasn’t sure if I had the guts to make a pass at Gretta under Jimmy’s roof. It was beyond sleazy. But she was so fucking beautiful. “You really think I can pull this off?”

“She was ready to jump your bones last night. But grandpa needed his beauty sleep.”

I gazed back across the pool, taking in Gretta’s spectacular form. “She’s happily married.”

Angie laughed. “Happily? Hell no. Jimmy gets so much ass on the side, he probably has another family tucked away somewhere.”

I knew Jim had slipped once or twice during his marriage, but I didn’t know Angie knew. “Where did you hear that?”

“Gretta told me last night. Apparently, he’s got a string of twenty-something’s lined up around the block, ready to submit their sugar baby resumes.”

“Damn.” I turned back to check out Gretta. “What about blondie? Who’s oiling her hinges?”

Angie chuckled. “Hopefully you. I’m going to go slip into my bikini. I suggest you go over there and start shooting.”

She disappeared into the guest house behind me, leaving me alone on the pool deck with the voluptuous Mrs. Fields.

I approached her, unsure of exactly what to say. Was I really going to make a move on my best friend’s wife? Even with Angie encouraging me to cheat, could I pull it off? I paused a few feet away.

A pair of flip-flops, a trashy romance novel, and a giant Yeti mug sat on the ground beside her chair. As if sensing my presence, Gretta turned her head in my direction, then sat up and smiled at me. She didn’t seem surprised by my presence. How long had she known I was there?

“Just the man I wanted to see,” Gretta said.

I stood a few feet away from her. “Oh? What’s up?”

Gretta swung her feet around and slipped them into her flip-flops. The angle provided an excellent view of her spectacular rack.

Her breasts tested the limits of her bikini top. The straps were stretched taut in the middle, and the outline of her nipples appeared in the suit’s sleek white fabric. They jiggled slightly as she moved, and it was nearly impossible for me to resist ogling her.

If Gretta minded my lecherous gaze, she didn’t let on. “I need your help with something.”

Without waiting for a response, she stood and took my hand and dragged me toward the house. It wasn’t hard to see where the girls got their beauty and their bodies. Gretta’s ass was every inch as prime as Lillie’s and Jenna’s. The years had only made her hotter. Her Nordic genes were working overtime.

If we were going where I hoped we were going, this was a bold move. “Where are you taking me?”

Gretta smiled at me over her shoulder. “To my office. I need your technical expertise.”

Normally, I loathed acting as tech support for friends and family, but in Gretta’s case, I made an exception. “I’m not sure how much help I’ll be.”

We entered the office, where it looked like Gretta had taken over the space. The room had a feminine quality, with bright colors, fresh flowers, and an overall airy feeling.

Gretta let go of my hand and pointed to her laptop. “That thing hates me.”

I chuckled and came around the desk where I could get a good look at her laptop sitting amid a wall of monitors.

I gazed at the various screen savers swirling with multi-colored lights. There were three of them positioned behind Gretta’s laptop. “You use all these screens?”

Gretta pushed her sunglasses up, perching them on the crown of her head. “Those belong to Jimmy. I just use the laptop.”

“What’s the problem?”

Gretta came around the desk and stood beside me. She opened the desk drawer and pulled out a sheet of paper marked with handwritten notes and a set of typed instructions.

“My company is using a new VPN and I’m having trouble setting it up. You are such a whiz on computers. Would you mind looking?”

Gretta turned her big blue eyes on me and wore a pleading expression.

As if I wouldn’t help her. The idea was ridiculous. I sat down in the chair in front of her laptop. “What kind of knight in shining armor turns down a damsel in distress?”

Gretta leaned in close and hovered over my shoulder. She pointed to her notes. “These are all my passwords, both for our network and for work.”

Gretta mashed her big, soft breast into my shoulder and the scent of her coconut sunscreen washed over me, reminding me of her nineteen-year-old daughter.

“Gretta, you can’t just leave your passwords lying around for anyone to find. That defeats the whole point of security.”

Gretta laughed and kissed me high on the cheek. “You aren’t just anyone, Stevie. You’re my man.”

The warmth from her body heat radiated over my back and crept up my neck. Then the tickling sensation of her hair on my cheek sparked a flame of desire somewhere inside me. A flame that Angie hadn’t extinguished despite our morning round of sex. Was I on the verge of experiencing my third sexual encounter in less than twenty-four hours? Was Gretta my mystery lady? I had half expected her to bring me in here for the grand unveiling.

I picked up the paper and shook her mouse to wake up the screen. “Let me look,” I said.

She wrapped her arms around me from behind and hugged me tight before giving me another quick kiss on the cheek. “Thank you. I’ll go get you a drink while you work.”

“I’m not quite ready to start the party,” I said. “It’s barely past noon.”

Gretta stood and came around the desk in front of me. “I’m talking about iced tea. You still drink iced tea, right?”

I grinned. “Sorry. And yes… I still drink iced tea. That sounds wonderful.”

“I’ll check on your lovely wife while I’m at it.” She waved at the laptop. “Take your time. I’ll be back in a flash.”

“Hopefully this won’t take me long and I’ll join you by the pool.”

“Wonderful.” She smiled brightly. “Would your wife be upset if I asked you to apply my sunscreen?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “I don’t think there’s anything we could do that would upset my wife.”

She raised an eyebrow and stared at me. “How interesting. That’s a bold statement, considering she has such a handsome husband. If you were my man, I’m not sure I’d leave you alone with another woman.”

“Stop. Between you and your daughters, my ego has been sufficiently stroked.”

Gretta grinned. “I’m sure Jenna did a lot of stroking this morning.”

My cheeks turned hot. “Gretta. Nothing happened. I —”

She giggled and cut me off. “I’m joking. Seriously. You have nothing to worry about. My girls are grown adults and make their own decisions.”

She was only making things worse. “How about I focus on your computer?”

Gretta giggled again. “You are fucking adorable. Fine. I’ll go get your tea. We’ll chat more when I get back.”

With that, she turned and confidently strode off, ponytail swinging behind her.

Chat more? About what? I was walking through a minefield of sexual innuendo. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be long before I stepped on a live one.

It took me all of three minutes to get Gretta’s VPN working. I had a hard time believing she couldn’t have done it herself. She was up to something. What was it?

As I finished, my hand nudged the other mouse on the desk, which lit up the three monitors positioned behind Gretta’s laptop.

A login prompt appeared. As a professional cyber security expert, I couldn’t let a login prompt mock me with such open disdain. I typed in Gretta’s username and password and the screen flashed, giving me access.

There were spreadsheets covering two monitors which could have been the keys to the kingdom in the wrong hands. The third monitor was a bit more interesting. It showed a series of video panels with live views from the security cameras positioned around the house.

I grinned and leaned forward, instantly intrigued. “What have we here?”

Was it possible the camera had recorded my mystery woman fleeing the scene? Or even arriving? I glanced out the office door, but there was no sign of Gretta. If she was out by the pool with Angie, she could be a while.

I pulled up the camera software and tinkered with the settings until I figured out how to review the footage. There were multiple cameras around the house, but the one that interested me was the pool camera.

I started playing the footage around the time the party ended. Most everyone had cleared out except for Angie and Gretta, who sat on the chairs by the pool sipping wine and chatting. Angie fell asleep and Gretta tried to wake her, but she would have an easier time waking Rip Van Winkle than a drunken Angie Erickson.

A few minutes went by before Gretta gave up and took the wine away with her. Twenty minutes elapsed without Angie moving. Then a figure appeared, crossing the pool deck wearing a fucking hoodie style sweatshirt with her back to the camera. The hoodie was up, covering her hair, which left me no closer to identifying my BJ goddess.

Of course, they knew the camera was there. Maybe I would get lucky and sneak a peek at her face on the way out? I fast forwarded again until the figure emerged once more, still wearing the hoodie. I couldn’t see her face or her hair. She was petite with boobs big enough to make out even through the baggy sweatshirt. Every woman in the house had big knockers.

BJ Goddess stopped long enough to check on Angie, crouching beside her for a second, trying to shake Angie awake.

I chuckled. “Good luck with that.”

I sat back and sighed, frustrated. Maybe another camera had caught my sex princess after she arrived back in the house? I scanned the camera positioned in the main hallway leading to the bedrooms. It wasn’t the only way to get to their rooms, but it was the fastest and most obvious.

After quickly reviewing the film, three suspects emerged. The first was Gretta, who opened her door shortly before my girl appeared on film by the pool. However, she wasn’t wearing a hoodie. Before she made it all the way out the door, she turned back to face the bedroom, then walked back inside, shutting the door behind her.

The second suspect was Lillie, who walked down the hallway away from her room and toward the stairs leading to the kitchen. Her hair was disheveled, and she wore the same nightshirt I’d seen her wear at breakfast that morning. She looked more in line for a glass of cold water than a blowjob excursion.

The third suspect was Miss Illinois herself, and the evidence moved her to the top of the suspect list. Becca appeared from her room shortly before the events that took place down by the pool. The smoking gun came in the form of the gray sweatshirt she clutched in her hand. The very same sweatshirt worn by my blowjob queen. Unlike Lillie, the curvaceous brunette didn’t look tired in the slightest. In fact, she wore the same dress she had on earlier that evening.

I grinned at the screen. “Busted.” I snapped a quick picture with my phone. I was going to have a nice chat with Becca when I visited her this afternoon at her job.

I had just logged out of the computer when a friendly voice chimed in.

“Sorry it took so long,” Gretta said.

I jumped in the seat, startled and guilty as I whirled around to find the bikini-clad blonde strutting into the office carrying two iced teas, one in each hand.

“Shit. I didn’t mean to scare you,” she said.

I relaxed and sank back into the chair, forcing a smile. “It’s okay. It’s not your fault. I was just so focused. You know how it goes.”

Gretta set down the iced teas and came around the desk. “Did you get it working?”

“Yep. You were using the wrong config file. I updated it per the instructions.”

Gretta frowned. “Are you sure? I thought I did that.”

“It may have been in the wrong file path. You were so close to getting it to work.”

“Great. But before you get up, let me make sure I can login.”

“I can move,” I said. “It’ll be easier for you to reach the keyboard.”

Gretta squeezed my shoulder and then surprised me. “It’s fine. There’s room enough for me on your lap.”

She sat down on my lap with her back facing me, staring at her computer. Her ass rested right on top of my cock. It was then my cock decided he was ready for round three and immediately hardened.

I waited for Gretta to get comfortable. “If you say so.”

She picked up my hands and placed them on her hips. “It’s better if you to hang onto me so I don’t fall off.”

My cock throbbed, thickening under her ass. I squeezed her hips, then peered over her shoulder. “Just follow the same prompts you see on the paper.”

Gretta connected to the VPN and typed in her password. I couldn’t resist her sweet ass and slid my hands lower, cupping her ass in both hands before giving her cheeks a gentle squeeze.

“You have nice hands,” Gretta said. “I remember that about you.”

She squirmed on my cock as if trying to get me hard, then squealed with delight when her login was successful. “Yeah. You did it. I can connect.”

Gretta clapped excitedly and bounced up and down on my lap, forcing my hard cock under her pussy. I groaned and leaned forward, sliding my hands around her waist, and flattening my palms on her tummy.

Gretta took my touches in stride, as if my fondling here was the most natural thing in the world. She picked up the piece of paper and leaned against me, resting her back against my chest. “There’s one more thing.”

I frowned at the paper. “What?”

She picked up my phone, which I’d left sitting on the desk. “Is this your phone?”

“Yeah. Why?”

Gretta squirmed in my lap, grinding against my stiff cock. “Can you unlock it for me, please?”

I took the phone from her. “What are you up to?”

“Just humor me.”

I unlocked my phone, grateful that the picture I took from the security footage wasn’t on top. “Please don’t do anything that could get me in trouble.”

Gretta giggled. “I can’t promise that.”

She navigated to my contacts and clicked the add button. Then she entered the name — Your Blonde Bride and entered the phone number scrawled on the paper.

“I have your number,” I said, ignoring the blonde bride bait.

“This is my private number,” she said. “One that Jimmy doesn’t have on lockdown.”

She handed me back my phone and relaxed, sinking back against me as she took my hands and placed them high on her thighs, right on top of her pussy. “Now we can text naughty things to each other.”

“Jimmy will kill us,” I said.

“He almost killed me last night,” Gretta said.

I turned to meet her gaze. With her sitting on my lap, reclining against me, the angle was awkward, but I had to look into her eyes. Our faces were inches apart. We were so close I felt her breath on my lips. “Why? What happened?”

Without answering, Gretta leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a brief kiss, lasting only a moment, but there was a palpable intimacy I hadn’t expected. She studied my face for three long heartbeats before answering. “When I went to bed, Angie was passed out by the pool. I tried to wake her, but she wouldn’t move. She was alive and breathing, so I knew she wasn’t in any danger. She just seemed exhausted. So, I went upstairs and got ready for bed. When I peeked out the window, she was still sleeping.”

“Okay. Why would Jim care about that?”

“Because while Jimmy was asleep, I tried to sneak out. I was going to find you and….” She paused for a moment and gazed intently into my eyes, as if she wasn’t sure she wanted to finish the sentence. “Make love.”

My pulse quickened, and my cock hardened to concrete. If she told me she wanted to fuck me, that would have been one thing. But her choice of words and the way she looked at me spoke to a deeper level of intimacy that honestly thrilled me. It scared the fuck out of me, but deep down, I knew I wouldn’t have turned her away. I swallowed hard before responding. “We’re treading on thin ice.”

She kissed me again and nodded. “That doesn’t mean we won’t make love. We both know we want it.”

“We must be careful. That’s all I’m saying.”

Gretta smiled at me. “I should have followed my heart and picked you.”

What the hell was she talking about? “That’s a lot to unpack on a Friday afternoon.”

Gretta laughed. “I want to go away with just you for a long weekend. Angie doesn’t care. I already talked to her about it.”

My jaw dropped. “My wife, Angela Erickson, consented to us having an affair?”

“She was the one who brought it up, just now, by the pool. She encouraged me to tell you how I felt.”

This was all but an admission that Gretta was my midnight caller. But I wanted her to tell me on her own. “Okay. I’ll go away with you.”

Gretta beamed, leaned in again and kissed me longer this time, using her lips to really soften me up. It was me who broke it off first.

“You haven’t finished your story. What happened last night with Jimmy?”

Gretta sighed. “Oh, that. Right. Anyway, Jimmy caught me leaving the room and asked me where I was going. I made up some bullshit lie, but then I lay awake for another hour, so horny I could’ve died. If you had my number, we could have at least sexted.”

So, it wasn’t Gretta who gave me the blowjob. It was one of her daughters. Like Gretta’s admission of intimacy, the thought both thrilled and terrified me. I let my hands roam over her tummy and back down her legs. I was really feeling it. “Where’s Jimmy?”

As if Gretta knew where this was going, she shook her head. “We can’t. He could be home at any moment. He said he’s working, but that’s code for fucking one of his assistants.”

“I guess we’ll have to put this on ice,” I said.

“Only for a little while. Angie will run cover for our weekend getaway.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You guys already planned it?”

“When your wife wants something, she’s like a dog with a particularly tasty chew toy. By the way, we’re having another party tomorrow night. Just the family and a few close friends.”

“The boyfriends?”

“They’ll be here and so will Jimmy. We’ll break out the hot tub, so wear your swim trunks.” She touched the bulge in my shorts, swirling her index finger over the tip. “Or don’t.”

I swallowed hard. “The VPN thing…. That was bullshit. Right?”

Gretta smiled and peered into my eyes for a long moment. “God, I could lose myself in you.”

Then she leaned in and kissed me. Our lips parted and our tongues met, swimming together while I ran my hand up her stomach and cupped her fat, bikini-clad breast.

I gave her nipple a tweak, savoring the sensation of it hardening between my fingers. She moaned in my mouth, then broke off the kiss, panting as she met my gaze.

“As much as I want to spend the afternoon making love to you, I don’t want to answer to my husband.”

Gretta sighed and crawled off my lap. She traced the outline of my thick shaft with her outstretched index finger. “I can’t wait to have him back inside me. It’s been way too long.”

“By the way, I can’t believe you told Angie about your wedding night.”

She grinned. “You mean our wedding night?”

I rolled my eyes. “Does anyone else know?”

“Other than my daughters? No one else.”

My jaw dropped. “The girls know?”

Gretta laughed. “Of course, they know. I think they inherited my aching need for you themselves. We share everything.”

Gretta emphasized the word, everything. She leaned forward and kissed me again, letting her lips linger long enough for our tongues to snake together. When she stood back up, she picked up her iced tea. “You should take a minute and cool off. Drink your tea and then meet us by the pool. Don’t forget your swim trunks.”

With a wink and a smile, she turned and left.
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I arrived at Wings Bar and Grill a little after 2 PM. From the outside, the place was nice in an upper middle-class kind of way. It was a typical chain-style bar and grill. One that served meat and cold beer, both of which I could get behind. I’d invited Angie along with me, but she insisted Becca would be more receptive if she wasn’t cock blocking him. Those were her words, not mine.

I parked my Land Rover in the half empty lot. The lunch rush was almost over, but Becca still had two more hours on the clock. At least that’s what her text said, which she sent me last night during the party.

I couldn’t believe that we had only arrived in town yesterday. So much had happened that it felt more like a week had passed.

I killed the engine, grabbed my keys, and walked across the parking lot. When I stepped inside the lobby, my jaw dropped.

The place was masculine with oak booths, plenty of brass railings, and big screen TVs in every corner. There was a bar on one side of the restaurant with a couple of pool tables. But the decor wasn’t what caught my attention.

The hostess gave me a friendly, inviting smile. “Welcome to Wings. How may I help you?”

The hostess, and every server I could see, wore the same… I didn’t know what to call it… uniform? The top was a skin-tight, mesh-style tank, featuring a variety of Chicagoland professional sports teams. But one thing they all had in common was a plunging neckline that revealed a massive amount of cleavage. The shorts were equally tight, revealing enough ass flesh to make a porn star blush.

Sweet and innocent Becca worked here? I gawked, dumbstruck at the poor hostess as if she’d spoken a foreign language.

The hostess frowned with concern etched on her pretty face. “Sir? Is everything okay?”

I shook myself out of the shock and cleared my throat. “Sorry. This place was recommended to me by a friend. I just didn’t realize that….”

I didn’t want to come right out and say it, and I hoped she could read between the lines.

The hostess smiled brightly, beaming as if I’d offered her a major compliment. “That the girls who work here are all so pretty?”

I took her words as a lifeline. “Exactly. No wonder my friend recommended this place.”

“I’m happy to hear word is spreading. We’ve only been open a couple of months. And if you think the girls are pretty, wait until you taste the food.”

Her name tag read Susie. I stepped up to the hostess stand and scanned the restaurant. “The friend is someone who works here. I’m hoping you could sit me in her section.”

Susie frowned. “I’ll try, but some girls are very popular. Who are you here to see?”

“Becca Fields,” I said.

Susie giggled. “Why am I not surprised? Her section is almost always full.”

I deflated slightly. “I’m willing to wait. But could you not tell her I’m here? I’d like to make it a surprise.”

Susie studied her seating chart, then turned her attention back to me. “Since you’re so cute and you’re alone, I can put you at a two top right outside her section.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll leave the place a great review. The customer service is already top notch.”

Susie beamed as she collected a menu. “Thank you.”

She sat me at a small round high-top table with bar-style stools near a section of the restaurant still packed with customers. It was an odd sight to see a restaurant nearly empty except for one section. But I could hardly blame them. Becca was the reigning Miss Illinois for a reason.

I pretended to read the menu as I scanned the restaurant, searching for Becca. I spotted her coming out of the kitchen just as Susie pulled her aside.

They chatted briefly, and Susie pointed in my direction. Becca followed with her eyes and when they landed on me, her face lit up. She hurried in my direction, practically bouncing with enthusiasm.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her chest. To say the tank top was flattering was like calling the Mona Lisa just another painting. She was not only stacked, but had the standout, S-tier beauty to go with it. One didn’t walk down the street and see a woman who looked like Becca very often.

Her silky raven hair hung well over her shoulders, ending nearly halfway down her back. Her green eyes popped even from halfway across the room and her mouthwatering cleavage burst from a top at least two sizes too small. The shorts hugged an ass so round and tight my jaw scraped the floor as I imagined diving in with my face. All that body with naturally plump lips, a pert nose, and a personality men fought wars over made it clear the pageant judges knew what they were doing.

“Uncle Steve, you came!” Becca hurled herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck as she slipped between my parted legs.

I scooped her up off the ground and pulled her in tight, wrapping my arms around her waist as Becca squealed with delight. “You asked me to come, so here I am.”

I inhaled her scent, which was an erotic cross between cinnamon and cherry that turned my head dizzy with lust. With her body pressed up against mine, it was all I could do to stop myself from palming her ass.

“I didn’t think you would come on your first full day home,” she said into my ear.

I felt her fingers slide through the hair at the nape of my neck, and she nuzzled in close with her nose right behind my ear.

“You smell amazing,” she said, whispering in my ear.

I laughed and released her, placing her gently back on the ground. “You need to stop buttering me up. My ego will get so inflated you won’t want to be around me.”

She stood so close to me we were drawing stares from the other customers. I felt their envious eyes on me and grinned.

Becca placed her hands on my thighs, her bright eyes brimming with absolute joy. “Stay and eat. Please don’t leave. I want to introduce you to some of my friends.”

“That’s why I came. To eat, I mean. Who doesn’t like wings and beer?”

“Exactly,” Becca said. “I love wings and beer.”

I glanced around the room. “And your customers love you back.”

Becca giggled. “I pride myself on great customer service.”

I had a feeling the men sitting in Becca’s section weren’t there for the customer service alone. “Then I’ll have wings and beer. You pick the sauce and sides.”

She bounced happily and hugged me again. “I’m sorry I didn’t get a chance to see you this morning.”

“No worries,” I said. “Your sisters filled in for you.”

Becca pulled back and picked up my hands, sliding her fingers in mine like a lover would. The act caught me off-guard, but I didn’t resist. “Maybe we can spend some time together. Just you and me?”

“Sure. Whenever you want.”

She checked her watch. “I have a break in twenty minutes. There’s something I need to talk to you about… in private.”

A blonde appeared behind Becca, another server whose name tag read Amber. She was a beautiful girl with straight, golden blonde hair, blue eyes, and big boobs. Although her boobs looked fake, unlike Becca’s. Under normal circumstances, Amber would have been the most beautiful girl in the room. Unfortunately for her, she stood next to Becca, who made her look like the junior varsity.

“Hey, Beck. Who’s this?” Amber said.

Amber flashed a pretty smile, revealing a straight row of white teeth. Her blue eyes sparkled, but not with the same vibrancy as Becca’s.

Becca let go of one of one of my hands while holding onto the other. She leaned up against me and propped her elbow up on my leg. With her entire body pressed up against me, it was as if she were declaring me her territory.

“Amber, this is Steve Erickson. Steve, this is my best friend Amber Wade.”

Amber’s jaw dropped. “This is your Steve? The Steve? I feel like I’m meeting a celebrity.”

Becca’s cheeks turned crimson. “Amber, stop. You’re embarrassing me.”

Amber rolled her eyes. “The guy you’ve spent the last year talking about non-stop shows up and you’re going shy on me? He’s hot, babe. There’s no reason to feel ashamed.”

Amber stepped closer to me while she sexually assaulted me with her eyes.

Becca inched further between my legs, standing so close, I saw her lacy bra down the front of her shirt. “Back off. He’s taken.”

I wasn’t sure if Becca was referring to her or Angie. Either way, I didn’t care. If Becca wanted to claim me as her own, I wasn’t about to put up a fight.

Amber rolled her eyes. “Relax, princess. I know he’s yours. I’m teasing… well, sort of.”

Becca tightened her grip on my hand and drew my other arm around her waist as she glared at her best friend. “Don’t you have customers?”

“Relax, princess,” Amber said before turning to me. “It was nice to see you, Steve. Whatever she asks for, I would suggest you agree. This girl has been going out of her mind, I —”

“Amber, stop,” Becca said.

Amber huffed. “Just call me later. I’m heading home early. This place is dead.”

With that, Amber turned and walked away, taking her perky little ass with her.

Becca turned back to me. “Sorry. She can be a little aggressive.”

That was ironic coming from the girl with her breasts mashed up against my stomach. “Don’t worry about her. I came here to see you.”

Becca’s smile returned in full force. “I’ll put in your order and then we can spend my break together. Okay?”

She looked up at me, her expression hopeful. “Sounds perfect,” I said.

Becca clapped excitedly, popped up on her toes and kissed me on the lips. It was just a peck, but my already stiff cock turned an octave harder.

As I waited for my order, I watched Becca float from table to table, working her customers using her natural charm along with her physical assets. When my food arrived, I forced myself to eat when all I wanted to do was watch Becca be Becca. She was charismatic, dynamic, bubbly, and a genuinely good person. I could fall for her in a big way.

What the hell did she see in me? I was literally twice her age, and I was certain she could have any man she wanted. Her current boyfriend was not only handsome, but he was also in med school. Wouldn’t she be better off focusing her energy on living that life? Was it wrong of me to want her to want me?

Halfway through my wings, I felt so guilty I lost my appetite. A few minutes later, a bright-eyed Becca returned to my table.

“It’s time for my break.” She shifted from one foot to the other, wearing a look of uncertainty. “Can we maybe go to your car? You know… for some privacy?”

“Let’s do it.” I stood and pulled out my wallet before handing her a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill. “Can you make sure my server gets this? Tell her to keep the change.”

Becca stared at the money and frowned. “Uncle Steve, you don’t have to do that. I was going to take care of your order myself.”

I shrugged. “Should I give it to Amber?”

She glared at me and ripped the bill out of my hand. “Never mind Amber.”

We left the restaurant and headed to my SUV parked outside.

This was the moment that Becca would come clean. The video of her holding the sweatshirt all but confirmed it. That plus her desire to confess something to me in private? What else could it be?

Becca picked up my hand as we walked side by side. “I’m really nervous right now.”

I squeezed her hand. “Don’t be. Whatever you have to tell me can’t be that bad.”

She flashed a nervous smile. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

I opened the car door for her and let her in, then got in myself, started the car, and let the air conditioning run. Becca fidgeted in her seat, remaining silent, as if considering what to say.

Was I supposed to prompt her? Maybe encourage her to tell me about last night? I was just about to start the conversation when Becca jumped in.

“I have to get this off my chest,” she said.

Becca turned to face me and stared me straight in the eye. “I’m your secret admirer.”

What was she talking about? I stared at her in confusion, trying to connect how a blowjob made her a secret admirer. It was certainly one way to put it, but I expected something a little more direct.

I frowned. “Becca, I —”

Then it hit me — the birthday card I received in the mail. The one where she had poured her heart out to me. “That was you?”

Becca nodded, wringing her hands together. “Are you mad?”

I laughed and took her hand. “Of course, I’m not mad. Your card was very sweet.”

Rather than appeasing her, she looked slightly irritated. “It wasn’t meant to be sweet. I was trying to tell you how I feel.”

“Are you sure it isn’t just a crush? I’m literally twice your age.”

Becca ripped her hand away from mine and stared daggers at me. “I’m not a child, Steven Matthew Erickson. I’m a grown ass woman and to quote Forest Gump, I know what love is.”

I couldn’t help myself and grinned. “I didn’t say that you didn’t. It’s our age gap and my marital status I’m worried about. Those are two major sticking points, don’t you think?”

“Your age is just a number,” Becca said. “And your marital status is a temporary roadblock. Setting everything aside, do you think you could be with me? Like really be with me like an actual couple?”

“Beck, what about Jeremy?”

“What about him? He has nothing to do with us.”

I chuckled. “Isn’t he your boyfriend?”

“He is for now, but I promised myself that I would take a shot with you and see how it went. You are my first and only choice if I’m honest.”

Her answer reminded me of my conversation with Angie. She told me to take my shot. Isn’t that what Becca was doing? She was putting herself out there, exposing her emotions and taking the risk of me breaking her heart. I needed to honor those feelings and not dismiss them as childish. She deserved to be treated like an adult.

I picked up her hand and caressed it softly. “It took guts to say that.”

Becca winced. “Please don’t let there be a but. It sounds like there’s going to be a but.”

I smiled. “Before I answer you, can I ask you a strange question?”

She frowned. “Okay. You’re making me nervous.”

“Where were you last night?”

Her expression didn’t change. “You mean after the party?”

“Yes. After the party.”

She cocked her head and stared at me, confused. “Why do you ask?”

If Becca wasn’t the one who visited me late last night, that left only one suspect remaining — Lillie. But first, I needed to rule her out completely.

“I won’t lie to you,” I said. “Someone visited me in the middle of the night, slipped a blindfold on me, and, well… went downtown if you get my meaning.”

Her eyes bulged. “Who?”

“I don’t know. I’ve talked to just about everyone, and it’s down to either you or Lillie.”

She glared. “That little bitch.”

“Wait a second. Don’t get mad at her. I’m hoping we can keep this between the two of us.”

“Wasn’t Angie in bed with you?”

I shook my head. “She was passed out on a chair by the pool. But I told her about what happened.”

Becca’s jaw dropped. “Oh, my God. Is she freaking out?”

I shook my head. “The opposite. She’s into it. She wants me to….” I tried to find the right words. “Pursue you, your mom, and your sisters.”

I winced, waiting for the hammer to fall, but Becca only frowned and rubbed her chin as if considering. “That means your marriage isn’t really a roadblock. For you and me, I mean. Is it?”

That’s what she took out of my confession? It paved the way for us to have an open relationship? “Let’s put that answer on pause. I’ve told you the truth. Can you tell me? Was it you who visited my room last night?”

“I wish it was me,” she said. “If I’d known Angie was passed out, I would have made love to you all night long.”

Holy hell, she was hotter than the sun. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat.

Becca frowned. “I should have known Lillie would do something so underhanded.”

“So, it wasn’t you?”

Becca shook her head. “Amber called me late last night with boy troubles. Her boyfriend is kind of a psycho stalker, and she recently broke up with him. She asked me to come over and sleep with her because she was scared.”

I sagged back into my seat. “Which means it was Lillie.”

Becca shrugged. “I mean… it probably was, but you should ask her. She’s probably waiting for you to figure it out.”

“You don’t seem that bothered. If you and I were a couple, wouldn’t your sisters pursuing me bother you?”

She frowned. “Why would it bother me?”

I laughed. “This thing called monogamy?”

“If you screwed Amber, that would bother me. But my mom and my sisters….” She shrugged. “I’m okay sharing with them.”

Who were these unicorns all huddled together under one roof? “I guess I’ll talk to Lillie.”

Becca smiled. “Before you go, can you answer my question? Can we be a genuine couple? I’m officially asking you out on a date. Will you go out with me?”
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When I got back from Wings, Lillie wasn’t home. Gretta informed me that Lillie was out with her friends and wasn’t likely to return until tomorrow.

Angie and I spent the evening with Jim and Gretta over a casual dinner and a couple of bottles of wine. Jenna was out somewhere with her boyfriend while Becca and Amber took in a horror movie. Max spent the evening in his room gaming and the low-key mood was a welcome change after a whirlwind twenty-four hours.

Well, it was low key until we hit the bedroom. Angie was insatiable, practically ripping off my clothes before I closed the bedroom door. We had sex twice in six different positions, while she milked me for every detail from my afternoon conversation with Becca.

Eventually, we showered and returned to bed for some cuddle time. Angie pressed up against me, completely naked, with her leg stretched across my cock and her arm draped over my chest. She rested her head on my shoulder and seemed utterly content.

Angie languidly drew heart shapes on my chest with her index finger. “You really think Lillie is the one? It’s possible Becca was lying.”

“Possible? Yeah. Sure. But I don’t think she was lying. She’s too… I don’t know… sweet to lie to my face.”

Angie laughed, then kissed my shoulder. “You are so adorably naïve.”

I chuckled along with her while I stroked her hair. “Call it intuition. If Becca was the one, I think she would have proudly proclaimed so.”

“You’ll approach Lillie tomorrow? Then what?”

“Mainly I just want to hear her admit the truth. It’s driving me crazy.”

“Look at this as an opportunity to escalate things. You know, take your relationship with Lillie to the next level. You might even fall in love with her.”

Now we were navigating some truly strange waters. My wife wanted me to fall in love with a nineteen-year-old girl I’d known since she wore diapers? “Ang, are you sure you’re okay with this whole… harem thing? I’m not sure what else to call it.”

Angie nuzzled in extra close and kissed me on the jaw. “Our marriage needed some serious spice. Gretta and her daughters are like much needed Ghost Peppers. They’ll bring the heat, and who knows? We may all fall in love.”

“To be clear, you want me to have sex with Lillie, Jenna, Becca and even Gretta? What if they don’t want a threesome? Becca doesn’t seem the type to go for that sort of thing. And what about Max? This news will crush him.”

“First, Maxwell has spent most of his life living with an unhappy and unfulfilled mother. Have you ever thought that seeing us as a happy couple might be a good thing for him? It’s not like we have to toss our lifestyle in his face.”

“True. But he’ll be crushed if he finds out I’m bonking his old babysitter.”

Angie snorted out a laugh. “Give the kid some credit. And by the way, Lillie is already one step ahead of you regarding our son’s mental wellbeing.”

I gazed down at her. “Why? What happened?”

“When Max and Lillie got home from lunch, they weren’t alone.”

“Oh?”

“Lillie’s friend, Beatrice and her little sister, Lisa, went with Max and Lillie to lunch and the movie. Then they all came back here to swim. If my instincts are right, I think your son and Lisa have a little crush on each other.”

I grinned. “Good for Max. I’ll have to thank Lillie. Are they coming to the pool party tomorrow?”

“I think Bee is coming, but Max has a sleepover planned with one of his old friends. Do you remember Thomas? They used to play soccer together. They’ll be going to the same high school this fall.”

“Yeah. I remember Thomas. It seems as if Max is finding a foothold. That’s good to hear.”

“As for your other point, even if Becca or her siblings don’t want to play in the lady pool, it doesn’t diminish the excitement I get knowing they want you. Plus, we’re all in the same club. I know it sounds strange, but I’m tired of traditional. Aren’t you?”

I patted Angie’s bare ass before resting my palm there. “If you’re okay with it, then so am I.”

She leaned in and kissed me on the lips. “Good.” She yawned and nuzzled her face against me. “Now, if you can kill the light, we can get some sleep. You’ve got a big day tomorrow. I have a feeling that the party is going to get wild.”

The next morning, Angie woke earlier than me. By the time my eyes fluttered open, I reached over to find her place empty.

Sunshine filtered through the blinds, bathing the room in muted light. I pushed up to my elbows and scanned the room, searching for Angie, when a soft knock came at the bedroom door.

I blinked away the sleep and pushed myself up into a seated position. “Hold on a sec.”

With any luck that was Lillie, and we could bring this whole matter to a head. It was fitting for the conversation to take place at the scene of the crime.

I’d barely tugged on a pair of shorts when the door swung open. I whirled to find a grinning Jenna and Gretta with their eyes locked on my ass.

“Sorry for barging in, but you were taking too long,” Gretta said.

Jenna’s eyes wandered over my chest. “We came to get you for a workout.”

It didn’t bother me they barged in. In fact, it gave me a license to return the favor. I turned to face them with my morning wood pressed up against a thin pair of running shorts. “Or we could skip the workout and head straight to the sauna?”

Gretta licked her lips as she eyed the thick bulge of my hard cock. “We need a calorie burn before we put them back on later.”

Jenna pushed into my room, past her mom. “We can let my mom workout while you and I hit the sauna.”

Gretta turned to her daughter, wearing a look of irritation. “I thought we had a deal?”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “Fine. But I’ll hold you to those terms.”

I frowned, glancing between them. “What terms and what deal?”

“Nothing,” Gretta said. “Just friendly mother-daughter stuff.”

I rolled my eyes. “If we’re sweating, let me put on some clothes first.”

Jenna gave me a pouty face and folded her arms over her chest. “I think you look good as is. What do you think, mom?”

Gretta pried her eyes off my cock and leveled me with an ice-blue stare. She raised an eyebrow, then returned her gaze to my bulging manhood. “Maybe a pair of shoes?”

Jenna giggled, and I rolled my eyes. “I’ll throw on a shirt.”

I threw on a tank and was lacing up my shoes while the ladies sat patiently on the bed, waiting but most staring at me.

“Where’s Lillie?” I asked.

“Still not home,” Gretta said. “She slept over at Bee’s house. I doubt she’ll be back until this afternoon.”

It was like she was purposely avoiding me. “Right. I forgot.”

Jenna frowned. “Why do you want to talk to Lillie?”

I had to think fast. “Angie told me that Lillie introduced Max to Bee’s little sister. I thought I’d pry her for a little information.”

Jenna nodded, as if that made sense. “I thought you might want to talk to her about something else.”

Jenna and Gretta exchanged a knowing grin, and alarm bells went off in my head. Were they in on the cover-up? I frowned, giving them both a suspicious look. “What are you two getting on about?”

“Nothing,” Gretta said. “Are you ready to go or what? The day is wasting away, and we have a party to get ready for.”

The three of us went to their home gym, where we worked out hard. Unlike yesterday morning, we didn’t do the sauna. There was too much going on with the party preparation, and Gretta needed us both to help. Gretta told me she had enlisted Angie to run a few errands for her, which is why she was up and gone by the time I woke.

The day flew by as I helped everyone get ready for the party. Later in the afternoon, I dropped Max off at his friend’s house. It wasn’t until late afternoon, just thirty minutes before the party started, that Lillie finally showed up. She arrived with her friend Beatrice and her boyfriend, Brad.

I emerged from the pool house wearing a fresh t-shirt, sandals, and my swim trunks when I spotted Lillie by the pool. Unfortunately, with her friends nearby, there was no way for me to confront her about what happened two nights before.

Lillie was already dressed in her bikini. This one was a tropical print, with bright blue and yellow flowers crisscrossing her top and bottoms. She wore her blonde hair pinned up in a loose bun, and I took a long moment to drink in her incredible figure.

I don’t know what I was thinking on the night we arrived. Lillie’s breasts packed a serious punch, bulging from her top and forming a titanic swell of mouthwatering cleavage. They weren’t as big as Becca’s, but they matched Jenna’s and weren’t far off her mom’s.

I mentally rolled through my checklist of evidence. There was the blonde hair I found on the bed and the video showing Lillie up and roaming the halls at the right time. But the hair and the video were the only two pieces of concrete evidence I had. Her sisters and her mother had alibis, which made her the prime suspect by the process of elimination. I didn’t feel right accusing her of sneaking into my room, but if she offered an alibi as solid as the rest of her family, that would put me back on the starting line.

As if sensing my eyes on her, Lillie looked up and saw me. A smile blossomed across her pretty face as her blue eyes widened with joy. “Uncle Steve!”

She made a beeline for me, dashing across the pool deck before leaping into my arms. She pulled me into a full-on body hug and wrapped her legs around my waist.

“I missed you,” she said and kissed me high on my neck, just below my ear.

The sensation of her lips on my skin sent a shock wave of electric sex racing down my spine. “It’s only been one day since we saw each other.”

I cradled her ass, holding her up, as I wasn’t sure where else to put my hands. Her boyfriend was undoubtedly watching us, but was it my problem that his girlfriend had a problem with boundaries?

Suddenly I was very aware of just how full my hands were with her tight little ass. My cock dutifully responded, thickening in my swim trunks and ballooning from there.

She kissed me again on the neck and then once more under my ear. “I feel like everyone but me has had time with you.”

“Lill, should you be doing this in front of your boyfriend?”

“I don’t care,” she said. “Promise that you’ll spend your time with me tonight?”

“If I do, will you get down?”

She giggled in my ear and then nibbled my ear lobe. “Fine.”

“Then, yes. I promise.”

I gently set her down on the concrete just as her friend Beatrice came up behind her.

Lillie turned around and pulled Bee forward.

“Uncle Steve, this is my best friend Beatrice Lively, but you can just call her Bee. Everyone does.”

Bee had long, silky brown hair, hazel eyes, and an athletic frame. Like Lillie, she wore a bikini she had no problem filling out.

“It’s nice to meet you,” I said.

Bee gave me a nervous smile. “Lillie has told me so much about you, I feel like I’m your niece too.”

I chuckled. “I want to make one thing very clear. Lillie isn’t my actual niece. There’s no blood relation between us.”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “She knows that Uncle Steve.” She emphasized the word uncle. “Bee and I are on the swim team together and take almost all the same classes.”

“We’re even in the same events,” Bee said.

Lillie frowned. “Bee’s faster than me.”

“Barely,” Bee said.

When I looked up, Lillie’s boyfriend, Brad, was gone. I scratched my head and frowned. “I think your exuberant hello scared off your boyfriend.”

Lillie shrugged as if she couldn’t be bothered to think about Brad. “You should have seen Max with Bee’s little sister. Those two hit it right off.”

“I heard about that,” I said. “Thanks for giving Max the chance to make new friends. It won’t be easy on him heading into high school as the new kid.”

“We’ve got him covered,” Bee said and winked at me. “Don’t worry about a thing.”

I wasn’t sure if her confident reassurance should have made me nervous or relieved. Either way, I was glad to have them on Max’s side.

After chatting with Lillie and Bee for a few more minutes, I started for the house to see if I could help with party preparations. I made it as far as the outdoor bar when someone wrapped their arms around me from behind and squeezed me tight.

“Gotcha,” Becca said and giggled.

I spun around, still trapped in her arms, and found the raven-haired, beautify queen grinning up at me with her big, bouncy breasts mashed up against my chest. “If this is getting me, then sign me up.”

Becca’s wet hair glistened in the sunshine and hung straight down her back. She wore a black bikini that revealed a startling amount of her incredible cleavage. From my angle, I gazed straight down her backside at an itty-bitty bubble butt way too small for a girl with natural breasts as big as hers.

Becca giggled again, perched on her toes, and kissed me full on the lips. She wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me in, extending the kiss just long enough for me to wonder how far she planned to take it.

When she let go, she released me from her grip and dipped her fingers inside the front waistband of my swim trunks. She gazed up at me, her expression radiant. “For our date tomorrow, I’m taking us on a picnic.”

I wrapped my arms around Becca’s tiny waist and drew her in close. “You’ve got it all figured out?”

“Yep.” She grinned at me. “Don’t plan on coming home early, either. Who knows, we may not come home at all.”

My cock, still half-hard from my encounter with Lillie, rose in my swim trunks and pressed against Becca’s midsection.

She glanced down at my cock and back at me, grinning as she raised an eyebrow. “Your reaction makes me so happy. I’m guessing you approve of my idea?”

“Uncle Steve will show his gorgeous niece the time of her life,” I said.

“That better not be all talk, because I’ve got plans for us. And I have something else I want to ask you.”

“I thought you already asked me, and I said yes?”

She giggled. “Not about us dating, silly. It’s about something else.”

“I won’t ask you to spoil the surprise,” I said.

“Good.” She perched on her toes and kissed me again. “By the way, did you ask Lillie about… you know… the other night?”

“Not yet,” I said. “But she’s insisting that I spend more time with her because her sisters have hogged me all to themselves. Her words, not mine.”

“I don’t really blame her. I’ll let it slide tonight, mainly because I need to let Jeremy down as gently as possible.”

“Beck, are you sure you want to call it off? Why don’t we see how it goes tomorrow and then you can decide.”

Becca glared at me. “I’m a one-man kind of woman. And you’re my man.”

It didn’t seem to faze Becca in the slightest that I was married with a teenage son. In her mind, she was probably already picking out her wedding dress. “Your dad will kill me.”

“Daddy doesn’t need to know anything. Not yet anyway.”

“Have you cleared our date with Angie like I asked?”

She nodded happily. “I just finished talking to her. She told me your favorite dessert to make. I acted like it was a surprise, but I already knew.”

Was this really happening? My wife was on board with me courting Becca? The universe hard truly turned upside down. “You don’t give up easily, do you?”

Becca grinned up at me, beaming with pride. “I told my mom about us, too.”

My jaw dropped. She was already referring to her and me as a couple? “You what?”

Becca shrugged. “She’s kind of jealous, but she’ll get over it.”

“She’s not pissed at me?”

She frowned. “For what?”

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t know… my dating her twenty-one-year-old daughter?”

Becca giggled and kissed me again. “You’re cute.” She peered nervously around me into the house. “Uh, oh. Jeremy’s here. I better play it cool with you until I talk to him. If I seem a little stand-offish at the party, it’s because of him. But knowing Lillie, she’ll monopolize you all to herself, anyway.”

“I won’t take offense. Good luck with Jeremy.”

She sneaked a peek into the kitchen as if to make sure Jeremy wasn’t looking, then gave me one last kiss on the lips before heading inside.

I watched her go, taking in her barely jiggling ass as she went. Tomorrow promised to be one hell of a day. That was if I made it through the night.

An hour later, the party was in full swing. Gretta’s idea of a small family get-together turned into at least fifty people split between the outdoor bar, the pool, and the hot tub. I’d never seen so many beautiful women gathered at one event in my entire life.

All the girl’s friends came, and there wasn’t an unattractive face among them. They were men and women in their early to mid-twenties and the girls introduced me to all of them. That’s when I met Brooke, or Queen, as Jenna and everyone else called her.

She’d caught my eye earlier when she’d first arrived, but it was during a game of pool volleyball that I officially met her. What stood out about the twenty-three-year-old Pilates instructor was her exceptional beauty. Which was saying something in that crowd.

It was Jenna, Queen, and I faced off against Lillie, Becca, and Lillie’s friend Bee. We stood together on one side of the shallow end as we prepared to accept the serve.

“Uncle Steve, this is my friend Brooke,” Jenna said. “But we call her Queen because… well… for reasons.”

Jenna giggled, and Queen rolled her eyes.

Queen had long, lush red hair, vibrant green eyes, and a slim but stacked body that rivaled Gretta and her daughters. But the feature that most attracted me to Queen was her freckles and her tan. Most redheads are fair-skinned, but Queen was the exception. She had a golden, perfectly tanned complexion that brought out a smattering of adorable freckles bridging her pert nose.

Queen extended her hand in my direction. “I’ve heard so much about you that it feels like we’ve already met.”

I shook her hand, resisting the urge to gaze at the cleavage sprouting from her bikini top. “It’s nice to meet you. Although I’m more than a little curious about that nickname.”

“You know Jenna,” Queen said. “She’s always stirring the pot.”

Up close, her green eyes were even more striking. They were flecked with gold and streaks of a deeper green that made her hard to turn away from.

“Queen teaches Pilates,” Jenna said as she hooked her arm in mine and pressed in tight. “We’re going to her class on Sunday.”

I gazed down at Jenna, inadvertently peering into her deep cleavage. “Who’s going?”

“Me and you,” Jenna said, seeming completely unconcerned with my wandering eyes. “Afterward, we’re going out on daddy’s boat.”

I chuckled and turned my attention back to Queen. “You two made plans for me?”

Queen grinned. “If Jenna drags Lex along, the two of us can team up together.”

My stomach fluttered with a flurry of nervous butterflies. “In that case, how could I say no?”

“Enough gabbing,” Lillie said from the other side of the net. “Let’s play.”

The party rolled on, with afternoon turning to evening and evening turning to night. The crowd had thinned, but not much. I still hadn’t found the right moment to confront Lillie about the blowjob. With the party so far gone, I planned to wait until the next day to confront her. But as the night progressed, doubt crept into my mind.

If Lillie was my girl, why hadn’t she admitted it? It wasn’t like she was shy or held herself back from doing whatever she wanted when she wanted. She was an extremely affectionate girl, to where her behavior made her boyfriend highly uncomfortable. She had yet to meet a boundary she wouldn’t cross, so why the cloak and dagger stuff? For that matter, why had she bothered with a blindfold at all? Was it a kink? If so, why hadn’t she unmasked herself after I came down her throat?

Then there was her behavior today. She had stuck by my side like we were a couple, holding my hand and discouraging her sisters from taking me away from her. She had ample opportunity to drop subtle hints about the blindfolded blowjob, but she acted like it never happened? Was she waiting for me to make a move? Was this all part of her game?

If so, then the ball was in my court. As I reclined in the hot tub, thinking about my dilemma, Lillie was off somewhere getting what she promised me was dessert. Meanwhile, people had flocked to the hot tub, filling every empty seat.

Jenna and Queen sat across from me with Jenna’s boyfriend Lex and another guy I didn’t recognize who sat beside Queen. There were others in the hot tub, a mixture of party guests I’d spent the day getting to know but couldn’t recall every name. Well, except for Lillie’s boyfriend, Brad.

Brad sat beside Lex, chatting about something I couldn’t hear. Their conversation was drowned out by the hot tub’s churning bubbles, the music, and the eight other conversations happening all at once. That was until Lex announced to everyone that they were playing a drinking game.

Lex spent a few minutes going over the rules, which I utterly ignored. I had no desire or intention of playing a game that would leave me so shit faced I would embarrass myself. Besides, I was way too old to play drinking games with college kids. I was about to bow out and leave the hot tub when Lillie returned, holding a pair of Popsicles.

She eagerly sucked on one while she held the other up in her free hand. Her golden hair fell wet and limp down her back and her big tits jiggled slightly inside the cozy confines of her tropical print bikini top. She climbed the stairs leading into the hot tub and frowned at the top, gazing across the crowded pool.

She held both Popsicles in her hands, her frown deepening as she scanned the space. “You guys didn’t leave me any room?”

Brad perked up and turned to face his girlfriend. “You can squeeze in beside me. There’s plenty of room.”

Lillie didn’t even look in Brad’s direction. Instead, she eyed me, and her eyes twinkled mischievously. “It’s okay. I’ll find a place to sit.”

I didn’t take my eyes off her as she climbed into the hot tub, balancing the Popsicles as she crossed through the churning water. Indents of her stiff nipples poked through her top as she grinned as if noticing the target of my lecherous gaze.

Brad’s face fell as he followed her trajectory. She passed him by without sparing him a glance. When she reached me, she smiled at me before sliding the frozen treat between her ripe, pink lips.

She came off the tip with a slurp and inched closer, stepping between my parted legs. “I brought you one.” She handed me one of the lime-colored Popsicles. “They’re margarita treats my mom made.”

I took one from her and brought it to my lips, sucking the frozen concoction between my lips. “Thanks. It’s great.”

She eyed me and sucked on the treat, gliding it between her lips before she twirled her tongue over the tip. “They’re suck-alicious.”

My mind went blank. I had heard that word exactly one time before. That moment from two nights ago, flared to life in my mind. Even the way Lillie enunciated the word was the same. There was zero doubt in my mind. She was my blowjob princess. I stared at her with the treat dangling between my fingers. “What did you say?”

Lillie grinned and slid onto my lap without asking. She guided her popsicle between my lips as she teased me with her bright blue eyes. “I said it’s suck-alicous. It’s a word I made up a couple of days ago. Do you like it?”

The way she grinned at me left no doubt. It was all but an admission of guilt. She handed me the smoking gun on a silver platter and was all but begging me to make a move on her.

My heart hammered in my chest and my breaths came short and fast. “It’s an interesting word.”

Lille perched on my lap, twisted slightly so that her back faced everyone else while she focused on me. She brought the popsicle to her mouth and sealed her lips around the tip, blatantly sucking it like a cock.

“Lill, there’s plenty of room beside me,” Brad said.

Lillie turned as Brad gestured to the spot he made. He gazed at her, his eyes brimming with hope. Now, with Lillie’s back to me, it was time for me to assert my dominance.

I grabbed Lillie’s waist in both hands and drew her back onto my lap. “She’s good right here.”

Lillie giggled and shifted her hips, positioning her ass atop my quickly stiffening cock. She gazed at Brad as she leaned back and rested her against my shoulder. “I better do as my uncle says. I don’t want to get us in trouble.”

Brad looked on, his expression helpless as Lillie brought the Popsicle to her lips and slid it over her extended tongue.

“We’re playing a drinking game,” Brad said. “You can be my partner.”

“Maybe after I finish my popsicle. For now, I’ll watch.”

Lillie’s warm back pressed up against my chest and I pressed my rock-hard cock into her tight little ass. It nuzzled up against her pussy as Lillie ground her hips, no longer seeming to care what people around us thought.

The crowd turned back to the drinking game with all eyes on Lex as he spoke a word, followed by the others around the hot tub. Occasionally, someone tripped up the word play, laughed and guzzled their beer.

Meanwhile, I quickly finished my popsicle. I had Lillie on my brain, and I’d held back long enough. Before the night was over, I meant to fill her tight little pussy with as many loads of hot cum as I could muster.

Beneath the golden, bubbly churn, I let my hands wander up and down Lillie’s legs. I started by placing my palms on her knees and sliding my hands up her inner thighs, squeezing her flesh as I went. I nuzzled in tight behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck before nibbling her earlobe.

Lillie whimpered out a moan and opened her neck to me. She reached under water with her free hand and grabbed my throbbing manhood still trapped inside my swim trunks.

Not caring who saw, I cupped the underside of Lillie’s fat breast and squeezed, savoring the weight and heft of her breast in my open hand.

Lillie didn’t resist. She churned against my cock as she moaned louder, sucking on the last of her popsicle.

My mind was a haze of carnal lust. I slipped my hand inside the front of Lillie’s bikini and moved lower until my fingers met her slippery trench.

She was smooth, without a hint of stubble, and her sex was as hot and wet as I imagined. I found her cherry bud with the tip of my middle finger and swirled it gently, eliciting stifled moans from the gorgeous blonde. Lillie churned her hips, forcing my finger up and down her engorged labia as she tried to maintain her composure. She set aside her empty popsicle stick and spread her legs across my lap, giving me unfettered access to her hot, slippery treasure trove.

I stuffed a finger inside her tight box and Lillie squirmed, writhing against me as she bit her lower lip, trying to bury her growing arousal.

Lillie leaned back and rested her head on my shoulders as she pumped her hips, fucking my finger as she lost herself in the throes of ecstasy.

In and out, my finger churned, probing her inside deep as I used my thumb to stimulate her engorged clit.

Lillie stiffened in my lap, spasming as she grunted, fueled by orgasmic ecstasy. For several long seconds, she held still on my lap, her pussy pulsing around my finger, squeezing and releasing as she shuddered until her orgasm passed.

Throughout it all, Brad gave us the side eye. His expression was clearly distraught, and I honestly felt bad for the guy. But not bad enough to let this opportunity pass. He watched while I openly fondled, and finger fucked his girlfriend in front of him and everyone else.

Jenna and Queen whispered to each other and eyed us, giggling as their eyes twinkled with amusement.

Lillie sagged on my lap, her chest heaving as she turned her head sideways and met my gaze. “Uncle Steve?”

“Yes, princess?”

Lillie grinned. “Will you teach me how to make one of your world-famous margaritas?”

I frowned at her in confusion. “Like, right now?”

She licked her lips and searched my face with her eyes. “Yeah. I’m super thirsty.”

My cock was so hard and stiff, I couldn’t just stand up. “Sure. Give me a second.”

Lillie leaned forward on my lap and engaged the rest of the crowd until my cock had sufficiently deflated and she led me out of the hot tub.

Dragging me by the hand, she led me through the crowd and across the pool deck and toward the bar. When we passed the bar without giving it a second look, I frowned.

“Where are we going? The bar’s right there.”

She gazed back at me over her shoulder and grinned. “Where do you think?”
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Leading me by the hand, Lillie led me through the kitchen and toward the stairs. Her swimsuit bottoms crept up her ass crack, leaving both of her golden, tanned butt cheeks fully exposed.

My heart drummed so hard and fast I felt it in my temples. Adrenaline pumped through my veins and my chest heaved as if I’d just sprinted an entire marathon. The scene was so surreal it was as if I was inside some elaborate dream. Eventually, I’d wake up and discover I had constructed the entire fantasy in my head. And it was a fantasy. A fantasy so out of reach I would have considered it laughable a few short days ago.

My cock throbbed, rock hard and pulsing, tenting my swim trunks. Visions of fucking Lillie in every imaginable position took turns lobbying for pole position. She was every man’s dream girl, straight out of an erotic story. Her prime nineteen-year-old body belonged in the pages of a magazine. A body so impossibly perfect it bordered on the absurd. That was until you saw her with your own two eyes.

I took turns gawking at her bouncy ass and equally bouncy boobs, jiggling on either side of her chest, still ensconced inside her tropical print bikini top.

Her long, golden-blonde hair had half dried, spilling over her shoulders and nearly halfway down her back. She stole a glance at me over her shoulder and smiled. “You’re being very quiet.”

“I’m super nervous,” I said.

At the bottom of the stairway, Lillie paused, then turned around to face me. She smiled and perched on her tiptoes before kissing me on the lips. “I’ve waited so long for this moment.” She reached down and touched my hard cock before tracing my pulsing shaft with her outstretched finger. “Don’t back out on me now.”

I gazed into her bright blue eyes, and my head spun with a combination of lust and terror. My cock ached inside my swim trunks, seeming to grow harder after she touched me. “That won’t happen. I’m all in.”

Her eyes danced, and she smiled before kissing me again. “Good. Because we’re not leaving my room until breakfast.”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat as Lillie pulled my hand and led me upstairs. We walked along the corridor where I spotted the camera, filming every moment. I couldn’t worry about Jim now. Lillie was worth the risk.

It barely registered when she pulled me into her bedroom and shut the door behind us.

I stood inside Lillie’s sanctuary. It was a place coveted by my depraved fantasies where I had often imagined fucking her in her childhood bed. A place that had fueled many jerk-off sessions featuring the scrumptious nineteen-year-old.

Lillie had always been exceptionally beautiful. She was an outlier. A freak of nature with a comic-book perfect body and a face to go with it. She was a beautiful baby and even her awkward teenage years weren’t awkward in the way they were with normal kids. Even when she had braces and glasses, older boys drooled, chasing her all the way through junior high and high school. Her male teachers were no exception.

Jim once told me a story where Lillie’s eighth grade social studies teacher was fired for making a pass at her. Her sisters were no less exceptional, but Lillie was the youngest, which earned her a special place in my heart.

My feelings for her had always made me feel uneasy, just like that social studies teacher. The difference was that I never acted on those feelings. I repressed them, locking them in a box, then throwing away the key. But as hard as I tried to stop thinking about her, the sexual fantasies persisted. She had even fueled two wet dreams during my thirties, but then again, so had her sisters.

To this day, I felt like a creepy old man perving on an innocent young woman so achingly out of my league it pained me. But I couldn’t help the way I felt, even if I never acted.

Yet, there I stood. I was in the henhouse, standing atop Lillie’s plush white carpet. A snow-white comforter covered her queen-sized bed, heaped with pillows and her favorite stuffed animals. Her desk sat under her window with a thin laptop sitting dead center surrounded by framed pictures of her family and friends.

One picture caught my eye. It was a picture of me standing alone at the beach, smiling into the camera that Angie held. That wasn’t the only thing that caught my eye. I’d no sooner turned my attention from the framed photo when I spotted a familiar gray sweatshirt draped over the back of her desk chair.

Behind me, a lock clicked, breaking me out of my reverie.

My pulse quickened, and I whirled to find Lillie standing a few feet away, following my gaze.

She picked up my hand, lacing her fingers in mine as she took me over to her desk and picked up the framed photo.

“You posted this on one of your social media accounts last year,” she said, then turned to face me. “Is it creepy that I printed and framed your picture? You just look so handsome and ….”

She swallowed hard and peered into my eyes, her normally confident expression suddenly nervous. It was strange seeing Lillie that way without her air of unwavering bravado and overflowing confidence.

I squeezed her hand, encouraging her. “And what?”

“And I’ve had a massive thing for you for so long I can’t remember a time I didn’t. I’m still scared to death you’ll run away from me and tell me I’m too young. It just seemed overwhelmingly impossible that I could ever be with you. At least if I had your photo with me, I could look at you whenever I wanted.”

I picked up the sweatshirt and gazed at it for a long time, wondering how to broach the subject. “Becca has a sweatshirt just like this one.”

Lillie frowned, turning her attention from me to the sweatshirt. “What? Oh, right. We all got matching sweatshirts when we went on a ski trip last year.”

That explained the mystery of the gray sweatshirt. I smiled at her. “You wore this the other night when you came to visit me.”

Lillie stared at the sweatshirt and bit her lower lip as if she were afraid to move.

All the cards were on the table, and I’d clearly found my mystery lady. “Why did you run away after?”

Her eyes welled with tears, and she turned her attention from the sweatshirt to me. Our eyes locked, and she looked adorably terrified. “Are you mad?”

I tossed the sweatshirt onto her chair and picked up her free hand, holding both as I gazed into her eyes. Falling in love with her was inevitable. I was toast. “I’m not upset, just confused. Here I had the single best sexual experience of my life and the woman who gave me that gift ran away before we could do more.”

Lillie grinned, some of her confidence returning. “You just called me a woman. Not a girl. A woman.”

I chuckled, then leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. When I drew back, Lillie’s eyes were swimming in a hazy pool of what felt like longing. “You are a woman. My woman.”

Lillie beamed. Her entire face lit up like Christmas morning. Her shoulders relaxed and she let out a held breath. “I told Jenna and then she told mom. I was so nervous.”

“That’s why you ran away?”

Lillie nodded. “I was scared you’d be furious with me. I knew it was wrong, but I just couldn’t help myself. If you only knew how many times I touched myself thinking of you. Well, it’s a lot.”

Technically, what she did was sexual assault, but I certainly didn’t feel like a victim. Had she not blindfolded me, I would have gleefully consented. “Next time, I’d like to watch you do it.”

Lillie released her grip on my hand and reached down, touching my cock as she gazed up at me, her eyes exuding virginal innocence. “Next time as in right now?”

I played out my next move in my head, and a rush of hormonal lust left my head spinning. I licked the dryness from my lips and tried to steady myself on my rubbery legs. “Right now, I need to see you.”

Lillie smiled at me. Her entire aura radiated joy with her eyes leading the charge. She reached behind her back as if to take off her bikini top.

“Wait.” I touched her arm, stopping her. “Can I do it?”

She nodded at me and inched closer, peering into my eyes as she pulled on the drawstring of my swim trunks. “We’ll undress each other.”

Her voice was hypnotizing, and I soaked in every curve and line of her exquisite face, memorizing the lush moisture of her bubble-gum lips. With my hands shaking, I reached behind her back and unhooked the single fastener holding her top in place.

The top sprang free, and her breasts jiggled slightly as the material fell away and dropped to the floor.

I stepped back slightly and held her gaze, terrified to look down at her big, beautiful, and completely bare breasts. “You’re sure? This will change everything.”

She nodded without hesitation. “You’re not leaving this bed. Not tonight. Not ever.”

I grinned and gazed down at breasts I already knew were perfect.

I wasn’t disappointed. They were full and naturally round, slightly bigger than Jenna’s, but so close they could’ve been twins. Lillie’s quarter-sized areolas were puffy pink and centered with thick, suckable nipples. Her breasts were equally sized and close enough together to form a mound of natural cleavage.

Tan lines crisscrossed her breasts so close to the outer rim of her areolas it surprised me. To think, just a thin sliver of material separated Lillie’s nipples from the rest of the world. They were Maxim tits. The kind you thought only existed because of Photoshop, camera filters, or a damn fine plastic surgeon. Only I knew Lillie had never gone under the knife because I’d watched her grow up. The only part missing was the last five years when she’d turned from a girl into a grown woman.

Lillie glanced up at me nervously, her fingers tracing the outline of my stiff cock, still pulsing inside my now loose swim trunks.

I cupped the underside of her breast and gently squeezed as I soaked her in, my jaw scraping the floor. I licked the cotton from my lips. “Wow. I don’t have words.”

She giggled, then perched on her toes and kissed me. “Your face says it all. They’re just boobs. What’s the big deal?”

I cupped both breasts in my hands and squeezed. Her nipples hardened against my palms, and I slid my hands over them, tweaking her stiff nipples as my cock throbbed, oozing pre-cum. “And the Mona Lisa is just a painting.”

She kept her eyes locked on mine, letting me play with her natural treasures. “I already know you have a big, thick, beautiful cock. Now I get to feel it stretch me out.”

Holy fucking shit. My cock kicked in her hand I nearly came on the spot. “Lill, I don’t have a condom.”

Lillie dipped her fingers inside the waistband of my swim trunks and circled her warm fingers around my stiff cock. “Other boys wear condoms. You’re not them. You will never wear a condom with me.”

I squeezed her tits, filling my hands full as I kneaded them between my open fingers. “Birth control?”

She shook her head. “I’m not on the pill or anything else.”

“I’ll pull out,” I said.

She looked up at me, eyes pleading. “I don’t want you to pull out.”

I laughed as if she wasn’t serious. “You want to get pregnant?”

“It’s a safe time of the month for me. I’ll pick up a morning-after pill and go on birth control starting tomorrow.”

I sighed but couldn’t take my hands off her incredible rack. “I’ll drive you first thing in the morning.”

Lillie stroked my cock while she ripped out my soul with her big blue eyes. “We can have a breakfast date?”

I grinned. “I’ll even let you pick the place.”

She perched on her toes and kissed me. When she came away, her eyes radiated pure joy that lit my inside up like the morning sun.

“Good. Now enough talk. I want to ride you.”

I felt as if the world had opened a window on my once stagnated soul. It was as if cool air rushed into my psyche and chased away the oppressive sameness that had threatened my marriage. I was having sex with Lillie to save my marriage and who knew what else? Was a future possible with a nineteen-year-old co-ed? We had already tossed convention on its ear. Why the hell not?

Still palming her breasts, I leaned in and found Lillie’s mouth with mine. Our lips met and our tongues twined together, languidly at first before we opened our mouths wide and really went at it. We came together, hot and urgent. I let my tongue roam where it may, freely exploring Lillie’s mouth while I reluctantly released her big, springy tits. I hooked my thumbs on either side of Lillie’s bikini bottoms and pulled them over her tight little hips.

Lillie moaned in my mouth, deepening the kiss until our mouths couldn’t get any wider. Her tongue was everywhere inside my mouth. Exploring every inch as if she couldn’t get enough. She sucked my tongue into her mouth and stroked my cock as her moans intensified.

I dipped my hand between her legs and my fingers brushed up against her smooth, soaking wet pussy. Our hot tub experience came roaring back and my breathing labored as my head swam with a feral need to pump my seed deep inside the perky little blonde.

Lillie broke off our kiss and stepped out of her bottoms. She gazed up at me with fevered eyes and unbridled lust. She hastily pulled off my swim trunks, allowing my cock to spring free while I tugged off my t-shirt and tossed it aside.

Without wasting another second, I climbed onto Lillie’s virgin white bed and stretched out on my back. With my cock towering over my mid-section, I propped myself up on my elbows to get a good long look at her naked body.

It was a rare moment when reality surpassed fantasy. Lillie was the quintessential fantasy girl with round, springy breasts, a flat tummy, and a compact bubble butt. Her pussy was utterly hairless, as if she had either waxed it or had some kind of laser hair removal. Her adorable pink slit looked way too pretty to handle the fire-breathing dragon towering over my body.

Her complexion was unmarked and flawless. A diamond stud pierced her navel, but otherwise, she had no visible tattoos. Her rich golden locks had dried, and tumbled over her shoulders, ending well below her shoulders. Natural blonde wisps floated out from the nape of her neck. She wore no makeup, and there was nothing fake about her. From the natural color of her hair to the organic sway of her extraordinary breasts, she was the girl next door. The one you brought home to mom, married, and held onto for the rest of your life.

Smiling from ear to ear, Lillie crawled onto the bed. As she maneuvered her way up my body, her big breasts jiggled along with her. Her eyes locked on my cock. She licked her lips as she fully straddled me, sitting on my upper thighs with my cock swaying in front of her like a toy.

Lillie tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and grabbed hold of my cock in one hand. She slowly stroked it and played with it between her fingers until she milked a bead of clear pre-cum onto the tip of my cock. “You have the prettiest penis I’ve ever seen.”

I watched her move atop me, completely transfixed. How did she not know how beautiful she was? My cock pulsed in her hand as hard as asphalt. “Cocks aren’t pretty. You’re pretty.”

Lillie smiled at me, her eyes twinkling. She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock, licking up the pre-cum before she swirled her tongue around my knob, all the while eyeing me. “You taste good, too.”

It was difficult speaking through the rush of heady lust, turning my mind into a hazy vat of gelatin. She was just so fucking beautiful.

I moaned with pleasure, lifting and lowering my hips as the tip of my cock slipped between her juicy lips. “As good as it was with the blindfold, I prefer this view.”

Lillie sealed her lips around my cock while she stroked my shaft. As I pumped my hips, my glans trailed along the flat of her tongue, leaving me edging on the brink of orgasm. It was embarrassingly fast, but I was only human.

“Baby, I’m edging.”

My words came out in a rush as panic surged through me. I wasn’t ready to come. Given the stimulus, even if I came, I knew I would stay hard. I prepared myself for a sexual marathon that could continue until dawn. If it meant coming early, then I would.

Lillie came off my cock, leaving behind a thin trail of saliva. She squeezed my shaft, cutting off the encroaching orgasm as she gazed into my eyes. “I want to do everything with you. Consider me your fuck toy. Not just tonight, but forever. I want you to fuck me whenever and wherever you want.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Was this pillow talk, or was she for real? “What do you mean?”

She released some of the pressure on my cock and gently stroked, as if giving me time to come back from the edge. “I mean, if you want to fuck me at breakfast, lift my nightshirt, pull off my panties and fuck me until you come. If you want to fuck me in the pool with everyone watching, I’m your woman. We fuck where and when we want. It’s my biggest kink with imagining our sex lives together.”

As I pondered her words, I watched the subtle way her tits jiggled as she continued stroking me, which only made me want her more. “Hypothetically, let’s say we’re at the movies and Angie is on one side and you’re on the other. The mood strikes me, and I want to have sex with you. What happens next?”

Her eyes lit up. “You pull me onto your lap, push aside my panties, and fuck me until you drop a massive load into my pussy.” She giggled. “That doesn’t mean they won’t kick us out of the theater.”

“Free use? Does that go for threesomes?”

Her smile widened. “Especially for threesomes. I think Angie dips her toe in the lady pond. We can fuck her together.”

“Angie would love that.”

Lillie giggled, then leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock again. “I know. She already told me.”

After what I’d been through the past few days, nothing surprised me. I frowned, pondering my next words. “Call me old school, but I’m not really into sharing you with other guys.”

“Good. Because I’m not interested in other guys. But if you told me to have sex with another man, I would. What you say goes.”

“Anything?”

“Anything,” she said. “My one ask is that you don’t break my heart.”

I considered her words. “If I wanted to have sex with your sisters? Would that break your heart?”

Lillie leaned forward and licked up the pre-cum oozing from my cock. “It would break my heart if you didn’t have sex with them. They would kill me if I kept you all to myself.”

“You don’t want to date other men? Are you sure?”

“There’s a lot more I want, but you’re the only man who can give it to me.”

Lillie sat upright, then inched forward, repositioning herself until she straddled my waist. My cock nuzzled the flat of her stomach and throbbed against her warm skin. The size of my hard cock juxtaposed with her petite body left me wondering how I would ever fit inside her.

Lillie took my cock in hand and inched her way forward, guiding the thick of my shaft against her wet pussy. As she worked my cock up and down her pretty little slit, her mouth fell open, and her breathing turned labored. “I’ve wanted this for so long. You have no idea.”

“Oh, trust me. I’ve wanted you just as bad.”

She grinned. “Then get ready to feast.”

I placed my hands on her hips and squeezed, riding her hips as she moved forward and backward.

Lillie stroked my cock as she used my shaft to prime her pussy. She moved in smooth, sinuous waves, causing her belly to ripple and her breasts to sway gently from side to side. Her stiff nipples stood atop her puffy pink areolas, upturned and picture perfect.

The heat from Lillie’s pussy gathered around my cock as it pulsed inside her nimble fingers. My shaft glistened with her wetness as the sexual frenzy from Lillie’s blowjob resurfaced. I wasn’t ready to come, but it wouldn’t take much. If I came, I was sure I could keep going, but it would take the edge off. Besides, she was way too hot to realistically hold out for much longer. But my pride dictated that I wait until I was inside her.

Lillie bit her lower lip and gazed down at me, her eyes smoldering. “Are you ready?”

“Yes,” I said, croaking out the word.

As Lillie guided my tip along her soaking wet slit, I palmed one of her fat tits, tweaking her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. With a moan, Lillie sank onto my rigid cock and shuddered.

My tip barely slipped inside her before I met a wall of resistance and a wellspring of pure pleasure. I groaned and cranked my hips, working my cock, inching deeper while Lillie’s eyes swam with pleasure.

“God, baby, you’re huge,” Lillie said.

Her breaths came in short, ragged pulls, and her breasts heaved. She planted her hands on my muscled pecs and leaned forward, forcing her tits together as she swiveled her hips. Her golden hair tumbled over her shoulders and fell forward, tickling my chest.

“We can stop if it hurts,” I said.

Lillie shook her head. Her eyes registering defiance. “I’ll be fine. Don’t you dare stop.” She churned her hips, moaning as she took me deeper. “Your cock feels so fucking good.”

I rocked my hips, forcing my cock deeper. Her inner wall muscles clamped down on my manhood, pulsing as I held still. With Lillie’s tits in my face, I raised my head just enough to suck a pastel pink areola into my mouth and swirl my tongue over her fat nipple. She hardened in my mouth, and I scooped up her free tit, kneading it in my hands as I continued inching my way deeper.

With my cock buried halfway inside her, Lillie churned her hips, groaning with pleasure as she dug her fingers into my chest. She let out a sharp gasp and shifted her body weight as my cock slipped all the way inside her and I gazed down to find my shaft buried to the root.

“Yes,” she said, hissing out the word.

Her pussy enveloped my cock in a tight, hot sheath of squirming resistance. I had never experienced a woman as tight, and I savored the sensation of my cock expanding inside her, pulsing and throbbing as Lillie’s moans filled the room.

Orgasmic bliss wasn’t far away, and I had resigned myself from giving in to the urge. I would fill her with my seed, again and again until we were both sated — pregnancy be damned. A big part of me wanted to have a baby with her, to know it was our child growing inside her.

My head swam with that primal urge to procreate, and I churned my hips, slowly pumping in and out as Lillie’s grinding hips matched my rhythm. I released her nipple from my mouth, letting her breast pop free as I laid back and watched her move.

Lillie sat upright with my cock buried deep inside her. She swiveled her hips, plumbing her buttery depths with my steel-hard rod. She moaned as she gazed down at me, her eyes hazy and oozing lust. “Baby, this feels so right.”

I grabbed her hips and ground my cock inside her, stirring her insides as I gazed into her eyes. “You’re mine.”

Lillie furrowed her brow and bit her lower lip, nodding at me as pleasure warped her expression. She moved her hips to match mine, changing to a front-to-back motion, her inner walls flexing and squeezing, milking my cock as she gazed into my eyes. Her breaths came short and fast, sharper than before.

There was a look in her eyes I’d never seen. Warmth? Adoration? Whatever it was, she looked genuinely happy.

“I love you,” she said. “I always have, and I always will.”

Her words caught me off-guard, but burned hot in my psyche, fueling a wave of lust so strong, it spun my head. I paused for fear of erupting inside her and waited a moment while I held her gaze.

“I love you too, princess,” I said.

The words came easily and felt natural because they were true. I loved her and I had for a long time. There was no point denying it. We had eradicated the barriers between us, and whatever fall out came our way, we would endure together.

Lillie came off my cock and dropped back down, fucking me with zeal as her breasts swirled, gaining momentum. “Never, ever stop fucking me. I want you now and forever.”

That wasn’t pillow talk. She meant those words which took me back to the vow I made her. She gave herself to me and I promised to safeguard her heart. We were halfway across the river with the bridge burning behind us. There was no going back. I would love her, protect her, and cherish every moment we shared. At that moment, I truly gave her my heart.

I squeezed her ass and rode her hips up and down. Lillie bounced on my cock and our skin clapped together. Her tits turned in tight circles, slapping together when they met in the middle.

Lillie groaned with enough volume to wake the dead. If a party wasn’t raging downstairs, the entire house would have heard. If she didn’t care, neither did I. If she wanted me to own her and use her like my fuck toy, who was I to deny her fantasy? She clearly enjoyed being submissive in the bedroom. Maybe it was because she lived her life bossing everyone else?

We moved into fifth gear, with Lillie bouncing atop me like she was riding a pogo stick. Her tits were a blur, slapping and bouncing, as friction heated my cock to the boiling point. She screamed my name between her broken moans and stiff grunts, repeating it for the world to hear. That and she told me over and over how much she loved me.

I was on the brink, my orgasm pounding on the door, when Lillie’s body stiffened and shuddered. A rash of goosebumps spread across her chest like wildfire. She gasped and leaned forward, bracing herself on my chest as a major-league orgasm ripped through her.

Her breaths came short and fast, and she locked her eyes on mine as she dug her fingers into my chest. “Baby… coming… coming so hard.”

My cock pulsed like a machine gun, and the damn broke. My vision blurred as I grabbed handfuls of her bubble butt and pinned her to my cock. With a guttural grunt, I pulled her down, burying my cock to the root just as my orgasm erupted. Jets of white hot cum raced from my balls and gushed deep inside Lillie’s unprotected womb.

I came with so much force, it shocked me. I had experienced plenty of orgasms in my life, but none on that scale. It was, by far, the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced, fueling a load so massive I shuddered to think of just how much cum I pumped inside her.

Lillie’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she fell forward, planting her elbows on my chest as her pussy spasmed, milking me dry. She found my mouth with hers and we kissed, our tongue swimming together, our lust unquenched.

Even after I came, Lillie didn’t relent. She kept pumping my cock as if I hadn’t just dropped the atom bomb of orgasms directly into her womb. Then it hit me. She would keep fucking me until I told her to stop or gave her direction.

I grinned and squeezed her fat tits in both hands, mauling them as I tweaked her nipples. “Get on your hands and knees. I want to fuck you from behind.”

“Yes, daddy,” Lillie said, her voice obedient.

She climbed off my cock, revealing the massive load leaking from her ravaged hole. More cum drizzled down her inner thigh as a thick white pearl surfaced just inside her pussy.

Lillie paused for a moment, spreading apart her pussy and proudly showing me our results. She grinned up. “That was a massive load. Can you do it again?”

It was my finest work and her pussy looked no less perfect, even after I split her in half. “I can do it again and again after that. Don’t get comfortable.”

Her eyes gleamed with joy. “Yes, daddy.”

She scrambled onto all fours, presenting me with the tightest ass on the planet and a front row view to her pussy already primed with my leaking load.

With my cock still hard, I came up behind her and pushed inside in one smooth stroke. Her pussy gobbled me up, and my cock throbbed deep inside her, buried to the hilt as I caressed her ass cheeks. “That’s a good girl.”

Lillie rested her forearms on the mound of pillows by her headboard. Her tits swung invitingly below her chest, swaying into view on either side of her chest. She glanced back at me over her shoulder and grinned. “I came three times already.”

I started fucking her, slow and steady, as I frowned at her in confusion. “I thought it was once?”

“I’m counting the hot tub. God, I came so hard in the hot tub.” She grunted as I pounded her from behind. “I came again when you put your cock inside me.” Her eyes glossed over as I paused, pinning my cock deep inside her. “Oh, daddy. I’m coming again.”

She turned her head away and stiffed as her legs shuddering with the telltale signs of an orgasm. She grabbed a pillow between her hands and braced herself as I wrecked her from behind.

I went ham on her pussy, fucking her with reckless abandon, savoring her moans and shallow grunts. We fucked for ten more minutes in that position with my mid-section clapping off Lillie’s barely jiggling ass. Her bedsprings squeaked a singsong cadence, rising with Lillie’s warbling moans of pleasure.

“Fuck!” Lillie shouted and stiffened. “Oh, daddy. I’m coming all over your gigantic cock.” Her words came out clipped through broken grunts.

Again, her body stiffened and shuddered as a massive orgasm swept over her and she clamped down on my cock with her crazy tight pussy.

Although I was close to coming again, our first fuck took the edge off. That didn’t mean I was done. I pulled my glistening, cum-covered cock from Lillie’s pussy, where a never-ending supply leaked down her leg.

As Lillie relaxed, she heaved for breath, her legs shaking beneath her. A light sheen of sweat covered her back and my chest. We had fucked for over thirty minutes, and I wasn’t done.

I patted her ass and sat back on my knees. “Flip over onto your back, baby girl. I want to come inside you again. Then we’ll take a shower together.”

“Okay, daddy,” Lillie said, her voice enthusiastic.

She flopped over onto her back and spread her legs. Her tiny pink pussy was red and puffy with sex. She would be sore in the morning and part of me felt bad, but the huge grin on her face told me she was floating on cloud nine.

I crawled up between her legs and guided my tip up and down her wet slit. “Are you sure you’re okay to keep going?”

She nodded and coiled her legs around my thighs, drawing me forward. “Definitely. Stick it in me.”

I pulled her ass up and moved her body, lining her up so she could comfortably take my cock. With a groan, I slid inside her, savoring the tightness of her amazing teenage pussy. “Baby, you are so fucking tight.”

Lillie wrapped her arms around my neck and slid her fingers through the hair at the nape of my neck. “That’s because I was a virgin until you deflowered me.”

My jaw dropped. I stopped and stared at her with my cock buried deep. “You’re joking, right?”

She giggled and shook her head. “You should see your face right now.”

“If I had known you were a virgin, I wouldn’t have….”

“Which is why I didn’t tell you,” she said. “You were always going to be my first.”

“That stuff about condoms?”

“I made that up. I mean, it’s not like a million boys haven’t tried to have sex with me. Brad practically went out of his mind with the cock teasing.” She shrugged. “My flower is for one man only. And I just gave it to him.”

“Lill, I don’t know what to say.” I swallowed the lump rising in my throat. “I’m honored, but I wish you would have told me.”

Lillie moved her hips and fucked me, slow and deep. She studied me closely, playing with the hair on my neck. “I’m glad I waited. Did you mean what you said earlier? Do you really love me?”

She gazed up at me expectantly. I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips, then drew back, meeting her gaze. “I love you. Does that answer your question?”

Lillie grinned and nodded with satisfaction. “In case you didn’t know, I love you too.”

She wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles behind my back. She pulled me in tight and clamped down as I bottomed out inside her. “I love you so, so much.”

Her round tits mashed up against my chest, billowing out on her sides. Her pussy pulsed around my cock, flexing and releasing as it pulsed with her heartbeat. Then there was the look of pure love in her eyes as she gazed up at me. With the languid pace of our intensely intimate sex, my last shred of defense gave way. “Baby, I’m coming again.”

Lillie pressed her forehead against mine and stared into my eyes as I grunted and came. Exploding inside her for the second time, spilling thick ropes of milky cum into her depths. The climax wasn’t as violent as my first orgasm, but this one held an intimacy that made it more satisfying.

Lillie took every drop, milking my cock dry as she kissed me. Afterward, I stayed inside her, resting my head between her breasts as I caught my breath. I was well and truly spent. At least for a while.

Lillie kissed me and played with my hair some more before caressing my back with her fingers. Her touch was so gentle and loving that I couldn’t believe this was the same bossy firecracker who marched around the house like she owned it.

A few minutes later, we showered in Lillie’s bathroom before returning to her bed and climbing in together, both of us naked.

She came in close and wrapped her legs around my body, hugging me tight as we kissed.

I pushed an errant lock of her wet hair away from her eye and took a good, long look at her beautiful face. “So that stuff you said about us having sex wherever and whenever? Was that heat of the moment stuff, or did you mean it?”

“I meant every word. I’m yours and you’re mine. Whenever either of us needs sex, we should have it right then and there.”

“So, if I wake up in the middle of the night so horny I can’t sleep, I can —”

“Fuck me,” she said, finishing my sentence for me. “If you don’t, you’ll make me upset.”

“Okay. Good to know. You won’t bite my head off?”

Lillie giggled. “No, baby. I may suck your head off, but I’ll never bite. Well, not in bed anyway. You could still piss me off in other ways.”

I smiled and kissed her. “This seems like it’s all too good to be true.”

Lillie shrugged. “I’ve waited a long time to have sex. Now that I’ve ripped off the band-aid, I want to have sex with you… a lot of sex.”

I chuckled. “Okay. I’ll keep up my end of the bargain.”

She kissed me. “Good. There’s one more thing before I forget.”

“Yeah? Name it.”

“A few of my friends and their boyfriends are planning a couple’s trip to Charleston in a few weeks. It’s the week before Becca’s pageant. Will you go with me?”

This was part of my promise. Did I want to hang out with a bunch of college boys for a long weekend? Maybe not. But I wanted Lillie, and if she wanted me to go, I would go. “I’ll book the plane tickets and the room. Text me the dates.”

Her eyes lit up, and she squeezed me tight. “Thank you. I’m so happy you didn’t turn me down.”

I laughed. “Like I could ever turn you down.”

“By the way, Angie already knows about the trip. She knows about a lot of things, including my feelings for you.”

I pulled back so I could get a good look into her eyes. “How did that go?”

“Fine. As crazy as it all sounds, she’s happy for us.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “I hope Max doesn’t get pissed at me.”

“I wouldn’t worry about Max,” she said. “He’s a lot like you. We just need to be up front and honest with him.”

“He has a massive crush on you.”

“He knows I have feelings for you. He didn’t come out and say it, but he’s very intuitive. You should give him more credit. Besides, I hung all over you on the night you arrived. If that didn’t clue him in, nothing will.”

“I suppose we’ll cross that bridge when we get there.”

I checked the clock. It was almost four am. “We need to sleep.”

“You’re still taking me to breakfast, right?”

“Of course. But I’m going out with Becca tomorrow afternoon. Are you okay with that?”

Lillie nodded. “She’s crazy about you.”

“I know. She told me.”

“Just so long as you don’t forget about me, we’ll be fine.”

“Like that could ever happen.”

Lillie giggled and pressed her naked body tight against mine. Her nipples stiffened against my chest and the heat from her pussy radiated up my leg.

Lillie gazed into my eyes, her expression pleading. “Daddy?”

“Yes, princess?”

“I’m still horny. Can we do it again?”
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            Early retirement in the sunny Caribbean or a star-spangled life with your best friend’s daughters?




Daniel Pierce ditched his nine-to-five corporate life for swim trunks and a beach house in the sunny Caribbean. But now, a year after his best friend and former business partner’s premature death, he’s back in Atlanta to confront his former company’s board of directors.




When Reggie Raven passed away, he left his oldest daughter, Brooke Raven, in charge of the company. But when the board votes to replace her with a more seasoned veteran, Dan steps in to plead her case. The board agrees to let Brooke continue as CEO on one condition… Dan must spend a year grooming her for the job.




Now Dan’s up to his ear in spreadsheets and quarterly reports, but it’s Brooke’s sizzling beauty and infectious charm that truly turns his world upside down. Brooke isn’t his only distraction. Brooke’s younger sisters, Lillie and Elle, insist that Dan live with them while he’s back in town.




It doesn’t take long until Dan discovers the hidden torch Brooke’s carried for him over the years. But Dan’s guilty feelings stop him from pursuing the stunning young redhead. Undaunted, Brooke doesn’t back away from the challenge and won’t stop until Dan gives in.




Dan must navigate the dangerous currents of his simmering feelings for Brooke and his budding infatuation for her blonde and busty sisters while teaching Brooke what she needs to know to run her father’s company.




Read the entire story with this entire, three-volume box set that includes Personal Assistant, Caribbean Queen, and Stand-In Groom! My Best Friend’s Daughters follows retired entrepreneur, Daniel Pierce as he reluctantly pursues his best friend’s three daughters and builds the harem he never knew he needed.
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            One man’s family is another man’s harem…




Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.




Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.




Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.




But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?




It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?




This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.




18+ Only!
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            When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…




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

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

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




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

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