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“Why are you people even considering replacing her?” I sat back and glared at the stuffed suits surrounding the polished mahogany table inside the all-glass conference room.

Four women and two men held seats on the Sky Fitness Wear board of directors. To a person, they sat in their plush, leather chairs staring at their laptops, stone-faced, not daring to confront me. The longer they went without responding, the more pissed off I grew. I was about to say something when Roger Hartwell, the president of the board, finally came forward to answer me.

He leaned forward with both elbows on the table his expression conciliatory. “Dan, we understand how much you care for Brooke. Our decision has nothing to do with her level of competence. It’s simply a matter of experience. Or rather, the lack of life experience she requires to take Sky to the next level. She hasn’t been through the wars that define top executives.” As he spoke, his double-chin wobbled like a bowl of warm gelatin. Then there was the blinding light shining off his thinning scalp that distracted me.

Why had Reggie insisted on keeping the old dinosaur on the board of directors? He was an obese, sixty-two-year-old man representing the interests of an athletic apparel line targeting young professional women. He was the extreme opposite of my former company’s target demographic.

“She’s so inexperienced that your profits rose twenty percent, your costs came down ten percent, and you have record high employee retention. Brooke Raven should be the face of this company. She knows this place better than anyone and that includes her dad or even me back when I ran this place.”

“We’re not saying there isn’t a place for her,” Roger said. “The company is experiencing exponential growth. Thus, the board feels a veteran hand is necessary to captain the ship around rocky shores.”

His cliched answer sounded straight out of a corporate press release — say something and nothing at the same time. That response coming from Roger didn’t surprise me. But I wanted to hear from the other board members. Specifically, the women.

I turned my glare on the silent majority who sat on their hands. “Are there any dissenting opinions?” I leveled my gaze at Fatima Zahra, who was the youngest woman on the board. If there was anyone who might have Brooke’s back, it was her.

Fatima shifted nervously in her seat and averted her gaze. “Brooke’s great,” she said. “Someday she will run this company. Right now, I think she’s better off learning from someone who’s been a CEO before. That’s especially true when negotiating with suppliers. When our current contracts expire, I’m afraid her lack of experience might eventually add to our costs.”

“What makes you believe she wouldn’t be every bit as tenacious as Reggie? Her father was the CEO until the day he died.” I scanned the faces in the room. “She learned from Reggie Raven, who was the best of the best.”

“Dan, I understand your fondness for Brooke and for her wellbeing,” Roger said. “We all love Brooke and I miss Reggie as much as you, but this is business.”

“Which is why your decision is so puzzling,” I said. “Here you have a terrific, talented, eager executive who is passionate about the company who holds degrees from the best universities and comes in everyday with one purpose in mind — to make Sky Apparel the best it can be. Have you seen our brand Q-scores? They’ve gone up ten points in the last year.”

Roger leaned forward with some heat behind his eyes. “I’m not arguing —”

“The world is changing,” I said, cutting him off. “We live in a diverse, digitally connected, multi-cultural world. Brooke understands that. Have you asked her about her vision? I have. She’s thinking global with ideas to penetrate new markets Reggie and I never dreamed of.”

As much as I wanted to berate Roger, Fatima, and the rest of the stooges on the board of directors, I needed their vote. Putting them on the defensive would lead to Brooke’s downfall. I let out a held breath. “I appreciate your position.” Then I turned to the other stuffed suits. “Thanks to each of you for the kind words following Reggie’s death last year. His daughters and I appreciate your willingness to let Brooke lead for the past year. Our conversation back then was that if Brooke proved herself, the job was hers. She took that to heart, and I believe she’s accomplished that.”

The room fell silent while the whir of the air conditioner kicked on through an overhead vent. “My vote is for Brooke, and since I still have some skin in this company, that should count for something.” I slowly scanned the faces who stared back at me wearing unreadable expressions. “Please… give her the shot she has earned.” I sat back in my chair and stared at the glossy tabletop before me.

It was a long few seconds before Roger spoke. “Dan, if you wouldn’t mind leaving the room, we can discuss and call you back in after the vote.”

“Sure.” I stood and ran my fingers through my shaggy brown hair, before I came around the table and left the conference room.

I stepped out into the foyer, and Brooke’s head popped out of her office. Her big green eyes pooled with nervous energy. “What did they say?”

Even when she was a bundle of nerves, the twenty-five-year-old chief executive was even more stunningly beautiful than the last time I saw her at Reggie’s funeral. With rich, strawberry-blonde hair that flowed over her shoulders, it was easy to discount Brooke Raven as just another pretty face. But I knew Brooke. She was way more than that.

I crossed the lobby and stole a glance back over my shoulder. “It went well,” I said, lying through my teeth.

Brooke rolled her eyes. “You suck at lying. Come in here and tell me everything.”

I stepped into Brooke’s modest office as she shut the door behind us.

“They’re voting right now,” I said.

A potted plant sat on the corner of her tidy oak desk. A laptop sat in the center, surrounded by two monitors. Warm lamplight lit the room, and the one window in her office overlooked downtown Atlanta below. Even after her father’s death, Brooke kept her old office, saying that she had to earn the right to sit in Reggie Raven’s seat.

Brooke sat in one of the two chairs fronting her desk while I took the other.

She swiveled the chair around to face me with her bare feet showing. “I saw you getting very animated in there. What happened?”

Like her little sisters, Brooke had an endearing southern accent that made me swoon every time I heard her speak. I stole a glance at her shapely legs sprouting from beneath the hemline of her business skirt. My stomach dipped with butterflies as guilt washed over me. As her godfather, I shouldn’t find her sexually attractive, but my eyes, body, and brain had a different agenda. “I was selling you,” I said. “No one can do this job better than you.”

At some point, she had kicked off her high-heel shoes. I noticed them peeking out from under her desk. That explained the bare feet. She tucked one of her shapely legs beneath her and frowned slightly.

“You’re sweet,” she said. “And you’re also very biased. They think I’m too young, don’t they?”

She wore a white silk blouse that offset her hip-hugging navy blue skirt. She frowned at me with her arms folded over her chest, forcing her ample breasts together where they formed a deep, mouthwatering crease that hugged the curve of her ample chest.

What was I thinking, looking at Brooke that way? I needed to throw a lifeline to my mind and pull it out of the gutter. “They don’t know this business like you do,” I said.

Brooke shifted in her seat, causing the crease to come loose. She leaned forward and sighed, resting her elbows on her knees. When she looked up at me, my insides turned to mush. “You’re lucky that you didn’t have to put up with this bullshit back when were the CEO.”

I laughed. “The amount of bullshit I endured led me to selling most of my shares to your father and retreating to the Bahamas for an early retirement.”

“You know what I mean,” Brooke said, then she let out a sigh. “I’m a young woman living in a man’s world.”

“Let’s see what they say. Maybe my pep talk changed a few minds.”

“You’re coming over tonight, right?”

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll stop by the hotel to change, and —”

“Hotel?” Brooke’s eyes widened in surprise. “You are not staying in a hotel. We’ve made up the guest room for you.”

“You don’t need to do that,” I said.

“Lillie and Elle will kill me if you stay in a hotel. Besides, with daddy gone, it’s just the three of us all alone in that big house. It will feel good to have a man around, even if it’s only for a few days.”

“I don’t want to impose,” I said.

“Dan, you are family,” she said. “I would be crushed if you stayed in a hotel.”

“Fine,” I said. Staying at Reggie’s old house would be much better than a hotel, but it wouldn’t help diminish the urges I was feeling for Brooke. “By the way, how’s Peter doing?”

Peter was Brooke’s boyfriend, who I mentored during my time with the company. He was now the VP of marketing and had dated Brooke for a little over two years.

She sighed. “Fine, I guess. He keeps hinting around about an engagement.”

“You don’t sound excited,” I said. “I thought you liked Peter.”

“I like him just fine, but right now, my focus needs to be on Sky.”

My phone buzzed, and I pulled it out of my pocket. “They’re ready.”

She folded her arms over her chest and nodded nervously. “I’ll be right here when you’re done.”

When I entered the conference room, all eyes turned to me and this time I saw smiling faces.

Relief washed through me, and I hovered at the end of the table, grinning with them. “Judging by those faces, it looks you all had a change of heart.”

Roger grinned. “We did. You were very persuasive.”

“Great.” I clapped my hands. “I’ll bring Brooke in, and we can tell her.”

“Dan, wait a second on that,” Roger said, causing me to stop in my tracks.

I turned to face him, raising an eyebrow. “Why do I feel like I’m about to hear a yes, but?”

Roger’s smile faded. “We’re not asking much,” he said. “Brooke stays on as CEO as long as you agree to come back and ride shotgun with her for one year, advising her as needed. That’s especially true during vendor negotiations, including the upcoming trip to Italy.”

I knew something like this would happen. I sighed. “If I don’t come out of retirement, you’ll vote to replace her?”

Roger’s smile returned. “You’re only forty-two. That’s way too young to retire, anyway. But, yes. If you don’t agree, we’ll hire someone else, and Brooke will learn the ropes from him or her. So, what’s it going to be?”
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By the time we reached the Raven’s estate on the outskirts of town, the sun was fading over the horizon, and I had ditched the suit for my favorite pair of jeans.

I stood in Reggie’s old kitchen, which was an airy indoor-outdoor space. An entire wall could open and close depending on the weather, making it feel like the outdoor patio, pool, hot tub, and bar extended into the house. Reggie had outdone himself when he built the place. It was too bad he didn’t live long enough to enjoy it.

With both parents deceased, the Raven sisters lived in the big house alone, which never sat well with me. Not that the trio of twenty- something females needed any help. They were each more than capable of looking out for themselves. My worry was for their safety, and for that reason, I had strongly considered moving back to Atlanta following Reggie’s untimely death. A big part of me was relieved that I was actually here and could watch over them the way Reggie would have wanted.

As Brooke brought her sisters up to speed on the board of director’s decision, I uncorked two bottles of wine, one white and one red, before pouring glasses for the lovely ladies huddled around me.

Lillie turned a wide grin on me. “That means you’re moving back to Atlanta?” Like Brooke and Elle, Lillie had a melodic southern drawl so sweet I could almost taste it.

At twenty, Lillie Raven was the youngest of the three sisters and the only one left in college. She had golden blonde hair, blue eyes, and a personality that continually drew others to her orbit. She had also left a trail of broken hearts in her path, quickly dispensing with boys whenever they bored her or turned possessive.

With a body to match her personality, it was easy to see why every boy wanted to be with her and every girl wanted to be her friend. Today she wore a pair of tight gray shorts that clung to her tight ass like a fresh coat of paint. Then there were her breasts, practically bursting from a Sky brand sports bra.

“I’ll probably rent a place close to the office downtown,” I said. “Then I can just walk to work.”

“Daniel Pierce, you are not renting an apartment,” Elle said, still wearing her nursing scrubs after her day shift at the hospital.

Elle was only a couple of years older than Lillie and a month out of college. Like Brooke and Lillie, she had inherited the fair-haired genes sporting, lush, shiny golden blonde hair and sky-blue eyes. Where Lillie was petite and Brooke was of average height, Elle was statuesque. Her hour-glass figure looked straight out of the pages of a Maxim shoot, and whenever she pranced around the house in a bikini, I averted my gaze for fear she could read my lecherous thoughts.

Brooke leaned against the kitchen counter and sipped on the glass of white wine I handed her. “Agreed. You are living here with us. This is your home, too, and that’s the end of the discussion.”

“I don’t want to get in the way,” I said. “You’re all young and single. I don’t want to cramp your style.”

“This place gets creepy at night,” Lillie said. “I’ll sleep better with you here.”

“Same,” Elle said. “Besides, now I can cook for someone.”

“You cook for Mark,” Brooke said.

Elle was already engaged to a twenty-nine-year-old surgical resident she met while she was still in school. It irked me that a man turning thirty was preying on college girls, but I understood the appeal. Elle wouldn’t last long on the open market, especially since she had always dreamed of a fairy tale wedding.

“Mark is always working,” Elle said. “Plus, Danny loves my cooking.” Her blue eyes lit up as they settled on me.

My stomach fluttered and, without thinking, my gaze flashed to the subtle cleavage sprouting from Elle’s scrubs. I quickly averted my gaze as a wave of fresh guilt swelled inside me. “I’ll never turn down one of your home-cooked meals. It’s not every day a genuine southern belle offers to cook for me.”

“You’re such a kiss ass,” Lillie said, laughing. “But I won’t turn down a home cooked meal either. We haven’t had one of those in….” She frowned and gazed upward as if searching through her memories. “Since before daddy died.”

“We’ve all been disconnected for way too long,” Brooke said as she stared into the bottom of her wineglass. “Since daddy passed, we’ve all been adrift.”

The room fell silent as Elle and Lillie nodded, their eyes glassy, as if lost in thought.

“Then it’s time to reconnect,” I said. “Let’s make Sunday night, family night. We’ll have a home-cooked meal courtesy of Eloise, and I’ll dazzle you all with my homemade ice cream.”

A huge smile split Elle’s face. “I love that idea.”

“Me too,” Brooke said. “We can watch a movie together afterward.”

“Even better,” I said.

Then Lillie slipped off the kitchen stool, came around the big island and surprised me by wrapping her arms around my waist and drawing me into a tight hug. “I’m glad you’re here, Danny.” She squeezed me tight and lovingly rested her head against my chest.

The warm scent of honey and vanilla washed over me, leaving my mind foggy with lust. My cock reacted, stiffening in my shorts as I held out my arms, unsure of what to do. When she crept in closer, I wrapped my arms loosely around her shoulders and gave her a fatherly hug while my thoughts filled with visions of pumping Lillie’s tight little pussy doggy style as she grinned at me from over her shoulder.

My gaze followed the rolling contours of her exposed lower back and the shape of her perfect ass where it fit snuggly inside her shorts. My cock expanded inside my jeans, and my pulse quickened.

What was I doing thinking of Lillie that way? I taught her how to swim and ride a bike. Now I was sexually attracted to her? But a big part of me believed Lillie knew exactly what she was doing, and she liked it. I pushed away my carnal thoughts, channeling more innocent memories from the distant past like the time I helped her sell Girl Scout cookies door to door.

“I’m happy to be here, angel.” It was a pet name I had called Lillie since she learned how to walk, and I felt her relax into my arms as she let out a little sigh.

“I feel safe for the first time in a long time,” she said with that sweet accent that turned my cock to concrete.

“You’re smothering the man,” Brooke said.

“Shut up. He feels good.” Lillie snuggled in tighter, pressing her tummy against my thickening rod.

“Let her,” Elle said from under her breath, gently admonishing Brooke. “We could all use a few more hugs around here.”

At that, I tightened my grip around Lillie’s shoulders and squeezed her into me while my cock throbbed against her. I was sure she felt it, but there was nothing I could do. She was simply too attractive for me to reign in my active imagination.

Finally, she backed off and gazed up at me through her simmering blue eyes. “That was a really good hug.” Her mischievous grin slightly unsettled me, but I wasn’t surprised. She had always been a demon child. But when her gaze flickered down to my cock and back up again, my stomach dropped.

She had definitely felt me get hard against her. Fuck. I felt as if all three girls were eyeing my manhood as it bulged in my jeans. But a quick glance downward, told me that my cock was well contained. How could I spend a year around these three knockouts without taking cold showers every night? Right now, I needed to retreat from the sexual tension simmering between Lillie and me.

“Thanks,” I said. “How would you ladies feel about me taking you all out for dinner?”

“That sounds amazing,” Brooke said.

“Shotgun,” Lillie said before Brooke rolled her eyes.

“Do you mind if I shower first?” Elle asked. “I’d like to get the smell of the hospital off me.”

“I think I’ll shower as well,” I said. “It was a long day of travel.”

“You two could save the hot water and shower together,” Lillie said before letting out a sinister giggle.

“Lillie Rose, that’s not funny,” Elle said, trying to act affronted. But when Brooke laughed, Elle grinned before Lillie pranced out of the kitchen. “Come get me in the media room when you’re ready to go.”

Despite my inner angel telling me not to, I turned my gaze on Lillie’s firm ass as she left the kitchen with her golden hair swaying behind her. The crease of her shorts rode up her ass crack while the stretchy material perfectly conformed to her exquisitely sculpted cheeks. If there was a finer ass on the planet, I would have liked to see it.

That cold shower couldn’t come soon enough. I turned my attention back to Brooke and Elle. “Let’s leave in a half hour?”

“Perfect,” Elle said before she crossed the kitchen and kissed me softly on the cheek. “It’s good to have you home, Danny.” She smiled warmly before turning and leaving the kitchen.

“I’ll be back in a flash,” I said to Brooke.

“Before you go….” Her gaze lingered on me for a few seconds. “Thanks for your help today. It means a lot.”

“You earned it,” I said. “It will be an honor watching you run the show for the next year.”

She smiled at me affectionately and drained the last of her wine. “That hug you gave Lillie looked pretty good. Got another one in there for me?”

My head spiked with a wave of dizzy energy, and a wash of adrenaline flushed through my legs. “I won’t even charge you,” I said, trying to hide my arousal.

Brooke came around the island and stepped in close before she wrapped her arms around my chest and pressed her body flat against mine.

Her warmth washed over me, and the airy scent of jasmine filled my nostrils. I didn’t hesitate, wrapping her tightly in my arms as I squeezed her affectionately. “I missed you, kid.”

“God, I missed you so much.” Brooke ran her palms up my back and back down again as she nuzzled in tight against me.

The swell of her full breasts pressed against my chest, and my cock caught a second wave and, once again, twitched in my jeans. I lowered my head and buried my nose in the thick of her hair, breathing her in as I returned her intimate hug. I slid my hands up her back until my fingers tripped over the bra strap beneath her silk top.

“I could get used to daily hugs,” she whispered and made no move to break our embrace. Instead, she spread her fingers out over my shoulders and lightly massaged my stiff muscles.

My cock blatantly throbbed against her, and I didn’t care if she felt it. I ran my hands lower until I rested my palms on the upper swell of her firm ass. She didn’t make a move away from me. In fact, she pushed closer, softly moaning as her breathing turned faster.

We stood together, intimately hugging, swaying together as Brooke ran her hands up and down my back.

“I agree with Lillie. I feel safe with you in the house,” she whispered. “Elle and Lillie look to me for guidance and support, but I’m as scared and clueless about the future as they are. Work is one thing but living without the core of our family has been a hard role for me to take on.”

“I’m here for you,” I said. “I’m not going anywhere.”

She finally broke the hug and stepped back, gazing up at me with her green eyes brimming with tears. “Promise?”

I leaned in and kissed her gently on her forehead, then let out a long sigh. “I promise.”
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The next day found me doing something I vowed to never do again — work. Brooke insisted I use Reggie’s office even though she was the official CEO. For the past three hours, I sat at Reggie’s ridiculously oversized desk, staring bleary-eyed at a computer screen going over contracts, spreadsheets, and product reports.

A little after noon, my office door opened and Brooke appeared in the doorway, appearing as fresh and radiant as she had during our morning commute together.

“Lunch?” she asked me, standing across the room with her hand on the doorknob.

I let out a sigh and leaned back in the big leather chair. “I don’t see how you do this all day. You should just retire to the Bahamas with me.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow and stepped into my office, shutting the door behind her. “That sounds tempting.” She grinned as she crossed the room to my desk. “What are you looking at?”

“I’m prepping for the contract negotiations next week,” I said. “I pulled up some reports and background data to give me some context and my head is already throbbing.”

She stopped in front of my desk and frowned. “Let me see.”

I swiveled my laptop around and Brooke leaned forward, tucking a lock of her long strawberry blonde hair behind her ear as she did so. The view she gave me stole my breath.

Brooke wore a light blue blouse with the top two buttons open. As she bent over, she offered me an unobstructed view down the front of her shirt, showcasing a billowing mound of creamy white cleavage. She took the mouse and brought up a spreadsheet.

I wanted to avert my gaze, and I should have averted my gaze, but I couldn’t do it. She was unbelievably beautiful, and my jaw hung open as I leered at her awkwardly.

Her tits were smooth and firm, tucked into a lacy bra showing enough cleavage to cause an interstate pileup. I struggled to find a single imperfection, and my headache quickly vanished.

My mouth turned to cotton, and my cock shifted in my pants. My head spun with a haze of delirious lust I hadn’t felt in years. I had been with my fair share of gorgeous women over the years, but something about the taboo of Reggie’s oldest daughter left me spinning out of control.

She said something, but my mind didn’t register the words. All I wanted was to bury my face between those two beautiful mounds and build an arsenal of carnal knowledge.

“Danny?” Brooke turned her gaze on me and frowned as she completely busted me staring down her top. “Like the view?” Her frown turned into a smirk, and I felt the blood rush to my cheeks.

I quickly averted my gaze and hopped up from the desk while my head pulsed with an adrenaline wash. “Sorry… I… uhh….” I let out a breath and laughed. “You caught me red-handed. I apologize.”

Brooke stood and faced me, clearly amused. “You think you’re the first man to sneak a peek down my top?”

My cheeks turned hot and so did the back of my collar. “I’m not just some guy.” I shook my head and came around the desk. “If you want me to leave, I completely understand.”

Brooke laughed and stepped up before me. “Relax, Danny.” She took my hands in hers and squeezed gently as she gazed up into my eyes. “Besides, I knew exactly what I was doing.” A knowing smile spread across her face. “I wanted to see how you would react.”

“Oh?” My heart beat so fast I worried I might stroke out any second. When she brushed her thumbs over the back of my hands, my legs turned to rubber. Our eyes locked, and we stood there, silently staring at each other.

Was this another test? Did she want to see how far I’d go? Had I passed or failed the first test? Thinking back to last night’s hug and now this, I was pretty sure I knew where Brooke stood. This was the moment I could bail out of this crazy ride or confirm a mutual physical attraction between me and Reggie’s oldest daughter. The moment was slipping by and if I didn’t act, I wasn’t sure I would get a second chance.

My carnal lust kicked my good intentions to the curb. Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips.

She didn’t resist, and when our lips touched, a tsunami of sexual energy ripped through my body like a derailed train. I stepped closer, and the kiss continued until Brooke let go of my hands and drew closer yet before wrapping her arms around my shoulders and neck.

She parted her lips and our tongues flashed together, hot and hungry, probing and reckless. Her soft moans filled my mouth and the warm breath from her nostrils washed over my upper lip.

My head spun, fueled by wanton desire. Her mouth tasted cool and minty. The same sultry, jasmine scent I smelled yesterday, surrounded me, buzzing the back of my brain with primal thoughts. I wrapped my arms around her waist and slid my hand over her waist before going lower, cupping her ass in one hand and giving it a firm squeeze.

Brooke pushed forward, deepening the kiss as her tongue slithered over mine. She slid her fingers up the back of my neck while her free hand wandered lower, sliding over my lower back before grabbing my ass.

The part of my brain that controls morality and judgment fought to regain a semblance of control, but my body wasn’t having it. I grabbed a fistful of Brooke’s skirt and pulled it up her thighs as I lost myself in her taste, touch, and scent. The warmth from her body spread through me and her soft moans filled my mouth. Altogether, it was like pouring gasoline on an already roaring fire. It was all I could do not to rip off her clothes.

A knock sounded on my office door, and we lurched apart as if snake bitten.

Brooke’s eyes widened with terror as she pushed down her skirt and whirled toward the door.

I wiped Brooke’s red lipstick from my mouth, fixed my disheveled shirt, and then shifted my cock in my trousers so the blatant bulge wasn’t so obvious.

Brooke pulled out her phone to check her face, and we exchanged a nervous glance while a second knock followed the first. She gave me a brief nod, and I crossed the room, before opening the door.

Peter Rankin, Brooke’s boyfriend and my former mentee, stood before me, grinning broadly. “Even though Brooke told me it was true, I wouldn’t believe her until I saw you with my own two eyes.” He spread open his arms and stepped forward, pulling me into a warm hug. “How’s it going, boss?”

Overwhelming guilt crushed me. What kind of decrepit home wrecker was I? I returned his brief hug and forced laughter until we stepped apart. I held the door open wide. “It’s true. But, this time around, I’ll be asking you all the questions.”

Peter laughed and stepped through the door when his eyes landed on Brooke. “Brooke… hi. I didn’t see you. Although I’m not surprised you’re here. Did you beat me to the punch?”

Brooke and I exchanged a frown. Did Peter want to make a pass at me, too?

“Beat you to the punch?” Brooke asked, her expression confused.

“I was going to ask Dan out to lunch,” he said.

“Right.” Brooke smiled and let out a breath, visibly relaxing. “We haven’t really decided, have we, Dan?”

“We’ll make it a threesome,” I said, inwardly cringing as I immediately regretted my choice of words.

“Great,” Peter said. “It’ll be like old times.” He leaned forward and kissed Brooke on the cheek.

Brooke grinned at me slyly before facing Peter. “You pick the place, and I’ll pick up the tab.”

Peter flashed his best salesman smile. “Got to love it when the boss pays. Let’s go.”
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The three of us wound up at a trendy bistro close to the office. According to Peter, it was the hottest place in town to do business with Atlanta’s up and comers. He recalled in great detail an accidental account he stumbled into sitting at a booth by the window.

That was something I didn’t miss. Phony smiles and back room handshakes. It all made my skin crawl. These days I led a simple life consisting of morning runs on the beach, then letting the day take me where it willed. Whether that was cruising on my boat, sitting in a cabana sipping a beer, or a chance encounter with a beautiful tourist. I had escaped the rat trap and now, life had tossed me right back in the ring.

After a twenty-minute breakdown of the firm’s most important clients, Peter sipped on an ice water and sat back with a contented sigh. “I can tell you one thing. It’s all been worth it. Right, babe?” He grinned over at Brooke, who had followed along with his monologue while she kept her eyes mostly locked on me.

That’s when I felt Brooke’s foot slip under my pant leg and her toes crawl up my shin. I instantly stiffened and suppressed a yelp.

“Totally,” Brooke said as she glanced over at Peter, then back at me. “It’s been quite a ride.” Sexual innuendo oozed off her tongue, and my cheeks flushed hot.

As she slid her toe around to the back of my calf, I shifted my leg under the table and sat back in my chair. “It sounds like you’ve got a good handle on marketing,” I said to Peter.

Brooke frowned, folded her arms over her chest, and sat back in her chair as if pouting.

Peter seemed completely unaware of Brooke’s sudden shift in mood. His eyes blazed with confidence. “Business is great, but who knows, we may have even more to celebrate soon.” He shifted his gaze to Brooke and slid his arm over the back of Brooke’s chair, causing her to stiffen slightly.

“Oh?” I sat up straight and leaned forward, eyeing Brooke with amusement. “Is there some news you two have to share?”

“No. There’s no news.” Brooke answered a little too quickly.

Peter frowned, moved his arm away from her, and sat back in his chair. “Not yet. But when there is, you’ll be the first to know,” Peter said before his smile returned. “I’ve heard about your exploits down in Nassau. If I’m not being too presumptuous, your place would be perfect for hosting a bachelor party.”

Brooke’s jaw dropped, and she turned her gaze on me, frowning. “Exploits?”

My cheeks warmed, and I cleared my throat, fidgeting uncomfortably in my seat. “Pete, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Peter laughed and shook his head. “Same old Dan.” He sighed. “You’re living your best life. God, I envy you.”

Now Brooke turned her glare on Peter. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Peter’s eyes widened. “Nothing. I…uhh… I just mean….” He flashed me a look of desperation.

“Isn’t that Ben Freeman over there?” I asked, tipping my head to a booth across the room.

Peter whirled in his seat before turning around to face me. “Wow. That is Ben. Good idea, Dan. It’s like riding a bike, eh? You’ve still got it.”

Brooke rolled her eyes at me and shook her head.

I shrugged and grinned sheepishly.

“You should probably go say hello to him,” Brooke said. “That’s why we’re here, right?”

Peter was up and away in a flash, heading across the room as a wide, salesman’s grin stretched across his face.

When he was safely out of earshot, I turned my attention to Brooke. “Why don’t you cut the poor guy loose?”

Brooke cast her gaze downward and shrugged. “I care about him.”

“Caring about him, isn’t the same as loving him. If you don’t love him, give him a chance to find it with someone who will.”

She fiddled with the corner of her cloth napkin while her expression soured. “What about you, Danny? Do you have a special someone? Or just… exploits?”

“If you think I’m jumping on every woman in a bikini, you’re wrong,” I said a moment before Brooke’s toe slid up the inside of my pant leg.

“You skillfully avoided my question. I already know how to dodge questions. But there are plenty of other things you can teach me this year.” Her lips curved up into a mischievous smile while she wriggled her foot higher up my leg.

My pulse quickened, and I grew aroused as her stocking-clad foot slid across my bare skin. “We never should have kissed like that. I’m sorry. I lost my head.”

Brooke shook her head. “I’m not letting you off that easy. Are you denying the sexual chemistry between us?” She leaned forward, placing her elbows on the table. “I’ve wanted to kiss you like that for a long, long time.”

“There shouldn’t be any sexual chemistry between us. For Christ’s sake, Brooke, I’m your godfather.” I lowered my voice to a loud whisper and glanced around the room, sure someone had overheard us.

Thankfully, Peter was still roiled in conversation with Ben Freeman, and the other diners were too immersed in their own worlds to pay us any mind.

Brooke rolled her eyes. “Do any of your exploits include women in the twenty to twenty-five age group?”

“I didn’t say you were too young. I—”

“Reggie’s dead, Danny,” she said, cutting me off. “Our mother lives halfway around the world and wants nothing to do with us. There’s no one left who cares.”

“I care,” I said. “And your little sister’s care, too.”

She let out a throaty laugh. “You wouldn’t believe how much Lillie and Elle care.”

“Brooke, I’m literally old enough to be your father,” I said.

“You just said my age wasn’t an issue. Stop looking for excuses. Do you find me desirable?”

The stunning redhead was the embodiment of female perfection, and she knew it. “I would be hard pressed to find a man alive who didn’t find you desirable.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.” She curled her toe behind my calf and leered at me as my cock thickened in my trousers. “Let’s ditch work and get a hotel.”

My head flashed and my cock pulsed, growing harder by the second. “We can’t do that.” I closed my eyes and tried to still my pounding heart. I pulled in a long slow breath, opened my eyes and met her gaze. “Let’s pretend that kiss never happened.”

Brooke shook her head. “I’ve sat on these emotions for way too long. If you don’t want me, then pull your leg away and turn me down. Tell me no, Danny.”

Heat flowed up the back of my neck, and my palms turned slick with sweat. “I already told you no.”

She leaned further forward until her blouse billowed open, revealing a hint of her cleavage. “You don’t want to see what’s under my bra?” Her voice came out in a whisper as she raised a questioning eyebrow. “Did you know I get wet when you look at me? Like right now.”

I swallowed a lump in my throat. “Brooke —”

“Ben says hello,” Peter said, as he returned to the table and sat down.

Brooke pulled her foot away and sat back, turning to Peter with a soft smile. “I’ll say hello on the way out.”

“I made good on the check,” Peter said, then sat back with a look of satisfaction on his face. “I feel like we’re sitting on the brink of something huge.”

Brooke locked her eyes on me. “I feel the same way.”

Peter laughed and shook his head. “Dan, you came back at the best time. Brace yourself for a wild ride.”
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The rest of the day and evening progressed without incident. Brooke spent her afternoon in meetings while I shadowed her, taking notes and keeping to the background. During the drive home, she was stuck on a work call, which thankfully, meant she couldn’t corner me about our kiss.

At home, Elle had dinner waiting for us and Lillie dominated the conversation by discussing her upcoming vacation plans with her friends. I helped clean up dinner and the girls and I settled on the couch afterward. They watched an episode of the Bachelor while I perused my phone.

When it came time to go to bed, Brooke didn’t so much as bring up our kiss or our lunch conversation. Part of me looked forward to her coming on to me again, and I was a little disappointed when she said goodnight without so much as a hug.

Giving me so much space wasn’t like the Brooke I remembered. The young, aggressive CEO took what she wanted, and she had made it perfectly clear that I was officially on the menu. That begged the question — what was she up to? After my first full day of working in three years, my mind gave up trying to find an answer as my eyes grew heavy and sleep came easily.

The next morning, my alarm woke me at the ungodly hour of 6:30 am, which was way too early for any human being to rise willingly. But Brooke set the timeline, so I agreed. In fact, right before bed, she was adamant about that exact time, triple checking that I had correctly set my alarm, which included a final text before I drifted off to sleep.

I threw my feet over the bed to stop myself from collapsing back onto my pillows, then pushed myself out of bed, willing one step in front of the other as I headed toward my private bathroom.

Not sharing a bathroom with the girls was a blessed gift, and I silently thanked Reggie for building a fully equipped guest suite. But when I reached the bathroom, a faint line of light appeared in the cracked open bathroom door.

Had I left the light on last night? I frowned and pushed the door open before the distinct hiss of a running shower stopped me short just inside the bathroom.

Steam billowed from atop the glass stall, leaving the normally clear glass door opaque. A white silk robe hung on a hook near the door and a light sheen of mist curled in the damp air. Although I couldn’t clearly make out the figure in the shower, I knew who it was.

I folded my arms over my bare chest and studied the lithe figure, tilting my head at an angle, trying to make out the details of her naked body. “Brooke?” I raised my voice over the droning hiss of the running water, but she didn’t respond.

Instead, she turned around in a semi-circle and ran her fingers through her hair while water sprayed the back of her head and shoulders.

Was she pretending she couldn’t hear me? This little show explained her insistence on the 6:30 wake up call. Timing was everything. I stared slack-jawed at the stunning curves of her blurry figure. Even through the steam. Her tits jiggled high on her chest and her body tapered down to a thin waist before giving way to curvy hips.

She turned her back to me and rinsed her hair as a shock of her strawberry-gold hair appeared through a clear spot in the glass.

Under the influx of surging adrenaline, the fog of sleep blurring my brain vanished. I was wide awake, and my senses were sharp. Brooke had made her move. What was it she told me? I could say no anytime I wanted? I should have turned around and walked out of the bathroom, but my rising lust and thickening cock were calling the shots here. She was smart, drop dead gorgeous, and a woman who went after what she wanted. Who was I not to reward such brash behavior? How could any man with a pulse walk away from a naked goddess waiting for him in his shower?

My flesh was weak, and if somewhere Reggie was looking over me, I sincerely hoped he would forgive me. Besides, I had no plans to fuck her. At least that’s what I told myself. What harm was there in showering with my goddaughter? After all, we weren’t related. At least not by blood.

As Brooke turned around under the hissing water, I felt her gaze settle on me. “Are you just going to stand there or get in?” She asked. “Not that I mind you watching me, but I hoped we might make this a team event.”

My cock tented the front of my boxers, and, without a word, I peeled them off before tossing them aside. My heart pounded in my chest, and I pushed aside the rising guilt I knew would come back to haunt me later. The moment I opened the shower door and stepped inside, everything changed.

Brooke stood under the shower with her back facing me, teasing me with her naked body, glistening under the steady flow of hot water. She glanced back at me over her shoulder, meeting my eyes first before her gaze wandered lower to my stiff cock. Her eyes widened before a thin smile curled her lips. “My, my, my. We are going to have some fun with him.”

Her complexion was smooth and blemish free. Brooke had a body that was feminine, yet athletic, with curves in all the right places. There wasn’t an ounce of unwanted fat on her ass or thighs. She had a tight waist and hips that curved to form a lush, round ass that left me spellbound.

I soaked in every inch of her body, committing it to memory. The faint tan lines carved into her hips and back from her bikini made me swoon. Her legs were thick but not fat, with thighs tight enough to crack walnuts. From my vantage point, the sides of her jiggling breasts flashed into view and my heart lurched into my throat.

The predator inside me growled. On a primal level, I wanted her and had felt that way for a long time. Clearly, she knew it, and there was no use denying it now. I stepped forward and grabbed a bar of soap as I closed the distance between us. “I knew you had a nice body, but holy DNA….”

“Flattery will get you everywhere, Mr. Pierce,” she said in her lilting southern accent that pushed my desire into the stratosphere.

I took her shoulders in my hands and rubbed the soap across the top of her back. “You make it hard for me to say no to you.”

Brooke inched backward until my thick shaft nestled inside her ass crack. “I’ll resist the easy retort,” she said as she reached behind her back and wrapped her fingers around my throbbing manhood. “You don’t know how long I’ve dreamed about having you inside me.” She squeezed my slippery cock and gently stroked it between her warm fingers.

Her touch was electric, and my legs wobbled under a fresh influx of lust-fueled adrenaline. Brooke Raven’s fingers were wrapped around my cock. I wasn’t dreaming, and this wasn’t a hoax. I gently massaged her shoulders, resisting the intense desire to wrap my hands around her chest and scoop up her bare tits. “We might be late for work.” I leaned over and kissed her pale skin just below her ear.

Brooke opened her neck to me and circled my knob with her fingers as she brushed her thumb over my glans and gave my cock a gentle squeeze. “Good thing we’re the boss.” Her words came out breathy and rushed.

I gazed over her shoulder and feasted, for the first time, on her bare tits. They were everything I ever imagined — soft, full, and firm. They jiggled slightly under the motion of her hand, stroking my cock. I locked my lips on her neck and softly sucked as I savored the pleasure washing over me in waves.

“Oh… Danny… fuck me.” Her breathy voice oozed with sexual tension, and her body shuddered against mine.

I licked my way up her neck until my lips reached her ear and I whispered softly. “Not so fast. I want to enjoy the buildup.”

She melted under my warm breath and whispered words, sinking back against me as she tucked my cock between her soapy thighs. “Please, Danny. Please fuck me.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and scooped up both of her slippery mounds, mashing them together until I formed a deep valley of wet, glistening cleavage. “Relax and let me drive.”

Her nipples and areolas were pale pink, with nearly the same tone as the surrounding skin. Despite the hot shower, Brooke’s pebble-sized nipples were rock hard and a quick glance over her flat tummy revealed a pussy shaved clean and smooth.

Brooke squeezed her powerful thighs, locking my cock between them as she rocked backward, forcing my tip along her slippery trench. “Oh… baby… you’re so fucking hard.”

Waves of pleasure buzzed my brain, and I met her rhythm, rocking forward and backward, thigh fucking her, as I mauled her tits from behind. As the water hissed around us, my midsection bounced off her ass, making a rhythmic clapping sound.

Brooke’s breathing grew faster, tripped up by gentle moans. She ran her hands along my forearms and pressed my hands harder against her slippery tits. “Oh, Danny… fuck me.”

Her voice carried a dull edge of frustration, but I resisted the urge to slip my cock inside her. I squeezed her nipples between my thumb and forefinger, giving them a gentle tug while I gazed down at her incredible tits.

Brooke turned her head sideways to face me, and I tore my gaze from her body to gaze into her stunning green eyes. As she closed in to kiss me, her eyes turned heavy with lust before she parted her lips and our tongues lashed together. She was ravenous, deepening the kiss, moaning in my mouth as she forced her hips back and forth, grinding my cock between her legs.

Her body was perfectly sculpted, honed by hundreds of hours of yoga and Pilates. My cock grew hotter, throbbing between her thighs as my knob rode the wave of her slippery wet pussy lips. I released one of her magnificent breasts, letting it jiggle back into place while I slid my free hand over her firm tummy and lower until my fingers met her pussy.

Brooke’s urgent moans filled my mouth, and she sucked my tongue over her lips, before releasing and starting all over again, probing and roaming my mouth while her ass bounced off my upper thighs.

I burrowed my middle finger through her slippery labia until I found the nub of her clit and swirled my finger over the top, igniting a firestorm inside the lusty redhead.

Brooke broke off our kiss and gasped, sucking in a sharp breath of air before she tilted her head back and rested it against my shoulder. “God Danny, don’t stop.” Her legs wobbled as she moved faster, heating my cock to the point of explosion.

I swirled my thumb over her stiff bud while I probed lower with my fingers, slipping a finger inside her as my cock rode her pussy. My breaths came quick and shallow, and my cock pulsed between her thighs on the brink of explosion. I squeezed her tit in one hand and rocked forward and backward, thigh fucking her faster and deeper.

Brooke let out a long moan, and her pussy spasmed under my probing fingers. Her breath caught in her throat, her body stiffened, and she trembled, gripped by the fresh flush of an intense orgasm.

My head flashed a warning, and I thrust forward, riding my tip up her pussy as the wave of an orgasm swept over me and crested with a loud grunt. A hot rope of cum pulsed from my cock and splattered over Brooke’s pussy and lower stomach. A second spurt followed, hitting the shower wall before my cock strobed with ribbons of cum, leaving trails of milky spunk running down the inside of Brooke’s thighs.

Brooke’s breaths came shallow and fast as she came down the other side of her climax and locked her thighs around my cock, milking my balls of every creamy drop.

The last few pulses of jizz left Brooke’s pussy coated in a milky white mess as I leaned forward, breathing heavily over her shoulder. I had no sooner finished than the guilt washed over me. But it was my burden to carry, not hers. She didn’t force me into the shower with her, and I wasn’t about to make her feel anything less than a hundred percent about it.

“Next time, you’re really fucking me,” she said, before she slipped my cock out from between her legs and finally turned around to face me. She perched on her tiptoes and wrapped her arms around my neck before drawing me into a long, lingering, tongue-fueled kiss.

I cupped her ass in my hands and squeezed, leaning into her and fueling the kiss with the volcano of desire still rumbling inside me. I made a silent apology to Reggie as I cupped his daughter’s ass and slid my still hard cock over her soft belly.

When we finally came up for air, Brooke’s eyes locked on mine, and she picked up my hands. “It’s good to have you home again, Danny.” Then she wrapped her arms around my chest and drew in close for a hug. With a contented sigh, she rested her head against me as her breathing returned to normal.

Was I back home again? I had spent three years in the Bahamas and had long considered the place my home. But being here with Brooke, Lillie and Elle brought back what was truly missing in my life — family. I stroked Brooke’s hair and ran my hand along her warm back before kissing the crown of her head. “I missed you too.”

Was this my new reality? There was no half-measure with these girls. I couldn’t very well dump Brooke without destroying a lifetime of my most important relationships. Where did that leave me? Was I entering a long-term relationship with a woman seventeen years my junior? How would that even work? What was I doing? A kernel of panic blossomed in the back of my brain.

Brooke ran her hands down my back and settled them on my ass. “I’ve always had a huge crush on you.”

That wasn’t helping matters. But I embraced her, savoring the feeling of her warm naked body pressed against mine. “Why? I’m an old guy.”

Brooke lifted her head off my chest and glared up at me. “You’re not old.”

I raised an eyebrow as I gazed down into her gorgeous face. “I’m old enough.”

She tightened her grip around my waist and deepened her glare until her brows knitted together. “You’re smart, kind, generous, and extremely handsome. How’s that?”

“But my age. I —”

She pressed her index finger to my lips, then followed up by perching on her toes and kissing me softly. “Age is just a number. To me, you’re perfect.” A bright smile lit her face and the anxiety inside me melted away.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn when the arthritis kicks in.”

Brooke rolled her eyes, then gave my ass a playful smack. “Come on, grandpa. Let’s get out and you can watch me dry off.”
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After an uneventful day at the office, Brooke dropped me off at home before she left again to meet Peter for a quick dinner. I urged her to let him down gently before she had to explain to him why she was fooling around with me behind his back. It was solid advice that she promptly ignored, refusing to even discuss Peter for the rest of the trip home. She insisted that her dinner with Mark would be quick and that she wanted to spend time with me during the gorgeous spring afternoon.

Even for April, the weather was warm, with Atlanta temperatures soaring into the eighties. I quickly stripped out of my business suit, exchanging it for a pair of swim trunks and a tank top.

Reggie hadn’t skimped on the pool. It was a full-sized lap pool he used to float while he claimed it was great exercise. Unlike Reggie, I swam laps as a regular form of exercise and had built a similar pool at my home in Nassau.

But the exercise could wait for at least one beer, maybe two. I wasn’t used to slaving away behind a desk, and I needed a slight buzz to decompress. In the kitchen, I found the wall-sized garage-style door open to the deck and music floated in from across the pool on a gentle breeze.

I wasn’t alone. Was it Elle or Lillie? Or even both of them? The thought of watching them prance around in their bikinis left me feeling giddy, which immediately fueled feelings of guilt. I pretended I wasn’t a lecherous old man, grabbed an ice cold beer from the fridge and made my way outside.

Two figures stretched out on sun chairs chatting. Well, Elle was chatting while the man with her seemed to nod along only halfway paying attention.

My gaze locked on Elle, who wore a sizzling black bikini with her lush blonde hair piled high atop her head, secured with a ponytail holder. Her dark sunglasses hid her eyes, but she looked every bit as stunning as I remembered. Maybe even more than I remembered. She had blossomed into a gorgeous woman, and my stomach fluttered slightly before I switched my attention to the man sitting next to her.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t Lillie. It was a thin, pale-skinned man with dark hair and patches of wispy hair dotting his chest and stomach. Meanwhile, the hair on top of his head was fading fast. He wasn’t bald, but the gleam coming through his thin hair was noticeable from across the pool.

When she noticed my presence, Elle flashed me a dazzling white smile and waved.

As I circled the pool deck toward them, I popped the cap on my beer bottle and took a swig. I tried to resist, but I gawked at Elle’s gorgeous body through the cover of the dark sunglasses parked on my face.

Elle sat up straight as I approached. Her big tits jiggled inside a bikini top that looked two sizes too small. Her tits bulged from the top and even the sides had a problem containing their heavenly mass. The blistering sun set her golden hair glistening like spun gold and her pert nose wrinkled as her smile widened at my approach. “I hoped I might see you out here,” Elle said.

Her syrupy, sweet southern accent stoked the fire in my loins, only slightly dimmed from my morning shower encounter with Brooke. “You know me. If the sun’s out, so am I.”

“Danny, this is my fiancé, Mark,” Elle said.

I grinned and extended my hand. “Dan Pierce. Nice to meet you.”

The man sat upright and shook my hand. “Doctor Mark Langford. Pleased to meet you, too.”

I internally rolled my eyes at the correction. What was it with men and their egos? I had no intention of calling him Dr. Langford while I was sitting in what passed for my own backyard.

“Come sit next to me,” Elle said as she pulled a nearby chair close to her other side.

The stiff grin plastered across Dr. Mark’s face told me he would rather I piss off back into the house than sit next to his supermodel-hot fiancé. You can fuck right off, Dr. Mark. “Sure thing. Before I do, can I get either of you a drink?”

Dr. Mark waved me off. “None for me. I’ve got to be back at the hospital in a couple of hours.”

Elle held up her water. “I’m hydrating but thank you.”

I spread out my towel on the chaise lounge beside Elle and sat down, stealing a quick glance at Elle’s bronzed body.

Her legs were long and lean, shining under the bright sun. Her bikini bottoms were cut high on her waist, secured with a bowstring, then tapered down to a tight V-shape between her legs. A diamond stud pierced her navel, drawing the eye to her flat tummy and voluptuous hips.

“How long have you two been out here?” I asked.

“Not long. A couple of hours, I think?” She glanced at Dr. Mark, who looked like he wanted to be anywhere but sitting outside under the blazing sun.

“Babe, can you hand me the SPF 50? That sun is intense.” Dr. Mark glanced down at his wiry legs that had turned the slightest shade of pink.

Elle handed him the sun screen without comment while she kept her eyes locked on me. “Where’s Brooke?”

“She’s catching the blue light special with Peter,” I said.

Elle frowned, and Mark chuckled. “What’s the blue light special?” Elle asked.

“It’s eating early,” Mark said, explaining the joke to her, which, for some reason, annoyed the fuck out of me.

Maybe it was his condescending tone or the sideways smirk he gave Elle as if he she was some random dumb-as-fuck blonde. “Brooke wants to get in some pool time,” I said. “They compromised with an early dinner.”

“Got it,” Elle said, then her smile brightened. “I’m just happy to have the day off sitting in between my two favorite men.” She squeezed both Mark and me on the wrist before she turned to me. “How was work? Brooke’s so bossy at home, I can only imagine how she is at the office.”

“She’s not bossy,” I said. “She’s assertive. There’s a difference.”

Dr. Mark snorted. “You should run for office.”

I liked the thin little weasel less and less, and Elle seemed to pick up on it because she frowned at Mark. “Be nice.”

My anger flared to life, and I gritted my teeth. “So, tell me how you met my goddaughter,” I said. “Reggie never mentioned you.”

Elle, who hadn’t taken her hand away from my wrist, squeezed me gently, as if trying to calm me down.

“We met at the hospital,” Dr. Mark said. “Elle was in nursing school.”

“Oh? How long ago was that?” I asked.

Dr. Mark frowned and glanced over at Elle. “What is it? Nine months ago?”

“Ten,” Elle said, her tone slightly annoyed.

“Wow,” I said. “When you were still in college?”

“Technically,” Elle said. “But all I had left was my hospital rotation.”

“That must have stirred the pot with the other nurses,” I said.

Elle squeezed my wrist again, but I was too pissed to stop. Besides, Reggie would have wanted me to put this little fucker through the ringer.

“How so?” Dr. Mark asked, frowning at me.

“A thirty-year-old chasing a girl three years out of high school? I can only imagine the looks.” I chuckled. “But I can’t say that Elle’s not worth. I mean, look at her… she’s gorgeous.”

“Danny, it’s not like that,” Elle said.

Dr. Mark’s jaw flexed. “Babe, I’m hitting the bathroom.” Without a word, he pushed up out of his chair and sauntered his skinny ass around the pool.

My lips curled up into a shit-eating grin and I couldn’t help but smirk.

When he was out of sight, Elle sat up and turned to face me. “Danny, what was that for?”

“The guys treating you like you’re an idiot. Then he comes after me? Yeah. Fuck that. Are you sure you want to marry an asshole like that?”

Elle’s jaw dropped. “He’s not an asshole.”

“He has a funny way of showing it. He should get down on his knees and pray to whatever God he worships that he’s with a girl as smart, kind, funny, and as beautiful as you. You deserve a man who puts you on a pedestal. He’s a fucking cynic. That’s not the guy. Trust me, that attitude gets old, fast.”

Elle stared at me for a long few seconds, her expression unreadable. Then she leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Thank you, Danny.”

“For what?”

“For watching over me. For protecting me and making sure no one takes advantage of me.” She patted my arm. “Just keep doing what you’re doing. Mark can fuck off if he doesn’t like you.”

My jaw dropped, and I let out a short laugh. “Eloise Raven. You used a swear word?”

Her cheeks turned a bright shade of red. “I’m sorry. Sometimes they just slip out.” She giggled and let out a contented sigh. “I’m so happy you’re here.”

“Well… someone’s got to look out for you. I’ll give Dr. Mark there a second chance, but only because I love you.”

She smiled at me sweetly. “I love you too.” Her gaze lingered on me for a few seconds before she spoke again. “Danny, can I ask a favor?”

“Sure,” I said.

“In a couple of weeks, I have an appointment to go wedding dress shopping. Brooke and Lillie are going with me, but would you mind coming too? I really want your opinion.” She eyed me nervously, as if she wasn’t sure I would agree.

“That’s the favor? Elle, that’s just what family does. Of course, I’ll go.”

Elle squealed and leaned over before wrapping her arms around me in a hug. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

“Stop,” I said as I chuckled nervously. With her tits mashed into my chest, I didn’t really want her to stop, but I couldn’t easily hide the bulge forming in my swim trunks. I returned her hug and then dared to kiss her high on the cheek. “You’re my girl,” I said, whispering in her ear. “I’d do anything for you.”

Elle pulled back, and her chin quivered with emotion. “You haven’t called me your girl in years.”

“If it bothers you —”

“No,” Elle said, quickly cutting me off. “I love it.” She let out a nervous laugh. “I mean… I love it when you call me your girl. It makes me feel special.”

“You are special,” I said. “Which is why you can do significantly better than Doogie Howser in there.”

“Babe,” Dr. Mark called out from across the pool. “Let’s do dinner before my shift starts.” Then he turned away without sparing me so much as a glance.

“Asshole,” I muttered under my breath, causing Elle to giggle again.

Elle leaned over and gave me one last kiss on the cheek, pressing her big soft tit into my arm. “Bye, Danny. I’ll see you later tonight.” Then she crawled out of her sun chair, taking her towel and water with her.

My gaze drifted to her tight ass, swaying as she walked with her bikini bottoms riding her crack.

I took a giant swig of my beer and sighed as I adjusted my cock stiffening in my swim trunks. “I’m no better than Dr. Mark.”

Elle had no sooner disappeared than Lillie came across the pool, with a man mountain trailing a few paces behind her.

What the hell? I sat upright and gazed across the pool. The guy was every bit the size of the Jolly Green Giant, only without the green skin. My gaze locked on Lillie, who wore a pair of tight Daisy Dukes and a cutoff, sleeveless t-shirt. Her tits pushed the cotton shirt outward with just enough material to cover her big perky tits. Even from across the pool, her aura swallowed me whole and my stomach dipped with a slew of wild butterflies. She was petite, but her presence was mighty.

Her long, golden blonde locks flowed over her shoulders and her blue eyes sparkled with perky energy. She grinned at me as she saw the look on my face and then plopped down on the side of the lounge chair Elle had just vacated. “Hi Danny.”

“Hello.” My gaze drifted from Lillie to the silent side of beef lurking over her right shoulder. “Who’s your friend?”

The blond giant stared down at me without so much as a word before I returned my attention to Lillie.

She pulled off her sunglasses and rolled her eyes. “He doesn’t say much.” Then she turned slightly, gesturing to the college boy behind her. “That’s Chad.”

I chuckled. “Of course, it is.”

Lillie laughed and smacked my hand. “I didn’t say he was a Chad. But let’s be honest, he so is.” She giggled and her bright eyes blazed.

Chad stood stone still, seemingly unfazed by our conversation.

“Are you two… dating?” I asked, not sure if that was what college kids called it these days.

Lillie shrugged. “No. Yes. Who knows? That’s TBD.”

“Got it,” I said. “If you two want the pool to yourselves, then I can head in —”

“No, no, no. It’s nothing like that. Chad and I are meeting up with our friends, but I needed to ask you something first.”

I raised an eyebrow and set my beer down. “This sounds serious.” I pulled off my sunglasses and sat up, facing her on the side of the chair.

“It’s not that serious,” she said. “I’ve been planning a vacation with my friends for a while.”

“Right. You mentioned that last night at dinner,” I said.

A genuine smile touched her eyes. “You were listening.”

“Of course. So, what’s up?”

“So… there are four couples going. Chad’s parents have a place right on the beach in Cozumel, and they said it was okay for us to stay there.”

“A free house on the beach? That’s paradise.”

“Exactly,” Lillie laughed as she placed her hand on mine. “So… can I go?”

I stared into those big blue eyes and frowned, caught completely off guard. Was she asking my permission? It took me a half a second to realize exactly what it was she needed from me. Of course, she didn’t need my permission. We both knew that. What she wanted was not just my blessing, but her back. Just like Elle, Lillie wanted me to look out for her and make sure no one took advantage. Before I answered, I paused and frowned, in consideration, then I gazed up at Chad. “Your parents know you’ll be there?” I asked him.

“Yes, sir,” he said, his voice deep but respectful.

Then I turned back to Lillie. “I’ll need his parent’s phone number first. I’d like to chat with them before I agree.”

Lillie’s smile widened. “Thank you, Danny.”

“I need the dates you’re going, and I’d like your friends’ cell phone numbers as well. You know, just in case something comes up.”

“Of course. You’ll love my friends. I can’t wait for you to meet them.”

“If it all checks out, then you have my blessing. Does that work?”

She nodded. “That’s perfect.” Then she leaned forward, kissed me on the cheek, and threw her arms around my neck before drawing me into a tight hug. “Thank you.”

I hugged her back. “You’re welcome, angel.”

“I love you, Danny,” she said, whispering in my ear.

“I love you too, sweetheart.” I hugged her a little tighter before we broke the hug and Lille sat back.

“I’ll text you all the numbers. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said.

“Do you mind if I go hang out at my friend Stephanie’s house? I’ll be home kind of late, but before midnight.”

“Sounds good,” I said. “Call me if you need me. I’ll be there in a flash.”

“Thanks.” She stood, leaned over, and gave me a last lingering kiss on the cheek. “Brooke sure is a lucky girl,” she said, whispering again.

My stomach dropped, and I gawked at her. “Huh?”

Lillie giggled. “Nothing.” Then she skipped around the pool, with Chad following behind her. “I’ll see you later, Danny.”

What the hell was that about? Lillie knew about me and Brooke hooking up? Did Elle? Exactly how much information did the sister’s share? I knew they were close and, with both their parents gone, they had likely grown even closer. I would have to watch what I said and, more importantly, what I did. Going deeper with Brooke might be the ride of a lifetime, but it could end in disaster.

After Lillie left, I shucked off my tank top and hit the pool, turning long slow laps as I burned away the stress of the day. After twenty minutes of slow, methodical swimming, a figure jumped into the pool before me, causing me to jerk upright as I ate a wave of water.

I coughed out what felt like half the pool and stripped off my goggles before I glared at my attacker.

Brooke stood before me, grinning broadly, wearing a slip of a white bikini that had turned transparent under the soaking effect of the water.

“Brooke, what the hell? You almost gave me a heart attack.” I stood chest deep in the pool, trying hard to maintain my anger but failed miserably under the frontal assault of her incredible chest.

She floated forward and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, pulling me into a quick kiss as her tits mashed against my chest. “You’re so clueless. I stood there for ten minutes waiting for you to notice me. Does this bikini not do it for you?”

I grabbed hold of her hips and tried to push her back as I stole a glance at the house. “What if Lillie or Elle walk in on us like this?”

She shrugged. “Who cares? Besides, we’re all alone.” She kissed me again, letting her lips linger on mine before my resistance crumbled and I kissed her back as her body melted into me.

Our tongues flashed together, and Brooke’s warm body felt like heaven pressed tight against mine. She ran one hand down my chest and stomach before slipping it inside my swim trunks and squeezed my already stiff cock in her bare hand.

She broke off the kiss, grinning at me, breathless. “He’s fully recharged and ready for a good fuck.”

“We’re not having sex,” I said with absolutely no conviction in my voice.

“Oh?” She stuck out her lower lip and flashed me her best mix of pouty and innocent as she reached behind her back and untied her bikini top.

“What are you doing?” I asked as I locked my gaze on her jiggling wonders.

She pulled the top off and tossed it up onto the concrete deck, freeing her incredible rack. “You’ve seen everything already. Why are you acting so shy?” She bounced forward until her slippery tits slithered across my bare chest.

“Did you call things off with Peter?” I asked as I drew her in close and ran my hands down her lower back before slipping them inside her bikini bottoms.

“Let’s not talk about boring old Peter,” she said and pulled me into a quick kiss. “All I could think about all day long was having you inside me.”

“Jesus, Brooke. Why do you have to be so… graphic?”

She giggled and wrapped her arms around my neck before sliding her fingers through my short, wet hair. “God, I love it when you blush. You’re so cute and hot all at once.” Her nipples hardened against my chest, and her eyes grew hazy with lust.

“You have a fixation with older men?” I squeezed her bare ass, filling my fingers with her creamy flesh.

“If you had kids, you would be the perfect DILF.” She released my neck and ran her hands down my chest. “Instead, I’ll just call you my boyfriend and be done with it.”

“DILF is an acronym for Dad I’d —”

“Like to fuck,” she said, eyeing me hungrily. She slipped her thumbs inside the waistband of my swim trunks and pushed them over my hips. “Let’s bring him out to play.”

“Here? Are you crazy?” I let her push my swim trunks lower until they floated free, and she tossed them on the deck beside her bikini top.

“We have a lot of ground to make up,” Brooke said as she grabbed my cock and wrapped both hands around my stiff, meaty shaft. “When you moved to Nassau, I thought I would die.”

That caught me by surprise. “Really? You never told me.”

“I was still in college,” she said. “You seemed untouchable. My God, you were on the fucking cover of GQ. It was a little intimidating.”

I rolled my eyes. “Please. That was for a story about Sky,” I said. “I’m far from model material.”

“My sorority sisters drooled over that cover and the photos inside. Then you bailed on me.” She feigned another pouty look as she gently squeezed my cock. “I’m not letting you go again.”

We were treading in deep water, both literally and figuratively. My home was in Nassau. This was only a temporary thing. But I had gone and showered with her, thigh fucked her, and now this. She was just so unbelievable attractive that I couldn’t resist. My cock throbbed in her hand, pulsing as it stiffened. “Then you better plan on spending a lot more time in the Bahamas,” I said.

She laughed. “Like that’s some sort of sacrifice.” Then she floated backward, with my cock in hand, leading me toward the shallow end of the pool.

I kicked my feet to keep pace. “Uhh… that’s my cock you’re pulling.”

“I can’t very well suck it in the deep end.” She grinned wickedly. We floated to the shallow end of the pool, where a set of broad steps ascended from the pool to the deck. “Good boy. Now it’s your turn to make that pool periscope rise.”

I laughed and slid backward up the stairs until my cock broke the surface of the water, soaring like a stone pillar as Brooke’s greedy eyes locked on.

“It’s not your normal pool toy,” I said.

Brooke floated forward, straddling my legs as her soft, bouncy tits lined up with my cock. “It’s the last pool toy I’ll ever need,” she mumbled, as if to herself. Then she gazed at me lovingly as she wrapped her tits around my cock and pressed them together form a warm, soft oven of flesh that enveloped my throbbing manhood.

“Holy shit,” I said as a wash of adrenaline flooded my body. She was titty fucking me?

Brooke’s golden red hair glistened under the bright sunshine and water dripped from the tip of her pert little nose. Her green eyes locked on mine. “Do you like that, baby?” She moved her tits up and down my cock as she pressed them in tight.

Baby? She had never called me that before. It should have alarmed me, but deep down, I loved it as much as I knew I loved her. Waves of guilty pleasure rolled over my cock, igniting a low moan in my throat. “Yes.” My voice came out gravelly with desire.

“Do you want me to stop?” She flashed me a teasing smile. It was a reminder about our conversation that happened only yesterday but felt like a lifetime ago.

“No.” I croaked as I edged my hips upward, sliding my cock through her tight flesh until my purple tip emerged from incredible, snow-white cleavage.

She moved her tits faster, heating my cock inside her soft flesh while I groaned under her expert assault.

“Do you want to come in my mouth or on my tits?”

Brooke’s eyes told me what she wanted, but if I was enjoying the titty fuck, she wouldn’t stop. “In your mouth.” My cock thrummed on the edge of explosion just as Brooke dropped her tits and my cock bobbed free.

The absence of her warm flesh made me gasp, but she didn’t make me wait long. Brooke tucked a lock of her glistening hair behind her ear, grabbed hold of my cock with one hand, and lowered her mouth until my tip disappeared between her plump, pink lips.

Her tongue swirled over my pulsing knob, and she sealed her lips around my thick man meat, sliding lower as my tip slithered across the back of her tongue. “Fuck.” My breath caught in my throat and my legs turned to mush.

Brooke squeezed my cock at the base and stroked as she bobbed up and down on my rigid shaft. Her tongue danced, seeming to be everywhere at once while she formed a perfect, air-tight seal with her lips and sucked. The sweet sounds of sloshing and slurping rose over the harmonies of Ed Sheeran crooning from the pool speakers.

I put my hand on the top of her head and edged my hips up and down, meeting her steady rhythm. I let out long moans and brief grunts as I fucked her face. Her mouth felt electric as she did things to my cock I didn’t know were possible.

Brooke came off my cock with a loud pop, flashing me her pink tongue where a thick string of cum appeared, stretching out to meet her lower lip. She grinned at me as she ran the flat of her tongue down my shaft, licking it like an ice cream cone until she reached my balls and gently sucked one between her lips.

My breaths came hot and heavy, and my toes curled under the weight of pure ecstasy, lighting up my body like a pinball machine. Her warm breath curled over my knob and her soft tits settled on my upper thighs with her hard nipples raking my soft skin.

She kissed my swollen head and curled the tip of her tongue around my knob. “I love your cock.” She eyed it proudly as she stroked my base before diving back down and engulfing my cock in a single swallow.

My knob pushed down the back of her throat, and my head swam with fevered desire. Her entire mouth seemed to swallow my cock as her tongue swirled and slithered, reaching places I didn’t know existed. “I’m coming.” I half grunted before my orgasm ripped through me like a tornado.

My cock pulsed, spurting thick salvos of pearly spunk straight down the back of her throat. I came hard and fast, my head spinning as I emptied my balls into her pouty little mouth.

Brooke didn’t let up, bobbing up and down on my cock as she milked me with one hand, drinking every drop. She expertly licked and sucked, riding the wave of my orgasm until my cock went still inside her mouth.

I sucked in deep breaths, unable to tear my eyes away from the stunning beauty. “That was incredible.”

Brooke came off my cock, sucking me clean before she parted her lips and presented me with her prize — a pool of cum swimming in her mouth. With a grin, she closed her lips and swallowed before leaning forward and kissing my tip gingerly. “The first in a long line of blow jobs,” she said as her green eyes dazzled under the blazing sun.

“I’d offer to take you to dinner, but you already ate,” I said.

She released my cock and slid up my body, straddling me as she pulled her way toward me. Her tits mashed against my chest, and she met me face to face before giving me a soft kiss on the lips. “I didn’t eat with Peter.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You went to dinner?”

“Yes, but I told him I wasn’t hungry,” she said. “I wanted to be with you.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my hands on her firm, ripe ass, giving it a soft squeeze and a gentle pat. She didn’t want to talk about Peter, but at some point, it would all bubble to the surface. It was only a matter of time. “Then it’s my lucky day. Dinner is on me.”

Her face lit up, and she kissed me warmly before sighing contentedly. “Why is being with you so easy? I swear it’s like breathing. We feel right together.”

“Because we have years of history,” I said.

“Peter and I have years of history but being with him is like sitting through a root canal. With you, it’s like time flies by in an instant. I love spending time with you.”

I kissed her back. “I love spending time with you, too. Come on. I know a great burger and beer place.”

“I love burgers and beers,” she said.

I sat upright on the step and pulled her onto my lap, where she straddled me, facing me.

She draped her arms over my shoulders, and we fell into a long, kiss. It was only when the sun slipped beyond the house and a chill touched the air that we relented and climbed out of the pool.

“Let’s shower first,” Brooke said as she guided me into the house.

“Brooke?” I held her back, and she turned around, frowning at me slightly.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“To be clear… I want you. I want to make love to you, but there’s Peter and there’s us.”

“You won’t have sex with me until I break up with Peter?”

“I think we both know I will,” I said. “It’s just… it doesn’t make me feel good.”

“Okay,” she said. “What about us?”

“I don’t want sex to change what we have,” I said. “What if you tire of me or decide it’s all too much? How will we get back to what we have now?”

Brooke seemed to relax, and she smiled with calm confidence. “That’s simple. We won’t ever change because I love you with my whole heart, and I always have. Every other man has been a stand-in while I waited on you.” Her eyes glistened with tears.

“I love you too,” I said, admitting what I’d known all along. “But it’s strange to say it out loud. Wherever your dad is, I hope he isn’t cursing me.”

“I promise I won’t push you tonight, but I can’t wait much longer,” she said. “I want you so bad. And I know sex with you will be amazing.”

“Are you on the pill?” I asked.

She nodded. “But if you and I… well… I would go off the pill if you asked.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You want to get pregnant?”

“I want your babies,” she said before her cheeks flashed red. “It’s too much too fast. I’m sorry. I just have waited forever for this.”

“It’s okay.” I drew her into a hug. “Maybe there was a reason I never had kids. The universe was lining me up for you.”

She ran her hands down my back. “Come on, baby. I’ll wash your back.” Then Brooke led me by the hand upstairs and into our second shower of the day.
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The sound of chirping crickets rose above the cool night breeze that swept across the pool deck. Overhead, a billion stars gleamed under a night sky devoid of clouds or even the light pollution from Atlanta off in the distance.

I reclined on the chaise lounge and stared up into the sky, wondering just how pissed off Reggie would be with me right now. Then again, he never much cared for Peter, so maybe I was doing him a favor?

“Sorry, Reg. Forgive me?” I eyed the heavens, not expecting a reply when one came.

“Forgive you for what?” Brooke said from where she crossed the pool deck with a blanket wrapped around her shoulders. Her eyes were bleary with sleep and her hair was slightly disheveled from where she fell asleep on the couch.

“Nothing,” I said. “Well… it’s something, but not for you to worry about.”

Brooke frowned and when she reached me, she crawled onto the lounge chair with me and stretched out beside me, wrapping her arm and the blanket with it around both of us. “Tell me.” She leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Why did you leave me alone on the couch?”

I slid my arm around her shoulder and drew her in tight against me. “You looked so peaceful. I didn’t want to wake you. I came out here to cover the pool and then I saw the stars. One thing led to another, and here I am.”

She rubbed my chest with her palm and gazed at the starry sky. “Sometimes I lay out here so I can feel closer to daddy.”

I chuckled softly. “Guess who I was talking to?”

“You’re asking daddy to forgive you for being with me?”

“Something like that.” I ran my fingers through her silky hair and kissed her softly on the crown of her head. “He would hate me for being with you.”

“I think he would surprise you,” Brooke said. “Daddy knew how I felt about you.”

That surprised me and I gazed down at her face, where she had nestled her head in the crook of my shoulder. “You’re kidding?”

“At first, he thought it was just a crush, but as the years went on and my feelings didn’t change….” She shrugged. “He made peace with it.”

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

“Tell you what? That I was secretly in love with you?” She let out a muted laugh. “Baby, I tried so many times.” She sighed and rubbed my chest. “I chickened out every time.”

“Reggie, making peace with it isn’t the same as condoning it,” I said.

“The day before he died, he encouraged me to pursue you,” Brooke said.

“Come on.” I let out a belly laugh. “That’s not true.”

Brooke glared up at me. “Daniel Pierce, are you calling me a liar?” Her southern accent flared, and her green eyes flashed a warning.

I swallowed away a lump forming in my throat. “No, ma’am.”

Her expression softened, and she resumed her position, this time sliding her leg across mine. “I would never lie about daddy’s dying words.”

“I’m sorry. What did he say?” I ran my hand up and down her back.

“He told me he knew how we felt about you, and that he was okay with it so long as we were happy. He said that you would look out for us and that you had our best interests at heart.”

“Who’s we?” I asked.

“What?” She frowned up at me.

“You said he knew how we felt about you. What does that mean?”

“I mean me, Lillie, and Eloise,” she said.

My stomach lurched. “Elle and Lillie look at me like a father figure,” I said. “I’m not trying to be harsh. Maybe you misinterpreted Reggie’s words?”

“No, baby, I didn’t.” She drew my chin around until I faced her, then kissed me softly on the lips. “I know what he meant. I’ll leave the interpretation up to you.”

That thought was too much for me to take on at the moment. We were truly dipping our toes into shark-infested waters. I changed the subject. “Does Lillie know about us?”

“Of course, she does. So does Eloise,” Brooke said. “Baby, they’re my sisters. We have no secrets.”

“Shit.” I sighed. “That’s awkward.”

“Only if you let it be.” She kissed me again. “Don’t worry. They’re both on board, and more than a little jealous.”

“Jealous?” I laughed again. “Elle is engaged, and Lillie has a new flavor every week. They’re doing just fine.”

Brooke rested her head on my chest but didn’t hide the wry smile on her face. “Not everything is what it seems.”

I laughed, but she had thrown me off with her blatant insinuations. Did Elle and Lillie feel the same way as Brooke? There was no chance I would pursue either of them, so maybe I would never know?

Brooke pulled the blanket higher, then shifted her body, sliding on top of me before she kissed me again. This time, our lips lingered before parting and our tongues met, soft and sensual, while she ground her pussy against my thickening cock.

I cupped her ass, sliding my hands up and inside the bottom of her tight shorts before squeezing her bare flesh between my open fingers. Her mouth tasted sweet, like the summer wine she had during our movie, and her hair smelled like tropical flowers. My cock throbbed against her, and we deepened the kiss, our hands roaming while Brooke’s soft moans filled my mouth.

Time was running out. There was no use putting off sex any longer. I was powerless to stop the inevitable.

Brooke broke off the kiss, panting for her breath as she gazed down at me. “Let’s go to bed.”

I was about to say yes when her phone started ringing.

With Lillie still out with her friends, Brooke didn’t hesitate to pull it out of her pocket as she sat upright, straddling me in the lounge chair. Her expression soured, and she let out a low groan. “God… it’s Peter. I’ll let it ring to voice mail.”

“Wait,” I said. “Why is Peter calling you at close to midnight? Maybe something is wrong?”

“Please don’t make me talk to him.” Her eyes pleaded with me, but the look I gave her in return seemed to convince her to take the call.

She let out a resigned sigh and hit the answer button. “Hello? Peter? What’s wrong?”

I could hear Peter’s voice coming through the speaker. He sounded as boisterous and lively as if he were taking a 2 pm sales call.

“Nothing is wrong.” Peter laughed. “It’s midnight on a Friday night. It’s not exactly late.”

Brooke furrowed her brow and glared down at me as if this were all my fault.

I shrugged, and Brooke put the call on speaker. “I’m in bed trying to sleep. Is there a point to this call?”

“Someone’s grumpy,” he said, laughing again. “I just wanted to get on your calendar for tomorrow night.”

“Peter, Dan and I have plans,” she said, glaring so hard at me I shrank back slightly.

“The invite is for you, Dan, and your sisters,” he said. “In fact, that’s what this is all about — celebrating Dan’s return. I’ve made reservations for all of us at Sangiovese for tomorrow night at six. I won’t take no for an answer.”

Brooke put the phone on mute and gazed at me. “What should I tell him?”

“Tell him yes,” I said. “It’s just one dinner. Besides, it’ll be fun. You can play footsie with me again under the table and this time I won’t stop you.” I grinned.

Brooke rolled her eyes and unmuted the phone. “Okay. Tomorrow night at six. We’ll meet you there.”
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From the car to the entrance of Sangiovese, Brooke held my hand, but remained silent as she had during the car ride over. Elle spent the ride trying to reassure her while Lillie was all but certain that Peter was going to propose. Neither of them made her feel any better, and she spent most of the time staring out the car window. When we hit the lobby, she finally released the death grip on my hand, but pressed in close to me as we made our way through the restaurant.

Lillie had spent most of the day trying to convince Brooke to cancel, while Elle thought doing so would be rude. I silently agreed with Lillie and had a bad feeling about the dinner. Acting on Lillie’s advice, Brooke had tried to cancel the dinner reservations, but Peter practically begged her not to before she relented.

Now the four of us followed the restaurant’s hostess, who led us past the main dining room and down a long hallway to what looked like a private dining room tucked away near the back, near the kitchen.

“I’ve got a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach.” As if it were second nature, Brooke once again laced her fingers in mine and squeezed before glancing up at me as if I might vanish. “Don’t you dare leave my side. Not even for a minute.”

“You need to end it with him,” I said.

“He’s totally right,” Lille said, hanging on every word just in front of us while Elle nodded in agreement.

Brooke let out a worried groan. “I’ll break up with him tomorrow. I promise.”

“Good,” I said as we rounded a corner, entered a set of double doors, and appeared just outside a cozy dining room.

White linen, crystal wine glasses, and gleaming silver cutlery decorated a long table radiating warm light from a six candle centerpiece and an impressive crystal chandelier hovering above the table. But the biggest surprise came from the people sitting at the end of the table with Peter. Namely, his parents.

“Well, shit,” I mumbled under my breath as Brooke gasped and ducked behind, squeezing my hand so hard my knuckles popped.

“Fuck,” she whispered with a gut wrenching fervor I rarely heard from her.

Elle and Lillie gave cover by moving into the room first and greeting Peter and his parents.

Brooke and I tentatively approached from behind. I stole a glance down at Brooke’s impressive cleavage encased in a form-fitting black dress that had previously left me speechless. I leaned over and whispered in her ear. “Now might be a good time to not hold my hand like we’re a couple.”

She glared at me. “This is all your fault, and we are a couple.” But then she let go of my hand and sucked in a deep breath. “Danny, I can’t do this.”

“If it looks like he’s going to propose, I’ll pull him aside and cut it off in advance.”

She gazed up at me hopefully. “You will?”

I nodded. “But that doesn’t get you out of breaking up with him.”

She breathed out and seemed to relax a bit. “I promise I will. I can’t go through this again.”

Then I stepped forward, plastered on a smile, and extended my hand to Peter. “Pete. Thanks for the invite.”

He pulled me into a quick hug. “I wouldn’t have it any other way. Your family, and this is a family night.”

Lille and Elle had finished greeting Peter’s parents before the middle-aged couple turned their attention to me.

“Dan, you remember my parents —”

“Roy and Beverly,” I said, cutting him off. “Of course, I remember.”

Roy, a man in his late fifties, with salt and pepper hair and a warm smile, offered me his hand. “It’s the man who taught Petey everything he knows.”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” I said as I shook the man’s hand before turning to his wife. “Beverly, you look gorgeous.”

The slightly overweight, silver-haired woman rolled her eyes. “You’re such a charmer. I heard you came out of retirement.”

I shrugged. “Brooke’s teaching me the ropes. Honestly, she handles the business better than I ever did. She’s a real pro.”

Beverly’s gaze shifted to Brooke. “There she is. The belle of the ball.”

“Hello Mrs. Rankin,” Brooke said, her voice shaky under the heavy weight of anticipation.

“I’ve told you a million times, dear. Call me Bev. My mother-in-law is Mrs. Rankin.” She laughed and Brooke flashed a nervous smile.

“Please, sit,” Peter said. “Brooke, this is your seat.” He stood behind the chair next to the head of the table and smiled.

“Oh, that’s okay,” she said. “Danny can take that spot. I’ll sit down her with my sisters.”

Peter chuckled nervously. “Can you please sit next to me?” Then he eyed me and winked. “No offense, Dan.”

“None taken,” I said. “She’s your girlfriend.”

Brooke kicked my shin and gave me a smoldering look as I stifled an urge to grin. “Sure,” she said and shifted past me as Peter pulled out her chair for her.

“Danny, can you sit beside me?” Brooke asked, flashing me a clear don’t-fuck-with-me look.

“Absolutely.” I offered her a reassuring smile, then glanced at Lillie beside me, who concealed a smirk and then at Elle, who had knitted her brows together with worry.

“Wine and appetizers are on the way,” Peter said as he sashayed around the table to his seat. “Dinner is on me, so eat up.” He sat down as his mother took the seat across from Brooke and Roy sat across from me.

Lillie took the seat to my left and immediately inched her chair closer to me before leaning over to whisper. “Can I have some wine tonight?”

Again, she was asking permission? I paused a moment, as if considering, but found myself captured by her penetrating blue eyes. “A couple of glasses of wine won’t hurt. Just go easy. You weigh almost nothing.”

Her eyes lit up along with her smile. “Thanks, Danny. Can you pick out something for me? I know nothing about wine, and you know what I like.”

For a moment, I forgot about Brooke, Elle and everyone else at the table, losing myself in the captivating aura of the petite blonde princess. It was easy to see why people were so drawn to her. “Sure.”

I stole a quick glance across the table at Elle, who I caught staring at us with a look of joy on her face. It was as if she loved that her little sister had a real man back in her life.

“Brooke tells us you have a place in the Bahamas?” Beverly said.

It took a moment for me to realize that she was talking to me, and it took a pinch from Brooke before I wheeled around to face Peter’s mother. “That’s right. I have a place in Nassau.”

“Pete says it’s right on the beach,” Roy said.

“I figured if I’m moving to the Bahamas, I may as well go all in,” I said, inciting laughter from Bev, Roy, and Peter while Brooke stared at me glumly.

“Well, I’m sure it’s paradise, but I was glad to hear the girls have a strong man living in the house.” She turned to Brooke and smiled. “Not that I don’t know you’re perfectly capable of taking care of yourself. But you girls have to admit that it’s nice having a father figure you can count on.”

“Danny is our godfather,” Lilly said, smiling at me proudly. “I love having him home.”

“We all do,” Brooke said.

“That’s right,” Elle chimed in. “For the first time in a year, our house feels like home again.” She gave me a warm, almost knowing, smile that turned my insides to the consistency of churned butter.

“It’s the next best thing to having your father back in the house,” Roy said, chiming in.

Under the table, I felt Brooke’s hand slide down my inner thigh, and I almost jumped.

“For never having kids of his own, he’s a real daddy,” Brooke said, grinning at me.

Bev frowned and Roy turned up an eyebrow while Peter grinned as if Brooke calling me her daddy was as ordinary as chatting up tomorrow’s weather report.

I cleared my throat but left Brooke’s hand alone to wander higher up my leg before she cupped my cock in her hand. For the first time that night, she seemed to relax. “Daddy is a tad extreme,” I said. “But I admit, it feels good to let them dote on me.”

Roy let out an elderly cackle. “That’s the spirit.”

The wait staff served our wine and brought out our dinner salads while the conversation continued. After a glass of wine, Brooke seemed to settle in, fondling my cock, while Peter chatted with us about the company’s marketing strategy. Lillie and Elle kept Roy and Bev entertained with tales of their college exploits, and it wasn’t until after dinner that the mood shifted.

Peter stood at the head of the table and cleared his throat until we went silent.

We turned to face him, and Brooke put the death grip on my thigh under the table. Her complexion faded to the color of cold marble, and her eyes bugged out.

“Before dessert arrives, there’s an important question I’ve been dying to ask.” His smile was bright and confident as his white teeth gleamed under the crystal-infused illumination.

Brooke turned to me as she silently pleaded with me.

“Hey Pete,” I said, as I stood and cleared my throat. “Before that happens, may I have a word with you alone?”

Bev frowned and turned to me. “Is something wrong?”

Pete’s smile didn’t fade an iota. “Can it wait, boss? I’m kind of in the middle of something.”

Beside me, Lillie leaned in, sipped her wine and grinned over at Elle, whose frown deepened by the second.

Brooke sat beside me, as stiff as the starched linen tablecloth, seeming too afraid to move.

“That’s what I’d like to discuss,” I said. “It will only take a minute.”

Peter looked a little deflated but nodded. “Sure thing.”

I glanced down at Brooke, patted her shoulder reassuringly, then stepped away from the table while Peter followed me out into the hallway.

When we were safely out of earshot, Peter frowned. “What gives? I was about to propose to Brooke.”

“Right,” I said, nodding while I breathed a sigh of relief. “I thought as much.”

“Is this because I didn’t ask you for her hand in marriage? If it is, I’m sorry, I —”

I shook him off. “It’s not that.”

Peter’s frown deepened. “Then what? I can provide for her, if that’s the issue.”

If Brooke heard Peter say that, she would’ve brought out the claws. “It’s the timing,” I said. “Maybe now isn’t the best time. Brooke might not be as receptive as you imagine.”

“Not receptive? We’ve been dating for almost three years,” he said. “I’m ready to make memories and start a family. Does Brooke not want to marry me?”

I was climbing a slippery slope. This wasn’t any of my business, but Brooke had made it my business. She had put off breaking up with him, and I was cleaning up her mess. Part of me just wanted to let him propose and make her face the music. But I loved her and didn’t want to see her experience that kind of trauma. “If you ask her, I believe she’ll say no,” I said, giving him the hard truth.

“She said that?” He looked stupefied.

“Why don’t you sit down tomorrow and discuss with her where things stand?”

“My parents are expecting a proposal,” Peter said as he met my gaze. “What am I supposed to tell them?”

The boy had a lot to learn about women. “This isn’t a decision that involves your parents. You can tell them later that we chatted, and I talked you out of it.”

Peter leaned against the wall and gazed down at the floor, scratching his chin as he seemed to ponder my words. Finally, he stood up and shook his head. “Thanks for the advice,” Peter said before he squeezed my shoulder and let out a deep breath. “But I know Brooke better than anyone. She’s been waiting for me to pop the question for a year. She’s ready. I’m ready.” He inhaled sharply before his smile returned. “I appreciate the advice, but I’ve got this.” With that, he strode around me with unwavering confidence and re-entered the private dining room.

As I followed Peter back inside, the room turned toward us. Brooke’s eyes latched onto me, and I gave her a slight shake of my head.

Her face turned pale, and she slumped back in her chair as the rest of the room waited for Peter to speak.

“Where was I?” He was all charm and confidence as he strode past Brooke, squeezing her shoulder lovingly before he returned to his spot at the head of the table.

Bev looked on adoringly, her eyes sparkling, and Roy actually took out his smart phone and started shooting video.

If I hadn’t been so mortified, I would have found the entire situation amusing. Well… it was still amusing. Brooke had this coming. I tried to warn her a hundred times, but she had procrastinated to the point of public humiliation. I hung back near the doorway and leaned against the wall, not daring to take my seat again.

Peter turned his full attention on Brooke, took a sip from his water glass, and started in. “It’s not every day a man meets the love of his life. But Brooke, when your father took a chance on a hungry junior executive, who knew that our destinies would intertwine?”

Lillie rolled her eyes, and Elle looked away as if witnessing an honest to God train wreck. Brooke stared at Peter in abject horror before inching her chair away from the table, as if preparing to flee.

I folded my arms over my chest and cringed inwardly as Peter droned on about their great romance. Would Brooke kill me if I asked Roy for a copy of the video?

Brooke glanced at me like a drowning woman being tossed about on a storm swell, but all I could do was watch the carnage. This was on her.

When she turned back around, Peter had dropped to one knee and held open a box with a shiny engagement ring inside. “Will you do the honor of becoming my wife?”

Bev let out a gasp and Roy locked on to Brooke’s face with his camera as she looked at the ring as if were a two-headed cobra ready to strike.

She swallowed hard and stared first at the ring and then at Peter. “I….” The word hung in the air while we held our collective breath.

Peter blinked with his salesman smile firmly glued to his face. “Is that a yes?” He chuckled nervously and, for the first time, I caught the glint of pure fear in his eyes.

“Peter… I….” Brooke shook her head. “I can’t do this.” She pushed away from the table and strode away from the table, picking up steam as she flashed past me into the hallway.

Bev gasped while Roy got the action shot of Brooke rushing away from the proposal.

Peter slumped on one knee and hung his head in defeat.

Lillie snickered like a brat, and Elle frowned, turning her eyes on me. “Go after her,” Elle said, mouthing the words to me.

I nodded and rushed out of the room, following Brooke down the hallway until she disappeared into the ladies’ restroom.

“Well fuck,” I said, muttering under my breath. But the social taboo of entering the ladies’ room wouldn’t stop me from doing the right thing. With a quick glance to my right and left, I pushed the door open and slipped inside.

The ladies’ room was finished with high-end decor befitting the restaurant Peter picked for his train wreck. Three floor-to-ceiling stalls offered complete privacy and individual marble sinks were each accompanied by their own illuminated mirror. Warm light filtered through the cozy room and a fresh stack of white hand towels appeared beside each sink.

Thankfully, the bathroom was empty except for the sounds of sniffling coming from the stall furthest away from the door.

I considered locking the bathroom door behind me, but that would draw the manager’s attention and then I’d have to explain myself. As it was, I could just send away whoever came in.

Since I heard no movement coming from the other stalls, I made my way across the bathroom and stopped outside Brooke’s hiding place.

The sounds of sniffling continued before Brooke blew her nose.

I leaned against the wall and searched for the right words. After throwing out three open lines, I settled on one that might make her laugh. “This bathroom puts to shame any men’s room I’ve seen. Are all ladies’ rooms this nice?”

“Go away, Danny,” Brooke said through the stall door.

“Can you let me in? If someone comes in here, they might arrest me, which I would desperately like to avoid.”

“I should have listened to you,” she said. “Is that what you came here to say?”

“What kind of boyfriend would say that to the woman he loves?”

There was a long pause and then the door clicked before Brooke pushed it open long enough for me to come inside.

I entered the stall and found Brooke leaning against one wall, clutching a tissue in one hand. Her eyes were puffy and her complexion blotchy red from crying. “I feel awful,” she said, casting her gaze down at her feet while I latched the stall door closed behind us.

“At least you didn’t say yes,” I said. “And this is as much Peter’s fault as yours. I told him not to propose, and he flat out ignored me.”

She glanced up at me, her eyes filled with hope. “You did?”

I nodded. “Don’t beat yourself up. Peter is monumentally horrible at reading body language. You would think a man who’s built a brand would know better.”

Brooke shrugged. “He can’t read minds. I should have told him I didn’t love him.”

I stepped forward, placed a finger under Brooke’s chin, and guided her head upward until she met my gaze. “He knew.” Her green eyes locked on mine. “Deep down, Peter knew, and he ignored the signs that were right in front of him.”

Brooke picked up one of my hands and laced her fingers in mine. Her expression turned serene, and she tilted her head at an angle, as if assessing me. “What do you see right in front of you?” She licked her lips and seemed to hold her breath as she waited for me to speak.

“I see the woman I’ve fallen in love with,” I said before I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. A wave of feral desire swept through my body, and I pressed closer, sliding my hands around her trim waist.

Brooke broke off the kiss just long enough to level me with her smoldering green eyes. “I love you, Danny.” She drew in close and pressed her lips against mine. Our lips parted and our tongues flashed together.

Hot and hungry, we devoured each other. Our lips and tongue were a frenzied blur of unbridled lust. Brooke moaned in my mouth and slid her hands down my shirt before they settled on my stiffening cock. Then, with her trembling hands, she fumbled with my belt buckle.

My cock thickened, turning stiff in an instant as I let my hands roam lower, over her hips and underneath her black dress. My head thrummed with a drumbeat of unadulterated want. I needed her like I had never needed another person. The thought of entering her consumed my mind. Dizzy lust flashed in my vision, and I hooked my fingers inside her panties before drawing them down over her hips.

Brooke broke off the kiss, panting, her eyes heavy, swimming with lust. She freed my belt and fumbled with my zipper as she shimmied out of her panties and let them fall to the floor.

I cupped her tit, squeezing it in her dress as my cock pulsed, stiff and raging before Brooke’s hand found it, and her fingers circled my shaft. She squeezed it between her fingers and pushed away my pants, racing to free me of every restraint.

Our eyes locked and, wordlessly, Brooke leaned her shoulders back against the stall wall.

I cupped her bare ass in my hands as my pants dropped around my ankles. I hoisted her up off the ground, and she locked her legs around my back. “Your mine,” I said in a whisper and Brooke nodded as she licked her lips.

My knob found her wet slit, eager and ready. I pushed it through her slick pink before I slipped inside her and lowered her onto my throbbing rod. With a groan, I entered her, savoring her warm tightness as it enveloped my cock for the first time. My head swooned and my legs buckled as Brooke’s pussy pulsed around my fiery shaft, nearly bringing me to my knees.

She let out a shuddering moan and locked her ankles around my back, squeezing down on my cock with her pussy as her body trembled in my arms. “Baby, that feels so good.” Her words came out in a rush, and she rocked on my cock, fully impaling herself as she bit her lip as if to stifle a loud moan.

With a deep grunt, I pushed deeper, driving my cock into her velvety depths, savoring every inch of her pussy squirming over my steel-hard shaft. The feeling was pure bliss, and I leaned in, kissing her as she bounced off my cock, rapidly fucking me as the bathroom stall creaked in protest behind her.

My cock took over, pounding the nubile twenty-five-year-old over and over as our grunts echoed high off the bathroom walls. Brooke’s breaths came hard and fast, and she leaned back, locking her eyes on mine.

My cock sizzled under the heat radiating off her pussy, and my head swam with a strong need to come. I nuzzled in behind her ear and breathed in her intoxicating scent as I fucked her hard and deep.

From beyond our bathroom hideaway, the creak of the bathroom door interrupted our fevered bliss. Voices reverberated and the bathroom door shut behind them.

“He’s such an asshole,” the woman said. “Did you see him flirting with our server?”

I pinned Brooke against the wall with my cock buried deep inside her. Her ragged breaths threatened to give us away, and I cupped my hand over her mouth while her pussy pulsed around my cock.

“Yea. I’m sorry about that,” the second woman said before the sound of running water came from the sink. “John said he was a good guy. I never should have set you up.”

I took my hand away from Brooke’s mouth and she leaned forward, finding my mouth with hers. Our tongues met, and I rocked inside her, fucking her slow and deep, praying the women wouldn’t hear.

Brooke ran her fingers through my hair and broke off our kiss as she gazed into my eyes. She moved atop me in slow, deep circles, grinding my cock as her eyes glazed over.

My cock burned inside her, ready to explode, but I held off, fucking her deep and matching her slow, exquisite rhythm.

She curled her arms around my neck, riding me like a bull as her breaths once again quickened, and fresh fear blossomed in the back of my brain.

The women finally exited the bathroom and when the door shut, I rammed her hard and deep, fever fucking her with reckless abandon.

Brooke’s moans echoed off the walls. Her jaw hung slack and her body spasmed before she moaned so loud, I was worried she had alerted half the restaurant. “Baby, I’m coming,” she said, struggling for breath a moment before her eyes rolled back in her head and she fell back against the stall wall.

My head flashed and spun with a wave of dizzy exhilaration. My orgasm slammed into me, lighting up my cock before I grunted and erupted inside her. Ropes of molten jizz fired off, spilling deep inside her, finding her womb as I pumped my hips, spurting again and again.

As Brooke’s pussy locked down on my exploding cock, she tightened her legs around me and her muscles undulated in quivering waves over my cock. “That’s it, baby,” she whispered, rocking on my cock as she swiveled her hips, pumping me dry. Brooke leaned forward and kissed my neck up to my ear before she whispered, “You’re the only man I’ll ever want.”

As I drained the last of my seed inside her, her breath curled in my ear and rolled down my neck, setting goosebumps flashing across my body. I pressed my forehead against the stall wall and tried to collect myself, drawing in deep breaths as Brooke worked on my neck, sucking so hard I was sure she would leave a bruise.

“I’m sorry,” I said, whispering.

Brooke came off my neck and sat back until we came face to face. She half glared, half frowned at me. “Sorry for what? We both wanted that.”

“Not the sex,” I said before leaning in to kiss her softly. “I didn’t want our first time to go down inside a bathroom stall.”

Brooke giggled and kissed me again. “It was hot. Your cock feels amazing inside me.”

“Your father must be rolling over in his grave,” I said.

“Enough talk about daddy,” she said. “This is a whole new chapter for us.”

“I got it, and I’m all in,” I said. “Should we head back to the table and collect your sisters?”

She sighed. “If we have to. What should I tell Peter?”

“I doubt he stuck around. But if he did, tell him the truth.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Tell him I fucked my godfather in the ladies’ room?”

I winced and sighed. “You know what I mean.”

She giggled and kissed me again. “I feel a lot better. Can we fuck again when we get home?”

“You’re going to run me ragged, aren’t you?”

“Buckle in, baby.” She grinned. “You’re on the ride of your life.”
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When we returned to the table, Peter and his parents were gone, having made hasty goodbyes to Lillie and Elle. Lillie said Peter looked like a guy who had just eaten a shit sandwich in one bite while Elle displayed more tact, chastising Lillie, saying that she should have more sympathy for Peter since he had a broken heart.

Brooke stewed, wondering if she should call Peter to apologize, and I suggested she hold off and let the guy retreat to lick his wounds.

That said, the trip home was upbeat. All three sisters happily chatted. Lillie laid out her vacation plans for the hundredth time and Elle tried unsuccessfully to get hold of Mark. On the bright side, with the catastrophic dinner proposal cutting things short, the night had ended earlier than expected, so the four of us got comfortable and decided to watch a movie.

While the ladies queued up a rom com, I took the chance to make a call to Chad’s parents. The conversation was brief, but successful, and when I plopped down on the couch beside Lillie, she knew exactly what I had been up to.

“What did they say?” Lilly asked.

She sat beside me wearing black form-fitting shorts that barely covered her ass and a loose gray tank top showcasing her jiggling, and very clearly braless tits. Her hard nipples strained the thin cotton top and despite my best effort to resist, I stole recurring glances at her incredible rack.

Elle sat further down the couch from Lillie wearing a similar outfit with a tank top that showed even more flesh. Deep gaps on each side revealed a healthy serving of creamy, voluptuous side boob.

I tried to shake off the lust tickling the back of my mind and sank back onto the couch before letting out a sigh. I started to answer Lillie when I noticed Brooke’s absence. “Where’s your sister?”

Lillie stretched out her legs, placing her petite feet squarely atop my lap, giving me a front row view of her glistening, smooth legs. “She’s changing.” Lillie raised an eyebrow. “You were talking to Chad’s parents, right?” She curled her toes under my inner thigh and studied my face, as if assessing my reaction.

My cock shifted in my baggy shorts, stiffening as Lillie seemed to think putting her feet in my lap was no big deal. I wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of reacting. “I spoke with his mother,” I said. “She plans on playing chaperon for the trip, so you’re all set. I gave her my contact info, and I told her if you gave her any trouble, she should send you home.”

Elle snickered, and Lillie frowned. “Ha, ha. You’re hilarious.”

“I also made it painfully clear that you and Chad won’t be sharing a bedroom,” I said.

“Oooh,” Elle said. “Cock blocked.”

Lillie shrugged. “That actually helps me. I don’t want to have sex with Chad. Besides, I like my sleep and I don’t want him pawing at me all night.”

Discussing Lillie’s sex life wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I sat down, but here we were. “Really? I figured you and Chad would be all hormones and hands.”

“I think the steroids have impacted his sex drive,” Lillie said. “Which is great because I don’t put out for just anyone. It’s the main reason I’m with Chad. There’s no pressure in the bedroom, if you know what I mean.” She grinned at me and wriggling her toes against my leg.

“I’m happy to hear that,” I said as Lillie dug her toes deeper, placing them between my legs until her toes fit snuggly underneath. “Does Chad know how you feel?”

“Do any of the boys’ Lillie dates know how she feels?” Elle smiled at her sister. “She’s such a little cock tease.”

Lillie’s jaw dropped and her eyes widened, but the smile gave away her feigned shock. “Says the girl who invented the phrase. You’re an even bigger cock tease than Brooke, and she never gave it up.”

That made me wonder about Elle and Mark. Had they consummated their relationship, or was Elle saving herself for her wedding night? The thought of a sexually frustrated Dr. Mark filled my heart with joy.

Elle’s cheeks reddened. “I’m not,” she said. “Sex is a big step.”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “You’re such a goody two shoes.”

“That’s enough,” I said. “Leave Elle alone. It’s not enough a young woman takes a hard stand on sex, and I appreciate her choice. As for you….” I locked my gaze on Lillie. “I’m half tempted to go to Cozumel myself just to make sure the bedroom rules aren’t violated. Something tells me you’re not giving me the entire truth.”

Lillie’s eyes lit up. “Oh, Danny. You should totally come. You can stay with me and make sure that Chad keeps his hands to himself.”

“I’m not sure what Chad’s mother would make of that,” I said. “And it’s beyond inappropriate.”

“You’re so old-fashioned,” Lillie said before she ran her toes high up my inner thigh until they nearly touched my rail hard cock. “Would you really go if I asked you?”

What was this about? I glanced at Elle, and she shrugged before turning my attention to Lillie. “If you really, really wanted me there, I would go, but in this case, it might be a little awkward. How about I take you girls down to Nassau in a few weeks? We can stay at my beach house, and I’ll show you the Bahamas.”

“Yay.” Lillie clapped her hands and cheered, causing her braless tits to jiggle wildly under her top. “Can I invite a few of my friends?”

“Sure,” I said.

Elle grinned. “I would love a trip like that,” she said. “It might be the closest I get to the beach for a long time.”

“What? Why?” Lillie furrowed her brows. “I thought you and Mark were planning a trip to Hawaii for your honeymoon.”

Elle’s smile faded. “Mark wants to go to Transylvania and visit the real Count Dracula’s castle.”

Lillie’s jaw dropped. “What the actual fuck?”

I cleared my throat and gave Lille a stern look before returning my attention to Elle. “I heard Romania is a beautiful country.”

Elle shrugged. “No offense to Bram Stoker, but I’d rather get my tan on that tour some stuffy old castle.”

“Amen to that sister,” Lillie said. “Give me a margarita and a spot in the sun.” The girls traded a high five, and I smiled at them.

“What’s with the high fives?” Brooke asked as she appeared over my shoulder behind the couch.

“We’re celebrating that Dr. Mark is a total geek,” Lillie said.

“Hey,” Elle said with no heat or conviction in her voice.

Brooke sat on the arm of the sofa beside me, then leaned over, sliding her arm around my shoulder. Just like her sisters, she wore very little when it came to comfort clothes. It seemed all three of them shopped at the same store, because Brooke’s gray shorts were every bit as snug as Lillie’s and her tits nearly popped free of the loose white tank top she wore.

If Lillie having her feet curled inside my legs less than an inch from my cock bothered her, Brooke didn’t let on. Instead, she ran her fingers through my hair and smiled over at her sisters. “Dr. Mark could use a few loosening-up lessons from Danny.”

Elle frowned. “We aren’t all as lucky as you.”

Lillie’s blue eyes twinkled as she inched her feet higher until her toes rubbed the side of my rock hard cock. “Maybe we can all take turns going to the bathroom with Danny?”

My jaw dropped, followed in quick succession by my stomach as I gaped first at Lillie and then at Elle.

All three girls broke out laughing before Brooke slid off the arm of the sofa and directly onto my lap. “You’re awfully cute when you’re embarrassed.” She studied my face with her big green eyes, then leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips.

My body turned as rigid as my cock and turned statue still, keeping my hands safely tucked away from Brooke as her braless tits swam across my chest.

“Get a room,” Lillie said.

“Maybe we could all get a room,” Elle said, causing Lillie to snicker.

My cheeks turned hot, and I remained motionless as Brooke shifted her weight on my lap and glared at Lillie. “Move your feet, blondie. I know what you’re doing. You’re not fooling anyone.”

Lillie rolled her eyes and retracted her feet while she mumbled something indiscernible under her breath.

Brooke took over all the room on my lap, squirming her ass against my raging hard cock while she leaned against me. “You got him nice and warmed up for me.” Brooke turned slightly to face me and sighed contentedly. “Maybe we should get a room?”

“At least someone’s getting laid tonight,” Lillie said.

“Must be nice,” Elle said.

“I would tell you to call Dr. Mark,” Lillie said. “But then he might actually come over.”

Brooke laughed, and Elle glared at her sisters. “We can’t all have a boyfriend like Danny.” Elle furrowed her brows. “Brooke’s the lucky one.”

“Baby, you can let your hands wander,” Brooke said. She flashed me a smoldering look before she came in hot for another kiss. “It’s just us and my sisters know everything.”

“In graphic, gory detail,” Lillie said, which made me cringe.

Elle sighed. “I wish Mark would let me touch him that way?”

“Ew… gross,” Lillie said.

I stared at Elle, dumbstruck. “Mark doesn’t like you coming on to him?” I chuckled and shook my head. “He’s the one who needs to see a doctor.”

“I think he’s asexual,” Lillie said. “Doesn’t he collect Star Wars figurines?”

“So what?” Elle glared at Lillie. “It’s a hobby, just like your hobbies are getting your nails done and ordering boys around.”

“Enough,” I said, focusing my attention on Lillie. “Leave your sister alone.”

Lillie let out a huff, folded her arms over her chest, forcing her tits to mash together before her expression softened. “I’m sorry, Elle. It’s just you can do so much better than Dr. Nimrod.”

“Back off, barracuda,” Brooke said to Lillie. “Elle, we’ve got your back, no matter who you decide to be with.” She glared at Lillie. “Don’t we?”

“I guess.” Lillie sighed. “Fine. Yes.” She turned to Elle. “You know this is all because I love you, right?”

“I know,” Elle said and leaned over to give her little sister a hug. “I appreciate you having my back, even if we don’t always see eye to eye.”

Brooke grinned and leaned into me. “Another happy ending.”

Elle and Lillie broke off their hug before Lillie turned to Brooke and I. “Speaking of happy endings —”

“No,” I said, cutting her off with a firm shake of my head. “Get your dirty mind out of the gutter.”

The girls laughed, and Lillie picked up the remote. “Settle in kids. It’s movie time.”
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I spent the entire movie with a perpetual hard-on and Brooke parked on my lap. Halfway through the movie, she had her hand down my shorts and her fingers wrapped around my cock, slowly stroking me, while I had both my hands inside her top, mauling her perfect tits. All the while, Lillie and Elle dozed off a few feet away. With our hormones bordering on out of control, we let Lillie and Elle sleep while Brooke led me upstairs into her inner sanctum.

She closed her bedroom door and turned the lock behind us. “Just in case Lillie gets any ideas about interrupting us,” she said.

I raised a curious eyebrow. “You really think she would?”

Brooke shrugged. “She has the hots for you, so I wouldn’t put it past her.”

My stomach flipped and my twisted thoughts swirled around fantasy threesomes with Brooke and Lillie. I forced out a dry laugh. “I think you’re imagining things.”

Brooke perched on her tiptoes and gave me a warm, wet kiss on the lips. “Baby, you have no idea what’s going on in this house, do you?”

“I’m starting to figure it out. But Lillie’s just a kid.”

Brooke rolled her eyes. “I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

I started to protest, and Brooke cut me off with a wave. “It’s okay. She’s gorgeous. I don’t blame you. So is Eloise. It’s hard not to stare with all three of us walking around half-dressed.” She drew closer and slid her hands down my pants. “Now where were we?” She gave me a mischievous grin and squeezed my already rigid cock.

I swallowed away the lump in my throat and eyed her bed. “Are you sure about this?”

Brooke laughed. “Baby, we already fucked. Do you want me to stop?”

“God, no.” I gazed down at her tits jiggling inside her loose tank top. My cock throbbed in her warm fingers, and I mentally put my fading guilt in a box.

“You’ve spent two hours with your cock hard enough to pound nails, and I’ve spent five years dreaming about riding that big yeti of yours.” She slipped her hand from my shorts and peeled off her tank top, freeing her jiggling tits. “Now come fuck me like you own me.” She giggled, tossed her tank top in my face, then wriggled out of her shorts before she turned and strutted toward her king sized bed completely naked.

I gazed at her, my jaw dragging the floor, as I clutched her tank top and watched her creamy ass sway from side to side.

Brooke climbed onto her bed and crawled across her puffy white comforter before sprawling out. She grinned at me teasingly as she stretched out her arms behind her head, showcasing every inch of her stunning curves.

I gazed at her, slack jawed, soaking in her incredible body. My cock twitched in my shorts, alerting me that there was a beautiful naked woman in the room, and I should go ahead and get undressed.

Brooke turned on her side to face me. She patted the bed and gazed down at my manhood tenting my shorts. “Don’t keep a girl waiting.” Her pebble hard nipples stood proudly atop her soft pale tits, and her strawberry blonde hair hung loosely over her shoulders, glistening under the warm light coming from the bedside lamp.

My cock throbbed in my shorts, thick and hungry. I stepped up to the edge of the bed and peeled off my tank top, towering over Brooke with my manhood twitching for escape.

Brooke gazed up at me, turning over on her back as her gaze traveled lower before locking in on my cock. “Do you remember the day you helped me move into my college dorm?”

My mind drifted back in time. The day was smolderingly hot, and Reggie had asked me to help Brooke move into her college dorm room. We were supposed to help her together, but a last-minute work emergency kept Reggie sidelined, leaving Brooke and me alone.

With the heat in her old dorm pushing eighty degrees, she had stripped down to only the thinnest t-shirt and shorts. By mid-afternoon, she ditched the bra, telling me it was too hot to wear one and my body reacted accordingly. As the temperatures rose, so did my cock, and Brooke had spent a lot of time with her eyes fixated on the bulge in my jeans.

By the time I left, the sexual tension was so thick it was palpable. I took two cold showers and even then, I couldn’t get her out of my head. It was on that day I knew how badly I wanted her but could never have her.

“Oh, I remember.” I slipped off my shorts and my rigid cock jutted outward, swaying above Brooke as she propped herself up on her elbows, staring me down.

“The bra move was on purpose, wasn’t it?” I asked. “You were such a tease.”

Brooked chuckled. “Totally. I loved how hard I made you. You should have made a move. I would have gladly christened my dorm room with my super-hot godfather.” She gave me a knowing smile while she spread her legs, offering a clear shot of her tight, wet slit.

I licked my lips and rounded the bed before I gazed down at Brooke’s lush, naked body. I rubbed my chin and drank her in. “There was one particular fantasy from that day that I always wanted to live out. Maybe it was the heat or your non-stop teasing that made me delirious, but it’s an itch I still need to scratch.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow and her mouth quirked up in a smile. “Go on.”

I reached down, grabbed her ankles and effortlessly pulled her toward me, eliciting a giggle fit from Brooke.

“What are you doing?” she asked, as her eyes twinkled with mirth.

Without answering, I crawled up onto the bed and sat on my knees, towering above her. My cock swayed before me, pulsing and twitching with virile hardness. I ran my palms down her inner thighs and shuffled closer as she spread her legs as if willing me forward.

Brooke’s chest rose and fell in rapid succession as she eyed my cock wantonly. She gyrated her hips in slow circles and let out a little moan.

“Let me see that ass,” I said, my voice resonating with a commanding tone.

Brooke’s eyes widened slightly as she quickly compiled, rolling over onto her stomach before she glanced back at me over her shoulder. “How’s this?”

I gave her ass a playful smack and her creamy flesh barely jiggled before snapping back into place. “Oh, how I love that tight little ass of yours.”

She giggled and wriggled her ass from side to side. “It’s all yours from now on.”

I leaned forward and took her hips, drawing her up to her knees as I slid my pulsing hog inside the crevice of her ass cheeks. I grabbed her hips and squeezed her cheeks together, wrapping my cock in her tender flesh.

My pulse quickened, and my hands trembled. This was really happening. I slid my shaft up and down her crack as heat radiated from her pussy.

Brooke pushed up to her elbows and gazed back at me. Her tits hung freely beneath her, swaying slightly as she rocked backward. “Fuck me, baby.”

I squeezed her hips before giving her ass another slap, this one slightly harder, drawing a breathy moan from Brooke. This time, a light pink hand print appeared on her tender flesh and my cock throbbed with eager anticipation.

“Say it again,” I said, my voice deep and throaty.

“Fuck me, baby. Fuck me so hard.” Her tone was pleading, and she pressed her hips backward as if seeking my throbbing cock.

“Good girl.” I palmed her ass cheeks, filling my fingers with her bare flesh as I opened her cheeks and eyed her quivering pussy. My tip glided over her ass and lower before the heat from her tender pussy met the steel hard resistance of my thick man meat.

To say she was wet was an understatement. Her pussy glistened as I teased her lips, sliding my tip past her entrance and lower, coating my cock in a shiny layer of Brooke’s juices.

Her hips shuddered slightly as she sucked in a quick gasp, moaning as her voice quivered. Brooke grabbed twin fistfuls of her bedspread and widened her legs, showcasing her pretty pink pussy.

I grabbed hold of her hips, lined up my cock with her honey hole and pushed forward, sinking my cock deep inside her. Her tightness caught me by surprise, and I gasped as a wash of adrenaline surged through my veins.

Brooke let out a sharp hiss and clamped down on my cock, pressing back to meet my forward thrust. “So big.” She barely got the words, her voice echoing equal parts pleasure and pain before she sucked in a sharp breath.

I held still inside her as my heart galloped, pounding in my chest. Her velvety soft, achingly tight pussy fully enveloped my cock, leaving my head spinning. Waves of pleasure buzzed my brain and my legs buckled as I watched my cock slide in and out, glistening with a slick sheen of her juices. I was doing it. I was actually fucking my god daughter. If there was an almighty, he was surely scribing my name on the send-him-straight-to-hell list. But I was long past caring about my guilty feelings. She was simply too exquisite to put on a shelf.

“Baby, baby, baby… I love you so much.” Brooke said in a rush as she rocked forward and backward, groaning and grunting as I fucked her slow and deep.

My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing as it strained against her tight inner walls. With a hard grunt, I powered forward, slamming inside her, fully impaling her, causing Brooke to squeal with pleasure. Then I picked up the pace, fucking her faster with stabbing grunts.

The bed springs wailed in protest, squeaking sharply as my midsection clapped against her bare ass.

Brooke pushed up on her hands and powered her hips backward, meeting my forward thrusts as she swiveled her hips, while shock waves reverberated over her tight ass cheeks.

Her tits swayed invitingly beneath her chest, and I leaned forward, filling my hands with her fleshy mounds. My breath caught in my throat as I fucked her hard and fast, living out my fantasy. Her nipples hardened between my fingers, and I squeezed, filling my hands with her tits.

Brooke’s moans turned an octave higher, and her body rocked forward and backward. Her silky red hair flowed over her shoulders, as her body moved in sinuous waves. Her breaths came hard and fast, broken occasionally by my urgent, pounding thrusts.

My head swam with fevered lust and the heat from her pussy, boiled my cock threatening to send me over the edge. But I pushed down the need to fill her with my seed and powered into her, fucking her harder until Brooke’s body shuddered, and she let out a warbling moan so loud her sisters likely heard from across the house.

“Fuck. Coming… baby… don’t stop.” Brooke’s words came out in a rush, and she pressed her hips back against my cock, freezing in place before her body shuddered, wracked by a massive orgasm.

I slowed my thrusts as her pussy undulated over my cock in waves. My cock glistened with a fresh release of her wetness, and I steadied her, holding her by the hips as I rocked forward and backward, slowing down until Brooke’s body went limp and she fell forward on her elbows.

I rubbed her ass, sliding my palms over each cheek as Brooke gasped for breath beneath me. “That’s my girl.” I chuckled softly.

Brooked turned her head and glanced back at me. “I still want to ride you.”

“Don’t let me stop you,” I said as I slow-fucked her. “I want to watch your tits bounce while you fuck me.” I slid my cock from her pussy and shuddered. My cock throbbed, angry from the extrusion. “Get ready to grind. I might come from just watching you move.” I crawled forward onto the bed and stretched out on my back.

Brooke pushed herself to her knees, and a huge grin split her cheeks. “I’ve never been fucked that hard in my life.”

“From now on, you’re sailing on the S.S. Danny. Get used to it.”

Brooke giggled as she straddled my midsection and grabbed hold of my throbbing cock. “I can’t believe I had this monster stuffed inside me. You felt huge.”

“And you felt tight. I nearly came when I slid inside.”

Brooke’s tits jiggled high on her chest as she got into place and positioned my cock just inside her entrance. Then she lowered herself onto my throbbing spear and trembled as I slid deep inside her.

“Fuck,” she said before inhaling a sharp breath. “That’s going to take some getting used to.” She leaned forward and rubbed my chest with her palms before drawing in tight for a tongue-fueled kiss.

I grabbed her ass and squeezed as I pushed my hips off the bed, driving deep inside her while Brooke swiveled her hips in tight, clockwise circles.

She broke the kiss and pushed herself into an upright position until she sat atop me proudly with my cock fully impaling her. She grinned again. “I’ve got you just where I want you.”

“Now, what are you going to do?” I reached up and grabbed her swaying tits, filling my palms as she ground my cock in slow, deep circles.

“Make you come.” She grinned at me as she scooped her red hair back over her shoulders. Then she leaned forward and pressed her palms against my chest and rocked, fucking me slow and deep.

I swiveled my hips, timing my rhythm with hers as waves of pleasure rolled over me. “If you keep that up, I’ll blow for sure.” I released her tits so I could watch them bounce.

She pressed forward, forcing her tits together and twerked her hips, riding my cock like a pogo stick. Up and down she went as her ass clapped my thighs and her face contorted with pleasure. “Baby, it feels soooo good.”

I ran my hands down her sides and settled my palms on her hips as her tight little body moved atop me like a belly dancer. My cock pulsed inside her, growing hotter by the second, and she squeezed down on my shaft, letting out soft moans and broken grunts.

The bed creaked, producing a sing-song rhythm, while Brooke’s headboard gently knocked against the wall. Her eyes glazed over in a haze of lust, and she seemed to lose herself as she fucked me faster, taking me deeper with every pass.

I edged my hips, thrusting upward to meet her downward stroke and my heart beat in overdrive.

Her tits swayed in tight circles before bouncing together with a soft clap. My head fuzzed over as pleasure crisscrossed my body, and the first inkling of an orgasm tickled the back of my brain. Just as I was on the verge of explosion, Brooke slowed her pace and leaned down before softly kissing me on the lips. The respite walked me away from edge and her warm breath curled over my upper lip as her soft tits dragged across my chest.

Our tongues lashed together, and her moans filled my mouth as she continued rocking, fucked me slow and deep.

She broke off the kiss, panting, as she met my gaze, swiveling her hips and taking every inch of me inside her. “Am I still a cock tease?” She kissed me again, nibbling on bottom lip as she giggled before leaning forward and briefly deepening the kiss.

“When you want to be,” I said. “I like the tease when it ends like this.”

Brooke giggled and kissed me again. “Let’s come together, baby. Come inside me. I want to feel you spurt.”

Her minty breath washed over me, and her strawberry hair tickled my chest. Her green eyes glimmered clear and bright. She was unbelievably beautiful, and she was all mine. I grabbed hold of her hips and thrust upward, grunting as I lifted her off the bed, fully impaling her with my steel-hard cock.

Brooke’s eyes widened, and pleasure contorted her expression. She once again sat upright, riding me tall and proud as she moved her hips, forward and backward, grinding my cock into oblivion.

I used her hips as leverage and powered upward, eliciting rapid grunts from the stunning beauty. My cock thrummed inside her, pulsing so hard and fast, my orgasm was imminent.

Brooke bounced on my cock, moaning loudly as her tits jiggled and her pussy pulsed around my shaft. “That’s it, baby.” She tipped her head back and moaned, digging her fingers into my chest as her eyes lost focus and her body trembled.

My head flashed, and a massive orgasm rolled through me. With a deep grunt, I exploded inside her, unleashing jets of sticky cum inside my god daughter. My head spun as thick ropes of milky jizz came gushing out in a massive orgasm that left me reeling. I lost myself in pure ecstasy as my balls lurched, gushing cum again and again.

“Oh… baby. There’s so much.” Brooke ground her hips, milking my cock as she loosened the death grip on my chest and leaned forward, dragging her soft tits over my chest as my cock continued pumping inside her.

My orgasm crested, then my body relaxed back onto the bed. I grabbed Brooke’s ass as she slowed the ride atop me, milking me dry.

We kissed deep and slow, melting together as my cock went still and Brooke rested her body flat atop mine. My cock occasionally twitched inside her with an aftershock, but I lost myself in our kiss, savoring the comfortable weight of her body.

A few minutes later, Brooke curled up beside me with her hand draped over my chest and her head resting in the crook of my shoulder. She let out a contented sigh and kissed me on the cheek. “That was every bit as amazing as I imagined. No… I take that back. Even more amazing.”

I leaned over and kissed her. “I lived out a lot of suppressed fantasies. That orgasm nearly made me pass out.”

Brooke giggled and ran her fingers over my stomach. “Was fucking me doggy style what you wanted to do with me in my dorm room?”

“Then and every day since. I never thought I would get the chance.”

“I hope this doesn’t mean you’ll ditch me and go back to Nassau.”

I gave her a sideways look. “Really?”

Brooke giggled again, then kissed me on the lips. “Just checking. Sometimes when a guy gets what he wants, the allure is over.”

“Well… I can’t imagine ever feeling that way about you.” I gazed down into her eyes. “I love you, Brooke. That’s never going to change.”

Her eyes welled with tears, and she pushed herself up before we came face to face. “I love you too, Daniel Pierce, and I’ll keep loving you forever.”
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The next few days were a whirlwind of work, sex, and more work, with a weekend sprinkled in between. On Sunday, Brook and Elle went shopping, and I finally found a few minutes of free time to sit back and watch the day pass in between beers poolside.

I was three beers deep when Lillie appeared from the house, wearing a deep frown.

I sat up and pushed my sunglasses onto the crown of my head. “What’s wrong?”

She looked ready to cry, and she trudged toward me with her head down and her shoulders stooped. Even then, she looked like a million bucks, wearing a tight blue top and a pair of matching shorts that hugged every inch of her incredible ass.

I put down my beer and waited for her to come around. When she reached me, she surprised me by crawling onto my lap and drawing me into a hug. “My trip is ruined.” She said as she buried her head in my shoulder.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Chad’s mom can’t chaperon us. Her dumb old grandmother died, or maybe it was her aunt.” She sobbed quietly into my shoulder and wrapped her arms around my neck.

Despite her sour mood, my cock responded as she placed her tight ass directly on top of my crotch. I tried to move her, but Lillie only squirmed her hips, causing my cock to nestle even further into no-man’s-land.

“That’s awful,” I said.

“I know, right? No more trip.” She brought her head away from my shoulder to meet my gaze.

“Well… I meant her grandmother’s death, but that too,” I said.

“She was like a million years old,” Lillie said. “Why can’t they just put her on ice until after we get back?”

I chuckled and wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her softly. “There will be more trips.”

“But we had it all planned. Even Chad doesn’t want to go to the funeral.”

“Can’t you delay the trip by a couple of days?” I asked.

“We tried, but Chad’s mom has a bunch of boring paperwork to do and meet with lawyers. I guess grandma was super rich and a bunch of Chad’s relatives are already hounding his mother about the will.”

“That’s too bad,” I said. “What can I do to help?”

She stuck out her lower lip in a pure pout and her pert button nose and blue eyes reminded me of an angelic devil. Meanwhile, my cock had turned hard as nails, but Lillie didn’t seem to care in the slightest.

“Can you chaperon us?” Lillie asked.

“I have to work,” I said.

Lillie’s frown deepened. “I called Brooke, and she told me to ask you. Besides, she’s run that place for so long a few measly days won’t hurt anyone.”

“I wouldn’t feel right staying at Chad’s place without his parents there,” I said. “That’s awkward, don’t you think?”

She leaned forward, so close that only inches separated us, and her clean, sweet scent washed over me, sending me into a tailspin. “I thought we could go to your place in Nassau,” she said. “Besides, your place is much nicer than Chad’s family’s beach house. Please?” She gave me her best puppy dog stare.

I was planning a trip back home soon as I had to check on a few things and get the place ready for a longer absence than I expected. I sighed. “How many kids are we talking about?”

“Six,” Lillie said. “There are three couples. I promise we’ll be on our best behavior, and we’ll keep the house spotless. You won’t have to lift a finger. I’ll even cook.” She spilled out that last line without cracking a smile.

I, on the other hand, chuckled and shook my head. “Let’s just say you keep the noise to a minimum and don’t trash the place.”

Lillie raised an eyebrow and gazed at me expectantly. “Is that a yes?”

I sighed and stared into those big blue eyes. She was impossible to refuse. “Don’t make me regret this.”

“Yay!” She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me tight, bouncing on my achingly stiff cock. “You won’t, Danny. I promise. You’ll be like a regular part of the crew. You’ll see.”

“I’m not so sure about that.” My voice filled with doubt. “I need to talk to everyone’s parents. That means I need names and numbers.”

Lillie let go of her death grip and sat back on my lap, grinning happily. “I’ll get them, and we’ll change our plane tickets. Do you need me to book your ticket? You can sit next to me on the plane.”

“That would be lovely,” I said.

Lillie bounced up off my lap, leaving behind my hard cock tenting my swim trunks. She glanced down at the bulge and smiled slyly. “I’m sorry. Did I do that?”

I shot her a withering look. She knew exactly what she had done. “Numbers… names… go.” I pointed to the house and Lillie grinned.

She half skipped away and pulled out her cell phone, already dialing before she had rounded the pool. She raised the phone to her ear and shot me a grin. “Guess what?” She said into the phone with her eyes twinkling. “We’re going to the Bahamas!”
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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 lust turns to obsession, a young man’s dreams come true…




Soon to be twenty-one year old med student, Steve Brooks, seems to have it all. His knockout-hot girlfriend, Courtney Evers, is on the verge of attaining her Olympic dreams, and Steve vows to make her his beautiful bride.




But Steve has a family secret that Courtney doesn’t know. On their twenty-first birthday every one of Steve’s older brothers had their future wife chosen for them by their rich and eccentric uncle. When Steve’s birthday rolls around, he’s summoned by Uncle Lee and is ready to become the first to refuse his uncle’s wish and reject his multi-million dollar trust fund.




But Uncle Lee has another plan for Steve. A plan that involves Steve conquering all his red-hot sisters-in-law. Uncle Lee gives Steve one year to take his brother’s brides and claim the family inheritance. When Steve agrees, they seal the pact with a handshake. A pact that begins with Steve making a move on the buxom and beautiful, raven-haired MILF, Katie. Steve’s always had a crush on the sexy and smart young mommy, and now he’s taking the gloves off before he carts her away to the bedroom.




In this full box set, Steve falls hard for all his brothers wives. There’s Mia, the busty platinum-blonde MILF who offers Stevie an unforgettable massage.




Stevie finds Quinn, a lithe, fit, and athletic supermodel, tucked away in a tropical paradise. He gets an unexpected but very welcome surprise when Quinn’s curvy best friend and world famous supermodel Emma Roads crashes the party.




Uncle Lee throws Stevie a curve when he sets up Stevie with his childhood nemesis Violet Austin at a swanky New York City Party. The perky, busty, blonde dynamo happens to be the little sister of Stevie’s last sister-in-law Jessa and the blonde spitfire always gets what she wants.




The story comes to an epic conclusion at Jessa’s beach house in the Hamptons. The creamy redheaded MILF beauty doesn’t like to let her little sister win at anything including men, and its up to Stevie to corral Jessa and the rest of his MILF harem in his uncle’s Rocky Mountain mansion.




Mommy Pact contains all five stories that follows twenty-year-old medical student Steve Brooks as he assembles a harem filled with sexy young MILFs.




18+ Only!
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            When the girl next door grows up to become the woman of your dreams…




Ever since his divorce, out-of-practice bachelor, Steve Parker, has failed miserably at the dating game. After another dating catastrophe, Steve spends the evening with his best friend only to discover that his best friend’s daughter and the object of his deepest fantasy is home in search of a summer internship.




The smoking hot and utterly flawless Brooke Shaw turns up the heat on Steve’s sex drive when he helps her land the perfect job. But with over a twenty-year age gap between them, Brooke is not only out of Steve’s league, she’s socially untouchable for a man primed to lose everything.




Faced with the prospect of professional disaster and the risk of losing his best friend forever, can Steve set aside his burning desire for a woman near his son’s age or will he leap off the cliff’s edge? Will he turn his back forever on a once in a lifetime sexual opportunity?




As the odd couple uncovers their love and lust, Steve and Brooke threaten to leave a trail of shattered hearts in their path. Now they must choose each other or a lifetime of pain.




The complete box set tells all five tales of Steve’s march through all the Shaw sisters as he adds them, one by one, to his harem.

Meet Brooke’s bodacious big sister, Mandy, the youngest Shaw sister, tight and curvy Lily, Steve’s former top student, the voluptuous and leggy Bridget King, and last but not least Steve’s best friend’s wife the shapely and stacked, Cindy Shaw.

Read the entire story straight through in this full box set!
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