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Like a sprinter perched at the starting line, the cursor blinked, taunting me, daring me to type something. But my mind wasn’t having any part of it. An entire canvas of white nothingness stared back at me — awful and intimidating.

I sighed and shut the laptop lid. The clock on the kitchen oven informed me it was 1:32 AM. Insomnia and writer’s block had a lot in common. They both haunted me in the middle of the night.

I stood and pushed away from the kitchen table, then crossed to the window overlooking the Chicago skyline and the murky darkness covering Lake Michigan.

Far below, cars plodded along Lake Shore Drive, still hustling, and bustling despite the wee hour of the morning. Twinkling lights from a faraway barge pricked the lake’s murky gloom where cloud cover and the glow from the skyline conspired to veil the stars.

“If only the stars would come out,” I murmured, as if that would somehow solve my months long block. If I was honest with myself, the block went back over two years. It was the last time I had written words birthed from my own creativity.

Behind me, my phone buzzed where I left it beside my laptop on my tiny kitchen table. I crossed to my phone, welcomed by the distraction. Facial recognition unlocked the screen, and a message appeared before me.

Sadie: You awake?

A wash of welcome relief settled in my bones. I was indeed up. I penned a quick reply.

Me: You know me better than that.

Sadie: I just got off work. Pick me up?

Me: No Jason?

Sadie: Not in the mood for his drunken ass. Come get me.

She wasn’t asking. I smiled at the phone.

Me: OMW

Sadie was exactly the medicine I needed to take my mind off the screenplay. I grabbed my car keys and headed out. Fifteen minutes later, I turned off Dempster Street and pulled up beside Temperance Beer Company, where the dim interior glowed with a smattering of halogen-induced accent lights.

I pulled out my phone to text Sadie, but the door opened, and the twenty-one-year-old college student emerged, flashing me a quick smile as she hustled across the sidewalk to my car.

Even now, three months into our friends-with-benefits relationship, the resemblance between Sadie and Julia left me feeling equal parts numb and excited. A pinprick of guilt tugged at my collar before I put it away on a shelf. Sadie wasn’t Julia. It was a blessing and a curse.

Sadie pulled open the passenger door and popped inside before quickly shutting the door behind her. “It’s getting cold.” She shivered slightly, then turned to me, her smile radiant. She leaned over and kissed me quickly on the lips. “Hi.”

My stomach spun with a wash of butterflies, and I inhaled her sweet, floral scent. God, she was beautiful, even if she wasn’t Julia.

Sadie had long, silky brown hair that tumbled over her shoulders in luxuriant waves. Her slightly tanned complexion wasn’t as pale or haunting as Julia’s. She had emerald green eyes rather than Julia’s pale blue. But her lips were just as soft and full. Then there was Sadie’s body… well, don’t get me started on her body. That was a virtual tie.

“You’re lucky I’m an insomniac,” I said.

Her bright smile touched her eyes, and she inched closer, hooking her arm inside mine. She laced her fingers in mine and squeezed with a familiarity that instantly put me at ease.

Her skin was cool from the chill late-October night, and when she brushed her thumb over the back of my hand, my stomach fluttered with a volley of butterflies.

“That’s what you get as a tortured writer.” She reached for the heater on the dash and turned it up. “I’m fucking freezing. Let’s go.”

“Your place or mine?” I already knew the answer, but I loved teasing her. She would never risk taking me to her apartment.

She rolled her eyes. “Just drive, Matt.”

I pulled away from the curb, and Sadie nestled in tight, resting her head against my shoulder. For a young woman supposedly in a long-term relationship, she was getting dangerously comfortable around me. “What’s up with Jason?”

She glanced up at me. “Why are you suddenly so interested in Jason?”

“Don’t get me wrong, I love our hookups, but this is the third time this week. Shouldn’t you be doing this with your actual boyfriend?”

She frowned. “You don’t want to fuck me? Where’s this coming from?”

“Forget I said anything.” I drove through the half-empty streets, winding our way toward our apartment. Her question was valid. Was I trying to talk her out of coming home with me? Hell, no. So, what was I doing? Was it the guilt talking?

“He’s getting a little too clingy.” She shrugged. “You aren’t like him. You know what you want, and you take it. That’s a massive turn on.”

“I’m also eleven years older than both of you,” I said. “In fact, I’m far too old to be hooking up with a college girl.”

“Says who?” Sadie let go of my hand, then slid it inside my jacket, rubbing her palm over my chest. “No one has ever fucked me like you fuck me. Your cock is like crack. Besides, you’re single. I’m single. We aren’t doing anything wrong. And what Jason doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

If she only knew why I fucked her as hard as I did, she might not like me so much. “Jason might not see it that way.”

Sadie sighed. “Stop talking about Jason. You’re seriously killing the vibe.” She unfastened a button on my shirt and slid her hand inside, softly caressing my bare chest with her fingertips. “You have a man’s body, and I’m already soaking wet.”

My head buzzed, and my cock stiffened in my trousers. I tried to focus on the road but Sadie’s touch and the warmth radiating off her body made focusing on the stoplights tough.

She inched closer, leaned in, and kissed behind my ear, then worked her way higher. “You smell like a man.” Her whispered voice sent a chill racing along my spine. “You drive me crazy.”

Her warm breath curled inside my ear and turned my cock nail hard. I gripped the steering wheel and sped through a yellow light.

“Drive faster.” She whispered in my ear before she slipped her tongue inside. “Or I’ll fuck you right here in the car.”

We reached the parking garage in my apartment building and wasted no time reaching the elevator. Sadie had my jeans unzipped and her hand wrapped around my cock before the elevator doors dinged shut.

Her tongue filled my mouth, and her scent washed over me like a drug. She moaned softly while she stroked my cock, then broke our kiss before flashing me a sheepish grin. “You are extra hard tonight.”

I squeezed her tight ass, still encased in her jeans. Her body was flawless, and another pang of guilt washed over me. What if I was Sadie’s boyfriend, and she was with another man? That would torture me. What was I doing? I returned her smile. “You look extra fine tonight.”

Sadie perched on her toes and kissed me, gently drawing my bottom lip between her teeth before. She gave a gentle nibble, then let go, deepening our kiss and drawing my tongue between her lips.

The warm breath from her nostrils washed over my upper lip and her tongue tasted faintly of cinnamon and red wine. I kneaded her ass in my hands, cupping each cheek while my cock pulsed under her firm but soft grip.

Sadie broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, her green eyes awash in lust. “God, I lo….” She never finished her sentence, the unsaid word left hanging, pregnant between us. A word that was a non-starter for me, no matter how long it had taken me to find her. We were entering dangerous territory.

The elevator dinged on the fifty-second floor, and Sadie led me out by my cock, taking a slight risk in the open hallway. But it was after two o’clock in the morning and other than the security cameras that always watched, we encountered no one on our brief trip to my front door.

Inside my apartment, we left a trail of clothes behind us until we ended up sprawled out naked on my bed. I ran my hand over her tits, nibbling on first one nipple, then the other. She was long, lean, and built like a dancer, just like Julia. When I slipped my hand between her legs, her shaven pussy was already soaking wet.

Her chest rose and fell in rapid succession and her big, beautiful tits jiggled atop her chest as she gazed up at me. She moaned softly and parted her legs, allowing me the freedom to explore inside her. Sadie licked her dry lips and squirmed under my touch. “Fuck me, Mattie.”

I withdrew my finger from her soaking pussy and sat upright before flipping her over onto her belly with and giving her tight ass a slap.

Sadie giggled softly, then rose to her hands and knees, gazing back over her shoulder with her silky brown hair leaving half her face cloaked.

She parted her legs and settled onto her hands and knees, facing the end of my bed. She turned her ass up, giving me a full view of her puffy pink lips, glistening with her juices. Her long brown hair spilled over the front of her bare shoulders and the indentations from her bra strap were still fresh in her soft skin.

My fat cock slipped between her ass crack, oozing precum over her soft skin. I squeezed her ass, giving it another playful smack, and gazed ahead at the big mirror hanging over my dresser, giving me an unfettered view of Sadie’s face and tits.

Sadie’s perfect C-cups jiggled and swayed beneath her. She had puffy quarter-sized areolas and thick, ripe nipples perfect for sucking. She gyrated her hips and gazed up at me in the mirror. “Mattie, fuck me, baby.”

I reached for the drawer in my bedside table and Sadie’s voice stopped me cold.

“No condom,” she said. “Please?” She pushed her hips back, forcing the tip of my cock up and down her soaking wet slit. “I need to feel you inside me. I’m on the pill. It’s fine.”

I always use a condom with Sadie, and she had never asked me to raw dog her. My head flashed a warning, but the thought of sliding inside her bareback chased away my doubts. “You’re sure?”

She bit her lip and nodded, her eyes pleading with me to fuck her. “Hurry.” She pushed her hips back, forcing the tip of my cock to slip inside her tight pussy.

My cock pulsed just inside her entrance with my tip buried in her wet pink folds. I grabbed Sadie’s hips and edged forward, pushing in deep as I let out a long moan. Her pussy clamped down on my shaft and waves of pleasure buzzed through my brain. She was tight by any measure and world’s tighter than my ex-wife.

“Your cock feels so fucking good.” Sadie’s voice came out in a whimper. She leaned forward, resting on her elbows, and rocked backward and forward, fucking me slow and deep.

My thick cock glistened with her juices, sliding in and out of her warm pussy. I leaned forward, fully impaling her, and grabbed her swaying tits, squeezing them and filling my open fingers with her sweet young flesh.

Her nipples stiffened against my palms, and she let out a soft, warbling moan. She gazed at me in the mirror, her cheeks flushed and her eyes awash with desire. She pressed her body backward, mashing her hips against my thighs, taking me as deep as she could until my cock throbbed, rigid against her tight walls. Sadie held still, her pussy pulsing around my shaft, as warm as apple pie.

I struggled against the urge to come and released her tits, sitting upright on my knees while I drew my cock out, pulling back from the edge.

Sadie wriggled her hips and her tits swayed beneath her, jiggling from side-to-side as she rocked forward and backward.

I ran my hand up her smooth back and over her bikini tan lines, slowly fading away as summer retreated into fall. I grabbed a fistful of Sadie’s long hair and gently pulled, drawing her head back as I fucked her faster and harder.

“Yessss….” Her mouth fell open and her eyes glazed over. She pushed back against me, matching my rhythm until her ass clapped off my thighs and her tits slapped together with each hammering thrust.

I pulled her hair, drawing her backward while I rammed her harder, thrusting deep, my grunts rising over her quivering moans.

The bed squeaked, and the headboard rattled, banging the wall with heavy thumps, shaking my bedside lamp until it jumped. Sadie’s raspy moans turned faster and sharper. She tried to speak, but her words came out in a garbled moan.

I plowed into her, fucking her with reckless abandon, hammering her college pussy with my meaty, steel-hard cock. Her tight ass rippled as I split her in half, railing her while fantasies of Julia played out in my head.

Sadie’s breaths came out ragged and throaty. Her pussy quivered and her eyes rolled back in her head. Her legs trembled, her pussy spasmed, and she cried out in ecstasy, wrapped up in a massive orgasm.

I continued pumping as my chest glistened with perspiration and my balls ached for release.

“Come inside me,” Sadie said in a rush. “I need it.”

But that was a bridge too far. I couldn’t risk it. With my head throbbing on the edge of climax, I nearly called out Julia’s name. I pulled out just in time, gushing thick ropes of pearly cum over her ass, spurting lines of cum halfway up her back. I nestled my shaft in her ass crack and pushed her cheeks together, pumping and spurting, repeatedly, until my jizz coated her creamy ass. After my balls went still, I released her ass and pulled in deep, cleansing breaths.

Sadie fell forward, collapsing onto her stomach, sucking in short, shallow breaths while I hovered above her, my cock still leaking cum.

A pang of guilt slid over me. I pushed thoughts of Julia out of my mind and returned to the present with Sadie. It wasn’t fair to use her as a stand-in for one of the three young women in my life I could never hope to touch. But that’s what I was doing and would continue to do, not only with Sadie, but with Casey and Ember too.

Sadie turned her head sideways and smiled up at me. “Next time, come inside me. There’s less of a mess to clean up.”

Was that all there was to it? Or did Sadie secretly want more? I didn’t have more to give her, but I wasn’t about to tell her that. “Sorry. I’ll get a towel. Sit tight.”

I retreated to the bathroom and returned a few seconds later, mopping up my cock before I crawled onto the bed beside Sadie.

She watched me all the way from the bathroom back to the bed. “Did you work through it this time?”

I mopped the cum off Sadie’s back and cleaned up her ass. “Work through what?”

“You fuck me like your life depends on it.” She turned sideways and glanced back up at me. “You know, if you want to talk about it, you can. We are friends after all.”

I forced a smile as I cleaned the last of the jizz off her ass. I wasn’t ready to talk about what happened with Julia. “There. You’re good as new.”

Sadie sat up and turned around to face me. She draped her arms over my shoulders and stared into my eyes, titling her head at a slight angle, and studied me intently. “Are all world-famous authors tormented souls? Or is it just you?”

“I’m hardly world famous.”

Sadie gave me a soft, slow kiss. “Your books are for sale at the grocery store magazine rack, and don’t think I didn’t notice you dodge the tormented soul question.”

“It’s a lot to unpack. Sorry.”

She pressed in close, flattening her perfect, natural tits against my chest. “It’s okay.” Sadie let out a sigh, hugged me tight, and kissed me softly on the cheek. “You should probably take me home unless you’re okay with me sleeping over.”

“Sadie, I —”

She came around and interrupted me with a kiss. “It’s okay. I know what this is. But seriously, you should get me home. If Jason shows up and I’m not there, he’ll start calling me or texting and I’d rather not explain.”

“Why do you stay with him?”

Sadie raised an eyebrow and smiled teasingly. “Oh, are we trading secrets now?”

“Never mind. You’re right. It’s not my business.” I climbed off the bed and offered her my hand. “When do you work again?”

She took my hand and slid off the bed after me. “On Sunday night. Are you asking me out for a fuck?”

My cheeks turned hot, and I averted my gaze. “I didn’t mean to imply….”

“I’m kidding.” Sadie perched on her toes and kissed me again. “Matt, I know what this is. It’s fine. I want the same thing.” She shrugged. “That doesn’t mean I don’t care about you. Actually, I care way more than you’re comfortable with.”

“I carry a lot of baggage, including a divorce under my belt.”

“You’re not telling me anything my Google search didn’t reveal.” She pulled on her panties and grabbed her bra.

“You Googled me?” I grinned as I stepped into my boxer briefs.

Sadie gave me another eye roll. “Please. It’s not like you aren’t a public figure.” She pulled on her bra and measured me with her cool green eyes. “Your ex really did a number on you, didn’t she?”

I felt like I owed her something. After all, she was one of only four women I had ever been intimate with. “We married way too young.”

Sadie pulled on her long-sleeved shirt. “How old were you?”

“Twenty,” I said as I stepped into my jeans.

Sadie’s eyes bulged. “Are you crazy?”

I laughed. “Yeah. I’m sure my shrink thinks the same thing.”

We finished dressing, and I drove Sadie home, chatting with her all the way. Despite our satisfied lust, she held my hand all the way home.

“Better drop me off a block away,” she said. “Just in case.”

“Fine.” I leaned in and kissed her. “I’ll sit here until you make it safe inside.”

She kissed me again and searched my face for a long time, as if wanting to say something more. As if deciding against it, she kissed me again and smiled sweetly. “Okay, Mattie. I’ll see you next time.”
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The next morning, I set up shop in Backlot Coffee, my favorite local coffee joint where I pretended to write while I surfed the Internet and studied the steady cast of characters who paraded through the morning rush.

Droning conversation, ringing cash registers, and percolating espresso machines created a wall of white noise that had once fueled me to the height of creativity. Now they were welcome distractions, white noise for my brain. It was better to surround myself with highly caffeinated people than wallow in my abject failure. I sipped on a giant mug of coffee, taking in the faces of strangers while I stole an occasional glance at my empty word processor.

My mind drifted to Sadie and thoughts about last night’s hook up. Could I still consider what we were doing as hookups? They felt more intimate with each passing encounter. She seemed to spend more time with me than her boyfriend, which only heightened my anxiety. I had spent a long time setting things up with Sadie. Just when we were falling into a groove, she was flirting with the edges of an actual relationship.

I pushed away my laptop and sighed. I was fucking exhausted, and my earnings were in a tailspin. My savings weren’t yet on life support, but the royalty checks were getting smaller with every month. I needed to produce. My last thriller was collecting dust on the bargain bin racks and I had nothing new to show for it. I certainly wasn’t rich enough to retire at the ripe old age of thirty-two.

As the minutes ticked by, the regular morning crowd came and went. They were productive people with actual jobs who were in actual relationships. People who didn’t swap tongue with an eighteen-year-old during her high school graduation party.

On the table, my phone buzzed with an incoming call. I glanced down at the screen.

Vanessa Randall

“Fuck.” I murmured under my breath. My stomach tightened, and I could almost feel the acidic coffee chewing a hole through my insides. The part of my mind looking to protect me begged me to send the call to voice mail. But the conscientious side of me informed me I had already done that twice this week, and I was skating perilously close to having Vanessa dump me as my agent.

I picked up the phone and hit answer. “Hey, Vanessa.” I tried to exude positive vibes.

“Look who decided to answer my call.” There was no mistaking the irritation in Vanessa’s voice.

“Sorry. I’ve been heads down.” It wasn’t exactly a lie.

“Awesome. That means you’ve moved past your block?” Her tone turned decidedly positive, bordering on hopeful.

“I’m etching away at it brick by brick.”

She sighed, as if deflated. “Which means you don’t have any pages to submit.”

“Not officially.” I winced and squeezed the phone in my hand.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” Something slammed in the background and then the phone went silent as if she had put me on mute.

That wasn’t good. A trickle of sweat formed on the crown of my head and slid through my shaggy mane before disappearing under my collar. Her ranting certainly wouldn’t help cure my block. “Vanessa? You there?”

Ambient noise returned to the other end of the line. “I’m here.” She was calmer now, but she sounded desperate.

“Look. I’m sorry. I’m really trying,” I said.

“Matt, help me understand. You are writing a screenplay adaptation of a novel that you wrote. You know the characters, the plot, and the story structure. Isn’t this an exercise in trimming the fat?”

Heat flashed through my cheeks, and a kernel of anger ignited in the back of my brain. “It’s so easy a monkey could do it. Right? Vanessa, writing for the screen is a completely different ballgame.”

“I hear you, and I’m on your side.” She sighed. “I’m out here dying for you, Matt. Believe me when I tell you I am. But the studio is getting impatient. They want to move on your screenplay. The novel was a best seller, and they want to capitalize on that.”

A best seller I wrote back when I Julia, Taylor, and Scarlett were a huge part of my everyday life. My three muses had awoken my creativity. It was no surprise I wasn’t producing. I made the choice to walk away, and the chickens had finally come home to roost. “I understand, and I appreciate you taking grenades for me. You know I do.”

“Isn’t the shrink helping? It’s important you’re open and honest with her or the therapy won’t work.”

Dr. Parker was the only one who knew everything. “Jesus, Vanessa. Of course, I’m honest with her.”

“If we need a new shrink, I —”

“No,” I said in sharp rebuke, cutting her off and drawing stares from the cafes nearby patrons.

On the other end of the line, Vanessa went silent.

I exhaled and eased the grip on my phone. “It’s more complicated than getting a new therapist.”

“Then tell me, Matt. I’m all ears.” Her tone was sympathetic but still smacked of desperation. She was not only my agent, but my good friend, too.

Vanessa and I had spent the last decade raking in royalty checks, and now that we had hit our first bump in the road, it felt good that she was still in my corner.

“Matt, if I have to come out to Chicago and live in your apartment, I will.”

She wasn’t joking. That was the last thing I needed. “No. You’re good, and I’m good too. I’ll break it, Vanessa. I don’t know how, but I’ll break it.”

There was a long pause on the other end of the phone before Vanessa spoke again. “Matt, they’re giving you two weeks to come up with workable pages.”

“Vanessa, I can’t —”

“They wanted the entire first draft,” she said, cutting me off. “I got them to back off on that. But, if you don’t produce, they’ll go with a new writer.”

My stomach sank. I loved writing novels, but I had always dreamed of producing work for the big screen. “I’ll have something.”

Another long pause went by again before she spoke. “Matt, did I ever tell you I fell in love with your work five minutes into your first book? Where’s that Matt Knox? You do what you have to do. Just get it done.”

The phone clicked in my ear, and she was gone. I exhaled slowly and set the phone down, staring numbly at the screen. What I needed were the girls back in my life, but that ship had sailed off a cliff, and I had set the course. A disaster that left my marriage smashed against the rocks, along with my career.

I set down my phone and closed my laptop lid.

“Excuse me,” a woman said from the table beside me.

I turned to find a middle-aged woman with short gray hair and gold spectacles staring back at me.

“Aren’t you Matthew Knox?” She smiled warmly. “I’m a huge fan.” She held my third novel in her hand, raising it up for me to see. My mugshot graced the back cover, smug and so fucking pretentious. Back then, I thought I knew it all. Now I wanted to rip the book from her hands and set it on fire.

I forced a smile. “Thanks.”

She eyed my closed laptop. “Do you mind me asking what you’re working on next?”
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Dr. Lisa Parker’s office was on the twentieth floor of a Michigan Avenue high rise. The expensive real estate was matched by an equally expensive hourly rate. Lucky for me, the sessions were on Vanessa’s dime. Or at least they were for the next couple of weeks if I didn’t produce. After that, I had a feeling Vanessa would have a very tough conversation with me. One that I desperately wanted to avoid.

Dr. Parker, or Lisa as she liked for me to call her during our sessions, was a statuesque woman with long dark hair and the body of an Olympic volleyball player. Even though my sick mind imagined her prancing around in a beach volleyball bikini, she had been nothing but completely professional.

Lisa sat across from me in a cushiony oversized leather chair with one mile-long leg draped over the other. As I went into detail about my latest hook-up with Sadie and the train wreck of a call with Vanessa, Lisa scribbled the occasional note in her notebook while she mostly maintained eye contact with me.

“Have you seen Julia at all? By that I mean even incidental contact such as at the grocery store or out at a restaurant.”

“No.” I did some quick mental math. “It’s been two years, five months, and six days since I last saw her.” I grinned. “Give or take.”

The joke didn’t amuse Lisa, who scribbled something else in her notebook. “What about Taylor or Scarlett?”

“Nada. I’ve maintained radio silence.”

“Yet you have an apartment less than ten minutes from Northwestern. Why do you think that is?”

“Because I love the view of the lake?” It was the second joke that fell flat.

She blinked and tapped her pen on the notebook. “I thought you were past using humor as a defense mechanism.”

I sighed. “Okay. I got the place because I knew Julia was going to Northwestern, and I thought being geographically close to her might break my block.”

Scribble. Scribble. She scratched away at her notebook.

Lisa looked up at me. “Are you still seeing Casey and Ember?”

“If by seeing you mean shagging, then yes. Like Sadie, they help ease the pain of loss.”

“When you started up with the three of them, you thought they might help you work through your block. That doesn’t seem to be the case.”

“What’s your point?”

“You’re having sex with three women who look exactly like three other women you are in love with. What I’m suggesting is that physical appearance alone hasn’t seen you through your block. You can’t move on because you never got closure.”

“In my mind, Julia, Taylor, and Scarlett aren’t love interests. They were eleven years old when I met them. I taught Julia everything she knows about literature. Taylor learned music from me, and Scarlett fell in love with the outdoors because I took her camping. They were kids. They trusted me.”

“And you treated them like kids, did you not?”

“Yes. Of course, I did.”

“You never broke their trust?”

“No. They meant everything to me. They were the little sisters I never had.”

“Matt, they aren’t kids anymore and they aren’t your sisters. They’re almost as old now as you were when you first met them. They’re women who are the same age as Sadie, Casey, and Ember. Yet, you have no problem being physical intimate with them. This tells me that age alone isn’t the only factor. You can’t help who you fall in love with.”

I leaned forward and perched on the edge of the chair, gazing down at the floor between my parted legs. “It’s wrong.”

“You have an idealized version of love that you’ve put so high on a shelf it’s unreachable.”

“My brother fell in love with a woman his own age. They’re married with a kid. That’s not high on a shelf. That’s normal. Millions of people can love that way. Why can’t I?”

“You tell me.”

“That night two and half years ago when Julia and I kissed, I never felt more alive.” My voice came out in a whisper, and I avoided Lisa’s penetrating gaze.

“That’s because you love her.”

“She was only eighteen.” I shook my head. “I led her on. That I had those feelings for her isn’t right. She needs to stay as far away from me as she can.”

“Even though society and the law had declared her a grown woman. She could get married and vote. She could also freely pick her mate be he nineteen or ninety.”

“Her family and all my old friends wanted to kill me. They already think I’m some sick, perverted freak.”

“What about Julia? Don’t you think she should get a say in the matter?”

“No. Had I not been so involved in her life, she would have found a young man her own age. I hope she has.” That last part was a lie. Deep down, I wanted her to still pine for me.

“What if it had it been Taylor or Scarlett who kissed you?”

“I would’ve kissed them back. I’m twisted.”

Lisa set down her notebook and leaned forward in her chair, matching my pose. “I think it’s time you meet with Julia.”

I whipped my head up and met her cool gaze as pure panic seized the back of my brain. “I can’t do that.”

“Yes, you can. In fact, you have to. It’s clear you can’t move past her on your own. You’re blocked because your mind is stuck in a loop. You need closure, and until you have it, your work will suffer.”

Sweat broke across my back, and suddenly I felt like I was in an oven. “I’ll ruin her life.”

“She’s a grown woman. I think you should have some faith in her.”

My palms turned slick and clammy with sweat, and I felt like I was going to hurl. “I can’t.” My words were barely audible.

“Then I’m not sure how much more I can help you,” Lisa said. “You’re clearly not benefiting from our time together.”

My stomach plunged into my shoes. “No. You can’t dump me.”

“Matt, I’m a therapist. It’s my job to help you through your writer’s block. This is the next logical step in my treatment plan.”

“Can I think about it?” I asked, my voice hopeful. “One more week and I’ll be ready.”

Lisa gave me a long, appraising look and finally nodded once. “One week. That’s it.”
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After a very stressful day, I retreated to my apartment and set aside my laptop. Two weeks or no two weeks, I was done banging my head against a wall. The manuscript would be there in the morning. Tonight, I needed to decompress.

After finishing a dish of Chinese carryout, I plucked an IPA out of the fridge and parked myself on the sofa, content to settle in for a Breaking Bad marathon on Netflix. I had seen the series three times from start to finish but watching someone else wallow in misery held a certain comfort. Let’s face it, Walter White had far bigger problems than I.

One IPA and two episodes later, my phone buzzed with an incoming text.

I frowned and stole a quick glance at the clock. It was a little after 11:00 PM. It was likely my brother. He was the only one who ever texted me besides something work related and Sadie, Casey, and Ember. The ladies never texted before 1:00 AM and I rarely received a work text after 6:00 PM.

When I opened my phone, I was only mildly surprised to find an incoming text from Sadie.

Sadie: Can you come get me?

If my memory served, Sadie wasn’t working until tomorrow night. Something was wrong, or she had gone further down the relationship hole than I realized.

Me: Sure. R u okay?

The typing indicator played for a long time before a short answer came in response. She must have composed and recomposed a message ten times before she hit send.

Sadie: It’s too busy here. I feel like chilling out.

Was this the friends portion of the friends-with-benefits moniker? Something told me she wasn’t giving me the entire story. But I wasn’t keen on diving headfirst into twenty-something angst. At least not over a text.

Me: Where r u? I’ll come get u.

Sadie: I’m at Bat 17. Just text me when you get here and I’ll come out.

Me: Okay. On my way.

The prospect of spending a cozy night on the couch with Sadie sounded pleasant. We might even watch a movie before we got down to business.

I grabbed my car keys and made my way to the garage. Once in my car, I entered the address for Bat 17 in my GPS and sped off. The roads were much busier than I was used to during my regular late night pickups, and I grew steadily more uneasy as I drew closer to Bat 17. It was a Northwestern bar and while the odds of seeing Julia were low; they weren’t zero. That thought both excited me and filled me with dread. Over the past year, it had become a familiar feeling. It was one of the few times I felt truly alive. But it had never come to pass.

I pulled up outside of Bat 17 and swooped into a parking space just as someone eased out. After the day I had, at least something had gone right. I picked up my phone to text Sadie and glanced toward the bar’s busy entrance. That was the moment my world turned sideways.

At most, it was a fleeting glimpse — nothing more than a flash of brown hair and pale skin. She gave a quick smile to a pretty redheaded girl beside her before ducking into the bar.

My face went numb, and my legs turned to pure mush. Was it her? Or was it my imagination? I had been down this road many times before, especially in the beginning. I imagined I saw her everywhere, only to discover I was chasing memories. But this time was different. It was her. I was sure of it. My hands trembled, and I tried to steady them as I opened my phone to text Sadie, but my nerves weren’t having it.

I turned my gaze back to the bar and my mouth went dry. My heart raced as if I were in mile eighteen of a marathon. My mind raced, going back and forth, deciding if I had seen her or not. There was no way I could sleep or even make half-hearted company for Sadie until I knew for sure.

On wobbly legs, I climbed out of my car, locked it up, and crossed the street. The bouncer didn’t even bother carding me. Such were the ways of those of us past the age of thirty.

When I stepped inside, my heart was galloping in my throat. I peered across the packed bar, searching for her. Then I saw her, there at the bar, chatting with a group of college kids roughly her age. There was no doubting it now. That was my Julia. Time stopped, and the noise became a garbled wash of sound and color, flowing over me while my feet shuffled on their own in her direction.

The years had only made her more beautiful. Julia’s brown hair was longer than I remembered, reaching halfway down her back but just as rich and thick with a lustrous sheen that money couldn’t buy. Her porcelain skin was as smooth and perfect as ever, and her ripe pink lips were even fuller than my memory served. Her ass filled out her worn but tight jeans like a dream, with nearly three more years of womanly curves tacked onto her frame. My mind refused to believe it was my Julia, yet there she was in the flesh.

Julia laughed at a joke, and her eyes twinkled with amusement. Someone handed her a beer, and she leaned against the bar, her profile in full view. All she had to do was turn an inch and she would see me. Then what? Would she slap me? Scream at me? Or kiss me again?

I couldn’t face her like this. Not now when I was at the bottom. I turned to go and ran straight into Sadie.

She grabbed my wrist, her eyes panicked. “Matt, what are you doing in here? I told you to text me. Jason’s playing pool right behind me.” The fear in her eyes turned to concern as she seemed to register the shock on my face. “What’s wrong?”

In shock, I shook my head and turned, glancing over my shoulder at Julia.

Sadie followed my gaze, and her eyes widened. “Who is she?” She narrowed her gaze and looked up at me. “Never mind that. Why does she look just like me?”

“I….” The words eluded me, and I stood there, dumbly staring down at her, slack jawed. The heat I expected to find in her eyes wasn’t there.

Sadie took my hand and led me away from the bar, then she pushed me toward the front door. “Meet me outside. I need to go make an excuse.”

I glanced over my shoulder toward the bar, but the crowd had thickened, leaving Julia obscured from view. The door swung open, and I stepped through, inhaling the cool autumn air, my head spinning. I leaned against the building’s brick facade, pulling in deep cleansing breaths.

A few minutes later, Sadie emerged and found me waiting for her. She picked up my hand and glanced back toward the bar as if to make sure Jason hadn’t followed her. “Where are you parked?”

My heart rate returned to normal, and I squeezed Sadie’s hand, grateful for the human contact. “Across the street.” I gestured toward my sports car and Sadie pulled me forward off the curb and toward my awaiting Porsche.

We climbed into my car and sat there for a long moment without speaking.

“Matt, I don’t ask for much. Your business is your own, but I feel you owe me an explanation.” Her tone wasn’t angry or defensive. She turned to me and waited for me to speak.

She looked beautiful, bordering on radiant. Her green eyes sparkled under the streetlights and her lips glistened with a soft sheen that made me want to kiss her. “You’re right.” I let out a long breath, fired up the engine, and pulled out of my parking spot.

As I drove, Sadie remained silent, giving me time to compose myself.

“Her name is Julia Farmer. I’ve known her since she was eleven years old. She grew up on a cul-de-sac where I lived with my ex-wife for nine years.”

Sadie studied me intently. “Is she the reason you’re divorced?”

“I’m the reason I’m divorced.” I drove through an intersection and Sadie inched closer, taking my hand in hers.

“What happened?” She stroked the back of my hand with her thumb, which helped put me at ease.

“On the night of her high school graduation party, after nearly everyone had gone home, Julia and I were alone on her back porch. I gave her the graduation gift I picked out for her, and our conversation turned intense.”

“She told you she loved you.” Sadie deepened her hand hold and studied my face.

“Yes.” I let out a long breath and zipped through traffic before climbing the ramp onto Lake Shore Drive. “Then we kissed. She started it, and I kissed her back. I could have stopped her, but I didn’t want to.”

“You love her too.” There it was, floating out there on the open wind. Words I knew were true in my heart but could never openly admit.

“I didn’t believe it was love. We were so caught up in the moment, it just sort of… happened. But I haven’t been able to move on.” The admission was enough. I didn’t feel the need to delve into my feelings for Taylor and Scarlett on top of Julia. “That’s when my ex-wife walked in and caught us.”

“Oh, snap.” Sadie’s jaw dropped. “She must have flipped the fuck out.”

“To put it mildly.” I forced a grin. “That kiss cost me my marriage and my closest friends. I was an outcast on our street and questions came up around how long I had been involved with Julia.”

“Meaning they thought you were a pedo.” Sadie shook her head. “I’m sorry, Matt.”

“To set the record straight, that kiss was the only act of intimacy we ever shared, and she was over eighteen years old. I moved out the next day, and I haven’t seen Julia since.”

“That’s why you hook up with me? Because I look like her?”

“It would be a lie if I told you otherwise. You weren’t the first woman I found who looked like Julia, but you’re the only one I’ve been intimate with.” That was only true in the sense that she was the only Julia lookalike I’d been with. Casey and Ember mirrored Taylor and Scarlett.

Sadie sat silently for a long time, taking in my words.

I pulled off onto my exit and worked my way through the city streets until I entered my parking garage. She hadn’t told me to take her home, which was a good sign.

Finally, Sadie spoke. “It would be a little hypocritical of me to judge you when I’m cheating on my boyfriend.” Her eyes turned soft, and she licked her lips. Her gaze flickered down to my cock and back up again. “And I have to admit, I find the whole thing a major turn on.”

A flood of relief washed over me as I climbed the ramp of the parking garage. “Seriously?”

Sadie smiled seductively. “I’m a bit of a freak and the whole thing feels very daddy-daughter to me. That’s my biggest kink, and it’s why I’m so fucking drawn to you. I like hot older guys.”

My cock sprang to life, thickening in my jeans as I guided my Porsche into my parking space. Then I turned to face her. “How many other men are you seeing besides me?”

Her eyes widened and shone with innocence. “Just you. I’m not a slut.”

“When was the last time you fucked Jason?” I gazed down at the tight V-shape of her pussy encased inside a pair of tight black yoga pants.

“Two weeks ago.” She licked her lips and eyed my cock hungrily.

I had fucked Sadie at least ten times in the last two weeks. Part of me felt bad for Jason, but my heart sang. It was wrong, but it was how I felt. I owned her sexually, and that felt fucking good. “Take off your pants and suck my cock.” I had never been overly aggressive with Sadie, but I felt like we were entering fresh territory.

“Yes, daddy,” she said, making her voice sound as innocent as possible.

My cock hardened in an instant, straining against my jeans, pulsing and throbbing while she shimmied out of her yoga pants, revealing her smooth, waxed pussy.

Noticing my reaction, Sadie spread her legs, revealing her slit and her sweet pink lips, already slick with wetness. “Do you like it? I had it waxed just for you.” She caressed her inner thighs and parted her pussy, revealing her inner lips. “Your big fat cock fits me like a glove.”

I licked the dryness from my lips and unlocked the steering wheel, tilting it out of the way before I turned slightly to face her. “Take off your top.”

Sadie slipped off her jacket, peeled off her t-shirt and removed her white lacy bra, freeing her natural, medium-sized tits. Her areolas were already puffy and her nipples stiff. “I can’t wait to taste your cock, daddy.”

Sadie leaned toward me and grabbed the button on the front of my jeans. Her silky brown hair fell forward, partially covering her tits, and her clean floral scent washed over me like a dream.

I leaned into her, nestled my nose behind her ear, and inhaled her like a drug, filling my lungs. She had never turned me on so much. I kissed her neck while she unzipped the front of my jeans. Her neck felt soft and warm against my lips, and my breathing turned steady and rhythmic as my head swirled. Had opening up to Sadie unlocked feelings I believed were long dead?

Sadie freed my cock, filling her hand with my stiff meat and started slowly stroking. Her breaths grew shallow, and she tilted her head at an angle, giving me the freedom to devour her neck.

I kissed my way up her neck, then along her jawline, and found her waiting mouth hot and hungry. Our tongues lashed together, and we instantly deepened our kiss, feeding off each other as if our lives depended on it.

My cock throbbed in her hand, and she brushed her thumb over my glans, gently squeezing as she moaned in my mouth. I couldn’t get enough, breathing her in and running my hands over her warm skin, cupping her supple ass in my palms.

Sadie broke off the kiss, backing away in a rush. Her eyes were awash with lust, and she hungrily gazed down at my cock as she continued gently stroking. Without a word, she lowered her mouth to my cock and swirled her tongue over my tip.

A current of electric sex rifled down my spine and curled my toes. The heat from her breath washed over my cock and I grabbed her tits, squeezing them softly in my hands.

My cock throbbed, twitching inside Sadie’s mouth as she lowered her head, sealing my shaft with her full pink lips and slithering her tongue over my glans.

“Fuck, baby. That feels so good.” I released her tits and ran my fingers through her silky hair before pulling it aside to watch her bob up and down on my cock.

Sadie had given me plenty of blow jobs, but something about this one felt far more intimate than the rest of them combined. My windows fogged over as Sadie slurped and sucked. She came off my cock with a pop and then dove back down, licking my shaft while stroking the base of my fat cock with her hand.

The urge to come intensified, and I grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her off my cock.

Sadie gazed up at me, her eyes wide with surprise, as if I’d just stolen her favorite toy. Her lips glistened with saliva and her green eyes pleaded with me to let her finish.

But I needed to be inside her in a way I never had before. “Ride me.”

“Yes, daddy,” Sadie said. Her eyes glinted with happiness, and she climbed across the seat, taking my cock in her hand and lowering herself onto my glistening shaft. With a warbling moan, she impaled herself on my cock, gazing deep into my eyes while she wrapped her hands around the back of my neck.

Her pussy wrapped around my cock in a blanket of heat and tightness that left me sucking air between my teeth. I grabbed her ass and squeezed, hanging on for dear life while I inhaled a nipple and sucked it between my teeth.

Sadie let out a moan and rolled her body in fluid waves like a belly dancer, riding me forward and backward as she fucked me better than she ever had. She ran her fingers through my hair and rode me, staring into my eyes with an intensity I had never seen.

Wordlessly, we fucked. Sadie increased her tempo while I matched her rhythm, thrusting deep inside her as her tits gently clapped together before my eyes.

The car rocked and Sadie’s moans turned into stifled grunts. Her hair flew wildly about her face, and her expression contorted with pure pleasure. “Daddy, I’m close.”

“Me too, baby.” The words came out in a growl as I fucked her harder and faster, gazing deep into her green eyes.

“Say her name,” Sadie said, her words coming out in a breathless rush.

“Sadie,” I said, locking my eyes with hers.

“No, baby. Say her name.” Her lips were open, and she moved atop me in a blur, fucking me with a ferocity she never had before.

“Julia.” I groaned out her name as the biggest orgasm of my life engulfed me like a storm. I thrust deep inside Sadie and came hard, spurting thick ribbons of cum again and again.

Sadie’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she arched her back, hanging onto my neck like she was riding an untamed thoroughbred. Her body trembled, and she cried out. “Daddy, I’m coming so — fucking — hard.” Her words came out uneven and choppy as she clung to me, her pussy spasming around my cock.

I grunted, coming so hard that my vision blurred, and I gasped for breath. My cock spurted uncontrollably, and I cupped her ass, raising and lower her on my hot cock as she milked me of every drop. It was easily the biggest load of my life, and I had deposited the geyser directly into her womb. God help me if I had impregnated her.

She collapsed forward onto me with her naked body pressed against me. Sadie kissed me softly behind the ear and stroked the back of my neck with her fingers as she continued gently milking my cock.

I slid my hands up and down her body, squeezing her ass and breathing her in. “Don’t go tonight,” I whispered in her ear. “Stay with me.”

Sadie brought her face around until it was even with mine and eyed me warily. “Are you sure?”

“Positive.” I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips. “I’ve got at least two more rounds in me.”

Sadie grinned. “Will you finally fuck me in your giant shower?”

“Yes.”

She grinned and kissed me again. “No condom?”

“No condom.”

She stroked the sides of my head, held my cheeks in her hands, and sighed contentedly. “I loved it when you came inside me.”

“I’ll do that too, if that’s what you want.”

Her smile spread into a grin. “Yes. Please. Can we go to breakfast tomorrow?”

“Deal. But I get to choose the place.”

Her eyes lit up. “Fine.” She kissed me again and remained on my lap with my cock still buried inside her. “I’m afraid of what will happen to your leather seats when I move.”

I laughed and gently smacked her ass. “Thanks, baby.”

“You’ve never called me baby. I like it.” She kissed me on the lips. “What are you thanking me for specifically? Besides the best fuck of your life.”

“You helped me through a really tough spot back there.” I rubbed her back and let out a cleansing breath. “It could have gone so much worse.”

“I can help you through lots of things if you let me.”

“I’m not good about opening up.”

She rolled her eyes. “No kidding.”

“I’ll do better from now on. Okay?”

“Okay, daddy.” She smirked. “That turned you on when I called you that?”

Now it was my turn to roll my eyes. “No kidding.”

Sadie laughed and smacked me playfully on the shoulder. “In that case, why don’t you take your little girl upstairs and fuck her brains out.”
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Despite my breakthrough night with Sadie, my writer’s block didn’t ease. I took Sadie to a breakfast joint near to her apartment and took her home afterward. The anxiety of writing took hold less than five minutes later. When I set up in my apartment to write, I was in familiar territory, typing the same line repeatedly.

All work and no play make Matt a dull boy.

Eat your heart out, Steven King. When my phone buzzed with an incoming call from Vanessa, it came as an almost welcome relief. I snatched up the receiver and greeted her, mustering as much cheer as I could.

“Vanessa, it’s been one day. Give a man a break.”

“I’m not calling about the manuscript although I wish you had some good news to share.” Her voice came through loud and clear, and I imagined her sitting in her New York office, rolling her eyes at me.

“Then it’s a social call? Are you inviting me to the office Halloween party?” I didn’t disguise the sarcasm in my voice.

“I don’t have time for office parties.”

“Why doesn’t that surprise me? Is it about living in my apartment? Because I only have the one bedroom.”

“Matt, shut up.” But the laugher in her voice made me feel better.

I grinned into the phone, rose from my chair and stared out the window overlooking the lake. “What’s up?”

“Do you remember Ted Shoemaker?”

I searched my memory, but nothing popped up. “Wasn’t he a famous jockey or something?” I snapped my fingers together. “I got it. He won the triple crown. Boom. What’s my prize?”

“You’re thinking of Willie Shoemaker, and he never won the triple crown.”

“Is that a bet? Because I’ll Google it right now.”

“Matt. Stop.” Vanessa laughed.

I let out a cathartic breath and gazed toward the watery horizon stretching out far below me. “Honestly, the name doesn’t ring a bell.”

“Ted Shoemaker works in the English department at Northwestern. Do you remember that writing workshop you did last summer?”

I frowned. “I remember.” The workshop was the highlight of a miserable summer.

“Ted Shoemaker set it up.”

“Okay.” I ran my fingers through my hair. “Vanessa, if this is about another writing workshop, I don’t have time.”

“It’s not. A teacher in the English department took a sudden leave of absence. There’s an opening for a teacher. It’s —”

“No,” I said, cutting her off. “You gave me two weeks. I don’t have time to teach a bunch of college kids how to write.”

“Matt, something has to change. This could be that something. It’s only an eight-week program. The class teaches the students how to write a novel from idea through a detailed outline.”

The idea of teaching the class actually sounded fun. It would be a welcome distraction, but there was one reason I couldn’t do it. “Julia’s an English major. I couldn’t teach a class with her in it.”

“Odds are she wouldn’t be in the class. It’s a large university, after all. But if you want to know for sure, reach out to Ted Shoemaker. He should have the class roster. I’ll text you his number.”

“I haven’t agreed to do this.”

“No, but you will.” Vanessa’s voice oozed confidence. “I know you, and this will be good for you. Besides, it pays well, and you should know by now that I always have your best interest at heart.”

“The answer is still no.”

My phone buzzed and a quick glance confirmed Ted Shoemaker’s contact information. I rolled my eyes and put the phone back to my ear. “Are we done?”

“Not quite. He needs an answer by Monday morning.”

“That’s in, like, three days. I can’t —”

“You can and you will. I’ll talk to you soon.” The phone clicked and Vanessa was gone.

I stared down at the contact information. There was no way I would take that job.
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By lunchtime, I had given up writing and dozed off on the couch. My phone buzzed near my head and woke me with a jolt.

I sat up, wrestled with my phone, and blinked, trying to concentrate on the screen. It was an incoming text.

Sadie: Can we meet for lunch?

Lunch? We had never had lunch together. Was this another sign of our blossoming relationship?

Me: Sure. Where and when?

We met at a deli joint halfway between us. I stepped through the door and spotted Sadie sitting at a table near the front. She waved at me with a friendly smile, and I joined her at the cozy table for two.

I leaned in for a kiss. “Hey there, gorgeous.”

Sadie turned her face and offered me her cheek before flashing me a nervous smile. “Hi, Matt.”

Something was off. Where was the carnivorous twenty-one-year-old with a daddy fetish? I slid into the chair across from her and frowned. “Why do you look so nervous? Did something happen?”

“You could say that.” She shifted in her chair uncomfortably and furrowed her brow. “I’ve had an amazing three months with you.”

Nothing good ever came from a conversation that started with those words. I stared at her, jaw agape. “You’re dumping me.” I chuckled and shook my head. “Why not, right? It’s been that kind of week.”

“I’m not dumping you,” Sadie said. “Technically, we were never really a couple.”

I gave her a withering look. “Seriously?”

“You’re right. That’s not fair.” She let out a held breath. “Jason proposed to me this morning, and I said yes. I can’t see you anymore. Please don’t hate me.”

I sat back in my chair, staring at her in shock. “You’re marrying him? You don’t even love the guy.”

“I love him.” Her tone carried zero conviction. “He may not fuck me the way you do, but we’re closer in age and have much more in common. Jason and I are built for the long haul while you and I are just….”

“Fuck buddies?”

She winced. “I didn’t say that.”

I shook my head. “I thought we had a real breakthrough moment last night.”

Sadie searched my face for a long moment before she spoke. “I think last night was more about Julia than me.”

“That’s not true.” But now it was me speaking with no genuine conviction. She was probably right.

Sadie reached across the table and squeezed my hands. “Go find Julia. Talk to her. Spill your guts.”

That would never happen. “Where’s your engagement ring?”

Sadie let go of my hands, reached into her pocket, and came away with a modest diamond engagement ring. She slipped it on her finger and held it up for me to see. “Believe me now?”

It looked like he fished it out of a Cracker Jack box, but I would take that opinion to the grave. “I never doubted you.” I slumped in the chair. “So, this is it? What if I need to talk to you?”

“That’s not a good idea.”

“Why?”

“You know why.”

Because she would jump into bed with me the instant we had five seconds of privacy. “How about we just say so long for now? You never know what might happen, right?” Sadie would call off the engagement inside of three months. She and Jason had bazooka-sized holes in their relationship. Holes that were far too big to patch with a simple engagement ring.

“Fine. But don’t hold your breath.” She stood, came around the table, and leaned in for a brief kiss on the cheek. “Goodbye, Matt. Good luck with Julia.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Send me an invitation to the wedding?”

Sadie rolled her eyes. “I know what you’re doing. Just promise me you’ll talk to her before your life craters?”

“My life won’t crater.” Even though it was currently cratering.

She lovingly stroked the hair on the back of my neck. “If things get too bad, call me. Don’t do anything stupid.”

“Jesus, Sadie. I’m not going to kill myself.”

Sadie knelt until we came face to face. She gazed into my eyes and took my cheeks in her hands. “I care about you Matthew Knox.” She kissed me softly on the lips. “God, am I going to miss that big cock of yours.” Sadie sighed, then kissed me one last time. She stood and walked away, leaving me sitting alone at the table.

I sat alone at the table, staring at Sadie’s empty seat. That was a real kick in the nuts. Is that what you got when you opened your heart to someone? The universe had some sick sense of humor. Without Sadie in my life, my obsession with Julia would haunt me until I did something monumentally stupid.

I ordered a roast beef on rye and quietly ate alone as I contemplated my next move. Maybe Vanessa was right. A change of scenery and a teaching job would take my mind off my work and Julia. That was, unless Julia was in that writing class. If she was, that was a non-starter. Before I committed to the job, I needed to know for sure.

I picked up my phone, found Ted Shoemaker’s contact information, and hit dial.

Three rings later, a friendly voice answered. “Hello?”

“Is this Ted?” I asked

“That’s me. How can I help you?”

We spent the next few minutes trading introductions and chatting amicably about the previous summer’s writing workshop. With a baseline established, I launched into the main reason for my call.

“Vanessa says you have an opening for a writing instructor?”

“That’s right,” Ted said. “I’m hoping that’s the reason for your call. Are you interested?”

“Maybe,” I said. “Is it possible for me to check the class roster for a particular student?”

“Sure. Is there a problem?” Ted’s voice took on a worried tone.

“There’s no problem. My niece might be in the class. Before I commit, I want to find out for sure.”

“What’s her name?”

“Julia Farmer.” Even saying her name made my stomach swirl with nervous energy.

The sounds of Ted tapping away on a keyboard came through the phone before he returned like a jury casting a verdict. “She’s in the class. Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

My stomach dipped and my hands went weak. There was no way I could teach the class. My face flashed with heat and an urgent need to escape made me want to hang up the phone. “I’m not sure yet. Can I get back to you?”

“Sure thing, but if it’s a problem, I can transfer her to another teacher.”

“No,” I said a little too quick. “It’s probably the opposite. But I need to make a phone call before I know for sure.”

“Don’t make it too long,” Ted said. “If you don’t take the job, I need to line up another teacher, or more likely, transfer the students into other classes. We try to keep the classes small for in-depth instruction.”

“How long have I got?”

“This time tomorrow,” Ted said. “Class starts on Monday, and I have to get the ball rolling.”

I couldn’t bring myself to shut the door on Julia. At least not without giving it some thought. “Sure thing. One way or the other, I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Great. I hope it’s a yes. Having you on staff even for a semester would be a tremendous boon for our department. Thanks Matt. I’ll talk to you soon.”

The phone clicked in my ear, and I stared at my half-eaten sandwich, my appetite gone.
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I spent the next hour wandering the streets, with my mind drifting between Julia and Sadie. Deep down, I knew Sadie was right. Our connection was driven by my carnal fantasies, starring Julia.

By the time afternoon turned into evening, I wandered into a bar, where I downed a couple of beers and nibbled on a sandwich. The Bulls were playing on TV and behind me, the steady drone of conversation wrapped me in a welcome blanket of anonymity. The thought of going home to the bleak desolation of my apartment left me feeling physically ill.

Over the next several hours, I nursed a few more beers later until the clock read one a.m. and the bartender announced the last call. I wandered out onto the street and headed for my car. Any buzz I may have once had from the beers vanished hours earlier. Halfway to my car, I pulled out my phone to see if Sadie had changed her mind.

There was no message from Sadie and my stomach sank. I didn’t want to head home alone and found Casey’s name on my contact list. We had last hooked up ten days ago, and since she hadn’t reached out to me, I wasn’t sure if she would be open for a booty call. I penned out a quick message and hit send.

Me: Hey there stranger. Want some company?

She read my message, but the typing indicator remained dormant. Disappointment nestled in the crawl space of my stomach. Losing Sadie and Casey in one day was more than I could handle. Ember was my last hope. She had hit me up four days earlier when her boyfriend was out of town.

I climbed into my car, fired up the engine, and started to text Ember when a message from Casey appeared on the screen.

Casey: I wasn’t sure we were still a thing. Pick me up in ten minutes from University Library?

Relief washed over me, and I smiled back at my phone.

Me: On my way.

Seven minutes later, I pulled up to the empty curb and sent Casey a text letting her know I was outside waiting. She appeared a minute later in the warm light of the library lobby.

Casey pushed open the library door and walked toward my car, lugging a heavy backpack over both shoulders. She wore a baggy gray Northwestern sweatshirt and a pair of torn up blue jeans. Her raven hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail, and she gave me a little wave as she got close.

Like my old crush, Taylor, Casey was half Japanese and half American with a body built for sex. She had a creamy, vanilla complexion, a shade more golden than Julia’s, a pert nose, and bright white teeth. Her hazel eyes had a soft, beautiful almond shape marking her biracial heritage. To top off her sex appeal, Casey had a small mole on her upper lip that turned her from beautiful to extraordinary.

Casey opened my car door, tossed her backpack onto the floorboard, and climbed into the passenger seat, offering me a sweet, dimpled smile. “Hey, you. Your timing was perfect.” She leaned over and I met her halfway for a quick kiss on the lips.

The faint scent of vanilla and cherries filled my nostrils, and a quick rush of adrenaline turned my legs soft. The minty taste of her lip gloss lingered on my lips, and I soaked her in, reveling in her natural beauty. “How goes the studying?”

Casey was a twenty-two-year-old senior at Northwestern preparing for her MCATs. She wanted to be an ER doctor, which I couldn’t imagine, but commended her for her dedication.

“Hard.” She reached behind her head and pulled out her ponytail holder, letting her silky raven hair tumble over her shoulders. “I need to blow off some steam.”

“My place, okay?” I asked.

“That’s perfect,” she said.

“How’s everything else going?” I pulled the car away from the curb and turned for home.

“Good.” She sighed. “Well… maybe just okay. Brian’s getting a little clingy.”

“No proposal yet?” She and her boyfriend were both seniors, and engagements seemed to be contagious.

“He better not. I’m not even thinking about marriage until I get through med school.”

“Normally, I get a text from you every few days, so I thought….”

Casey laughed. “You thought Brian popped the question, and I was off the market?”

I shrugged. Given what happened with Sadie, it was a legitimate concern. “The thought crossed my mind.”

Casey edged closer and nuzzled in behind my ear. “It would take way more than a proposal to stop me from fucking you.” She kissed me tenderly behind the ear and her warm breath washed down my neck.

A jolt of electric sex spiked in my brain and zipped along my spine. My cock unfolded in my jeans and softly pulsed as it hardened under Casey’s soft caress. I found driving difficult but caught a yellow light and pulled into my parking garage as Casey backed off and smiled at me teasingly.

“I’ve been studying nonstop in the library,” Casey said. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t text me for a quickie.”

Normally it was one of my trio messaging me for sex. It felt awkward my texting Casey, but desperate times called for aggressive measures. “When you left me on read, I assumed the worst.”

Casey grinned as I made my way up the ramp. “Your message was a pleasant surprise. I went to type a yes in all caps but, a girl’s got to play a little hard to get. How close were you to texting the next girl in line?”

My cheeks warmed. I hadn’t mentioned Sadie or Ember to Casey, but she was a bright girl. She knew the score. Why wouldn’t a semi-famous author have more than one lady on the hook? “It was you or a cold shower. I swear.” My shit-eating grin didn’t help to convince her, but she seemed to play along.

Her smile turned into a soft chuckle. “Whatever you say.”

I parked the car and came around to the passenger side, opening the door for Casey and taking the backpack off her hands. She climbed out and the two of us made our way up the elevator before entering my quiet apartment.

Inside the doorway, I flipped on a light and stowed Casey’s backpack on the floor beside the door. “Wine?”

“We’re having foreplay tonight?” Casey grinned at me while I shot her a withering look and headed for the kitchen.

Giggling, she hooked her fingers inside the back of my jeans and followed close behind. “Red please.”

“Coming up.” I grabbed a bottle of Malbec from my wine rack and two fresh glasses.

Casey hopped up on my kitchen counter, taking a seat while she leaned back, bracing herself on her hands while she watched me work. “How’s the screenplay coming?”

“About as well as was the last time we talked.”

“I don’t remember us talking much the last time.” She grinned sarcastically and dropped her gaze to the half-hard bulge swelling in my jeans. “The last time we were together, I remember you doing a lot of praying,” I said as I opened the bottle and set aside the cork.

Casey frowned. “Praying?”

I turned to her with a sheepish grin. “You need me to spell it out?”

“Humor me.”

I contorted my face with pleasure but couldn’t wipe the grin off my face. “Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!” My words came out breathy and rushed.

Casey laughed, then picked up a dish towel and tossed it at me. “I didn’t hear you complaining.”

“Complaining?” I filled the wineglasses “Never.” I handed her a glass.

Casey studied me, turning her head at an angle and frowning.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” I picked up my wineglass and leaned back against the counter.

“You need a girlfriend.” She sipped her wine and parted her legs, letting her dangling feet swing against the cabinets.

“I’m looking at my girlfriend.”

Casey rolled her eyes. “I mean an actual girlfriend. You look so sad.”

“Thanks for the concern. Where is this coming from?”

She shrugged. “I want to see you happy. I like you.”

“Trust me. I’m fine.”

Casey sipped her wine and smacked her lips. “That’s the good stuff.”

“You love the Malbec. I got it just for you.”

Her expression softened. “Aww… did you, really?”

“Absolutely.” It was the truth. Casey loved red wine and over time, I’d discovered she liked Malbec the best.

She set her wineglass down and opened her arms. “Come here, baby. Let mama love on you.”

“That’s a bet oedipal, but I’ll roll with it.” I set aside my wine and crossed the kitchen before stopping between her parted legs.

Casey hooked her legs around my waist and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. She slid her fingers through the shaggy hair on the back of my head. “I should be your girlfriend. That way you won’t ever stop fucking me.” She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips.

Her scent, vanilla mingled with a soft cherry, enveloped me in a dreamy haze. I slid my hands inside her oversized sweatshirt and up her bare back. To my surprise, she wore nothing underneath. My cock flared with the revelation, pulsing and stiffening to hardness. “No bra? Your milkshake must bring all the boys to the library.”

“Not gonna lie — when they jiggle, they draw a few stares.” She twined her fingers through my hair and kissed me softly on the lips.

The warm breath from her nostrils washed over my upper lip, setting my head spinning. With my hands still inside her sweatshirt, I slid them around each side of her slender body and cupped her big, soft, and lovingly warm D-cups, squeezing them in my hands as her nipples stiffened against my palms.

Casey opened her mouth, and our tongues lashed together, swirling and exploring while she ran her fingers through my dark, shaggy mane. She locked her ankles behind my back and drew me in closer, deepening our kiss while she moaned softly in my mouth.

My cock throbbed, lined up more with the cabinet than Casey’s beautiful pussy. She tasted minty fresh with a hint of the Malbec adrift on her tongue. I kneaded her soft tits in my hands, squeezing and mashing them together, sliding my thumbs over her stiff nipples, then tweaking them until they turned hard enough to cut glass.

Casey tugged at my t-shirt and broke off the kiss long enough to guide it over my head and toss it aside. She eyed my muscular chest like a hungry wolf and ran her fingers over my six-pack. “Remind me to never again go ten days without this.” She leaned forward and kissed my nipple before licking her way around my areola.

My cock strained the front of my jeans, and I released her tits long enough to guide her sweatshirt up and over her head.

Casey’s big beautiful tits jiggled into view. They were perfect by any measure. Firm, full, and round, they moved the way only natural tits could. Her quarter-sized areolas were slightly brown with thick, symmetrical nipples, just begging for a good suck.

I had spent hours playing with her big beautiful breasts, tweaking her sensitive nipples until she climaxed from my tongue play alone.

She scooped up her tits in her hands and gazed into my eyes. “Did you miss them?” She let them go and they sprang back into place, jiggling slightly until they came to a stop.

“Is that a trick question?” I reached for the front of her jeans and deftly unhooked the button, then lowered her zipper.

“I don’t think you’ve ever fucked me in the kitchen.” She reached for my jeans and made quick work of the button and zipper before giving them a sharp tug.

I cupped Casey’s ass in one hand and carefully lowered her jeans over her waist and down her legs, revealing her perfect pussy sprouting short, dark stubble.

Her pussy was already slick with her wetness, and she gazed at me between her parted legs. “Sorry. I need to shave.”

I knelt and came face to face with a pussy crafted directly by God’s hand. I kissed each lip softly and then licked my way up her labia before gazing up at her face. “It’s perfect.”

Casey licked her lips and parted her legs. “Fuck me, Matt.”

I stood and parted her legs, running my palms along her inner thighs before resting my hands on her knees. “I’ll get protection.”

Casey hooked her legs around my waist, locking me in place. “Can we skip the condom for once? I want to feel you move inside me.”

“Are you on the pill?”

Casey sat up and pushed my jeans over my hips. “Matt, it’s the twenty-first century. I have an IUD.”

“Even better.” I grinned and helped her with my pants. My cock sprang free, hard and erect, glistening under the warm kitchen lamp as it swayed before Casey like a jungle cat ready to pounce.

“We’re six months into whatever it is we have going on. Take a leap of faith.” She wrapped her hand around my cock and eyed it greedily. “You are so much bigger than my toys. Why don’t you loan the big guy here out to me? I can use him on breaks.” She rubbed her thumb over my glans and swirled her fingers over my engorged tip.

My cock throbbed in her hand, and she gently squeezed, knowing exactly how to make me harder. “Maybe next time I’ll bring you dessert at the library. We can fuck in the stacks.”

Her jaw dropped and her eyes smiled up at me mischievously. “I’m so holding you to that.”

I stepped out of my jeans and kicked them aside. My cock swayed from side to side, bouncing off of Casey’s creamy inner thighs, leaving clear streaks of pre-cum behind.

“What are you gonna do now?” She edged forward, resting her slick pussy on the edge of the kitchen counter, a few inches above my throbbing my cock. Unless I was Superman, I couldn’t fuck her from that angle.

I raised an eyebrow and smiled at her. “Is that a challenge?”

Casey giggled, causing her tits to shake and shimmy. “Winner gets immunity and another week on the island.”

I leaned forward and deftly lifted Casey off the kitchen counter, cupping her tight ass cheeks in my hands.

She let out a little squeal, then gasped before she quickly wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. “What are you doing?”

“Going on an adventure with my girl.” I drew her in tight until her tits mashed against my chest and her silky raven hair tumbled over my face.

She leaned forward and nuzzled in behind my ear, kissing me softly while she licked her way down my neck. “As long as it ends with you fucking me, then I’m all in.” Her warm breath curled inside my ear, igniting a wave of pleasure that buzzed across the back of my brain.

I gently lowered her until my swollen tip slid across her wet pussy lips. “By the way, I vote to keep you on the island with me,” I said before I slipped inside her, stuffing her pussy full of my thick manhood.

Casey let out a low moan and gasped. Goosebumps crisscrossed her shoulders, and she tightened her legs around my waist. Her breaths came short and fast, washing over my ear before she clamped down with her lips and sucked as if determined to leave me with a love bite.

The heat and tightness from her pussy nearly broke me. My head spun and my balls clenched as if ready for liftoff. I squeezed her ass, filling my open fingers with her soft flesh while I drove deeper, chasing away the urge to come by fully impaling her. I groaned and dipped my nose into her long mane of silky hair, breathing in her orgasmic scent while I slowly fucked her in the middle of my kitchen.

“Baby, you’re in so deep,” Casey whispered in my ear as she came up for breath. She locked her ankles behind my back and ground her hips, matching my slow rhythm with her undulating hips.

But if I wanted to pound her, I needed more leverage. A quick turn revealed just the thing. With Casey cradled in my arms, I crossed the kitchen and pinned her against my stainless steel refrigerator.

Casey leaned against the refrigerator, resting her back against the shiny surface while she locked her gaze on me. Fever lust gripped her hazel eyes, and she licked her lips before she pushed her hair out of her face.

I gazed down between us, savoring the view of my cock pinning her to my refrigerator. I cradled her ass in one hand and squeezed her big tit with the other. My head hummed with desire, and I thrust forward, sinking in deep until I bottomed out inside her with a satisfying grunt.

As we fucked, the refrigerator vibrated, and Casey’s moans were cut short with her soft grunts. As her breaths turned short and ragged, she met my rhythm, pushing our already fast pace.

I released her tit and grabbed her ass with both hands, pumping faster and harder, ramming her with my thick cock. Her tits floated on her chest, gently slapping together as the heat and friction built and pushed us over the edge.

Casey tightened her legs around my waist, arched her back and thrust out her tits. She released a primal groan and dug her fingertips into my muscled triceps. Her pussy spasmed and her nipples hardened as a fresh wave of goosebumps rose across her chest.

“Baby, I’m coming.” My words came out in a rush.

Casey clamped her legs tight, pinning me inside her as my orgasm overwhelmed me.

With a hard grunt, I buried my cock to the hilt and exploded inside her. Torrents of hot cum spurted from my balls, gushing uncontrollably as I cradled her ass and gazed into her eyes.

Casey wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself up, drawing herself closer as she nuzzled in behind my ear. “That’s it, baby. I love to feel you come inside me.” She kissed me softly on the neck and glided her fingertips down my muscled back.

My head flashed with the weight of the orgasm, and my legs wobbled. I came hard, filling her with jets of hot jizz until my cock went still. Heaving for breath, I cradled her in my arms, breathing her in as I tried to slow my racing heart.

Casey brought her face around even with mine and found my lips, kissing me softly while she stroked the back of my neck.

I carried her through the house and to my bed, where I gently stretched her out and climbed on after her. I hovered over her, kissing her softly as I ran my hand over her hips and up her sides before cupping her firm, full breasts.

The action caused my cock to slip free, and it rested naturally on the small of her flat tummy where Casey’s tummy rose and fell in a slow, even rhythm.

Casey twined her legs in mine and ran her heels up and down my hamstrings. She kissed me on the lips and drew me into a hug. “That was the hottest sex of my life.” She whispered into my ear.

The car sex with Sadie ranked right up there with Casey’s refrigerator fuck. “It was so much better without the condom.”

She chuckled softly, then stretched out flat on her back, meeting my gaze. “No more condoms. Please?”

“Aren’t you worried about STDs?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Are you?”

“Case, you are one of only four women I’ve ever had sex with. So, no. I’m not.”

Her jaw dropped. “Bullshit.” But her eyes danced with glee.

“No bullshit. I take sex seriously.”

“How? I mean… you must have been propositioned a hundred times.”

“I’m very picky.”

“Wow. I feel honored.” She stretched out her arms over her head, causing her big tits to look extra appealing.

“What about you?” I asked.

“Just you and Brian, but what he does to mean barely counts as sex.” Her expression soured, and I didn’t want to waste our post-coital bliss discussing Casey’s boyfriend.

“Can you sleepover?” I asked. “I’ll make your favorite coffee in the morning.” Casey would never let me drive her home and to this day, I didn’t know where she lived. Putting her in an Uber at 2:30 in the morning made me uneasy with worry.

Casey raised an eyebrow. “This is a first. Are you sure?”

“Positive. I’ll take you wherever you need to go in the morning.”

“You’ll let me cuddle with you?”

I grinned. “Only if you sleep naked.”

“Duh. I always sleep naked.”

“Is that a yes?”

“I thought you’d never ask. Can we shower before bed?”

“Just shower?”

Casey laughed. “Who says we can’t get clean and dirty at the same time?”

I rolled off of her, pushed off the bed, and held out my hand. “Come on, little lady. You wash my back and I’ll wash yours.”

She took my hand and pulled herself to her knees where she sat before me at the end of the bed. “Matt? Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

She searched my face for a long time before speaking. “Never mind.”

“Come on… ask.” I cupped her ass, leaned down, and kissed her on the lips.

Then Casey leaned in and hugged me tight. “I changed my mind, but… just know that I really like you.”

I drew back and met her gaze. “I really like you too, Casey Lang.”

Her eyes glistened with fresh tears, but she wore a sweet smile.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing. Everything is perfect.” She laced her fingers in mine and hopped off the bed. “Come on, baby. Let mama wash your back.”
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The next morning, I made good on my coffee promise and tossed in one of my world famous omelets. We chatted happily over our eggs, and Casey seemed as bubbly and happy as I’d ever seen her. She asked me to drop her off on campus and we parted with a sweet kiss and a promise to meet again soon.

I turned the car toward the coffee shop as the dread of my writer’s block settled into the pit of my stomach. Twenty minutes later, I sat at my favorite table that offered a full view of the front door. I pulled out my laptop, plugged it in and stared at the screen, waiting for inspiration to strike. Inspiration was a fickle beast. She had played hard to get for way too long. But it was my three muses who had allowed me to tap into my creative well. Without them in my life, I was a husk of my former self.

I spent the next thirty minutes surfing the Internet with the soul-crushing two-week deadline resting on my shoulders like an anvil. I had already lost two days, which left me only twelve days to submit at least one act’s worth of material. But my brain refused to focus. The task seemed immensely complicated and overwhelming. How had I written eight full-length novels?

I went to sip on my coffee and nearly choked when Julia strolled in through the front door.

Just like that, she rode in on a wave. Julia entered the cafe with three other girls, all wearing blue and white bows in their hair. Their cheeks sparkled with blue and silver glitter. They wore Northwestern jackets and sweatpants, and it took me a split-second to remember that Julia was a cheerleader.

Julia laughed at something one of her teammates said and headed for the cash register. She wore her long brown hair back in an intricate pattern of weaves and crossovers. Her blue eyes sparkled with laughter and even the simple way she moved her body brought back an avalanche of memories. Her lips were glossy pink, full and ripe, her skin flawless and as pale as a glass of fresh milk.

My heart hammered so fast and furious I thought I might lose consciousness. All I could do was stare at her, jaw hanging open, gaping at her like a fucking fool.

Julia and her friends ordered lattes, and I watched every move she made, both hoping and dreading the moment she would turn and find me staring at her.

That moment came less than ten seconds later.

Julia hovered by the order pickup area with her friends and took a quick scan of the coffeehouse. When her eyes met mine, she froze.

My face burned numb with adrenaline, and I tried to smile, but I’m pretty sure it came off looking like I was in pain. I drilled a hole through her with my gaze and her jaw dropped.

We stood there staring at each other for ten long seconds before Julia did what I hoped she would never do again. She smiled at me.

The weight of the world fell away, and I floated above the clouds, high on a cocktail of suppressed lust and premium adrenaline. Time stopped, and I held my breath, waiting for her next move.

That’s when Julia stepped toward me.

My heart found its way into my throat, where it beat a drum so loudly, I thought they could hear it reverberate two tables over.

“I have a drink for Julia.” The barista called out.

Julia stopped, stealing a glance at the barista before returning her haunting blue eyes to me. She wanted to talk to me. I could see it there on her face where she always wore her emotions. Everything came flooding back, from the sound her breath made when she slept to the way her lips moved when she read something she loved.

Her friends appeared over her shoulder, staring in my direction. One girl, a blonde, called her a horn dog and the other a pixie ginger said I was hot. The third girl, a brunette, said that I was that famous author who she heard lived in this neighborhood.

That meant Julia had never told them about me. But why would she? We were ancient history, and we weren’t ever a couple, anyway.

She started toward me again when the blonde grabbed her arm. “We’re already late. You seriously want to pick up right now?”

As if coming back to reality, Julia blinked, then turned to her friend. “Right. We should go.”

“J.J. are you okay?” The ginger asked. “You look pale even for you.”

The brunette giggled. “She’s hot and bothered.”

They turned to go, but Julia shot me a last glance over her shoulder. Then she mouthed the words, “Bye Matt.” Or at least that’s what I thought she said. Whatever it was, I was done hiding behind a veil of propriety.

After she slipped through the door, I picked up my phone and dialed Ted Shoemaker.

He answered with a polite hello.

“Hi Ted. It’s Matt Knox. I’ll take the job.”
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The thirty-person classroom was nearly full, and a buzz of energy percolated through the crowd of assembled students. They gathered for the first day of the creative writing course titled, Write Your First Novel taught by yours truly.

My stomach churned, and I regretted having that third cup of coffee this morning. Public speaking wasn’t my jam. I was an isolated soul who preferred the solitude of a keyboard, a cup of coffee, and a warm fire.

But the caffeine helped. I was already amped up, knowing it was only moments before I came face to face with Julia. I stood before the classroom burgeoning with students, keeping one eye open for Julia’s arrival while I half listened to Ted Shoemaker’s monologue about his first creative writing course.

I offered Ted the occasional nod while behind me, students piled into the classroom.

Ted checked his watch. “I think the cat’s out of the bag. We had a slew of transfers into this class and turned away at least two dozen students who tried to pick up the course.”

“What cat in what bag?” I asked.

Ted chuckled. “It’s a big deal to have a world-famous author teach a creative writing class right here in Evanston. Don’t be surprised if this entire course shows up on You Tube.”

My stomach turned a back flip. People were clamoring to hear me spout bullshit? I hadn’t written a word in over a year. “Wow. I don’t know whether to be flattered or terrified.”

Ted smiled and patted me on the shoulder. “I appreciate you doing this for us. Who knows, maybe the PR will help you sell a few more books.”

I swallowed a lump forming in my throat and flashed a watery smile. “Right.”

Ted checked his watch again. “Okay. You ready? I’ll do an intro and leave you to it.”

“Sure.” I leaned against the front of the desk, surveying the eager faces before me. There were only three unclaimed seats left and Julia hadn’t arrived. Maybe she had heard about my teaching the course and transferred out. Part of me was disappointed, but it was also a relief. My decision to teach the course was based on pure emotion. Now, in the cold light of day, that decision seemed rash. Maybe it was better that Julia had moved on. And it told me everything I needed to know about where she stood. She was done with Matt Knox, and I didn’t blame her. Whatever connection we had once shared was forever in the realm of fond memories.

Ted stood silently before the class, his posture showing he was waiting for silence. Eventually the drone faded, and all eyes turned to Ted. “Thank you all for attending. As some of you have likely heard, we’ve had a last-minute substitution for the teacher leading this course.”

One after another, two more students filtered in, leaving only one chair remaining. Neither was Julia.

Ted droned on about my credentials, leaving me feeling more than a little self-conscious. To their credit, the students soaked it all up, paying rapt attention while a few even took notes. Who would take notes of an introduction?

“So, without further ado, I’ll shut up and turn the class over to our illustrious stand-in teacher, Mr. Matthew Knox.”

Ted led a round of applause, which left my cheeks warm, and I tried my hardest to downplay the over-the-top introduction. That’s when I caught her out of the corner of my eye.

As Ted spoke my name, Julia had walked into the classroom and visibly stiffened when she registered my name in her ears. She pivoted, turning her gaze directly on me as Ted backed off and gave me the floor.

As I met Julia’s surprised face, my cheeks flushed even hotter. Her mouth hung open and her eyes were wide with unabashed shock. I managed a smile, although my heart was racing a million miles a minute. I gestured toward the last open chair in the front row, dead even with my desk. “There’s one more seat open with your name on it.”

It took her a few seconds to realize I was talking to her, and she jumped when an Asian girl beside her whispered, “he’s telling you to sit.”

Julia turned on the girl, her expression discombobulated. She scooped a lock of her long brown hair behind her ear and managed an embarrassed smile. “Sorry.”

Her voice resonated in my ears like a favorite, familiar song I hadn’t heard in years. It was the voice of my muse, my angel, and my confidant. I smiled at Julia and gestured toward the chair. “Go ahead. I won’t bite. Not this time anyway.”

That elicited some laughter from the room that Julia used as cover to shuffle past me. As she passed, she eyed me out of the corner of her eye, giving me a what-are-you-doing-here look. Julia pulled off her backpack and sat in the front row desk, eyeing me warily. She wore a pair of black yoga pants and a formfitting black jacket, unzipped just enough to reveal the curved neckline of a pink t-shirt beneath. Her hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail and her cheeks were a rosy shade of pink, as if she’d run across campus to make the class on time.

“Who here has written a novel?” I asked, panning the room. It was impossible not to let my gaze linger on Julia, but I did my best to avoid direct eye contact.

No hands went up.

“What about short stories?” I asked.

Nearly every hand went up, including Julia’s, as she unzipped her backpack and produced a thin laptop from the murky bowels of her backpack.

“Good.” I paced back and forth before Julia. “You’ll see a lot of similarities between the two. I —”

A hand went up from a young man with glasses near the back. “What inspired you to write A Cold Day in Harlem?”

The question caught me off-guard, and I frowned, turning to search for Ted, but he had already vacated the room. I turned back to the class, and I caught Julia smiling in amusement as she tapped away on her computer.

The idea for A Cold Day in Harlem came to me while Taylor, Julia, Scarlett and I were eating pizza after attending a viewing of To Kill a Mockingbird at the Chicago theater. Julia knew this and thus her smile.

I cleared my throat. “The idea came to me during an evening out with some very dear friends of mine.” I locked eyes on Julia and her blue eyes sparkled with an almost electric intensity.

The young man nodded as if the answer sufficed.

“Ideas can come from anywhere at any time,” I said. “Pro tip — keep a note taking device handy so you don’t lose those gems. Your question is timely because it provides the perfect segue for today’s discussion. What makes a good idea for a book?”

Another hand shot up from a cute blonde sitting behind Julia. “What are you working on now?”

I chuckled and shook my head, glancing at Julia, whose smile deepened into a suppressed smirk. “I’m working on a screenplay adaptation for Yesterday’s Miracle.”

Murmurs and hushed conversation broke out across the class.

I let out a sigh and perched on my desk, letting my legs dangle over the front. “Anyone else? We may as well get this out of our system before we get down to work.”

Ten hands shot up at once. Julia’s hand wasn’t among them.

“You.” I pointed to a frumpy looking young woman sitting in the back row. “What’s your name and what’s your question?”

“Hi, Mr. Knox.” She gave me a nervous wave. “I’m Karen Joseph but my friends call me KJ. My question is, are you single?”

Laughter erupted across the room, but several young women leaned forward, and Julia peered up at me, raising an inquisitive eyebrow.

“Please, call me Matt. That goes for all of you. And I’m happily divorced and very much single. Who’s next?”

Julia’s eyes twinkled and her face lit up, even though she slouched as if to hide her face behind her computer screen.

“What’s your favorite genre outside of thrillers?” a male voice said from the back.

I frowned, peering across the room. “Who asked that?”

A lanky kid with a lopsided grin, shaggy hair, and a friendly face sat up straight in his chair. “Name’s Tom. Nice to meet you.”

More laughter and I relaxed a bit while the chatter increased.

“Would you believe me if I told you romance?”

The chatter intensified. Julia sat up straight and her eyes widened slightly, as if she couldn’t believe her ears.

Someone across the room coughed and called out bullshit, eliciting a fresh round of laughter.

I grinned. “Love stories are powerful. You find them baked into nearly every other genre. Star Wars had a love story. Lord of the Rings had a love story. If you want to spice up your novel, make a love story one of your subplots.”

The laughter died down and a few of the more eager students clattered away on their keyboards.

Julia raised her hand, and my stomach swooned. I pointed to her, smiled, and my insides melted into my shoes.

“Hi, Matt.” She gave me a little wave. “My name is Julia Farmer, and my question is, how do you deal with writer’s block?”

I froze, and a rash of heat spread up the back of my neck and across my cheeks. How did she know I had writer’s block? I stood there and stared at her for a long second while the class grew stone silent.

Julia furrowed her brow. “If the question’s too difficult —”

“No,” I said, cutting her off. “It’s a valid question.” Sweat trickled down my spine and I leaned back against the desk before folding my arms over my chest. “Blocks are, unfortunately, a thing that some writer’s experience. Getting over them is different for everyone.”

“Have you ever had writer’s block?” Julia asked.

“I have.” I swallowed away a lump forming in my throat. How much should I share? Whatever I said would end up online, forever haunting me. Ted’s words came back to me about this class showing up on YouTube. That was the last thing I needed. I turned to face Julia. “I changed my life circumstance.”

Julia frowned, as if my answer was too cryptic to decipher. But she must have sensed my desperation and didn’t push me.

“It happened after my divorce.” It was an honest answer, although incomplete.

“What change did you make?” she asked me, leaning forward in her chair.

“I moved closer to the city.” Again, it was partially true. “And I changed up the times that I write and where I write.”

“Like coffee shops?” Julia asked, grinning.

I let out a little breath. “Exactly.”

The remaining time turned into a long question-and-answer session, which was both cathartic and fun. The class and I bonded, which made the organic diversion worthwhile.

As the ninety-minute class ended, some students started gathering their materials to leave. Julia wasn’t one of them.

“Next time, come in ready to learn,” I said. “And I need five ideas from each of you. Be prepared to share them with your peers. The idea can be anything from a character, to a scene idea, to a piece of duologue or even just a theme. We’ll use it to build a premise.”

The class filed out while Julia remained behind, pretending to take her time putting away her laptop. She wanted to talk and so did I.

I shook a few hands and answered a couple of brief questions before the room emptied, leaving Julia and me alone for the first time in nearly three years.

The butterflies came back with vengeance, swirling in the pit of my stomach like a blizzard caught in a tornado. My hands went weak, and my cheeks turned numb. I couldn’t believe this was really happening. If only Dr. Parker could see me now.

Julia left her backpack sitting on the floor by her desk and gazed toward the open door. “Matt, can you close the door?”

I turned and shut the door as I licked the dryness from my lips. Sweat rolled down my neck, and I tried to control my breathing, so I didn’t come off as a complete psycho. When I turned back to face her, she remained in her seat, her expression nervous.

“I’m not sure where to start,” she said. “What happened? I tried reaching out to you a million times.”

On rubbery legs, I returned to the front of the room and leaned against the desktop, facing her. “I’m sorry, Jules.” I choked on the words and averted my gaze as a wave of raw emotion washed over me.

“Are you still mad at me?” she asked. “When I saw you in the coffee shop, I panicked. I should have said something.”

She thought I was mad at her? I reined in my emotion and pulled in a deep breath. “I was never mad at you. You were a kid. I —”

“I’m not a kid,” Julia said, her tone stern and her eyes flashed with anger. “I wasn’t then and I’m not now.”

“I know you’re not.” I paused for a second, holding her gaze until the anger softened behind her eyes. “How did you know I have writer’s block?”

“Come on, Matt. You haven’t released a book in nearly three years. What else could it be?”

Of course. It was obvious. She knew me back when I wrote five thousand words a day. “It started that night.”

“Because of the kiss?”

“Not the kiss.” I forced a smile. “I loved the kiss. That’s why I’m so scared to be alone with you.” There it was, out there in the open.

Julia’s chin quivered, and her eyes welled with tears. “I miss you so much.” She pushed herself out of her chair and ran across the room before throwing herself in my arms.

As I wrapped my arms around her, my entire body collectively sighed with relief. “I’m sorry,” I said as the tears rolled down my face.

Julia buried her face in my shoulder and quietly sobbed. “I need you in my life, Matt.” Her voice quaked with emotion, and she trembled against me.

I breathed her in, inhaling her fresh scent. In that moment, I knew that a life without Julia in it was no longer an option. Even if it was strictly a friendship. “I won’t leave you again. I promise.” She clung to me with an iron grip as I held her tight until her sobs subsided, and she finally backed away.

Tears stained her cheeks, and she gazed at me through watery eyes. “For a long time, I was angry with you. Now, I just want you back. I promise I won’t ever kiss you again.”

I laughed, stepped forward, and kissed her softly on her forehead. “Don’t make a promise you can’t keep.”

She exhaled slowly. “Okay. I take back that promise. Just don’t run away. It really hurt me. It hurt Tay and Scarlett too.”

“How are they?”

“Okay, I guess.” She shifted her weight from one foot to the other and averted her gaze. “We don’t talk that much.”

“You three don’t talk? Did a comet hit the earth or something?”

“It’s complicated. A lot went down after you bailed.”

I cringed. All the good reasons I had to leave now seemed petty and selfish. Of course, I left wreckage in my wake. “Let’s save that talk for another time.”

She glanced at her smart watch. “I need to go. I have practice.”

“I saw the ribbons in your hair at the coffee shop. They looked good.”

“I’m kind of over it, but I’m on a partial scholarship and I’ve met some great friends that way.”

“Need a lift?” I asked.

Julia went back to her desk and grabbed her backpack. “You don’t mind?”

I rolled my eyes. “If you want me back in your life, then you’ve got to let me do things for you.”

She laughed, and it was music to my soul. “Fine. But doesn’t that violate teacher student protocol or something?”

I shrugged. “I didn’t get a rulebook with this gig.”

“Good.” She picked up her phone. “Is your number still the same?”

“Yep.”

She tapped a message and hit send. “Now you have my number. Text me in case you want to treat a poor college student to a free dinner.”

I grinned and picked up my phone, reading the incoming message.

Julia: Hi. It’s your favorite girl of all time.

I penned back a quick reply

Me: Taylor? I thought this was Julia?

Julia’s phone buzzed, and she glanced down at it. “Hey!” She laughed and punched my shoulder playfully. “Let’s go. You’re making me late.”
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Later that day, magic happened. Like a river smashing into a crumbling dam, my writer’s block broke, and the words flowed. I sat at my tiny kitchen table near the window overlooking the Chicago skyline and I wrote and I wrote as the hours flew by. It was like years word of backed up words came out like a firehouse. Thoughts, emotions, and vivid images floated through my mind as if they had never left. Everything clicked and my writing soared.

My muse was back and so was I. Day turned into evening and I forgot to stop for dinner. The evening flashed by and it wasn’t until after the clock slipped past one a.m. that my phone buzzed. I considered ignoring it, but the only people who would stop to text me were too important to ignore — especially Julia.

With four chapters down, I officially had words written even if they were an unedited first draft. My stomach growled, pestering me after I ignored it for so long.

I grabbed my phone and headed for the kitchen, opening the phone’s lock screen as I went.

Julia: Goodnight Matt. (heart emoji)

My stomached swooned, and I stumbled into the kitchen counter before I stopped to compose a reply.

Me: Night Jules. Sleep tight and sweet dreams.

It was a phrased I had used with her in the distant past before phones and text messages were a part of her life.

Julia: Julia loved “Night Jules. Sleep tight and sweet dreams.”

I whistled a cheerful tune as I set the phone on the counter and pulled out a loaf of bread, swiss cheese, mayo, and deli turkey. My mind swam with chapters and sequences, laying out the first act and most of the second as well. I would pull an all-nighter and work straight through the next day until I dropped. These moments were rare, and I needed to capitalize on the easy writing flow.

I made my sandwich and sat at the barstool, ready to dig in, when my phone buzzed. It seemed Miss Julia was as much of a night owl as me. I picked up my phone and opened my messages. It wasn’t from Julia.

Casey: Want to sleepover at my place?

I stared at the message, reading it and re-reading it a half-dozen times to make sure I hadn’t misunderstood. Casey had never invited me to her place. Hell, she had never even let me drop her off or pick her up. A big huge part of me wanted to tell her no. I was on a roll and I had a deadline. But I knew the internal turmoil Casey must have endured to ask me. She was a private person and didn’t open up easily. If I turned her down now, I might lose her forever. I typed a reply.

Me: Sure. Should I bring a toothbrush?

It was an indirect way of asking if she really wanted me to spend the night or if it was just about the sex.

Typing bubbles appeared, then a message came through.

Casey: Bring your toothbrush, but don’t bother with the pajamas. (wink-face emoji)(heart emoji)(eggplant emoji)

Casey: My address is 321 Nightingale. Apt 1B. Don’t get lost. (kiss-face emoji)

I let out a genuine belly laugh and downed my sandwich in four big bites before I threw together a hasty overnight bag.

Five minutes later, I pulled out of my garage and made a pit stop at the quickie mart to pick up a surprise for Casey. A few minutes later, I rounded the corner and pulled onto Casey’s street before searching for a parking. I found a spot a block down from her apartment, grabbed the paper bag containing Casey’s surprise, and walked back a block before I arrived at a three-story brick apartment building. A buzzer appeared next to the 1B label along with the names Lang\Adams. If Casey had a roommate, that explained a lot about her clandestine behavior.

I pressed the buzzer and Casey’s voice came over the intercom. “Hello?”

“It’s me,” I said, and a second later the door buzzed open.

I pulled open the door and step inside the foyer. It was an old apartment building with two apartments per floor. Apartment 1A was right across the hall from 1B, with no sign of its occupants.

The door to apartment 1B was cracked open, and I casually pushed the door open before stepping inside.

Casey’s apartment was small, but cozy and clean.

A plush red loveseat and a matching stuffed, over sized chair sat before a round coffee table adorned with a healthy vine-like plant. An off-white area rug covered the hardwood floor covering the area between the love seat and a flat screen TV that sat on a stand against the wall by the door. A mixture of modern prints and eclectic paintings decorated the walls, while a smattering of Halloween decorations sat atop shelves and tables, including an orange jack-o-lantern-shaped candle sitting beside the plant on the coffee table.

A table big enough for two appeared in a dining nook next to the kitchen where a bottle of red wine rested beside two empty wineglasses.The kitchen was hidden from my immediate view while an archway opened to a short hallway that no doubt led to the bedrooms.

The family room was empty, although sounds of activity came from somewhere down the hall. I paused, craning my neck to gaze down the hallway, while I clutched the brown paper sack containing Casey’s surprise. “Case?” I rose my voice to carry down the hallway..

Casey rounded the corner and appeared before me wearing a very baggy red tank top, no bra, and a pair of painted-on gray short shorts that barely reached her upper thighs. She wore a sweet smile and half-skipped across the room toward me, tits jiggling and ponytail bouncing. When she reached me, she popped up on her tiptoes, grabbed the lapels of my leather jacket and gave me a warm, wet kiss on the lips. “Hi, baby.”

My cock responded, shifting in my pants, unfurling and thickening inside my briefs. “Is that your normal walk-around-the-house outfit? No wonder Brian is so insecure.”

Casey laughed and kissed me again. “Hardly. These are my jammies. Or at least they are when I wear anything to bed.” She turned her gaze down to the grocery sack in my hand. “What’s that?”

I grinned and held up the sack. “Your favorite.”

A smile blossomed on her face, making her eyes dance with glee. She reached for the bag. “You did not bring me Chunky Monkey!”

“What kind of booty call would this be without some Ben and Jerry’s?”

Casey frowned and snatched the sack from my hand. “It’s not a booty call.” She turned on her heel, feigning anger, and headed for the kitchen.

With an amused smile, I watched her go, my gaze locked out an ass tight enough to stop traffic. I followed her into the kitchen and leaned against the kitchen counter while she peeled open the sack. “If this isn’t a booty call, what is it?”

She grabbed two spoons out of her kitchen drawer with the entire side of her jiggling tit clearly visible through the massive gap in her tank top. “Can’t I watch a Netflix movie with my boyfriend over a glass of wine?”

My amused smile widened while I slipped off my coat and hung it on the back of a kitchen chair. “I’m your boyfriend? Does that mean Brian is out of the picture?”

“Not officially, no.” She pulled the ice cream out of the bag before handing it and the two spoons to me. “But that doesn’t mean you aren’t my super-secret yet genuine boyfriend. Besides, you have my heart.”

I took the ice cream, and she swirled past me, stopping at the table long enough to grab the wine bottle and the empty glasses.

“Baby, turn off the kitchen light and meet me on the loveseat.” She padded off toward the couch with her shorts riding her ass crack.

I flipped off the kitchen lights while Casey set down the wine and the glasses on the coffee table.

She grabbed a lighter and leaned over to light the big jack-o’-lantern candle, giving me a full view down the front of her top. Her tits jiggled and swayed while her hard nipples capped her perfectly round mounds of perfection.

With my jaw hanging slack, I gazed at her unabashedly, my cock pulsing inside my jeans.

Casey finished lighting the candle and gazed up at me with a smirk. “Are you enjoying the view?”

I licked my lips, and my stomach swirled. “Sorry, I… uhhh….”

She giggled. “Relax. I wore this top just for you. Have a seat.” She went around the room, lighting the last few candles before she flipped off the overhead light and joined me on the couch.

“Why the sudden change of heart?” I asked as I popped the top off the ice cream and reclined into the love seat.

Casey filled our wineglasses and frowned at me. “What are you talking about? I like it when you look at my tits.”

I laughed and handed her a spoon. “Not that. You gave me your address. I’m here with you right now. This is a big deal. Don’t act like it isn’t.”

Casey dug into the ice cream pint, filling her spoon. “Oh, that.” She sat facing me on her knees and swallowed the bite before she answered. “It’s kind of complicated. The short version is that my roommate and Brian are gone for the weekend.”

“Together?”

She chuckled and scooped up another bite. “Not together.” She put the ice cream in her mouth and frowned, staring up at the ceiling. “At least I don’t think so.” She shrugged. “Even if they are, more power to them. I’m cheating on Brian so I can’t exactly get upset, can I?”

That her roommate and Brian were gone didn’t explain why she would never let me drop her off. Not even at 3:00 am when no one was watching. “So that’s the only reason you’re sharing your address with me?”

She scooped up another bite. “Are you going to eat some of this? You’re making me feel self-conscious.”

I rolled my eyes and dug into the carton, scooping up a huge bite before landing the banana and walnut confection in my mouth. “Are you going to answer me?”

“You can be really fucking annoying, you know that?” She reached for her wineglass and took a sip. “Why do you have to psychoanalyze me?”

“If you don’t want to say, I won’t push it.” I reached for my wine and joined her in a sip.

Casey studied me for a long few seconds, then let out a heavy sigh. “Fine. I’m into you. Like… really into you. If that scares you, then forget I said anything.”

Getting involved with Casey might actually help me plant Julia squarely in the friend zone. Besides, I had to admit; I was falling for Casey. She was smart, sexy, and full of life. I grinned at her and raised my glass. “It doesn’t scare me. Your admission is endearing. I’m really into you too, Casey Lang.”

Her face lit up, and we clinked glasses before taking a sip of wine together.

“Will you watch a horror movie with me?” she asked, taking the ice cream from me and setting aside our spoons.

“The truth comes out,” I said. “You didn’t want to watch a scary movie alone.”

Casey grabbed a big fluffy blanket off the chair and curled up beside me, throwing the blanket over both of us. “That might have had something to do with it.” She snuggled in close and peered up at me. “You’re not going home tonight, are you?”

“What kind of boyfriend would I be if I ditched my girl on a romantic night in?” I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and drew her in tight.

Casey giggled. “The kind who’s an asshole.”

“Good thing I brought my toothbrush.”

Casey pulled me into a short but smoldering kiss. Our tongues flashed together before she broke it off and slid her hand over my chest. She worked loose the top button on my shirt and eyed me curiously. “Are you really into me? Or do you just want to get laid? Either way, I’m fucking your brains out, so be honest, okay?”

“You come here, little lady.” I reached over and pulled Casey onto my lap.

Casey came to a rest on my lap, straddling me with her palms resting on my chest and her eyes fixed on mine. Strands of her dark hair sprouted from her ponytail and wandered over her forehead and cheeks. Her hazel eyes were bright and inquisitive, and her ripe pink lips glistened in the dreamy candlelight. She didn’t seem aware that her right breast had squirmed free through the opening in her twisted tank top and looked both mouthwatering and irresistible in a way the Chunky Monkey never could.

I held her cheeks in my hands and gazed directly into her beautiful hazel eyes. “Casey Lang, I’m into you big time. I’m talking the sappy, sweet, big gooey, messy kind.”

Her eyes glistened with fresh tears. “Good. Me too.”

“But I don’t expect you to drop everything for me. You’re a busy college girl soon to be an even busier medical student. I’m here, and I’m not going anywhere. I have no expectations beyond whatever tomorrow brings. Does that make sense?”

Casey nodded. “That’s why I lo… like you so much,” she said, as if catching herself. “Being with you is easy.”

I cupped her ass cheeks in my hands and squeezed. “That’s the way it should feel.”

“I feel like I’m cheating on you whenever I’m with Brian,” she said. “Lately I can’t even stand when he touches me.”

“You know what?” I sat up and kissed her softly on the lips. “I trust you to do the right thing. If you’re done with Brian, break up with him..”

“You’re not even a little jealous of him?” One by one, she unbuttoned my shirt. Before I could answer, she sighed and pushed my shirt over my shoulders, revealing my bare chest. “With a face and body like that, why would you be?”

I tugged at the bottom of her tank top. “Arms up, Buttercup.”

She smiled at me and raised her arms straight up over her head as I pulled off her tank top, freeing her big swaying D-cups. Her hard nipples stood atop her creamy smooth tits like monuments to be bronzed and forged into a statue.

Casey yanked my shirttails out of my jeans and pulled my shirt all the way off, leaving me as topless as her. “What about you? Are you seeing anyone besides me?” Her voice came out meek and unsure.

“Case, I —”

She cupped her hand over my mouth. “Never mind. Don’t say it. I don’t want to know.” She sighed. “I know I don’t have a right to get jealous, but if you are dating other girls, it’s better you don’t tell me.”

With Sadie out of my life, at least temporarily, Ember was the only other woman I saw with regularity. But with Julia entering the picture, I was heading down a slippery slope. Until now, I had kept all three women in my pseudo harem at arm’s length. Could I still realistically do that? There was no doubt I was changing. With the walls of my writer’s block crumbling, maybe it was time to introduce Casey and Ember? Then again, maybe it wasn’t. If Casey was the jealous type, I could lose both of them and Julia. Then where would I be? No. Better to play it safe the way I had for months.

I pushed a lock of her raven hair away from her eyes. “Baby, if this is getting too complicated, we can throw on the brakes.”

“Fuck the brakes.” Casey crawled off my lap, tugged at the front of my jeans, and eyed me with a twinkle in her eye. “And while we’re talking about fucking….” She pulled at my jeans, dragging them over my hips and down my legs.

I pushed my briefs over my hips and down my legs where they joined my jeans on the floor. My hard cock sprang free, towering above my lap like a leviathan.

Casey eyed my cock like a cult worshiper ready to give her life for the cause. She stood long enough to peel off her gray shorts, revealing her freshly shaven pussy already slick with her wetness. “Your cock should be in a museum.” She shuffled forward onto my lap, straddling me, then inched forward until my cock rested snugly against her tummy.

I chuckled and ran my hands up her thighs before curling my palms around her perfect ass. “Where it would collect dust? I don’t think so.”

She licked her lips and grabbed my thick man meat with both hands, gently stroking while she explored every inch like it was her first time. “Its just so thick and big.” She circled my tip with her finger as she squeezed out a dollop of pre-cum from my slit. “It’s like a juice box.” She edged back just enough to lower her head and lick the pre-cum from my tip like an ice cream cone.

My cock twitched under her light touch and the sensation from her warm, wet tongue set my cock throbbing. “How does it taste?”

Casey smacked her lips like a restaurant critic dining on a five-star meal. “A little salty, but overall delicious.” She stroked my cock with slow, deliberate hand motions, gazing down at my manhood with rapt fascination. “It’s the prettiest cock I’ve ever seen.”

As she played with my cock, the natural jiggle of her big tits left me spellbound. “I’m not sure, pretty, is the word I would use to describe male genitalia.”

Casey laughed and continued stroking, seeming in no hurry to slip me inside her. She ground her wet pussy against my balls and moved atop me like a serpent. “How long could you last with me just playing with it like this?”

The tickling sensation of her labia grinding against my balls set my cock twitching. She had the body of a Playboy Centerfold moving like a stripper grinding a brass pole. At this pace, it wouldn’t take long for me to complete the transaction. “With just your hands alone… a good long while.” I squeezed her ass as my breathing intensified. “The visual stimulation, though… that’s the juice. Your gorgeous face combined with your exquisite body and dancer’s grace shortens the window exponentially.”

She grinned, gazing down at her tits, then up at me. “You know how to flatter a girl, that’s for sure.” She pushed up off her knees and slithered her wet slit along my shaft and tip as she locked her gaze on mine. “What about this? Will that get you off?”

“You know it would.” I reached up and filled my hand with one of her juicy tits, savoring the natural weight and soft feel in my hand. I tweaked her nipple, and it expanded between my fingers like a popcorn kernel ready to burst.

Her expression softened, and she furrowed her brow. “I love it when you touch me.” Her words came out airy.

I slid my other hand down her stomach and hooked my thumb inside the top of her pussy, exposing her clit.

Casey groaned and parted her lips as goosebumps flashed across her midsection. “Baby… yes… touch me.”

“How long will you last with my fingers inside you?” My voice came out deep and gravelly, and my cock throbbed, slick with Casey’s juices. I swirled my thumb over her rose bud going clockwise before reversing the motion.

Her body quivered, and she let out a sharp, shuddering breath. “Baby… I need inside me right now.” Casey raised her hips, dragging my tip along her slit until it lined up with her entrance. With her breath held, she sank onto my cock, fully impaling herself.

Casey’s pussy wrapped around my cock like skin-tight velvet, warm and wet, her walls clamped down, undulating along my steel-hard shaft. I edged my hips forward and backward, plumbing her pussy while my cock flexed inside her, thickening against her walls. I released her tit and grabbed hold of her hips just below her waist, and guided her atop me with deep, penetrating strokes.

Casey’s body glowed by the candlelight with a radiance that gave her skin a soft, ethereal sheen. She let out a quiet, breathy grunt as she moved, grinding my cock deeper inside her. She reached behind her head and pulled out her ponytail holder, letting her long hair tumble loose over her shoulders, ending just below her jiggling breasts. “I love fucking you so much.” She grabbed my hands and raised them to her tits until I squeezed them and teased her fat nipples between my fingers.

Casey rode faster, quickening our pace as her hips danced and she bounced off my thighs. Her moans mingled with fresh grunts and she fell forward, grinding me while she came in for a kiss.

The scent of apple blossoms enveloped me and her dark, rich hair skated over my shoulders, tickling my skin. I cupped her ass and met her rhythm, thrusting deep, bottoming out inside her while she squeezed my cock with her tight pussy.

Casey mashed her tits against my chest and found my mouth and waiting tongue. Our tongues melded, swirling and exploring as she braced herself on my shoulders, fucking me better than she ever had .

My head swam in a river of lust, my senses consumed by her scent, touch, and incredible body. She was a perfect ten, beautiful enough to start wars, and smart enough to cure cancer. And I was falling for her, just like I had with Sadie. I had walled them off for so long but with Julia’s arrival in my life; the walls had cracked, exposing the shadowed emotion to warm light of day.

I broke off the kiss and gazed deep into Casey’s hazel eyes. Her love for me was there, just below the surface, begging to come out if I would only say the word. I ran my fingers through the thick hair behind her head and kissed her softly as I fucked her harder and faster. “You’re mine, baby.”

She nodded. “I’m yours.” The words came out in a rush and she found my lips with hers, kissing me hard as she moved her hips in a blur.

“Come for me, Casey,” I said, with my tongue still fluttering inside her mouth. “Come all over my cock.”

Casey’s body went rigid and her pussy pulsed in quick, vacillating bursts. She let out an unearthly moan and trembled atop me as she dug her fingers into my shoulders, wracked by orgasm.

A river of wetness flowed from her pussy, soaking my cock and dribbling down my balls. With a powerful thrust, I lifted Casey off the couch, held deep inside her, and erupted with orgasmic bliss. I held her close, gazing in her eyes as thick ribbons of milky cum spurted from my cock, flooding her womb with my virulent seed.

Casey lowered her mouth to my ear and gently rode me, milking my cock while her warm breath washed over my ear. “That’s it, baby. Let it go inside me.” She kissed me softly and guided my earlobe between her lips, draining me of every drop while she floated atop me like a dream.

After the last of my orgasm faded, Casey remained on my lap, kissing and touching the way intimate lovers do. This was no longer a simple hook-up or friends with benefits. For better or worse, our emotions were involved. What that meant for Julia and me, I couldn’t guess, but for the first time in three years, emotions I thought were long dead had risen like a Phoenix from the ash.

“Are you still up for a movie?” I asked her.

Casey slid off of me and curled up by my side. She ran her hand over my bare chest and gazed up into my eyes. “You aren’t running off?”

“No.” I drew her in tight and reached for the blanket, pulling it over her naked body. “Unless you want me to go.”

“Don’t go.” She locked her arms around me and rested her head on my chest. “Maybe we can go to bed and forget the movie? I’m tired.”

“Now you’re talking.” I leaned over and kissed Casey on top of the head. Then I ran my fingers down her back and gently rubbed her bottom.

Sixty seconds later, she was asleep.

I carefully sat up on the couch and cradled Casey in my arms before I carried her through the house to the bedroom.

She nuzzled in close and kissed me softly on the chest while I stretched her out on the bed. When I turned to head back to the family room, her voice stopped me.

“Where are you going?” She said from the shadows, as if afraid I might vanish.

“Blowing out the candles and putting away the ice cream,” I said. “Can I get you something?”

“Can you grab me a bottled water from the fridge?”

“Sure.”

“Thank you, baby.” She let out a contented sigh behind me as I performed the chores and returned to the bedroom with a water bottle in hand. I had no sooner slid inside her sheets than I found Casey’s naked body intertwined with mine.

She rested her head on my shoulder and wrapped her arm around my chest. Silently, we lay together as she ran her fingertips over my chest and I rubbed her bare bottom.

“Did you mean what you said?” Casey asked me.

“Mean what, baby?”

“Am I yours?”

“Do you want to be?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation.

“Then you’re mine, and I’m yours.” What that meant, I didn’t know. I didn’t expect Casey to break up with her boyfriend, and I didn’t plan on turning Ember away. As for Julia, I would keep her as deep in the friend zone as I could. But none of that diminished my feelings for Casey, which went against every tenant my parents had instilled in me. But wasn’t that why I was broken? I seemed to have this strange spell over women a decade younger than me. Until I figured out why I was broken, I could never experience true love.

“Good.” She kissed me again, slid her leg in mine and mashed up against me until her bare breasts rested snugly against my ribs. “Night, baby.”

I kissed her on the head one last time. “Good night, my sweet Casey.”
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The next morning, Casey was up before me, dressed and ready to roll before I even stirred. She woke me with a kiss.

“Matt, I’ve got to go,” she whispered in my ear.

I blinked my eyes open. “No.” I grabbed at her wrist and tried to pull her back into bed, but caught empty air. “Let’s have morning sex.”

She laughed and kissed me again. “I would love to, but I have class and my roommate will be home today.”

I sighed and sat up, blinking away the sleep. “You’re kicking me out?”

“No. I’m asking you to leave before my roommate asks questions I’m not prepared to answer.”

I stared at her through bleary eyes.

She wore a pair of black yoga pants like so many young women her age and a baggy sweatshirt that would’ve fit an NFL linebacker.

“What’s today’s bra status?”

Casey lifted her sweatshirt, revealing her big round tits swinging free and proud. “Happy?”

“I feel sorry for all the boys on campus. You’re such a heartbreaker.”

She lowered her sweatshirt. “I’m worried that you’re the one who will break my heart. Do you still mean what you said last night?”

“Of course, I do.” I reached out for her and drew her near me.

She reluctantly stepped closer while I wrapped my hands around her waist, cupping her tight ass in both hands.

“I don’t even know what it means,” she said as she ran her fingers through my shaggy hair.

“It means that I won’t break your heart.” I gazed up at her. “And you are way, way more than a hook-up to me. Case, I want you in my life. Now and for as long as I can see into the future.”

“You know how busy I am with school. I —”

I released my grip on her ass, sat up on the side of the bed, and pulled her into my lap, cutting her off mid-sentence. “No expectations. Okay? You do you. What happens, happens. I’ll take you out on proper dates if you’ll let me. But there’s Brian, so….”

Casey let out a sigh. “I don’t know what to do about Brian. We’ve been together since high school.”

“Let’s not figure it out now,” I said. “Brian might make a better friend than a boyfriend. When the time comes to let him go, he probably won’t be surprised. But for now, we can keep this going for as long as you need.”

“Okay.” She leaned in and kissed me. “Is this what it feels like to date a grown man?”

“There are plenty of men my age who aren’t grown men.”

She pulled me into a hug. “Matt, I’m falling for you.” The words came out nervously.

“I know you are, baby. I’m falling for you right back.”

Casey came away and kissed me again. “I’ll text you later.”

I kissed her back, harder this time. “I’ll brush my teeth with the trusty toothbrush I brought for our sleepover, then I’ll show myself out.”

“Okay.” She gave me one last kiss, popped off my lap and said her last goodbye before she disappeared out her apartment door, leaving me alone in her bed.

What the hell was I doing? Casey was supposed to be medicine for the hole in my heart Taylor left behind. Now I was falling for her? Wasn’t my life complicated enough without juggling two women at once? And what would Julia think knowing I’m hooking up with women her age after I made our age gap such an issue.

But Julia, Taylor, and Scarlett differed from Sadie, Casey, and Ember. I had known the former three since they were kids. Having romantic feelings for them made me feel like a predator. The ladies in my shadow harem I had only known as adults. That context made all the difference.

I slipped from Casey’s bed and neatly made it before I entered her orderly bathroom. A few minutes later, I came out relieved and refreshed before I found my clothes, dressed and left Casey’s apartment, locking the door behind me.

The sun poured through the glass window panes leading out to the street, and I pushed open the door before taking the steps down two at a time. With my car a block away, my mind raced with fresh ideas for the screenplay. I turned onto the sidewalk and wasn’t even looking up when I ran face first into Julia.
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On the sidewalk outside Casey’s apartment building, Julia stood before, staring at me with an astonished expression. She wore sweatpants and a sweatshirt and looked like she had just rolled out of bed.

“Wow, funny bumping into you here.” I tried my best to compose myself, and my mind went into overdrive, concocting a lie that would explain my sudden appearance.

She laughed. “I know, right? What are the odds of running into you outside my apartment building?” She eyed me suspiciously. “Unless you knew where I lived, and you came here looking for me?”

Her apartment? She lived in Casey’s building? How could I wiggle my way out of this one? I glanced over my shoulder at the door to Casey’s building and back at Julia. My head spun with a thousand different lies before I settled on a story I could live with. “I thought you might be up for some coffee and a bagel. I took a chance. Unfortunately, I didn’t know your apartment number. Then, as I stood on your doorstep, the doubts crept in. I was hoping to scuttle away before you caught me. I’m throwing off a massive stalker vibe, aren’t I?”

Julia frowned, then nodded. “We haven’t changed the names on the doorbell out front. I live in 1A.”

My cheeks flushed with heat. She lived across the hall from Casey? The odds of that were astronomically low. Was the universe punishing me? That meant Casey and Julia likely knew each other. I forced a smile and ran my fingers through my hair. “That explains it.”

She smiled and stepped closer, folding her arms over her chest. “How did you get my address?”

“Boy, I’m really going deep here.” I let out a guilty sigh. “I found your address on the class roster, and now I think I should go. Sorry, Jules. It won’t happen again.”

I turned to walk away, and Julia grabbed my arm from behind.

“Matt, wait.”

I paused and turned back around, finding her gazing back at me with those haunting, pale blue eyes that nearly crippled me.

“It’s not creepy. It’s sweet. Well, if I didn’t know you, it might be creepy, but….” She shrugged. “I know you better than anyone. You aren’t a creep, and I would love to grab a coffee with you.”

“You need anything before we go?” I wanted to know where she had been all night, but that really wasn’t any of my business. If she had a boyfriend, then so much the better. There was less of a chance for us to connect.

Julia hooked her arm inside mine and smiled up at me happily. “Nope. I’ve got everything I need right here.” She squeezed my arm and dragged me forward. “There’s a little place right around the corner. Let’s go.”

For the short two-block walk, we made small talk while the guilt from my lie weighed steadily on my conscience. At the bagel shop, I insisted on paying before Julia and I found a seat at a quiet little table for two near the back.

“Any luck with the writer’s block?” Julia asked me as she tore off a piece of her bagel.

I grinned. “It’s funny you mention that. It broke wide open yesterday.”

Julia’s eyes bugged out, and she smiled, her expression astonished. She reached out and gripped my wrist. “Matt, that’s huge. How?”

I shrugged. “There’s only one explanation. I have my muse back.”

That caught her off guard and she sat back, staring at me, stunned. “You mean me?”

“My shrink was right. She suggested that I meet you face to face. It worked.”

“You go to a psychiatrist? And you talk about me? I don’t know whether to be flattered or concerned.” She sipped her coffee.

“Truth time,” I said under my breath, then gazed into her eyes. “It’s been a rocky few years.”

“Is this all about the kiss?”

“Partly, but mostly it’s about the massive crater I created in my life when I left you, Taylor, and Scarlett without a word.”

“You were going through a divorce. We understood. It was me who kissed you first, remember? If I hadn’t done that, you and Cindy might still be married.”

I took her hand and squeezed it gently. “I kissed you back, and my marriage with Cindy was dead long before you and I kissed. She just used our kiss as an excuse to pummel me during the divorce proceedings.”

“I know. I feel awful about that.”

I waved her off. “Don’t. It was a blessing. Cindy was a cancer in my life. You, Taylor, and Scarlett were treasures. My best writing ideas came to me during the time I spent with each of you. That’s why you are my muse. When we spoke yesterday after class, I felt the weight of the world literally rise off my shoulders. It was the lightest I’ve felt in….” I shook my head. “Forever.”

She squeezed my hand, deepening our touch. “I didn’t know. You should have found me sooner.”

“I couldn’t do that. Jules, I have so much guilt about what went down between us.” I gazed into her clear blue eyes. “Between all of us.”

She shook her head as if confused. “Why?”

“Jules, I met you when you were eleven years old. I was a married man. Albeit a man who married way too young. I was twenty-two years old. Those feelings I had for you weren’t natural.”

“Are you saying you had romantic feelings for me when I was eleven?”

Heat rushed through my cheeks, and I sat back as if struck. “God, no. That’s so wrong.”

“That’s my point,” Jules said. “You acted like a big brother to me. It wasn’t until I was seventeen that my feelings for you evolved. What about you? When did you see me as more than a little girl?”

I fidgeted in my chair. Her line of questioning left me feeling uneasy. But I owed her the truth. “It was a little over three years ago on July 4th. We spent the day at Lake Michigan and watched the fireworks that night. The way you looked that day and later that night. Well….” I shook my head. “You were so beautiful.”

Julia squeezed my hand fondly, then stroked the back of my hand with her thumb. “I remember that night, and I practically willed you to make a move on me. Guess what, Matt? I was eighteen then. What you felt was as natural as breathing.”

“Jules, I was a twenty-nine-year-old married man who had no business looking at you that way.”

Julia laughed. “Did your morality come straight out of the 1950s?”

“Your mom trusted me with you. Our friends trusted me with all three of you. I ran in their crowd, not yours. Don’t you see? You weren’t my peer.”

“So, you wouldn’t date a twenty-one-year-old right now?”

“I didn’t say that.”

She laughed and shook her head. “You literally just did.”

I grinned. “Now you see why I go to a head doctor?”

She picked up my other hand and tightened her grip. “How about you let go of all that old baggage and pretend we just met?” She let go of one of my hands and extended hers. “I’m Julia Farmer, a junior at Northwestern University, majoring in creative writing. It’s nice to meet you.”

I rolled my eyes. “Jules, it’s not —”

“Shake my hand, Matthew.” Her voice was stern, and I relented, giving her hand a weak shake.

“And you are?” she asked

“I’m Matt Knox, a known sex predator who lures twenty-year-old’s into his apartment for sweaty sex.” If she knew how close that statement was to the truth, she would’ve stood and walked out on me.

Instead, she burst out laughing and took my extended hand, folded it in hers, and laced our fingers together like lovers rekindling an old romance. “Who also happens to be a world-famous author.”

“I’m not world famous.”

“Whatever, Matt. Only famous people appear on talk shows. You’re a celebrity.”

Now it was my turn to laugh. “No wonder my writer’s block is gone. You do amazing things for my ego.”

She stared at me, her expression stern. “Do you agree to leave the past in the past and treat me like the grown woman I am today?”

“I’ll try,” I said. “How’s that?”

“I’ll take it.” She let go of one of my hands to pick up her coffee. “But I reserve the right to show up on your doorstep since you showed up on mine.”

That could be a major problem, but I wasn’t about to tell her no. “Fine, but I need to know something. Earlier you mentioned the word ‘we’ referring to your apartment. Who’s we?”

She grinned. “Are you jealous?”

My cheeks burned, and I averted my gaze. “Not jealous. Just curious.”

Julia laughed. “Don’t worry. I live with a sorority sister. Her name is Lea. I’ll introduce you. Maybe you’ll give her the time of day since you didn’t know her in middle school. She’s gorgeous.”

“Stop or I’ll send you down to the principal’s office.”

“That sounds kinky. Will you be there to watch?”

My face grew even hotter, and Julia laughed.

“You are so easy to tease. You should see your face. It’s bright red.”

Looking for a change of topic, I blurted out the first thing that came to mind. “How would you like to go to my brother’s house with me on Halloween?”

Julia raised an eyebrow. “As in us going out on a date?”

“As in you helping me to hand out candy at my brother’s house while Danny and Natalie take Megan around their neighborhood trick or treating.”

Julia’s eyes widened. “Natalie was pregnant the last time I saw her. She had a girl? Aww….” Her expression softened. “That’s so sweet. Of course, I’ll go with you.”

Was I crazy or insane? Did it matter? I just knew it felt good to have solid plans to see Julia again. We were discussing the future, and that was better than not having her in my life at all.

Picking Julia up at her apartment might be a problem, but Casey was literally never at home, so I doubted I would run into her. “I’ll pick you up at five on Halloween night.”

Julia squeezed my hand. “It’s a date.”
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I stepped off the elevator into the hallway leading to my apartment. After my second successful encounter with Julia, my mind was in overdrive, fixated on putting words down on the page.

But when I saw a familiar blonde sitting on the cold tile outside my apartment, those hopes fizzled.

Ember Adams, my Scarlett look-a-like, sat with her hands wrapped around her knees, gazing down the hallway at me expectantly. She wore slippers, pajama bottoms and an oversized yellow jacket pulled tight around her body.

I frowned and narrowed the distance between us until she was within earshot. “Hi Emmie. Is everything okay?”

Ember’s golden hair hung loose over her shoulders, with random hairs sticking out this way and that. Despite the hour approaching noon, she looked like she just rolled out of bed. I couldn’t remember a time I had seen her look anything but perfect. Even with disheveled hair, Ember’s pert nose, deep blue eyes, and smooth, golden complexion made her soul-crushingly beautiful.

Ember stood and faced me, her expression relieved. “I was worried you were out of town.”

I held up my phone. “Normally you call or text. Not that I mind. This is an awesome surprise. What happened? Did you fall out of bed?” And normally, it was after midnight when she texted, but I wasn’t about to remind her of that.

As I reached Ember, she fell into my arms and let out a wary sigh. “It’s a long story. Can I come in?”

“Tell me all your worries and all your woes.” I wrapped my arm around Ember’s shoulder, and she leaned against me while I unlocked the front door.

I let Ember into my apartment and shut the door behind us.

She wandered into my apartment and strolled over to the giant floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the Chicago skyline. “I’ve never seen this view during the day. You can practically see Michigan from here.”

“Technically, you’re looking toward Indiana,” I said as I crossed the room behind her and climbed onto a kitchen barstool. “So, what happened?” I set my phone and car keys down on the bar and waited for her to respond.

Ember stared out the window for a few seconds longer before she turned around to face me. “I woke up this morning with the electricity turned off. It turns out Dane never paid the fucking bill and ignored multiple disconnect notices. We got into a huge fight, and I stormed out.” As she spoke, her eyes flickered away as if avoiding direct eye contact.

Something told me there was a lot more to the story, but I decided not to push her. “Sorry, Em. You’re safe here.”

Ember let out a sigh of relief. “Thank God. I wasn’t sure how you would react.”

“Why is that? Because our relationship has been nocturnal?”

Ember laughed sweetly. “Exactly.”

I opened my arms wide. “Mi casa, su casa.”

Her shoulders eased, and she stepped closer, eyeing my closed laptop. “You’re working. Matt, I’m sorry. I should go.”

I waved her off. “I just came from the coffee shop. Have you eaten anything?” I started to get up and Ember stopped me. “Sit. You will not wait on me after I barged in, uninvited.” She crossed the apartment, entered the kitchen, and opened my refrigerator door.

I twisted around in my seat, gazing at her in the kitchen. “You know you can take off your jacket and stay a while.”

Ember frowned into my refrigerator. “What do you live on? Cold cuts and cheese?”

“I do a lot of carryout.”

She tucked an errant strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. “I’m cooking for you tonight. You need a proper meal.”

“Em, you don’t have to cook for me.”

She turned to me and closed the refrigerator door behind her. “You have plans for tonight, don’t you? I’m such an idiot.”

I laughed, pushed off the bar stool, and came around the counter before stepping up to her. “My calendar is open. You are under no obligation —”

She pressed her finger to my lips, cutting me off. “You know how much I love to cook. Let me do this for you.”

I nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

Ember peeled off her jacket and tossed it on my kitchen island, revealing a thin, pink nightshirt cut low in the front. Her nipples strained the thin material and her big braless tits jiggled beneath. She turned back to face me and frowned, staring up at my hair.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Ember inched closer until I felt the heat from her body radiant against my skin and the sweet scent of vanilla envelope me. She ran her fingers through my dark, shaggy mane and shook her head. “You need to let me cut your hair. It’s a mess.”

Ember was a hair stylist, and she wasn’t cheap. At twenty-one, she had already built a large clientele and she easily out-earned me. “I can’t afford what you charge.”

She rolled her eyes. “As if I would charge you.” She shook her head and narrowed her brow with dissatisfaction. “Wait right here.”

“What are you doing?”

Ignoring me, she grabbed the bar stool I had left moments earlier and dragged it into the kitchen. “Sit. I’m cutting your hair.”

I laughed and backed away from her. “No way.”

“You don’t trust me?” She looked slightly hurt.

“Baby, of course I trust you. I don’t want to put you out.” I had a hard time averting my gaze from her incredible rack, jiggling high and firm on her chest. Her nipples seemed to grow harder by the second.

She came around behind me and guided me into the chair. “Where are your scissors?”

“I don’t have any scissors,” I said.

Ember ignored me and found a pair of scissors buried among my butcher block of knives. “This will do.”

“Where did that come from?”

She came toward me with the scissors in hand. “Take your shirt off.”

“You’re really doing this?” I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it aside, leaving me shirtless.

Ember gazed at my chest and grinned wickedly as she bit her lower lip. “You are a fine piece of man meat.” She came around me, dragging her fingertip over one shoulder, behind my neck, and down the other.

“I feel so sexually objectified.” My voice oozed with sarcasm.

“Welcome to my world,” she said as she stopped behind me and ran her fingers through my hair. “Some days I think all guys want to do is stare down my top while I cut their hair.”

Her touch was electric, and my cock came alive, unfurling in my jeans while I her soft breasts pressed against my shoulders. “Guys and hormones make a deadly combination. Most of them are sexually frustrated.”

“One guy literally stared at my tits for thirty straight minutes. He didn’t even try to hide it.” Ember snipped a lock of my hair and worked behind me, cutting and trimming, while I stared straight ahead.

“Don’t kill me, but I stare at your breasts all the time,” I said. “I kind of have a thing for you.”

Ember laughed and smacked me playfully on the shoulder. “That’s different. You’re my guy.”

I was her guy? That was news to me. “Does Dane know I’m your guy?”

Ember came around to my side and continued trimming. “Dane is my roommate and an old friend. Nothing more. You know that.”

“I know that, but I’m not sure Dane knows that.”

Ember went silent, cutting and snipping as she came around to my other side and went to work.

“Sorry. Did I say something wrong?”

“I don’t want to talk about Dane. I’m still pissed at him.”

“For not paying the electric bill on time?”

“I think he’s doing steroids,” she said. “He’s becoming… possessive.”

“Uh, oh. That’s not good. What happened?”

She paused, stepped back, and eyed my haircut as if checking her work. “You look much better. We’re almost there.”

She clearly didn’t want to go into detail. From what she had told me of Dane, I knew they were childhood friends and current day roommates. He had turned into a physical fitness nut, entering cross fit competitions and had even lined up a sponsor or two. Ember was adamant that there was nothing going on between them. Even if there were, it wasn’t my business.

“I can’t wait to see the final unveiling.”

Then she came around to the front of me and stood between my parted legs. She gazed down at the bulge in my jeans, and the corner of her mouth turned up in a smile. “You aren’t that different from my other male customers.”

Her tits appeared before me, firm yet bouncy. Her areolas had teamed up with her nipples to form an erotic indentation in the thin cotton nightshirt. I reached out and slid my hand over her hips, drawing her forward while I cupped her firm, heart-shaped ass. “I bet your male clients don’t get to do this.”

Ember giggled and came forward, wrapping her arms around my neck while she leaned in for a ripe, wet kiss on the lips. “They do if they want a pair of scissors to the eye.”

I raised an eyebrow and squeezed her ass. “Am I in danger?”

She giggled again and kissed me softly, gazing into my eyes with a sudden intensity. “You’re in danger of a bad haircut if you don’t let me even out the front.”

“I can’t promise my hands won’t wander.”

Ember came away from me, standing between my parted legs. “I would be worried if your hands didn’t roam. I love it when you touch me.” She fluffed the front of my hair and went to work snipping and cutting while her tits jiggled inches from my face.

My cock throbbed in my jeans, and I couldn’t help myself. I slid my hands inside her night shirt and cupped her big beautiful tits, squeezing her warm, soft flesh while I tweaked her rubbery nipples.

Ember focused on her work, ignoring my groping hands. She snipped my sideburns and the warm breath from her nostrils washed over my face.

My cock pulsed, hard as rock and aching for release. I released her tits and slid my hands around to her back and down, dipping my fingers inside her pajama bottoms, cupping her supple ass in my hands. “I’m not sure I could get away with this in the salon.”

Ember trimmed my eyebrows and smiled sweetly. “If you came in after hours, I would fuck you in my chair.”

My stomach swirled, and my head buzzed with her sweet scent. I couldn’t take much more. I grabbed the waistband of her pajama bottoms and pushed them down over her hourglass hips.

They fell in a heap around her ankles and Ember stepped out of them, as if it were an ordinary occurrence. “It’s a good thing I’m done with your haircut.” She set aside the scissors and ran her hands over my shoulders. “But you really need a good shampooing to finish the cut.”

I ran my hands over her hips and drew my fingertips over her flat tummy, leaving them just short of her pussy. “What happened to the full service treatment? I’ll need my stylist to come into the shower with me to verify the proper technique.”

Ember ran her fingers up the back of my neck and kissed me again. This time, our tongues swirled together before she let out a soft moan. “It’s like you’re reading my mind.”

I picked up the bottom of her nightshirt and drew it over her head, leaving her standing between my legs, completely naked.

As she lowered her arms, her big natural tits jiggled and bounced. Ember’s body came straight off the male fantasy wish list. She had flat, pink, quarter-sized areolas with thick nipples that capped her perfectly round breasts. She gazed into my eyes, studied my face for several long seconds and seemed on the verge of saying something, but didn’t. Instead, she stepped back, taking my hand in hers. “Come on, baby. Let’s get this excess hair off you.”

Ember led me to my bedroom and into the bathroom, where she unbuttoned my pants and peeled them off until my glistening, rock-hard cock bounced into view.

I stepped into the shower and started the water to heat before stepping back out again and pulling Ember into my arms. I leaned in for a kiss and her hard nipples raked the soft skin just above my stomach. “Is this what’s referred to as an afternoon delight?”

Ember reached down with one hand and squeezed my cock. “I think so, but this one might stretch into the evening. Let’s count it, anyway.”

“Why stop there? Morning sex is the best sex.” I kissed her tenderly and dragged my fingers down her spine.

Her eyes widened with surprise. “Are you asking me for a sleepover?”

The more I spoke with Julia, the wider my heart opened. It was like I was twenty-years-old all over again. “Forgive me for taking so long to figure out the obvious.”

Her eyes seemed to melt before me. “You don’t know how glad I am to hear you say that.”

Steam billowed from the open shower door, and I slid my hand down Ember’s arm before lacing my fingers in hers. I glanced at the big mirror over my sink and grinned. My cut was nice and tight, and the style suited me perfectly. “Wow. You’re hired.”

“I’m glad you like it.” She gazed into the mirror and smiled as she fondled my monster cock. “I’m very good at my job. It’s sad that it took you this long to figure it out.” She pulled me by the hand and led me into my giant shower, big enough for at least five or even six.

The hot water washed over Ember, soaking her hair and cascading over her perfect body.

I stepped in behind her, pressing in tight as my cock slid over her wet ass, nestling in her tight little crack. The hot water hit my skin, instantly sending waves of relaxation rolling across my body. I reached around Ember, and cupped her big tits in my hands, kneading her buttery soft flesh as my cock pulsed, throbbing against her supple ass. “Baby, I don’t have protection.”

Ember turned around to face me, leveling me with her innocent blue eyes. “I’m on the pill.” She rested her hands against my chest, then curled her arms around my waist before hugging me tight and letting out a contented sigh. “Matt, can I tell you something?”

I folded my arms around her, drawing her in tight and savoring the feeling of her big soft tits mashed against my midsection. “What’s on your mind, baby?”

“I’m not with anyone else,” she said as the water hissed, and the steam billowed around us. “I just wanted you to know.”

What should I say to that? I had been active with both Sadie and Casey during the past week alone. I couldn’t lie to her, but I didn’t want her thinking she was one of a long line of women I had one-night stands with. My sexual history spanned four women, and she was one of them. I genuinely cared for her, with my feelings growing stronger by the week. My sex life was already complicated, and it was growing more so by the hour. God help me if I couldn’t keep Julia parked in the friend zone.

Searching for something to say in response, I opted for the truth. “Emmie, I have tickets to the Maroon 5 show next week. Let’s say we make a whole day of it?”

Ember lifted her head up and gazed at me. “You’re asking me out on a proper date?”

Beads of water danced off her perfect face, and a slight smile turned her lips up. “A proper date for a proper lady. I know you’re crazy for Adam Levine. What do you say?” I leaned down and kissed her plump pink lips.

Her smile touched her blue eyes. “I say, what time are you picking me up?”

I grabbed the body soap from the rack and squeezed a dollop on my hand. “The show is on Tuesday. I’ll pick you up at three. Pack an overnight bag.” I lathered up her shoulders, washed her back before playfully smacking her ass with a soapy hand.

Ember giggled and held out her palm. “Soap please.”

I squeezed a glob onto her palm, and she grinned, working the soap between her palms before she grabbed my cock and balls, slathering the slippery substance over every inch.

Ember slowly stroked my cock as she gazed up at me, her blue eyes sparkling somewhere between love and lust. “How does that feel, baby?”

“Incredible.” My cock throbbed, pulsing inside her tight, slippery grip. I scooped up her tits, lathering them with the white suds, kneading her warm flesh between my open fingers. “Eat your heart out, Dane.”

Ember giggled, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me. “I like where this shower’s heading.” She circled my knob with her fingers, squeezing it softly as she rubbed her thumb gently over my glans.

I released Ember’s tit, ran my palm over her flat tummy before nestling my middle finger in the soft folds of her slippery pink pussy lips. I worked my finger up and down her slit, eliciting soft moans from the spectacular blonde beauty.

Her blue eyes turned heavy with lust, and she parted her lips before letting out a tender moan. She edged her hips forward and backward as she stroked my cock with a firm but tender touch.

My cock ached with a need to slide deep inside her and I worked my hips forward and backward, sliding my cock in and out of her clenched fingers. I pried apart Ember’s pussy and found her clit, swirling my fingers over her tiny pink nubbin.

Ember let out a loud moan, and her legs quivered beneath her. She gazed up at me with her eyes half closed, panting as she stroked me faster. “Baby, put it inside me.” She released my cock and turned around to face the shower wall, presenting me with her perfect ass and slippery pink pussy. Her big soapy tits jiggled from side to side beneath her chest and her long golden hair stretched down her back, hugging the fluid contours of her spine.

She was the prototypical blonde goddess, with big soft tits, blue eyes, and faint tan lines where her summer bikini lines had all but faded. I was one lucky bastard.

I stepped forward, grabbed my cock, and guided my tip between her parted legs. When my slippery knob brushed against her hot slippery pink, a buzz of electric sex crisscrossed my body. My legs shook and my breaths came in short, fast bursts. Even after fucking Ember too many times to count, every time felt like the first time.

Ember braced herself against the shower wall and peered over her shoulder at me. Her mouth hung open, and she licked her lips, bracing for the pounding to come.

Emmie loved taking a ride to pound town, and I meant to wreck her slippery, tight pussy. I lined my cock up with her hot, tight honey hole and thrust forward, bottoming out with a powerful grunt.

“Yes!” Ember cried out. She arched her back and widened her stance. “That’s it, baby. Pound me.”

Her pussy clamped down on my cock, squeezing me tight while a wash of adrenaline flooded my body. She was incredibly tight, and her warm pussy enveloped my manhood, pulsing and undulating as I savored the sensation of my cock deep inside her. I grabbed hold of Emmie’s hips and gave her ass a hard swat, five-starring her ass with a light red handprint.

She groaned and her pussy flexed, squeezing my cock as she balled her hands into fists and bit her lower lip, groaning loud enough to hear two apartments over.

I pulled my cock out of her pussy until my tip appeared, wrapped in a tight sheen of her glistening pink lips. “Say it.” My voice came out commanding just the way she liked it.

“Please, fuck me, baby.” Her words came out breathy and hot. “Take what’s yours.”

I thrust forward with another hard grunt. Her tits jiggled and her ass shook as the water washed away the soap suds, leaving her skin glistening under the shower lights. Emmie’s pussy squeezed my manhood so tight the urge to come welled up inside me, and my head flashed a warning.

Ember ground her hips in tight clockwise circles, grinding my cock as her moans intensified.

The urge to come faded, and I lit into her, hammering her hard and fast as I smacked her ass again.

Ember’s body shook and her legs trembled as she let out a deep groan. During our hook-ups, she came hard, and she came often, sometimes two or three times during a single session. Sometimes she came, and I wasn’t even aware until she told me after.

Relentlessly, I pounded her, assaulting her pussy with deep, hot piston strokes. As our moans and grunts echoed inside my cavernous shower stall, the water hissed, and steam billowed. My thighs clapped Emmie’s tight ass, spraying gouts of water and suds sideways.

Ember hung on, trying to speak but the words came out breathless and garbled. She pushed herself off the tile and angled her body upward with her back near my chest. The angle allowed me to rail her but gave me free access to her tits and, more importantly, her clit.

I rammed Ember, harder and faster, pile-driving her pussy as the friction built on my cock. Her pussy pulsed around my manhood in short, rhythmic bursts and her body was in a near constant state of trembling. I cupped one of her big creamy tits in one hand, tweaking her nipple as she arched her back and bounced off my cock.

“Baby, baby, baby,” she repeated as my deep thrusts caused her voice to skip.

I slid my free hand over her flat, washboard stomach, and lower, gliding my fingers past her bikini line until I found her soft pussy and sweet, honey clit. I pressed my mouth against her ear and breathed in her vanilla scent before I spoke. “Come for me, Emmie.” I swirled my thumb over her clit in tight counterclockwise strokes as I continued rhythmically pounding her pussy from behind.

She wailed with orgasmic bliss as her legs buckled so hard, I thought she might collapse. Her pussy squeezed my cock in rapid fire micro-bursts as a major orgasm left her gasping for breath.

I hooked my arm around Ember’s waist to keep her from falling as the heat from her tight pussy overcame me. My head swam and my instincts screamed to fill her with my seed. In that moment, I didn’t care if I impregnated her. I just wanted to make her mine.

My balls tightened, and the dam broke. I nuzzled in behind her ear and grunted, coming hard, pumping thick ropes of red-hot jizz deep inside her womb. I came so hard, the world tilted sideways.

I pumped my hips, spurting repeatedly as I slipped her earlobe between my lips and unloaded.

Ember rocked her hips, pumping my cock, draining my balls as she turned her head and found my mouth. Our tongues swirled and the taste of sweet cinnamon filled my mouth, making me want her more than I ever had. Casey or no Casey, I couldn’t give up Ember. Never. Ever. Even with Julia back in my life, visions of a broken-hearted Ember left me feeling empty with imaginary loss.

I deepened the kiss, opening my mouth wide as I used my tongue to explore the interior of her mouth all the while draining the last of my seed inside her.

We stood under the water, kissing, and touching, freely exploring each other’s body until our skin pruned, forcing us to finish showering.

Afterward, we dried off, and I gave Ember one of my white undershirts and a pair of boxer shorts to wear. I threw on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt while Emmie turned on the TV in my bedroom.

With the clock reading only 3 p.m., we stretched out on my bed, and Ember curled up in my arms while we watched a romantic comedy she picked out. I spent most of the movie running my hands over her lush body, and she soaked it all in, obliging my teenage curiosity.

As the end credits rolled, Ember turned onto her stomach and gazed up at me. She stretched out sideways across the bed and kicked her feet up, staring at me like she wanted to talk. “Matt, can I tell you something without you getting mad?”

I gazed into her perfect face and couldn’t imagine anything she might say that would make me angry. “Sure, baby. I won’t get mad.”

She picked up my hand and lowered her gaze, tracing the outlines on my palms while she spoke. “I wasn’t entirely honest with you this morning.”

I had figured as much. It seemed she was finally ready to talk. “Oh? About what?”

“My electricity didn’t go out this morning, but Dane and I got into a massive fight.” She glanced up and me and away again. “Do you remember when I told you he was becoming possessive?”

“Yeah.” Now I was concerned. “Emmie, did Dane hurt you?”

Her eyes widened, and she stared up at me. “No. It’s nothing like that.”

“Okay. I’m listening.”

“This morning Dane made this big breakfast for me. I thought it was really sweet, and when we sat down to eat, he poured his heart out to me.”

My stomach sank. Was I dealing with another Sadie situation? The thought of losing Ember made my soul ache which made me question how deep my feelings ran. Did I love her? The answer was yes, and I didn’t have to think very hard about it. But then again if she had reciprocated Dane’s advance, why would she have showed up on my doorstep? “Why am I not surprised?”

She offered me a queasy smile. “Dane said that you were trying to manipulate me and that I shouldn’t trust you. He said that he and I belonged together. That we had a long history, and it was time we took our relationship to the next level.”

“I bet he did. What did you tell him?”

“I told him I didn’t have those kinds of feelings for him.” She continued nervously playing with my hand, lacing her fingers in mine and back out again. “He argued with me and said that you were blinding me to my true feelings. He said that I belonged with him and not some old guy.”

I winced. “Ouch.”

She squeezed my hand reassuringly. “I don’t feel that way at all. You are a kind, sensitive, loving partner. You’re a real man and you are definitely not old. Dane has turned into a giant asshole.”

My guilt came at me like a buzz saw. I couldn’t continue to have sex with Ember without telling her the truth. She had clearly fallen in love with me. “Thank you, baby. The feeling is mutual.”

She smiled sweetly, took a deep breath, and continued. “Anyway, we got into a huge fight. I told him he was crazy to say that about you. Then I told him I didn’t have romantic feelings for him, and I thought the steroids were changing who he was and not for the better.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “That must have gone over like a lead balloon.”

“Pretty much. He was livid. He started throwing things, and I was worried he was going to tear the place apart. Finally, I got him to calm down.”

“You should have left and come straight here. He sounds unhinged.”

“I told him he needed to move out.”

“Oh, wow. It really escalated.”

“Yeah. After he calmed down, he told me I had to follow my heart. To which I agreed. That’s when I got up and left.”

“And you came here.”

“Yes.” She held my gaze for several long seconds as her eyes glimmered with moisture. “Matt, I’m in love with you. I’ve been in love with you since the first time I met you. I need to know if you feel the same way about me or if you could ever feel the same way about me.”

There it was. The fork in the road. The easy out was to tell her no, turn her away, and focus on my writing. After all, my writing block had lifted, and I had Julia back in my life. Even if Julia remained nothing more than a friend, my life could progress. I could finish the screenplay and start on a new book. I already had half a dozen ideas worthy of a full novel.

Traveling that same road with Ember, Casey and even Sadie was far harder than traveling it alone or even one on one with Julia. But I owed Emmie the truth. The whole truth. Then she could decide.

I held her gaze, squeezed her hands, and kissed her softly on the lips. “Ember Adams, I love you too.”

Tears blossomed in her eyes, and a giant grin crisscrossed her face. “You do?”

“But, before you go all in on us, there are things you need to understand about my life. You aren’t the only one with secrets.”

Ember sat up on my bed and crossed her legs as her expression grew worried. “But you love me, right?”

“I do, but you need to hear me out. Then you can decide if you want to stay with me. Okay?”

“You’re scaring me.”

“I’ve been with four women in my life. You are one of those four women.”

She smiled hopefully. “That’s good.”

“I don’t do one-night stands, but you aren’t the only women I’m seeing.”

Her smile faded, but she remained hopeful. “We were never exclusive. I get it.”

“I was seeing two other women beside you. Now there’s only one. But my feelings for her run just as deep as they do for you.”

“Oh.” She lowered her gaze but didn’t blow her top. “Who are they?”

“The one who left me is Sadie. She recently got engaged to her boyfriend and called it off with me. The other is Casey. She’s your age and is pre-med at Northwestern.”

“Where does this leave us?” she asked.

“Before I answer that, you deserve to know everything including what led to my divorce. If you still want to be with me after I tell you, we can talk about our path forward.”

Ember nodded, but she still wasn’t angry with me. I had underestimated her resilience. But then again, anyone open to a friend’s-with-benefits relationship had to have an open mind.

I dove into my past, explaining Julia, Taylor, and Scarlett. As much as it pained me, I told her about her physical similarity to Scarlett and even showed her pictures for proof. Throughout the telling, I expected her to get up and walk out on me, but she kept an open mind. She asked detailed questions about Cindy and our marriage. She asked when we got married and why. The telling was cathartic. The more I told her, the more I healed. Other than Dr. parker, Ember was was the only person who knew everything. That made me feel even closer to her. I told her all about Julia, my writer’s block, and how it finally lifted. At the end, I told her about how I had spent the previous night with Casey and had bagels with Julia that very morning.

By the time I finished, the sun had long since set, and the Chicago skyline twinkled through my bedroom window behind us.

“Do Casey, Sadie, or Julia know this story?” she asked me.

“No. You’re the only one who knows everything. I reasoned that if our relationship was just about sex, I didn’t owe you the full truth. We aren’t just about sex anymore, and if you don’t want to see me again, I understand.”

She was quiet for a long time before she spoke. “We’re family.” She looked up at me. Her eyes were warm and inviting.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that you’ve loved six women in your life. Your ex-wife isn’t one of them. I feel a kind of kinship with these other women who I’ve never even met. It’s like we are in this ultra-exclusive club that will never expand or shrink. If I leave you, will you find another Scarlett? Be honest.”

“No,” I said without hesitation. “The idea was stupid to begin with, but it led me to you. So, for that, I’m grateful, but I’m not interested in finding a new Ember.”

Ember smiled. “You’re building a shadow harem.”

I frowned. “That sounds more than a little creepy.”

Then she laughed, which was the sweetest song I ever heard. “Can I meet them?”

“Who? Casey?”

“And Julia. Or even Sadie if she comes back into the picture.”

“You really want to meet them?”

“If I’m sharing my man with them, then I want to get to know them. Maybe we can have a threesome or even a foursome. I’m into girls too, you know.” She raised an eyebrow and my jaw dropped.

“You’re serious right now?”

Ember laughed again and fell forward onto my chest before giving me a big, wet kiss. “No man has ever been this honest with me before. Like I said, the thought of you and I playing with a group of beautiful women all who you happen to love, makes me extremely wet.”

“Baby, I’m not with Julia, Taylor, or Scarlett, and I never will be.”

Her eyes twinkled. “Never say never. Now, when do we get to tell Casey?”
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On the morning of Halloween, I strolled into Dr. Parker’s office and shared the good news — my writer’s block was gone. As I told her the story of running into Julia, what started out as a smile on the therapist’s face faded, soured then turned mildly hostile.

“You’re telling me that Ember agreed to this arrangement?” Dr. Parker stared at me, her expression skeptical. With one long, silky legged draped over the other, Dr. Parker tapped her pen on her notebook and waited patiently for me to answer.

I had spent most of my session bringing her up to speed on the major developments, including my acceptance of the teaching job at Northwestern, my run-ins with Julia, and my developing relationship with Casey and Ember.

“She more than agreed. She’s wildly enthusiastic about it,” I said. “She told me that the only family she had was Dane and this was her chance at a whole new life.”

“Is Ember moving in with you?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Put on the brakes, doc. No. She’s not moving in with me. She kicked Dane to the curb. It turns out, he’s basically been freeloading off Ember, anyway.”

“And you plan to pursue Casey?” Dr. Parker adjusted her glasses, which I recognized as a sure sign of her annoyance with me.

“Absolutely,” I said. “But Casey hasn’t officially called things off with her boyfriend, so that’s a little messier than the Ember situation.”

“What happens when Sadie re-enters your life? What she has with her fiancé won’t last.”

I shrugged. “I’ll clear it with Ember, but we’ll likely bring her into the family.”

“That’s what you’re calling this? A family?” She tapped her pen even more rapidly and aggressively adjusted her glasses.

I sank bank into the fat cushions on Dr. Parker’s big comfy couch. “Do I sense some hostility?”

“I’m more annoyed than hostile. You finally worked through your writer’s block only to sabotage yourself by entering into a polygamous relationship.”

“Right now, it’s just me and Emmie. Casey may not want any part of it.”

“What happens if Julia finds out? Are you prepared to lose her over this revelation? She may not be as forgiving as Ember. You are on perilous ground, Matt. If your actions result in breaking Julia’s heart a second time, your writer’s block could come back with a vengeance. You realize that the block resulted from your unresolved guilty feelings toward Julia, right?”

“Julia and I are just friends. If Casey isn’t interested in this lifestyle, then I’ll go it alone with Ember. She’s more than enough woman for one man.”

Dr. Parker scribbled furiously on her notepad, and I caught her rolling her eyes.

“Maybe we should call it a day?” I asked, growing more uneasy by the second.

Dr. Parker took off her glasses, leaned forward and peered at me out of her big beautiful brown eyes. “Matt, I don’t normally do this, but since this is our last session, I’ll give you some advice.”

“It’s our last session?”

Ignoring me, Dr. Parker set aside her notebook and clasped her hands together. “Date Ember. Break up with Casey and tell Julia everything before she’s in too deep.”

I stared at her and blinked. I wasn’t used to such open hostility, especially coming from my therapist. “I don’t want to break up with Casey.”

“Polygamous relationships almost never work out. Not even in the state of Utah. They are overwhelming for everyone involved. Do yourself a favor and spare these poor women the heartache.”

“Are you firing me as a client?” I asked, not wanting to dissect the contents of her diatribe.

“Nope.” She stood. “Your writer’s block is gone. That’s why you hired me. When it comes back, I’ll be happy to recommend another therapist.”

“If it comes back, you mean.”

She shot me a withering look but didn’t expand on her answer. “Good luck, Mr. Knox.” She extended her hand. “You’re going to need it.”
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After the disastrous session with Dr. Parker, I met Ember at her salon to take her to lunch. It was my first visit, and she made a big deal of introducing me to all her friends. She latched onto my hand the entire time, and I had to admit it felt good to have her as more than a booty call. At lunch, I filled her in on my plans for Halloween, which centered around taking Julia to my brother’s house.

“Matt, I know I said I’m okay with the whole harem thing, but I have to admit, I’m a little jealous. When do I get to meet your brother?” Ember asked me over her lunch of a microscopic salad.

Maybe Dr. Parker was right. This way of life was easier said than done. “I made these plans before you and I were you and me. My feelings for you haven’t changed. Why don’t you come over to my apartment later this evening? When I get home, we can drink a bottle of wine, watch a movie, and see where the rest of the night takes us.”

Ember grinned. “I like that idea. And if you want to bring Julia back with you, I’d love to meet her.”

“I don’t think Julia’s ready for that. Besides, I told you that Julia and I are just friends.”

Ember rolled her eyes, then laughed. “I predict you’ll have her in bed within a week.”

“Not a chance.”

“Okay. Whatever you say, my handsome man.” She smiled at me seductively and skewered a giant salad leaf with her fork.

“You know that whether it’s Casey, Julia, or Sadie, nothing between us has changed. I love you and that’s that.”

Emmie leaned forward, and her tits bulged inside her low-cut top, revealing the thin edge of a black silk bra just below her blinding cleavage. “Say it again.”

“I love you. Happy?”

“Very.” She leaned across the table, giving me an unobstructed view of her bra-encased tits, and kissed me smack on the lips. “I love you too. Prepare to have your world rocked later tonight.”

If that’s the outfit she wore to cut hair, then it was no wonder her male clients couldn’t take their eyes off her chest. “What’s the latest with Dane?”

Ember sat back in her chair and frowned. “He won’t leave me alone. He keeps texting me and calling me. I’m over it.”

“Do you want me to talk to him?”

She squeezed my hand. “Not yet, baby. But if it gets bad enough, you might have to step in.”

After lunch, I got in a few hours of writing before it was time to pick up Julia from her apartment. Keeping my eyes peeled for Casey, I pulled up outside her apartment before sending Julia a text.

Me: I’m here. You can’t miss me. I’m double parked out front.

Julia responded seconds later that she was on her way, and moments later, she appeared, carrying a windbreaker in one hand, bounding down the steps two at a time. She was all dolled up, wearing a pair of faded, skin-tight jeans and a form-fitting black top that showed a thin sliver of her pale tummy where the top ended an inch above her waistline. The neckline dipped low enough to show a hint of her snow-white cleavage, but not inappropriately low. Her silky brown hair flowed over her shoulders with big looping curls, giving the style plenty of oomph. Her makeup was done to perfection, highlighting an already exquisite face with just the right amount to quicken my pulse.

Julia came toward the car wearing smile fit to crush a man’s soul. She gave me a little wave and when she stepped down onto the street, her tits jiggled slightly. She moved with the ease of a dancer and oozed sexuality from every one of her exquisite pores. The past three years had ripened her into a truly succulent fruit, ripe on the vine and ready to be plucked.

My jaw dropped and my cheeks warmed under a deluge of pure adrenaline. She was every penny of an entire dime, perfect in every way, both inside and out. Old feelings flooded back and as she reached for the passenger door, my breath caught in my throat. I was in some seriously deep shit. How didn’t she have a string of guys lined up around the block? Then again, maybe she did. When I ran into her yesterday morning outside her apartment, she was coming from somewhere. Wherever it was, she had clearly spent the night.

She opened the door and popped into the passenger seat, flashing me a white, toothy smile. “Hey there, handsome.” She pulled her seatbelt on and turned slightly to face me.

The fragrant scent of summer flowers washed over me, unleashing a fleet of butterflies in my stomach. I gawked at Julia, searching for something to say, but I drew a blank. I couldn’t believe this was the same little girl who I used to watch play soccer on Saturday mornings.

Julia laughed. “You should see your face.”

Suddenly aware of my slackened jaw, I clamped my mouth shut and tried like hell to hold her eye without looking away. “Wow. I uh….” I licked the dryness from my lips. “That is, I mean, you look….” I shook my head and smiled. “Horrible.”

Julia burst out laughing and I grinned, finally letting my lungs deflate.

“You are quite the charmer,” she said. “A silver-tongued player.”

“Right.” I exhaled slowly. “When did this happen?”

She furrowed her brow. “What?”

“You’re a grown woman.”

Then she surprised me. Julia leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek before she whispered in my ear. “It’s about time you noticed.”

My legs turned to mush, and my body seemed to melt into my leather upholstery. The scent of wildflowers grew stronger, and my head buzzed with nearly overpowering desire. It took every ounce of willpower I had not to kiss her.

Julia sat back in her seat and waited for me to speak.

I cleared my throat as I struggled to regain my footing. “Well… I’ve got eyes. Does your boyfriend know you’re with me?”

Her eyes widened slightly, then she furrowed her brow. “My ex-boyfriend doesn’t need to know where I am or who I’m with.” She hung on the word ex, pausing as if to make her relationship status crystal clear.

“When I saw you yesterday morning, I assumed you spent the night somewhere.”

Julia laughed. “Most of us spend the night somewhere every night.”

My cheeks flushed hot. “I meant —”

“I know what you meant,” she said. “I crashed on the couch at my friend’s apartment. That friend being my sorority sister, Nicole. We went out, had a few drinks, and I didn’t feel like coming home. Why do you ask? Are you jealous?” Her tone was teasing, and she leveled me with her pale blue eyes.

“Jealous? No. I mean… what you do is your business.”

“Whatever.”

Julia’s sheepish grin informed me she wasn’t buying what I was selling. To her credit, I wasn’t exactly a master manipulator. I wore my emotions on my sleeve, which was simultaneously endearing to potential mates and annoying to me personally.

“You ready to hand out some candy? With you looking like that, I might have to throw cold water on a few of the neighborhood dads.”

Julia laughed and edged closer. “Tonight, I’m all yours.”

At her turn of phrase, my stomach flipped. I turned the wheel and pulled out of the parking space before zipping ahead and setting a course for the Chicago suburbs.

“I can’t believe you’re in my car, sitting next to me,” I said as I turned right and headed for the freeway.

“It’s surreal. That’s for sure.” She stared over at me with her hands resting comfortably in her lap. “But I’m glad it’s finally happening. I knew you couldn’t avoid me forever.”

During our drive west, we filled in the gaps of the last three years, but I steered clear of any mention of what Ember called my shadow harem. Thankfully, Julia didn’t ask about my relationship status. But it didn’t take a genius to read between the lines. I wore no ring, and I had invited her to my brother’s place. If that didn’t scream single, I didn’t know what did.

Thirty minutes later, we pulled into my brother’s neighborhood, where eager kids were already playing outside wearing bright Halloween costumes.

Julia turned to gaze out the window. “Aww… look at how sweet they are.”

“I see you haven’t lost your love of children.” I turned onto my brother’s street and slowed the car to a crawl.

She gazed back over her shoulder at me. “I want at least three kids.” She paused and gazed into my eyes as if waiting for confirmation, either spoken or unspoken.

“The more the better. I couldn’t convince Cindy to start a family. Looking back, maybe it was better that I didn’t.”

“No offense, but Cindy was a raging bitch.”

I laughed and Julia smiled.

“Try living with her,” I said as I pulled the car into my brother’s driveway.

My brother and his wife Natalie lived out the American dream inside their two-story suburban home. It was a dream I had tried and failed to achieve, all because of my bad choices.

“I haven’t seen Danny in forever,” she said as I killed the engine.

“He’ll be surprised to see you,” I said as I pocketed the keys and pushed open the door.

Julia followed me out. “He doesn’t know I’m coming?”

It was my turn to give her a sheepish smile. “I wanted to see the look on his face when I rolled in with you.”

“You are so mean.” But she laughed anyway and when she came in beside me, she hooked her pinky finger around mine.

The gesture was subtle, but very intentional. I should have moved my hand away, but my heart had other ideas. Instead, I hooked her finger back and led her up the sidewalk to Dan’s front door.

When I went to ring the doorbell, I dropped Julia’s hand and stepped back, waiting for Dan or Natalie to answer. The last thing I needed was for them to get the wrong impression about Julia and me.

The door opened. My brother Dan smiled back at me and opened the door wide. “Welcome. You didn’t tell me you brought company. I would’ve worn my good shirt.”

I laughed nervously and stepped inside while Julia followed closed behind.

Clearly, Dan hadn’t put two and two together. Then he rested his gaze on Julia. He took a hard look at her, and his eyes flared out. “Jules? Is that you?”

Julia smiled and gave Dan a little wave. “Hi, Danny.” Nervously, she shifted her weight from one foot to the next. “For a second, I thought maybe you didn’t remember me.”

My brother laughed and shook his head. “You’ve grown up.” He opened his arms and pulled Julia into a big bear hug.

Julia squeezed him tight and gave me a sideways smile, her eyes twinkling.

“Matt, is that you?” Natalie’s voice carried in from the kitchen. “Come here and say hi to your niece. She wants to show you her costume.”

Dan released Julia and shot me a bug-eyed stare over her shoulder that looked anything but happy.

“I heard you had a daughter,” Julia said. “I can’t wait to meet her.”

“Come on in, you two,” Dan said, waving us into the house. “Megan is very proud of her costume.”

When we entered the kitchen, Natalie eyed Julia and froze, standing stiffly near the refrigerator, holding my niece Megan in her arms.

“Nat, you remember Julia?” Dan eyed his wife nervously.

Natalie snapped out of her trance and forced a laugh. “Of course. I’m just surprised to see you.” She glanced and me and then back at Julia as she fought to contain what was clearly a struggle between social propriety and outrage.

Megan cooed when she saw me and stretched her little arms in my direction. She wore a ladybug costume and gave me a toothy grin. “Uncle Matt. I’m a ladybug.” She smiled proudly.

I scooped her up and held her high in the air. “Ladybugs can fly.” I zipped her around the kitchen, and Megan squealed with delight.

Julia looked on, her eyes brimming with joy. Then she turned to Natalie and my brother, who stood side-by-side looking on with genuine happiness. “I know now that Matt’s invitation caught you by surprise, but thank you for having me all the same.” Tears welled in her eyes. “I missed you both more than you could ever know.”

“Hey, it’s water under the bridge,” Natalie said as she put her arm around Julia. “You did Matt a big favor.”

I nestled Megan in the crook of my arm and turned around to face them. “I’ll say she did. My writer’s block is gone.”

My brother’s eyes went wide, and he laughed, crossing the kitchen to pull me into a hug. “That’s terrific. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“It happened two days ago. I ran into Julia in a creative writing class I’m teaching. We talked, then poof, no more writer’s block.”

Nat’s jaw dropped. “You’re teaching too?”

“Only one class,” Julia said. “He stepped in as a favor to the dean.”

Natalie nodded. “Ah. Makes sense.” She eyed Julia up and down. “You are absolutely gorgeous. Are you still cheerleading?”

“For one more year,” she said. “After that, I’m hanging up my pom-poms for good.”

Dan turned around to face Julia. “Is there a special someone in your life?”

I shot my brother a dirty sideways glance. “Boy, you don’t pull any punches, do you?”

Julia laughed and shook her head. “There was someone, but he wasn’t all that special. It ended a while ago. Now, I’m a free agent.”

Danny glanced between Julia and me as his eyes betrayed the mental wheels spinning in his head. “So, you two aren’t….”

“No,” I said, somewhat emphatically, causing Julia to frown a little. “We’re just friends. Right, Jules?”

She smiled at me, but her eyes were flat with disappointment. “Right.”

Dan let out a breath. “Good.”

That annoyed me. “Why is that good?”

Julia folded her arms over her chest and gave me an approving nod.

My brother’s eyes showed panic, and Natalie jumped in to save him.

“I think he just means that given the family history between you two, an attachment might dredge up hard feelings.”

Megan played with my ears while I frowned at Nat. “Whose hard feelings? Jules and I talked it out. I’m divorced, so I don’t care what Cindy thinks anymore.”

“Ty and Tanya,” Dan said. “Especially Ty. He was a real ball buster about the whole thing. Don’t tell me you forgot. Then there’s Scarlett and Taylor’s families. Need I go on?”

Ty was Julia’s stepdad and a raging asshole. Tanya, Julia’s mother, was a doormat. “I —”

But Julia cut me off. “As for Taylor and Scarlett, Matt has no relationship with them, so I don’t see the problem. As for my family, I’m a grown adult and I make my own decisions.” She turned to me, her eyes brimming with love. “The entire time I’ve known Matt, he’s treated me with nothing but kindness and respect. He was made to feel like he did something wrong.” She turned back to Nat and Dan. “He did nothing wrong. I’m your brother’s biggest advocate and probably his biggest fan. Don’t worry about Ty and Tanya. I can manage them. But I’m done compromising my friendships.”

The room went silent, and my brother let out a held breath. “All right then. So long as you two know what you’re doing.”

Natalie stepped up to Julia and pulled her into a long, sincere hug. “I missed you.” Her voice cracked and Julia held her tight.

“I promise everything will be fine.”

After that, the mood shifted. Dan and Nat broke out the wine and turned chatty, engaging us in lively conversation. We practically had to force them out the door to take Megan trick-or-treating. Jules and I spent the rest of the evening handing out candy and making playful banter with the hoard of neighborhood kids. A hundred kids came and went before the two of us stole a moment alone in the kitchen.

We stood by the kitchen island, eating miniature candy bars, sipping wine, and chatting.

I climbed onto a high-backed kitchen stool facing the island and swiveled the chair around to face Julia. “More wine?” I asked, holding out the bottle.

“Maybe just a little more.” She pushed out her glass and sighed contentedly. “I love this.” Her blue eyes pierced a hole straight through to my soul. “It feels like no time has passed at all.”

“Me too. I missed you.” I held up my glass. “To reunions and second chances.”

Julia smiled, and we clinked glasses. She inched forward until she stood between my parted legs. “Do you ever think about us?” She set down her wineglass and picked up my hand. “There hasn’t been a day that’s gone by that I haven’t thought about you.”

We were treading on thin ice, and my hopes of maintaining a platonic friendship were fading fast. “You’re the first person I think of in the morning and the last face I envision before I drift off to sleep. It’s been that way every day for three years. Does that answer your question?”

Her blue eyes simmered with a glossy sheen of tears, and she smiled sweetly. “Do you think we can just be friends?” she laced her fingers in mine, holding my hand like a lover while she settled her free hand on my knee.

I swallowed a lump in my throat. “We are friends.”

“But now, we can be more than just friends. There’s nothing stopping us.” She slid her palm up my leg and back down again. “I see it in your eyes, Matt. You want me as much as I want you.”

My cock shifted in my pants, thickening under her light touch. My stomach dipped and turned, and heat crawled up the back of my collar. A massive part of me wanted to say yes, but I also saw my brother’s point of view. For three years, my life had ceased to exist.

But I couldn’t turn her away again and break her heart. Not now, so soon after our reunion.

“Talk to me,” she said and inched forward, before slipping her arms around my shoulders and coming in so close her breasts mashed against my chest.

My heart thudded and a trickle of sweat slid down the back of my head. I touched the side of her legs, then slid my palms up her outer thighs toward her hips.

The front door creaked open, and my brother’s voice soon followed. “We’re home and we brought pizza.”

Julia stepped away, putting distance between us. We turned around and watched the three of them come into the kitchen, my brother holding a pizza box in one hand and Megan in the other.

We broke out the pizza and popped open another bottle of wine. Natalie gave Julia the grand tour, chatting on about the decorations and their plans for Thanksgiving. When Nat and Jules headed upstairs to check out Megan’s room, my brother whirled on me.

“What are you thinking, numbnuts?” He glared at me. “You are screwing with that poor girl’s head. She deserves better.”

“Numbnuts? I don’t think you’ve called me numbnuts since I broke your ten-speed in the eighth grade.”

“That girl loves you. It’s written all over her face. End it now before she gets hurt even worse than she already will. What are you even thinking, starting up with her again?” His words came out as a barely contained whisper and he kept one ear out for the sounds of Julia and Natalie’s voices coming down the hall.

“My shrink told me to talk to her.”

“Your shrink sucks,” he said.

“What harm is there in starting a friendship with her?” I asked.

“Besides the fact that you’re over a decade older than her?”

“Age is just a number. And I keep telling you she and I are just friends.” Even I didn’t believe me.

“What would mom and dad think?” Dan asked.

“Don’t you play that fucking card,” I said. “Mom and dad would love Julia.”

“Of course, they would love her. I love her. She’s an incredible young woman. But she’s not right for you.” He let out a long sigh. “Matt, you have no future with a twenty-one-year-old. Find someone your own age and settle down. It’s easy. I did it.”

“What works for you may not work for me. Besides, women like Natalie don’t grow on trees.”

“How would you know? You’re not even looking.”

Natalie’s voice grew louder, and we cut off our conversation midstream. When the ladies entered, our solemn faces gave away our argument.

Julia glanced at me and then over at Dan. She checked her watch. “Matt, we should probably go. I have a slave driver of a creative writing teacher who needs me to come up with book ideas.”

I laughed and popped up from the bar stool, grateful for Julia’s diversion. “You’re right. Besides, I’ve got a screenplay to write.”

We said our goodbyes and left my brother’s house behind. We weren’t gone two minutes before Julia quizzed me about my conversation with Dan.

“He told you to stay away from me?”

“Yep,” I said.

She gazed out the window and stayed quiet.

I navigated through the neighborhood before turning right toward the freeway.

Julia turned around to face me. “That doesn’t make him right.”

“I know,” I said. “We’re Catholics. The guilt is baked in.”

Julia slipped her hand in mine and leaned up against me as she curled her other hand around my bicep. “I don’t want to lose you again.”

I leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “You aren’t losing me. This is my crap to work through. Not yours.”

She nuzzled in closer and inhaled softly. “I miss your smell.”

I laughed and glanced down at her. “How do I smell?”

She squeezed me tight. “You smell like home.”
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After dropping off Julia, I arrived home to find Ember wrapped in a blanket asleep on the couch. Careful not to wake her, I gently scooped her up and carried her to the bedroom before nestling her comfortably in my bed.

As I pulled the blanket up to her chest, Ember stirred, and smiled up at me, her eyes heavy with sleep.

“How did it go?” she asked.

“It went well. I just dropped off Julia at home.”

Ember frowned. “That sucks. I thought I might get to meet her.”

I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. “Maybe next time. Sorry I’m so late. We ended up staying longer than I thought.”

She reached up and drew me into a second kiss, this one involving tongue. “Come to bed.”

“I need to get some writing done,” I whispered. “I’ll be in soon.”

She sighed and sank back onto the pillows. “Fine.” She let out a deep yawn. “I’m really sleepy, anyway.”

I leaned in and gave her one last kiss. “Night, baby.”

“I love you,” she said and turned over on her side.

Before I could respond, she was breathing in and out with the rhythm of deep sleep.

The next five hours went by in a blur. The writing came easily, and the words flowed. My fingers couldn’t type fast enough to match my brain, and what once seemed impossible now felt ludicrously easy.

When the clock passed 4 a.m., my exhaustion overtook my creative juices. I stripped down to nothing and slid under the covers beside Ember. A minute later, I felt her warm, naked body coiled in mine and her big, soft tits pressed up against my rib cage.

But her deep breathing told me she was fast asleep and a few seconds later, I joined her.

I woke up the next day to find the bed empty and the apartment quiet. When I checked my phone, it was already after eleven in the morning, and I had two messages. One from Ember and the other from Casey.

Ember: I didn’t have the heart to wake you. I made you coffee. Oh, by the way, I forgot to tell you. I’m going away for a few days with the girls to Cancun. I’ll call you when I get back. XOXO. C u soon.

I typed a quick reply, thanking her and then pulled up the message from Casey.

Casey: I didn’t want you to think I’ve been ignoring you. It’s been a crazy couple of days! I’ll be buried in the library for a while. Don’t forget about me!

I typed out a reply.

Me: Sorry, just saw this. I was up all night writing. Text me when you come up for air. I’ll be here.

I was surprised I still had heard nothing from Sadie. She usually had poor impulse control, and I doubted she would hold out much longer. With my personal matters dealt with, I pushed out of bed, poured myself a cup of Ember’s coffee, then showered and got ready for class.

When I arrived in class, half the seats were already filled. Julia had arrived early and took the same seat from last week, which was front and center.

She smiled at me sweetly, then pushed out of her chair as I plopped my leather satchel on the teacher’s desk at the front of the room.

Julia wore gray yoga pants, a form-fitting navy-blue pullover, and a pair of black tennis shoes. She wore her hair in a loose braid that stretched halfway down her back.

She stopped before my desk and flashed me an innocent smile that she knew got my engine going. “Do you have office hours? I would like to discuss my book idea with you.”

“They gave me an office, but I haven’t been there yet,” I said. “I’m free after class. Does that work?”

“Perfect. Thank you, Professor Knox.” She grinned mischievously, and I rolled my eyes.

“That’s Mr. Professor Knox to you, young lady.”

Julia snickered and turned, returning to her desk as I glanced down at her ass. It was high, tight, and firm before it curved into equally firm thighs. She was unbelievable.

I waited for the class to file in, then stood before them waiting for a break in the conversations. Thirty seconds later, the noise died down and I started talking.

“Today, we’re discussing book ideas. What makes a good one and what doesn’t? We’ll talk about fleshing out your idea and building on it until we form a premise. Your book’s premise is the bedrock on which your entire novel rests.”

The class watched intently, this time taking an actual interest in the class content rather than lobbing me questions about my personal life. I spent the better part of an hour talking through the process of ideation while the class took notes and broke in occasionally for a question.

With fifteen minutes to go in class, I put a cap on my whiteboard marker and returned to the front of my desk.

“Last week, I asked you to come up with five book ideas. Based on today’s discussion, I want you to take a second hard look at your list and share your best idea with the class.”

The students fidgeted nervously in their seats while a few brave hands shot up Julia’s among them.

I pointed to the young woman in the back who had previously asked about my relationship status. “KJ?”

She read from her computer screen. “My idea is about a pack of female werewolves who hunt dark wizards.”

I nodded. “That’s good. I can easily identify a potential protagonist, antagonist, and a central conflict in a single sentence. You should build on that. We’ll discuss premise next week.”

KJ smiled with satisfaction and tapped away on her keyboard.

I pointed to the lanky kid with shaggy hair sitting in the back row. “Tom, what do you have for us?”

“My idea is for an epic fantasy like Game of Thrones. I want at least ten different point-of-view characters who will each have their own character arc. The series will be about ten different families warring over the throne.”

I nodded. “I love your enthusiasm.”

Tom grinned and nodded. “Thanks, Matt. Maybe you can be a beta reader when I’m done?”

The class laughed, and I grinned as I paced the room.

“Do you know how long George RR Martin has been writing A Song of Ice and Fire?”

“Winds of Winter is taking him forever,” Tom said.

“A Game of Thrones came out in 1996. He started writing the series in 1991. He’s been at it for thirty years and he’s still working on the project. And he has a lifetime of experience backing him up.”

“That’s insane,” Tom said.

“I think you should re-think the idea, focusing on a specific character, situation, or even a general theme. You want to be excited about your idea, you just need to rein it in if you ever want to finish the book.”

“Got it,” he said.

“Who’s next?” I asked, still pacing the room.

Julia raised her hand, and I nodded at her. “Miss Farmer?”

She sat up, back straight, with one leg crossed over the other. She pulled her braid over her shoulder as she read from her screen. “My idea involves a college girl who has a torrid affair with her college professor.” She smiled up at me mischievously, her blue eyes simmering.

Someone in the back whistled, igniting a round of laughter from the class.

My cheeks burned, but I held Julia’s heart-stopping gaze. “It’s a love story. Where will your conflict come from? Is there an antagonist?”

Julia shrugged. “Maybe the heroine has a boyfriend or maybe the professor is battling his own internal conflict on starting an affair with a student.”

My palms turned clammy. I was desperate to move on. “I think you should focus on choosing a primary antagonist or an antagonistic force. That will help you create conflict without long periods of internal brooding.”

The class chuckled, and Julia sat up a little straighter. “They’ll be way too busy for angst.” Julia said, throwing down the gauntlet.

More catcalls and whistles followed as the class devolved into ten different side conversations.

“That’s enough for today,” I said, speaking above the rumble of noise. “Next week we’ll discuss premise. Ignore your textbook. It’s garbage. I already sent the link. Check your email.”

The conversation grew louder, and the class slowly filed out until only Julia and I remained.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” I asked her.

“Immensely. But I would like to discuss the actual book I’m writing.” She stood and slipped her laptop into her case.

I fished in my pocket for my keys. “In that case, you can help me find my office.”
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My office was in the basement at the end of a long, dim corridor. The office key Ted Shoemaker gave me worked, and I pushed open the door, letting Julia in behind me.

The office was nothing to write home about. There was an empty wooden desk along one wall. A vinyl sofa against the opposite wall with two plastic chairs sitting adjacent all circling a long Formica coffee table. There were empty shelves above the desk and a glass window by the interior door, where closed blinds masked the hallway from view.

“The Ritz, it’s not,” I said as I flipped the wall switch.

A long fluorescent light rattled to life overhead, buzzing as it flooded the room with artificial light.

I closed the door behind us.

“I don’t know. It’s kind of cozy.” Julia turned in a slow circle, checking out the drab little office. “Maybe you could write in here.”

“Just thinking about writing in here is giving me PTSD.” I crossed the room and sat in the reclining office chair. It creaked under my weight and I wondering if the entire thing might collapse. I opened my arms and grinned. “Office hours are officially open. What do we need to discuss?”

Julia sat on the vinyl couch and pulled out her laptop. She opened it, clicked a few keys, then gazed up at me. “I want to write a historical romance.”

“A period piece? That’s a great idea.”

“It’s a 20th century take on a Victorian romance.”

“Inspired by Elizabeth Bennet?”

Julia grinned. “You know me so well. I can only dream of writing a book half as well as Jane Austen.”

“It sounds like you’re on your way. Do you have anything for me to read yet?”

Her eyes widened. “God, no. Is that a requirement for the class?”

I laughed. “Jules, people will read your writing. You are a writer. The sooner you get used to it, the better.”

“My writing is awful.”

“Said every writer who ever existed. I still think my writing sucks.”

She narrowed her brow. “You can’t possibly think that. You’ve sold millions of copies of your books.”

“And I still squirm when I read back my own pages. My early writing is especially atrocious. If you don’t want me to read your work, what do we need to discuss?”

“Come over here and I’ll show you.”

I pushed up and out of my creaky desk chair, came around the 1970s inspired coffee table and took a seat beside Julia on the couch.

She picked up her laptop and inched closer until our legs touched and we could both see her laptop screen. “I made this outline that includes a first swing at story structure. These are some of my biggest scenes.” She pointed to the spreadsheet. “My question is about the conflict. Is it deep enough?”

I frowned. “Do you have your premise done?”

“Yes.” She flipped over to a Word document. “This is it.”

I leaned over to peer at her screen, and the warmth from her body spread along my side. She wore a sweet strawberry scent today that came from her lip gloss rather than a perfume. Her leg rested snugly against mine, and I had a hard time focusing on the screen. I read and re-read the first a sentence a half-dozen times, but my mind refused to focus on anything but Julia.

She turned to face me. “Is it that bad?” Her voice oozed worry and doubt.

My pulse quickened, and my heart thumped in my temples. “No. It’s….” When I turned to face her, I found her staring back at me, searching my face with those incredible eyes. Her full glossy lips looked so kissable, and her pale blue eyes drew me in like a siren’s song.

Julia didn’t move. Her nostrils flared, and she held my gaze for a long second before she leaned in, and our lips met.

Her lips, marshmallow soft and strawberry sweet, left my insides melting into my shoes. We started out slow and tentative, with our lips barely moving as the warm breath from Julia’s nostrils curled over my upper lip.

God help me, I couldn’t resist her. She was my go-to fantasy girl, and I was alone with her in a closed office. That wasn’t good and even worse, I couldn’t restrain myself.

I leaned in and deepened the kiss, parting my lights as if encouraging her to do the same.

Julia responded, opening her mouth just wide enough for our tongues to twine together. My head flashed with lust, and I was helpless to stop this runaway train from jumping the tracks.

As we twisted around to face each other, the vinyl cushions groaned, and Julia set aside her laptop.

I cupped the back of her head between my hands, leaned in and widened my mouth, drinking her in. Her tongue swarmed my mouth, ran over my lips, and flashed across my teeth. The noisy sound of our smacking lips rose above our rustling clothes and shifting bodies.

Julia pushed me back onto the couch and climbed on my lap, straddling me as she ground her pussy against my raging-hard cock.

I cupped her ass in my hands and squeezed, sucking her tongue into my mouth as she rocked atop me, dry humping me as she let out sweet, sensual moans.

Her hands were under my shirt, twisting and pulling, pushing it high over my exposed stomach.

I slipped my fingers inside the waistband of her yoga pants until I filled my hands with her warm, supple flesh.

She squeezed her ass cheeks and rocked faster, fucking me through our clothes as her hands explored my chest and her lips shifted over mine, hungry and rabid.

We were on the brink of no return. I needed to feel my cock inside her, moving deep, grinding her slow and steady while I gazed into those cool blue eyes.

She broke off the kiss and gazed at me, her eyes consumed by lust. “Fuck me.” She pulled at my belt buckle, and I pulled her shirt halfway over her head when the door rattled with a heavy knock.

My heart lurched into my throat, and Julia scuttled sideways off my lap.

“Just a second,” I called out, my voice nervous and wobbly.

“It’s Ted,” the voice said through the door. “I saw your light and thought I’d stop by.”

Julia scrambled to sit up, straightening her shirt while she grabbed her laptop and flung it open.

I bounded off the couch, shoving my belt back in its loop while I practically jumped into the creaky wooden chair at the desk.

“If you’re busy, I can come back,” Ted said, his voice friendly.

“Come on in,” I said, trying to reel in my heavy breathing while I did my best to act casual.

Ted pushed open the door and his eyes went straight to Julia, then shifted over to me. “Oh. I didn’t realize you were with a student.” His eyes flickered between us, and he frowned as if reading the sexual tension in the room.

“Ted, this is Julia Farmer,” I said. “Julia, this is Ted Shoemaker, the dean of the English department.”

A light bulb seemed to go off in Ted’s head and the suspicion faded like a popped balloon. “Ah. Your niece.” Ted extended his hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Julia frowned and shook his hand, opening her mouth as if to correct him.

“That’s right,” I said, quickly cutting her off. “It all worked out in the end.”

Julia gazed at me for a split second, then her eyes shifted as if she understood. She smiled with amusement and gazed up at Ted. “Uncle Matt’s been an incredible presence in my life. His lessons are always hands on, which makes them so much more meaningful.”

“I see,” Ted said, nodding his approval as he turned to face me. “You’ll have to show me your technique. Perhaps we can all learn something new.”

I cleared my throat. “Right. Well. What works for one student might not for another. Julia’s always been a precocious child. For her, a real live demonstration works best.” I shot her a withering look, which only caused her to smirk.

Julia turned to Ted. “How did you find out I was Matt’s niece?” she asked, feigning curiosity.

“Before he would accept the job, your uncle asked if you were on the class roster. He explained who you were, and I obliged.” Ted gazed over at me, his expression suddenly worried. “I hope I’m not over sharing.”

“Not at all,” I said. “My niece has the skill of an interrogative reporter. One way or another, she would have dragged the information out of you.”

Julia stared at me, penetrating me with her smoldering gaze. “It’s true. I always get my man.”

Ted cleared his throat, seeming a bit uncomfortable with Julia’s familiarity. “Right. Well… families have their own interesting dynamics. I’ll leave you two alone.” Ted gave me a brief salute and nodded at Julia. “Good luck on your book, young lady.” He nervously closed the door, and I listened to his footfalls retreat down the hallway.

I let out a deep breath and sank back into the chair.

Julia grinned, pushed up off the couch and came around the coffee table before sliding onto my lap. “Uncle Matt?” She made her voice all innocent and sweet. “Do you enjoy kissing your niece?”

I sat up and stared daggers at her. “Okay. I checked to see if you were in the class before I accepted the job. Sue me.”

Julia draped her arms around my shoulders, leaned in, and kissed me softly on the lips. “I think it’s beyond sweet.”

My pulsed sped up, and I sat rigid on the chair with my cock swelling under her ass. “I don’t think we should this with Ted lurking around.”

“I can be quiet, Uncle Matt.” She kissed me again, letting her lips linger on mine before she backed off and smiled. “Your cock doesn’t want me to stop.”

“You are infuriating,” I said.

“That’s why you love me.” She kissed me again and then licked my bottom lip with the tip of her tongue. “You don’t have to say it. I know you love me. You can try to resist me all you want, but we both know it’s only a matter of time before you give in.”

I stared at her, afraid to speak, as my cock throbbed under her soft ass. “You are awfully confident.”

She shrugged. “I know what I want.” She checked her watch, frowned, then she let out a sigh. “Can you take me to practice? I’m already late.”

“Then it’s a good thing Ted walked in when he did.”

She leaned in and kissed me full on the mouth, twining her tongue with mine before she backed off. “Baby, the gloves are officially off. Get ready for the ride of your life.”
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I spent the rest of the day between the coffee shop and my apartment writing up a storm. I had officially finished the first draft of my first act and finished some light edits before moving into the second act. Vanessa would have her pages with time to spare.

I saved all my work to the cloud then closed my laptop before checking the time on my phone. It was a little after 10 PM and I had no new messages.

My mind needed a break from my writing, and my stomach growled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten since breakfast. But even more than food, I was hungry for a hookup with one of my busty beauties.

Ember was out of the question. She was off on a three-day holiday with her girlfriends, and Casey was at the library, studying for her medical school entrance exams. What about Julia? I found her name on my list of sent message. No matter how much I wanted her, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. After what happened in my office, I couldn’t trust myself alone in the same room with her. That was a line I couldn’t cross, and once I did, there was no going back.

How would Sadie react to a text? Likely not well. She had kicked me to the curb for a reason, and it was better to let that ship sail. My stomach growled again, and then a thought struck me. I hadn’t seen Casey in a few days, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t surprise her at the library with a little snack. With any luck, I might convince her to take a study break for a quiet quickie in the stacks.

Casey had a sweet tooth, and I knew just the place to feed her fix. Without giving it another thought, I grabbed my car keys and headed out. After a quick stop at Insomnia cookies, I headed to the library, where I parked my car and started my search. I didn’t know which floor Casey normally studied on, which meant I had to search for her, starting with the main floor, then down to the basement before working my way back up.

Twenty minutes and hundreds of steps later, I ended up on the fourth floor out of nine total and was thinking I made a mistake. On the fourth floor, like all the others, I wandered through the stacks, past the study tables and hideaways. The only sound coming from the floor was the buzzing of the overhead fluorescent lights. Even the third floor had a few people on it, but this one was empty.

I reached the last row of books and was nearing the back wall when I glimpsed a familiar figure that wasn’t Casey. My stomach fluttered, and I dipped behind a stack in between aisles. What was Julia doing in the library at 10:30 at night? Was she a night owl like the rest of my brood? That was a good sign.

I stashed the cookies atop a nearby row of books and peered back down the aisle.

Julia wore the same outfit she had on earlier that afternoon during class. But she had ditched the braid for a slinky ponytail. She scanned the row of books in front of her, peering down at her phone and back up again before wandering a few feet to the left as if searching for a particular book.

What book was she looking for? The fourth floor was devoted to non-fiction. A quick glance overhead confirmed that this section contained reference material for writers. Then it hit me. She was looking for the book I had assigned the class to read. With Julia staring down at her phone, maybe I could have a bit of fun with her.

I pulled out my phone and typed her a quick message.

Me: What r u doing tonight?

I heard Julia’s phone buzz down the aisle and turned off my buzzer and ringer so as not to give myself away. A quick glance back down the aisle confirmed she got the message.

She stood in the center of the aisle with a slight smile on her face as she typed on her phone. A few seconds later, I received her reply.

Julia: I’m standing in the library searching for a book my overbearing creative writing teacher assigned for reading.

I grinned and responded.

Me: He sounds like a real asshole. Maybe you should have just asked him for his copy?

Julia snorted out a laugh and typed a furious reply.

Julia: I might have to if I can’t find a copy here.

Me: You know the book is in an electronic format?

Julia: I hate reading books on a screen.

Me: I thought you were part of the digital generation?

Julia: I’m old school, just like my overbearing teacher.

Now it was time to dial it up.

Me: What happened to the braid you wore earlier today? I liked it.

After I hit send, I stole a quick glance down the aisle.

Julia turned around in a quick circle, searching for me before she typed a response.

Julia: You’re here, aren’t you?

Me: That confused look on your face is very cute.

Julia held her phone loosely in one hand and laughed as she walked down the aisle away from me. “Matthew Knox, where are you?”

I typed a reply.

Me: You’re getting colder.

Julia stopped in her tracks and turned, laughing. “This isn’t funny,” she said, trying to maintain a whisper.

Me: Then why are you laughing?

Julia stared down at her phone and laughed even harder. “When I find you, you’re going to get it.” She raised her voice loud enough to carry halfway across the floor.

Me: You shouldn’t raise your voice in the library. I’ll turn you in to Mrs. Kravitz on the first floor.

Julia giggled and ran down the aisle toward me. “Where are you?”

Just as reached the end of the aisle, I stepped out in front of her and intercepted her in my arms. “Peekaboo.”

Julia jumped back and let out a little screech. Her eyes went wide, and she spun on me like she was ready to throat punch me.

I leaned back against the stack, laughing and pointing. “You should see your face.”

Julia eyed me like a predator, grinning as she stalked closer. She pinned me against the wall of books and then really shocked me by grabbing my cock with one hand and threatening to squeeze. “Tell me you’re sorry or prepare to feel the pain.”

I raised an eyebrow and held still, gazing into her eyes. “You wouldn’t dare.”

She gave a gentle squeeze and my cock betrayed me, swelling under her outstretched hand. Her jaw dropped and her eyes widened. “Matthew Knox! You’re getting hard.”

“What do you expect? You’re a very beautiful woman and I’m weak to your charms.” My cock shifted in my jeans, stretching under her warm touch. I reached out and placed my hands on her lithe hips, palming her ass cheeks as my cock expanded.

Julia edged closer, pressing her body in tight against me. She lightened her grip on my knob and slid her fingers along my swollen shaft. “I think he wants to finish what we started in your office.”

I filled my hands with her ass and squeezed. “He might want to, and I might want to, but I’m certain the university doesn’t want us to.”

She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips, then lightly nibbled my lower lip before letting it go. “We don’t have to tell anybody. Besides, we aren’t breaking any laws.” Julia glided her fingers along the outline of my shaft and swirled her fingertip over my engorged tip.

My cock throbbed, growing hard enough to chip concrete. It pushed against the front of my jeans, and I edged my hips forward, forcing her hand up and down my throbbing rod. My breaths grew short and ragged, and my heart raced inside my chest.

I had wanted no one so badly in my life. For years, I repressed my sexual urges. Who were we hurting? No one. And we didn’t have to tell anyone about us. We could keep it a secret. I had fooled myself into thinking I could keep Julia at an arm’s length. Check that. Even I never believed that bullshit line, I tried to sell myself. I was done holding back. “This has been a long time coming. Are you sure you want this? Right here, right now, this way?”

Julia popped the button on my jeans and slid her hand inside my pants. She worked her fingers past my briefs and filled her warm hand with my massive cock. Her eyelids half closed, and she seemed to melt into me. “I can’t take it anymore. Do you know how many pairs of my panties you’ve ruined? I’ve wanted you inside me since my sixteenth birthday. I’m done waiting.” She stroked my cock, squeezing it under her nimble fingers while she pushed my jeans down with one hand.

My mouth turned as dry as an Alabama cotton field in an August drought and my legs trembled so badly, I could barely stand up. “But in the library?” I slid my hands inside her yoga pants and peeled them down over her hips, exposing her soft pale flesh.

“You can fuck me in my apartment after we fuck in the library,” she said, her voice raspy. “You’re not going home. Not tonight.” She stroked my cock and found my lips with hers.

Our tongues twined together, sliding and exploring. She tasted of cinnamon and smelled fresh as if she had just stepped out of the shower.

I slid my hand down the front of Julia’s pants, past her tight panties until my finger, at long last, reached the winner’s circle. Her pussy was as smooth as porcelain, hair free, and soaking wet. Her slit was even tighter than I imagined, and I curled my finger inside her entrance, eliciting a warbling moan from Julia.

“God, don’t stop,” she said as she stroked my cock faster and bucked her hips, fucking my finger.

My pants fell around my ankles and Julia pushed my briefs over my hips until they joined my jeans around my ankles. My cock snapped free, springing up straight and hard, and Julia’s tiny hand couldn’t entirely circle it. I added a thumb to my index finger, finding her clit and swirling until she lost her mind.

Julia moaned, loudly. Her lips were dry, and her breath came out short and raspy. She furrowed her brow and bucked her hips while she furiously stroked my cock.

I was done playing hard to get. It was time I took control. I slipped my finger from her pussy, slid her yoga pants and underwear down her legs, and picked her up before spinning her around and pinning her against the stack.

Julia gasped and her eyes pleaded with me to fuck her. As if sensing my next move, she wrapped her legs around my waist and locked in tight, holding onto my shoulders while she leaned in for a kiss.

I guided my tip along her soaking wet slit, and my head buzzed with nervous anticipation. I had secretly loved her for so long, I couldn’t believe this was happening. With one hand under her ass, I slipped my cock inside her and sank halfway home with an earthshaking groan.

Julia squeezed her legs around my waist and let out a long, breathy moan. “Yes, baby. Matt, I love you so fucking much,” she whispered in my ear as she clung to me, her body shuddering as her pussy pulsed around my cock, so tight I thought I was hurting her.

My head swam like a drunk three drinks deep. I breathed her in, and my cock pulsed, throbbing against her tight walls. Her pussy undulated over my cock as if perfectly created for my manhood alone. But her words shocked me the most. Not that I didn’t know she loved me. In fact, she told me so three years ago. It was that nothing had changed. She loved me and had continued to love me for years. Time and perspective had only strengthened her resolve. It wasn’t half-baked or born of lust. She meant those words.

I nuzzled in behind her ear, kissing my way up her neck and breathing in her angelic scent. “I’ve always loved you,” I whispered in her ear. “And I always will.”

Julia pulled my face around to hers and kissed me hard. Opening her mouth and finding my tongue, she was ravenous, kissing and exploring my lips, sucking my tongue deep inside her mouth as if her life depended on it.

I rocked inside her, fucking her against the books, sliding in and out, praying to last a full minute. But the heat and tightness of her pussy and the overwhelming emotion I felt after so many suppressed years took me to the brink.

With her legs locked tight around me, Julia bounced on my cock, sliding up and down, moving her hips like a belly dancer until her body went rigid. She let out a sharp gasp and broke off our kiss, leaning back against the stacks as she gazed deep into my eyes. “Don’t you dare pull out,” she said, struggling to talk. Then her body shuddered, and she arched back, climbing up my body as she buried her face in my neck.

Julia’s pussy spasmed around my cock as the orgasm ripped through her like a hurricane. My vision blurred, and I grunted, burying my cock to the hilt as my orgasm detonated like a nuclear bomb. An ocean of cum came roaring out, flooding her fertile womb with never-ending geysers of thick, pearly jizz. I pressed her tight against the stacks and breathed her in as my cock spurted uncontrollably.

“That’s it, baby,” she whispered in my ear as she slid her fingers through my hair and milked by balls, taking in every drop. She kissed me softly behind the neck and pumped her hips, sliding my cock in and out until my cock stopped twitching.

Breathless, I raised my head off her shoulder and our eyes locked. I kissed her softly and rested my forehead against hers. “That was intense,” I whispered.

As her breathing calmed, she stroked the back of my neck and gently squeezed my cock still buried inside her. “We can check that off the bucket list.”

I pushed her hair away from her face and searched her eyes. “Are we good?”

She laughed. “We are so much better than good. That was fucking cathartic.”

“What do we do now?” I asked, laughing with her.

“We should start with you sliding out of me. There must be a gallon of cum inside me.”

“Are you on the pill?” I asked.

“Nope,” she said. “And I’m ovulating.”

My eyes bugged out, and my legs wobbled beneath me.

She rolled her eyes. “Matt, it’s the 21st century. I have an IUD.”

Julia had more in common with her next-door neighbor than she would ever know. “You’ll give me a heart attack talking like that.”

She kissed me on the lips and gave me a pouty face. “Don’t you want to knock me up?”

My cock pulsed inside her, and Julia’s eyes widened.

“You want to knock me up, don’t you?” She wriggled her hips and squeezed down on my cock. “Someday you will.” She kissed me on the lips. “I’ll have lots of your babies. Mark my words.”

“What do you think Cindy would think of us now?” I let out a nervous laugh. “She thought catching us kissing was bad.”

“Her loss. My gain. She can’t have you back.” She kissed me again. “We should probably get dressed before Mrs. Kravitz at the front desk checks the security camera.”

Reluctantly, I guided her off my cock and thick strings of milky white cum drained from her puckered hole. Julia stood back and pried open her pussy, giving me a clear shot for the first time.

It was as pale as the rest of her, milky smooth without a hair in sight. Her pink lips were swollen slightly as cum seeped out of her, dribbling onto the carpet between her legs.

She laughed and looked up at me. “You fucked the fuck out of me.”

“That was years in the making.” I pulled up my briefs and my jeans after them. “Sorry. I was a little excited.”

Julia used her panties to clean herself off and then shoved them in my pocket. “You’ve ruined another pair, Professor. You’ll have to take me underwear shopping if we keep this up.” She pulled up her yoga pants and gave me a satisfied smile. “Ready?”

“For what?”

Julia frowned. “I told you. You’re coming home with me.” She pulled my hand and led me from the stacks. It was going to be a wild night.
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True to her word, Julia and I spent very little time sleeping, and I pitied her poor bed springs. We finally climbed out of bed the next morning after 10 am and a few minutes later stood under a hot shower, soaping up but mostly exploring each other’s bodies.

Her body was everything I imagined and more. Pale, smooth and perfect, her firm C-cup tits were topped with pale pink nipples and dime-sized areolas that rose slightly over her flawless skin. Her nipples were tilted up in the golden ratio and her tits were close together on her chest, making them appear even bigger juxtaposed with her slender frame.

Julia stood under the hot water facing me, rinsing the shampoo from her long brown hair that trailed down her back like a silky river. She squeezed her eyes shut and ran her fingers through her long locks, as if ensuring she had thoroughly rinsed herself.

I ran my hands over her perfect mounds, tweaking her fat nipples while I edged closer and nibbled on her ear. My hard cock, glistening with soap and water, rested flat against her tummy, thickening by the second.

Julia giggled and craned away from my kisses. “Your beard is scratchy.”

“I’m too distracted to shave.” I squeezed her tits together and my cock throbbed against her, slipping and sliding like a hungry snake.

She reached down, taking my cock in both of her petite hands. “We’ve done it five times. How are you still hard?”

“Years of pent-up fantasies are waiting in the wings.” I let go of her tits and palmed her ass in both hands, fondling her soft, warm flesh.

“Speaking of fantasies, I wonder what Taylor and Scarlett would think of us now? God, they would be so jealous.” She rubbed soap suds into my cock and gently massaged my rock-hard manhood.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Julia frowned, eyeing me like I had a screw loose. “Matt, we all wanted you. You know that, right? It wasn’t just me.”

“I thought as much, but I didn’t want to assume.”

“You don’t know this, but the only reason I kissed you first was because I won rock, paper, and scissors between the three of us.”

“No fucking way.” I chuckled and gazed into her eyes, checking to see if she was serious. “What else don’t I know?”

“You really want me to tell you?” She gently worked her hands over my cock, eyeing me playfully. “Don’t judge me, okay?”

“I promise. Spill it.” I slapped her bare ass, eliciting a giggle from Julia.

“The three of us had a master plan. We were going to live as a foursome in a big house where we all got to share you.”

A wash of adrenaline turned my legs to mush. “You’re joking. Just like you were teasing me about ovulating.”

Julia gazed up at me and shook her head. “It’s no joke. This happened like two days before you and I kissed.” She lowered her gaze and stared down at my giant cock. “The three of us used to fool around… a lot.”

The revelation rocked me. I stood under the hot water and stared down at her beautiful body and perfect, angelic face. “You’re bisexual?”

Julia shrugged. “I don’t really have a label for it. I like men by default, but if I have a connection with another woman, then who knows? My roommate and I have fooled around a few times.”

“Lea?”

“Yeah. Does that gross you out?” She eyed me hopefully.

I laughed. “Hardly. What about multiple guys? I’m not into guys at all, so I’m just warning you now. If that’s a problem, speak up.”

“Eww… no.” She squeezed my cock. “This big guy is all the cock I’ll ever want. I mean it, baby. I’ve loved you for so long I don’t remember a time I didn’t love you.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t bring other women into our bedroom… if you’re into it.”

I blinked, not sure if I needed my ears washed out. “So, if Taylor and Scarlett came back into the picture… you wouldn’t care if I slept with them?”

“It’s not that I don’t care,” she said. “I love them, and you love them. You were our rock that bound our little family together. With them, I don’t care, but that doesn’t mean I condone we jump into bed with just anyone. We need to get to know a woman first. You know… as in us as a couple. Am I moving too fast?”

It was time that I came clean with her about Ember and Casey, but I wasn’t sure how she would react knowing I had been hooking up with her neighbor. A neighbor who looked just like Taylor. I should probably have a preemptive chat with Casey first and give her a heads up about Julia and me.

“We’ve waited three years for this day,” I said. “I’m just surprised that you’re so open about potentially sharing me.”

“With the right women,” she said. “Who says monogamy is the only way?”

“The thought of another man touching you makes my skin crawl,” I said. “Maybe I’m not as sexually evolved as you.”

She kissed me again. “I don’t want any other men. Just you.” Her eyes lit with excitement. “Oh, I almost forgot, we’re having a small get together this evening at our apartment. Some of my friends are coming with their boyfriends. I’ve been dreading it because my ex will be there. But now that you and eye have gone all the way, would you be willing to come?” She gazed up at me hopefully, hanging on my answer.

Even though I had little in common with her friends, I couldn’t disappoint her. My only fear was running into Casey. “Besides your ex, who’s coming?”

“Lea, of course,” she said. “And a few other girls from my sorority and the cheer team, along with their significant others.”

Was Casey among the invited guests? She didn’t mention neighbors. Regardless, I wasn’t turning Julia down. “Count me in.” I leaned down and kissed her full pink lips.

“Can I ask you one more favor?” She turned those big blue eyes on me, and I was toast.

“As if I wouldn’t do anything for you.”

“Well… you might not say that after I ask.”

I frowned. “What?”

“There’s a dress in my closet at home that I want to wear tonight just for you. Can you drive me up there so I can get it?”

“Ty and Tanya’s place? Jules, seriously?”

She slowly stroked my cock. “I’ll give you an extra sloppy BJ if you do.”

“You would do that, anyway.” She had spent over an hour sucking my cock last night.

“True, but I’ll love you times ten if you do. I don’t have a car and Lea needs hers today for work. You don’t even have to get out of the car if you don’t want to. I’ll run in and run out. I’ll even let you fuck me in the driveway.”

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re crazy. Does Ty still have that assault rifle?”

She rolled her eyes. “He’s a massive prick. What do you think?”

“Fine. But I’m staying in the car.”

She let go of my cock and wrapped her arms around my neck. “You’re the greatest professor a girl has ever fucked.” She gave me a big wet kiss and then stood back, narrowing her gaze while she studied my face. “Maybe I’ll put this scene in my book. What do you think?”

“You told me you were writing a historical romance.”

“But the class is expecting erotica.” Her eyes widened. “Maybe the professor builds a harem of hot college girls? I could wear a short plaid skirt for the cover with my white panties peeping out. You can take the pictures.” She kissed me again, swirling her tongue over mine before she broke it off, grinning up at me.

“Uh… that would be a hard no. But I’m all in for the plaid skirt and panties in the bedroom.”

She grabbed my cock again and squeezed. “Did someone mention hard?”

“If Ty knew I just railed his step-daughter six ways from Sunday, he would use that assault rifle on me.”

“Ty is a creep. Let’s not talk about him.”

“Why? What happened?”

“Nothing.” She reached behind her head and touched the water stream. “It’s turning cold, baby. We should get out.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me. “Don’t worry. I won’t leave you hanging. Let him recharge for a few hours and we can fuck again before the party starts.”

Julia and I climbed out of the shower, got dressed, and slipped out of her apartment without running into Lea or Casey. Five minutes later, we were in my sports car, and heading for the suburbs toward my old neighborhood and my old house sat on a cul-de-sac currently occupied by my ex-wife.

To say I was nervous was an understatement. Julia seemed completely undisturbed by the prospect of trotting me out before her mom and stepdad. I could only hope I wouldn’t run into Cindy or any of my old neighbors. I could imagine the wanted posters featuring my picture still hanging at the neighborhood pool.

For the entire thirty-minute drive, Julia chit-chatted happily, telling me about her friends, including her ex-boyfriend, who would likely make an appearance at the party this evening.

Her ex-boyfriend didn’t bother me, but her gun-toting, misogynist, racist stepfather did. When I pulled onto my old street, my heart hammered so hard and fast I thought might stroke out.

“Are you okay?” Julia asked me, her expression concerned. “You look pale.”

I drove forward, slowing my speed to prolong the inevitable. “I haven’t been back here since the night we kissed. I’m sure I’m not welcome.”

“It’s the middle of the day,” she said. “Everyone is at work, including Ty. That’s why we’re coming now. My mom will be home, but she really likes you.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “I doubt that.”

“She does,” Julia said. “She told me at least a dozen times when I would cry myself to sleep.”

“You cried yourself to sleep? Now I feel even worse.”

“Stop. I didn’t mean to make you feel bad. I was heartbroken, that’s all. It’s fine now. We’re here together, and I’m happier than I’ve ever been.” She leaned over and kissed me softly on the cheek.

“Can we not mention that part to Tanya?” I asked. “Let’s not overwhelm her the first time she sees me.”

“I’m proud to be your girlfriend,” Julia said. “I want to scream it from the rooftops. Don’t you?”

A cold sweat broke across my forehead as my old house loomed ahead, right next door to Julia’s.

My former home was a two-story colonial, and it looked exactly as I remembered it. The garage door was closed and there was no sign of Cindy anywhere. But during a random Tuesday, she was likely working.

Unlike my old house, at Julia’s two-story Cape Cod style house the garage door was wide open. Thankfully, Ty’s pickup truck was gone.

“Does Ty still drive the pickup?”

“He got an even bigger one,” Julia said. “It’s red and completely obnoxious. I don’t know why my mom stays with him.”

The other two houses on the cul-de-sac belonged to Taylor and Scarlett’s families and they were as equally quiet as mine. Maybe Julia was right. We could get in and out without drawing attention to ourselves.

“Back to my question. Can we keep us on the down low? At least for now? I’m already having a panic attack just being on this street.”

Julia frowned and folded her arms over her chest, giving me a slightly annoyed look. “Fine. But when you come for Thanksgiving, we’re telling everyone.”

My cheeks turned numb. “Thanksgiving? We should probably talk that one out.” There wasn’t a snowball’s chance in hell I was coming to Ty and Tanya Ashland’s house for Thanksgiving.

“Don’t be a baby, Matt. Fuck Ty. Who cares what he thinks?” She grew more annoyed with me by the second.

I pulled into her driveway, grateful to change the topic. “I’ll way out here.”

Julia rolled her eyes. “Fine. Whatever.” She pushed open the car door and slammed it shut behind her. Without looking back, she strode up the driveway, entered the garage, and disappeared through the back door into the house.

I sat in my car, slunk down low to avoid attention, and waited. Sixty seconds later, Julia appeared inside the garage with the door open behind her. She waved me in, and I glimpsed Tanya Ashland staring over Julia’s shoulder from behind.

“Fuck my life,” I whispered under my breath before I forced a smile and gave a little wave. I hoped that would suffice, but I had no such luck.

Julia strode toward the car, waving me out, and her muted voice came through my window. “Come say hi to my mom. She won’t bite.”

So much for lying low. I pushed open the car door and Julia smiled at me. As she drew closer, for a second, I thought she might hold my hand.

“Mom wants to say hello,” Jules said. Her expression was hopeful. “It’s good. Come on, I promise you’ll be happy you did.”

I closed the car door behind me, scanning nervously from left to right. I was truly in enemy territory. “What happened to a quick in and out?” I said under my breath.

Julia rolled her eyes. “Is it too much to ask the man I love to interact with my mother for five fucking minutes?” She looked annoyed.

“Right.” I glanced over at my old and house and hurried forward, following Julia into the garage where Tanya huddled by the back door.

“Matt.” Tanya smiled and pulled me into a quick hug. “It’s good to see you again.”

Julia came up beside me and glanced between us, clearly satisfied. “You two catch up. I’ll go get my dress.” She disappeared inside the house, and I stood there awkwardly, watching helplessly as Julia left me alone with Tanya Ashland.

“I know this is awkward for you,” Tanya said. “But I want you to know that not everyone on this street looks at you the way your ex-wife tried to depict you.”

I met her gaze. “You don’t think I manipulated Julia, Taylor, and Scarlett?”

Tanya chuckled. “Honey, Julia is her own woman, and that torch she’s carrying for you has burned hot for years. Don’t let the haters control your heart.”

I frowned. “Are you saying I should pursue Julia romantically?”

“I’m saying you should follow your heart.”

Behind me, the rumble of a truck engine caught me off-guard, and I turned to find a massive, shiny, red pickup truck pull into the driveway. The thing had double back wheels and an extended cab big enough to seat ten.

My stomach dropped into my shoes, and I glimpsed Ty Ashland’s thick goatee and beady eyes through the glare of the windshield. He didn’t look happy.

Ty slammed the truck into park and pushed open the door.

Tanya sighed, leaned forward, and spoke, her voice low. “Matt, I apologize in advance.”

I held my ground, counting the seconds until Julia returned and we could leave. Ty thrived on human weakness. I was certainly no fighter, but I wouldn’t give him the pleasure of intimidating me.

Ty was nearly as round as he was tall and sauntered toward me with his balled-up fists pressed to his sides, glaring at me with a murderous gaze. “What the fuck are you doing here?” He stood in the middle of the garage, staring at me through those beady eyes. His jaw muscles flexed with barely contained rage.

“He drove Julia up here to —”

Ty turned on Tanya. “The man can speak for himself.” He glared at his wife and pointed toward the door. “Wait inside.”

I stared at Ty, who I had long suspected of cheating on his wife. “Ty, I don’t want a confrontation with you.” Before Tanya could disappear completely, I spoke to her over my shoulder. “Could you tell Julia, I’ll be waiting in the car?”

“Julia’s here?” Ty’s eyes narrowed. “What the fuck are you doing with Julia?”

Ignoring Ty, I walked past him, refusing him the luxury of an answer. As I moved past his truck, I spotted a gun rack inside, and a pang of fear blossomed in my gut. I knew he had a concealed carry permit, and with me standing on his property, Ty Ashland would shoot me in the back and claim self-defense.

Ty stalked after me. “You stay the fuck out of Julia’s life,” he said. “She’s got a boyfriend and doesn’t need you getting back in her head. Fucking pedophile.” He spit sideways as he continued toward me.

I opened my door, climbed in my car, and shut the door behind me. Provoking him could only end badly for me. This was a mere taste of my life if I ever went public with Julia. God help me if added Taylor and Scarlett to the mix.

Ty stalked up to my window and pounded his fist on the glass.

Better to let him berate me than deal with a broken window. I rolled down the window and glanced up at him. “Could you please stop pounding on my window?”

He pointed a meaty finger at me. “Stay the fuck away. Do you hear me?”

I glared at him, my anger rising. “What I do with my life is none of your concern.”

“I don’t give two fucks about your life,” Ty said while his rancid breath washed over me. “It’s my daughter I care about.”

Ty Ashland didn’t give two shits about Julia. During her entire childhood, the man had zero presence, telling Tanya so many times that he was only her stepdad and didn’t have to attend school shit. “Julia’s father lives in California. And you might fool other people who don’t know you, but can we cut the shit? You don’t care a whit about Julia. Stop pretending this is anything more than a power trip. Maybe you should take a dose of your own medicine and leave Julia alone.”

His bloodshot eyes filled with rage, and he squeezed his meaty fist in front of me. “Show up on my property again, and you’ll find a bullet with your name on it.”

“Get away from him,” Julia called from inside the garage. She strode toward the car, dress in hand, eyes raging.

Ty jumped backed as if bitten by a snake, which shocked me more than anything that had gone down during the past twenty-four hours. He tracked Julia as she made her way to my car with actual fear behind his eyes. “He’s poison,” Ty said without conviction.

Julia glared across the top of my car as she opened the passenger side door. “That’s rich coming from you.” She slid into the passenger seat, closed the door, and let out a heavy sigh. “Let’s go.”

I needed no prompting. I shifted into reverse and left Ty standing in the driveway.

“Sorry,” Julia said, letting out a held breath. “I thought he would be at work.”

I sped forward, racing away from the house, and glanced over at Julia. “What happened back there?”

“I don’t want to waste another breath talking about that human shit stain.” Julia gazed out the window, closing off any further discussion.

“Did he do something to you?”

Julia stayed silent, and I thought it better not to push her.

We drove in silence for half the ride until she picked up my hand and pulled it onto her lap. Then she turned to me. “As long as I have you in my life, nothing else matters. Okay?”

It wasn’t okay, but she clearly wasn’t ready to talk. “Okay.” I smiled and squeezed her hand before Julia slid across the seat and kissed me.

She searched my face for a long few seconds before she spoke. “I love you, Matthew Knox.”

“I love you too.” They were words I meant, but my mind was still back at the Ashland’s house. What in the hell had Ty Ashland done to his stepdaughter? I had to find out.
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I dropped Julia off at her apartment, went back home, and snuck in a few hours of actual sleep. By mid-afternoon, I put the finishing touches on the first act of my screenplay and sent them off to Vanessa. Thirty minutes later, she called me gushing about the manuscript. We chatted about act two and my substantial progress. She promised to send my pages to the studio while I promised to finish act two by Christmas. When we hung up, we were in a much better place compared to our last hard conversation.

After a shower and a bite to eat, I felt almost human. Throughout the day, Julia and I exchanged text messages, and she told me to arrive at her apartment no later than seven for the party. That left a few hours open for me to write, which I took full advantage of.

As the hour eclipsed six, I changed clothes and got ready to go. After three years of stagnation, the past couple of weeks had pushed my life to warp speed. Changes that came so fast, I worried about the potential fallout.

First, there was Ember, who I had pledged my love. What had gone down with Julia didn’t diminish those feelings. I didn’t have a second of regret or any desire to call things off with Emmie or Casey. If anything, I was more hopeful than ever.

Julia’s willingness to explore a polyamorous relationship left me hopeful that I might pull off a threesome.

Then there was Casey who further complicated matters, especially since she and Julia were neighbors. I was tiptoeing through a minefield of potentially explosive emotions, but if done right, I just might grab the brass ring.

What had me the most spooked was Julia’s desire to go public with our relationship. Acknowledging that her and I were a couple, would prove Cindy and all my doubters right. They would view our relationship with disdain, which could compromise Julia’s standing with her mother. And I didn’t doubt fresh accusation of prior improper relationships would flare up.

Accusations of my emotional manipulation and coercion that were not only unfair but were simply wrong. I could picture Cindy’s sneering face right now, going off on me at a neighborhood party. She would slide up beside Ty Ashland at his basement bar. After downing three glasses of chardonnay, she would proclaim to anyone within earshot — there were so many red flags, I just wish I could have done more to save Julia.

There would be sad nods of agreement and plenty of pearl clutching before Taylor and Scarlett’s family added their voices to the chorus. They would express words of condolence while they lamented about my inappropriate behavior, all the while soaking in a stew of vodka, beer, and wine. Then they would pile on top of me with Cindy and Ty leading the charge, dragging my reputation through the mud for whomever would listen.

When my brother wasn’t far off from agreeing with Cindy and Ty’s toxic opinion of me, where did that leave me? Was I in the wrong? Was I ruining Julia’s life by pursuing a taboo relationship? Or was it up to her to decide? Why did I care so much about what they thought, anyway? But it was about more than Cindy and Ty or my old neighbors on Greenstone Court. It was about everyone like them. I had spent a lifetime in their tribe. My identity was steeped in the suburban, cul-de-sac lifestyle. It was easy to pass judgment on me from afar and recommend that I simply walk away, but it was quite another doing it.

My parents had modeled a loving, monogamous relationship that my brother and I held up as the gold standard for living a happy, virtuous life. Dan and I had pursed that life to the exclusion of wondering if there might be another way. So far, he was living up to the unspoken bargain we had made with our dead parents while I was falling short. It didn’t matter that being with Ember, Casey, Julia, and Sadie made me happier than I’d ever thought possible. I had social responsibilities and in the eyes of main street USA, cavorting with multiple women a decade younger than me made me look like a lecherous old.

All that said, Julia’s happiness was paramount, and I had committed to going to her party. There was plenty of time for me to wallow in self-pity later. I finished dressing and left my apartment, arriving at Julia’s place a short time later. The streets were packed, and it took me fifteen minutes to find a reasonable parking place. When I knocked on Julia’s apartment door, I had arrived in that coveted zone of fashionable lateness.

The face that answered the door wasn’t Julia’s. Rather, it belonged to a beautiful redhead with green eyes who smiled back at me.

“Hi,” the redhead said. Her eyes twinkled as she checked me out as if trying to place me. “You must be Matt. Julia’s practically obsessed with you. I’m so glad you’re here. Come on in.” She held open the door and stood aside.

She spoke in fast run-on sentences with a nasally twang that reminded me of a southern California valley girl. “Lea?” I asked, extending my hand.

“That’s me.” She took my hand and shook it with a warm, soft grip. She cocked her head sideways as she gave me the once over. “No wonder she’s so into you.”

My cheeks warmed, and I released her hand. I didn’t know how to respond to that. “Thanks.”

Lea giggled and shut the door behind me. “We have beer and wine in the kitchen. Julia’s around here somewhere.”

Muted conversation carried in from the family room, typical of a small gathering. Music played, but it wasn’t too loud, allowing for conversation. I already felt out of place and awkward and I hadn’t even reached the guests.

Lea disappeared into the kitchen, and I stepped into Julia’s cozy family room, which mirrored Casey’s layout identically.

Julia chatted with a handsome, blond-haired guy in his early twenties with a firm jaw and a handsome face. She tilted her head back and laughed at something he said while he chuckled and sipped his beer.

There were eight others spread out across the room, sitting on the sofa, chairs, and a four-top dining table just off the kitchen. A few more people gathered in the kitchen, but I couldn’t see them from my angle. Thankfully, Casey wasn’t among the gathered faces. I sighed with relief and took two steps toward Julia when she caught me out of the corner of her eye, turned and her smile broadened into a grin.

“Matt.” She left the blond guy in the dust, closed the space between us and greeted me with a warm, ripe kiss. “Hi, baby.” She wrapped me in her arms and kissed me softly on the cheek before pulling me into a tight hug. “Thanks for coming. I know this isn’t your scene.”

Warm, comforting satisfaction wrapped me in an emotional blanket that soothed my male ego as she confirmed in a very public way that we were together. I drew her in tight, sliding my arms around her slender waist while I breathed in her scent, wildflowers with a hint of citrus. I kissed her softly, high on the cheek. “Sorry I’m a little late. God, Jules, you smell like heaven.”

Julia drew back and her blue eyes bubbled with happiness. “Thank you, baby.” She laced her fingers in mine and brought me around to face the room. “Don’t worry. I know you don’t know anyone. I’ll introduce you to all my friends.” She guided me back to the blond, who greeted me with a warm welcoming smile.

“Matt, this is my ex, Aydan. Aydan, this is my Matt.” She squeezed my hand and smiled up at me.

Aydan showed not a hint of jealousy. Instead, he extended his hand toward me. “The famous Matthew Knox. I think Julia’s starting a fan club.”

I shook his hand and met his gaze. “It’s nice to meet you. You’re Julia’s ex?” I frowned.

“You expected a jealous rage followed by a shoving match and a drunken brawl?” Aydan said, his voice filled with humor.

Julia laughed and shook her head. “Please, no.”

Aydan stepped back. “Julia and I make better friends than romantic partners. And she never looked at me like that.” He tipped his head to Julia. “That smile says it all.”

Julia stepped forward and kissed Aydan lightly on the cheek. “You are too sweet.”

If Aydan was performing, it was more than convincing. I believed him. “I won’t pretend that I’m not happy it didn’t work out for you two.” We both chuckled. “Any friend of Julia’s is a friend of mine.”

He tipped his head in acknowledgement. “It looks like she’s got you on lock down. What are you drinking? I’ll play bartender.”

“There’s a six-pack of Lagunita’s in the fridge,” Julia said. “That’s Matt’s favorite.”

Aydan laughed and shook his head. “Marry her. I’ll be right back.”

I grinned after him and back down to Julia. “You didn’t have to do that.” I leaned down and kissed her again, this time letting it linger slightly.

Someone shouted out, “Get a room.” Laughter followed before Julia broke off the kiss with a giggle.

“Come on, I’ll introduce you to Lea.” She led me by the hand across the room toward the kitchen table.

“We met on my way in,” I said just as we arrived at the table.

Lea smiled up at us as we approached. “He found you.”

“He did. Thanks, babe.”

Lea sat at the table beside a perky blonde with a pixie cut. “I’m Celeste,” the blonde said giving me a little wave.

A brooding, dark-haired man not much younger than me tipped his head in my direction and barely glanced at me as he raised his beer. “Hello.”

“This is Lea’s boyfriend, Kevin.” Julia’s voice conveyed little enthusiasm, and I guessed that she wouldn’t start a Kevin fan club any time soon.

“Nice to meet you,” I said.

Kevin merely nodded before returning his sullen gaze to Lea.

Aydan returned to our side a few seconds later and handed me an ice cold Lagunita’s. “Cheers.” He raised his bottle, and we clinked longnecks before I took a sip.

It was hard not to like Aydan and Julia glanced between us, her expression pleased. “I knew you two would hit it off.”

Aydan stood beside Lea with his hand propped on the back of her chair. “Jules told me you were the one who inspired her to start writing.”

Lea leaned back in her chair and glanced up at Aydan wearing a flirtatious smile. “Where’s mine?”

“Your what?” Aydan asked, grinning down at her.

Lea held up her wineglass. “Pretty please?”

“I’m on it,” Aydan said, drawing a dirty look from Kevin who stared after him sullenly.

Julia and I spent the better part of an hour working the room as she introduced me to all her closest friends. The consensus was that they were glad I was back in her life, and that she never looked happier.

A dozen more people had joined the party since my arrival and the room was growing noisy and crowded, moving steadily past the line of a get together to that of a full-blown party.

Someone turned up the music and a few of the girls started dancing. Julia pulled me around to dance with her when I looked up and my stomach dropped.

Casey walked into the party.
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Casey hadn’t seen me. Not yet anyway. She was joined by a slender, brown-haired man in his early twenties. He had a kind, but plain face and stood nearly an inch shorter than Casey. That had to be Brian.

Julia frowned up at me. “What’s wrong? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” Then she turned and followed my gaze before whipping her head back around and squeezing my hand.

Her eyes brimmed with electric energy, and she hopped up and down excitedly. “I meant to tell you about her. I forgot in all the excitement. Doesn’t she look exactly like Tay?”

My stomach swooned and my legs wobbled slightly as I tried to still my pounding heart. I had to choose my next words carefully. Would I pretend I didn’t know Casey or spill the beans? On some level, I had expected this to happen. In fact, I knew it would happen, eventually.

I glanced down at Julia, staring at her for a full second. “I thought it was Taylor.”

“You should see your face.” Julia laughed. “That’s my neighbor Casey Lang.” Then she curled her finger at me in a come hither motion.

I leaned down and Julia perched on her tiptoes before whispering in my ear. “Wouldn’t it be hot to have a threesome with her?” Then she stepped back and stared up at me, assessing my reaction.

My stomach dipped, and I licked the dryness from my lips. “Yes,” I answered honestly but with some hesitation, then I met Julia’s gaze head on. “Have you fooled around with her?”

Julia shook her head. “She’s gone all the time. That’s her boyfriend, Brian. But Lea and I think she’s got something going on the side.”

My pulsed quickened. “Oh? Why do you say that?”

“Late at night, we see her climb into the same guy’s car, and there’s no way it’s Brian. I don’t know why she’s still with him. They make a terrible couple.”

“Why is that?” I asked.

Julia turned around and glanced with me toward Casey. “Look at her. She’s so fucking beautiful. Don’t you think? No offense to Brian, but she’s so far out of his league it’s not even funny.”

“You seriously want us to have a threesome with her? Just checking because sometimes I can’t tell when you’re joking.”

Julia gazed up at me. “Do you hate me? If it’s too much, then -”

I leaned down and broke her off with a sharp kiss, then pulled back. “Don’t worry. It’s hot. But why Casey? There are lots of beautiful women here you haven’t mentioned for a threesome. Why her specifically?”

Julia held my gaze but didn’t answer.

“Is it because she could be Taylor’s twin?”

“Yes,” Julia said. “I’m twisted, aren’t I?”

I laughed. “Baby, if you’re twisted, then I’m twisted too. That would be hot, but she doesn’t even know me.”

“I’ll introduce you,” Julia said. “Then get her alone and chat her up. I’ll take care of Brian.”

“We’re doing this? For real?”

“Only if you want to,” she said. “But if we do a threesome, we need to go to your apartment. I don’t want to freak out Lea.”

My cheeks warmed with the realization that this was actually happening. “When did you get so adventurous?”

“I’ve always been adventurous.” Julia wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me into a quick, tongue-fueled kiss. “It just took you a little while to figure it out.” She stepped back and curled her hand in mine. “Come on. I’ll make the introduction.”

Julia led me through the noisy crowd until she stepped out before Casey and Brian.

Casey’s gaze locked on Julia’s, and she grinned, pulling Julia into a tight hug. “Hey, girl. Thanks for the invite.”

Well, well, well. I wasn’t the only one scheming and planning. I could barely hear Casey’s voice above the thumping music and the partying guests, but I was sure of what I heard.

Julia had pre-invited Casey, a neighbor she knew looked exactly like Taylor, without mentioning it to me. Jules wasn’t quite the delicate flower I had built-up in my mind. Not that I cared. I loved it and would absolutely go along for the ride.

Julia pulled me to the forefront. “I want to introduce you to my boyfriend.” Again, Julia’s voice was hard to hear over the jostling crowd, but I stayed close and locked my eyes on Casey.

Casey gazed past Julia’s shoulder and when she locked those big beautiful hazel eyes on me, her jaw dropped.

“Case, this is my boyfriend, Matt Knox. Matt, this is my friend and neighbor Casey Lang and Casey’s boyfriend, Brian.”

Brian gave me an awkward wave, and he looked closer to sixteen than twenty-two. I couldn’t imagine him physically pleasing a woman so sexually advanced like Casey, but who was I to judge? I smiled at Casey. “Hello, Casey. It’s nice to meet you.” I tipped my head and smiled sweetly at my other girlfriend.

“I….” Casey shook her head, not taking her eyes off me and let out a nervous laugh, her expression stunned. “I can’t believe it’s you.”

Julia furrowed her brow and glanced back and forth at us. “Do you two know each other or something?”

Casey was quick to answer. “I’ve read all of Matt’s books. Is it okay if I call you Matt?” Then she grinned slyly, and her eyes twinkled as the shock faded.

I gave her a little eye roll only she could see. “Which one was your favorite?”

“Sunset on Destiny,” Casey said, not missing a beat. Maybe she had read my books.

“I didn’t know you were a fan,” Julia said. “You two should chat, while I help Brian find some drinks.” Jules glanced up at me and winked. A few seconds later, Julia and Brian disappeared into the crowd.

Casey squeezed my hand and eyed me with fire in her eyes. Then she pushed in close until her soft, full breasts mashed up against my chest and her scent, lavender and lemon grass, washed over me, overloading my senses. “Come with me for a second.” She laced her fingers in mine and dragged me through the crowd, out the front door, and across the hall before we entered her apartment and she turned on me.

“You’re with Julia Farmer?” she asked, not exactly mad, but not pleased either.

“It’s new,” I said. “But it’s also old and so much more complicated than you can imagine.”

Her eyes glistened and her chin quivered. “Do you not want to be with me anymore?”

Casey wore a black sleeveless dress that ended just below her incredible ass, and her cleavage popped from the tight v-cut of her neckline. Her hair, dark and radiant, cascaded over her shoulders with a crisp sheen and full, healthy body. She was easily one of the most beautiful women I had ever laid eyes on. Lined up next to Taylor, it would be hard to tell them apart.

I leaned back against the closed apartment door, took Casey’s hands in mine, and pulled her toward me. “No, sweetie. It’s not that all. I want you more than ever.”

Casey melted into me and gently sobbed as she dug her fingers into my shoulders. “I’ll dump Brian right this minute, if that’s what it takes. I can’t lose you, Matt. I love you.”

It was the first time she had used those words with me, and I knew she meant them. “Oh, Casey.” I stroked her hair softly. “Baby, I love you too.” I ran my hands over her shoulders and down her back, stopping on her ass and squeezing. The warmth from her body settled into my midsection like a comforting bath and my cock hardened against her tight stomach.

“Really?” She sniffled and came away from me, glancing up into my eyes. “What about Julia? She’s gorgeous. Every guy at the party would kill to be with her.”

I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips, twining my tongue lightly with hers before I broke off the kiss and came away.

She measured me with her big beautiful eyes, as if trying to read my mind.

“It’s complicated,” I said.

She placed her palms flat against my chest and gazed up at me, her cheeks glistening with tearstains. “Then de-complicate it.”

“Long before I knew you, I knew Julia. Three years ago, she kissed me, and my then-wife walked in on us. That led to my divorce. Now, I’m teaching a writing course at the university, and Julia is in my class.”

“She loves you?” Casey asked.

“She does,” I said.

Casey shook her head, as if confused. “Where does that leave us?”

“It turns out, Julia is really into you.” I raised an eyebrow and stared down at her, hoping she could read between the lines.

Her eyes widened and her lips formed a cute little O-shape. “She’s into both of us?”

I nodded. “The question is, are you?”

She licked her lips nervously, but she didn’t fly off the handle. “I’ve never… done that.”

“Is it something you want to explore… as in tonight?”

She furrowed her brow and bit her bottom lip, as if considering. “What if Brian or Julia’s roommate or my roommate catch us? I —”

I pressed my finger to her lip, cutting her off. “Breathe in and out.” I inhaled slowly and let it out as Casey did the same. “After the party, the three of us will go back to my apartment for the night. But only if you’re interested.”

“What if I’m not?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Then you’re not. We’ll go on as we are, and I’ll explain it to Julia.”

“You would be with her?” Casey asked.

“Yes. Just like you’re with Brian,” I said.

“But I don’t want to be with Brian. I want to be with you, and….” She searched my face as if considering. “And Julia.” Then a smile fluttered over her face. “God, that’s really hot. I never imagined I would sexually experiment with another woman.”

“How does it make you feel?” I asked.

“Wet,” she said, laughing. “I want to do it, Matt. I’m in. Are you sure Julia’s into it too?”

“She doesn’t know about our history,” I said. “We’ll explain it to her before we jump into bed. But you have to send Brian home when the party winds down.”

“I can do that.” Her eyes twinkled with excitement, and she pressed into me, drawing me into a long, smoldering kiss.

Our tongues swirled together, and Casey softly moaned in my mouth. The kiss went on for minutes, with her grinding against my leg and running her fingers over the outline of my stiff cock. She came away breathless with a string of our saliva connecting our lips. “I’ve never been so fucking turned on. Please say you’re not fucking with me.”

“I’m not fucking with you, but I will fuck you tonight… hard and often.”

Casey laughed and let out a relieved breath. “We should get back to the party. How do I look?” She glanced into a small mirror by the door and fixed her hair. “Will Julia think I’m pretty enough?”

I laughed and came up behind her, sliding my hands over her stomach and cupping her big, soft tits. “If she doesn’t, then she needs her eyes checked. God broke the scale when he made you. Let’s go.” I gave her tits a light squeeze, and we left her apartment before re-entering the crowded party, hand in hand.

I found Julia in the kitchen with Casey trailing me close behind and gave her a thumbs up.

Julia’s eyes widened, and she pushed her way through the crowd until she reached us.

I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips while I laced my fingers in hers. “She’s in,” I whispered.

Julia leaned into Casey and whispered something I couldn’t hear over the thumping music and shouts of conversation.

Casey grinned and nodded at Julia. Then she slid her hand in my free hand, leaned in close to Julia and whispered something else I couldn’t hear. From that moment on, Casey and Jules were inseparable. They held hands during the party and made a circuit among their peers. Paired up, they reminded me so much of Julia and Taylor I had chills.

As the hours ticked by, I spent half my time with them and the other half chatting with Aydan and some of his friends.

Every so often, either Casey or Julia would appear beside me and whisper in my ear a sexual act they would perform on me later that night.

As the night went on, the crowd thinned. At some point, Casey sent Brian home. I didn’t ask her what she told him, but the poor guy spent most of the night wearing a frown. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what was happening between Julia, Casey, and me. Casey owed it to him to cut him loose, and with any luck, that’s what happened.

Lea disappeared into her room with Kevin, although I didn’t see when that happened. Aydan vanished without a goodbye, which I thought was strange since he and I had developed a genuine connection. It was a long time since I had made friends with a man, and it felt good.

Eventually, the three of us found ourselves parked on the couch, with Casey on one side and Julia on the other. We had all ceased drinking hours ago, knowing that the actual party was about to get started.

Casey ran her hand over my chest and nuzzled in tight, resting her head on my shoulder. Julia did the same on the other side while I stretched my arms around them both.

Julia nuzzled her face in tight behind my ear and kissed me softly. “Let’s go to your place,” she whispered.

Her warm breath curled down my neck, and my cock lurched in my jeans. I glanced over at Casey, and she peered up into my eyes and gave me a brief nod of encouragement. “Jules, before we go, there’s something you should know.”

Julia sat up and gazed at me, frowning. She pushed a lock of her silky brown hair behind her ear. “What’s wrong?”

I let out a long sigh. “I’ve known Casey for months. She and I have carried on a… late night relationship?”

Casey laughed and peered over my chest at Julia. “We hooked up.”

Julia let out a sigh of relief. “Oh, that. Yeah. I figured that out last week.” She leaned forward, kissed me on the lips, and glanced over at Casey. “Case and I already talked about it earlier.”

My jaw dropped. “What? How?”

“I figured it out on Halloween when I rode in your car. Remember when I told you that Lea and I saw the same car pick Casey up late at night?”

I nodded as recognition bloomed. “Of course.”

“Baby, I told Julia everything,” Casey said. “No more secrets.”

Julia dragged her fingertips along my chest and lower, sliding them under my waistline and inside the front of my jeans. “The morning we ran into each other on the sidewalk, you were coming from Casey’s apartment. Right?”

“Right,” I said, then glanced over at Casey. “Did you tell her?”

Casey shook her head. “Jules figured it all out. I’m glad she’s not the jealous type.”

Julia shrugged. “Casey’s smart and beautiful. You have excellent taste, and in the end, it worked out for everybody.” She leaned over me, and Casey met her in the middle before the two of them kissed full on the lips.

Their glistening pink lips meshed together, and their tongues twined.

My cock thickened in my jeans, pushing upward like a periscope on a submarine. “That’s hot.”

Casey broke off the kiss and the two of them smiled down at me. “There’s a lot more where that came from.”

“Can we go now?” Julia sat up and pushed herself off the couch. “Casey, come with me and we’ll pack a bag.”
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Halfway back to my apartment, things started getting wild. Casey and Julia crammed together in the passenger seat of my sports car, and it didn’t take long for hands to wander.

Casey sat on Julia’s lap, straddling her while their tongues lashed together, and their hands roamed over tits and ass. It wasn’t long before their overheated bodies forced me to run the defroster on full blast.

Julia slid her hands up Casey’s dress and cupped her cheeks while Casey unbuttoned Julia’s blouse, exposing her white lace bra and a mountain of billowy cleavage.

My cock strained painfully against the front of my pants. I popped the button on my jeans and downed the zipper just to get some relief.

Without missing a beat, Julia slid one hand out from under Casey’s dress and fished my meaty cock out of my jeans. She fondled my shaft while she lovingly swirled her fingers over my tip.

Her touch sent a shiver racing along my spine. I pushed away my briefs, giving her unfettered access to my raging hard cock.

By the time we pulled into my parking garage, Casey’s dress was up around her waist, Julia was topless, and my pants were wrapped around my ankles on the floorboard.

Reluctantly, we covered up just enough to climb from the car and appear presentable for the security cameras. In the elevator, the girls were all over me, each kissing me while Casey had her hands stuffed down my pants.

Casey ditched her bra in the car, and her big natural tits jiggled invitingly inside her black dress. Her cleavage sprouted from the gap in her V-neck, and I massaged her tit, rolling her fat nipple between my fingers as I explored Julia’s open mouth with my tongue.

Julia’s panties were long gone, and I had one finger stuffed deep inside her pussy, probing her tight interior as her soft moans echoed inside the elevator.

Because of the late hour, we rode the elevator alone. When we arrived on my floor, the three of us collected what remained of our clothing and sealed ourselves away inside my apartment.

On the way to my bedroom, we left a trail of clothes behind us. We stretched out naked across my massive king-sized bed, with the glittering Chicago skyline alive behind us.

The girls pinned me down, with my hard cock towering above my midsection, swaying like a phallic offering to the God of fertility. Swirls of black and brown hair played over my stomach as Julia and Casey worshiped my cock with lips, tongue, and their soft, warm tits.

Their flesh moved over me like a dream — two shades of pale skin, creamy and perfect. Julia’s springy tits and Casey’s soft body, lush and ripe, wrapped around me like heated velvet.

Julia wrapped her fingers around the base of my towering manhood, gently stroking while she swirled tongue around my knob, licking away a thin trail of cum oozing from my slit. “You have the best cock.” She puckered her lips around my tip, sucking gently as Casey licked her up my shaft while she fondled my balls.

With my head and shoulders propped up beneath the mound of pillows lining my headboard, I took in the visual feast. My cock pulsed under a glistening sheen of their combined saliva and if not for the marathon sex, Julia and I had the night before, I would have already blown my load. Warm, wet sucking sensations seemed to come from everywhere at once and I grabbed fistfuls of my blanket to stop myself from climaxing.

Julia giggled as she gazed at me over my pulsing knob. “He looks like he’s ready to explode.” She opened her mouth and slid my cock between her lips until it bulged inside her cheek. Then she swirled her tongue over my shaft, sucking me like a lollipop.

I groaned and Casey laughed with the meat of my shaft buried between her scrumptious lips. She came off my cock with a sucking, smacking sound and edged closer until she came face to face with Julia. “Don’t Bogart that cock, girl.”

Julia came off my cock with a slurp and grinned at her brand new harem sister. “My bad. I get greedy sometimes.” She pushed my throbbing knob toward Casey until the women came together, kissing each other with my tip sloshing around between them.

Their tongues were a blur of motion and their soft moans mingled, driving me crazy with lust. I never knew sound played such a huge role in getting me off until I heard Julia and Casey kissing for the first time. The sound of their smacking lips merged with their breathy moans and playful giggles detonated a nuke in my sexual psyche.

My cock oozed pearls of thick cum, and saliva flowed down my shaft like a waterfall. It was time to make a switch before I blew my stack all over their pretty little faces. Not that I wouldn’t love to see them drenched in my cum, but we were just getting started. “Okay ladies, let’s play bucking bronco.”

Julia and Casey broke off their sucking and slurping long enough to stare up at me, wearing intrigued expressions.

“What’s bucking bronco?” Julia asked.

Casey frowned and then grinned as she stroked my fat cock in her warm, slippery hand. “I can probably guess, but I want to hear you say it.”

“I’m the bronco and there’s room enough for two cowgirls.”

Julia giggled, then glanced over at Casey. “I like this game already.”

“One cowgirl takes the back seat.” I pointed to my cock. “The other cowgirl takes the front seat.” I flicked my tongue back and forth. “You two decide.”

“It’s your choice,” Casey said. “Without you, we wouldn’t be here.”

Julia’s eyes lit up. “I’ll take the front seat.” Then she turned to me. “Can you pound me doggy style afterward?”

Jesus Christ, I had hit the fucking lottery. “Twist my arm, why don’t you.”

Julia grinned, then crawled forward on all fours before she dragged her pale tits over my face and mouth, guiding her nipple over my outstretched tongue. “Suck my nipples, baby.”

Casey straddled my thighs and slowly stroked my cock as she sat atop me, gazing down at Julia’s ass. “No fair, your ass is better than mine.”

I stuffed one of Julia’s pale pink nipples into my mouth and sucked it to hardness, slurping and nibbling as I squeezed her free tit in my hand.

“Hardly,” Julia said through tortured moans. “I would kill for that cute little ass of yours.”

I came off Julia’s nipple and smiled down at Casey. “Can we agree that you both have incredible everything?” I popped Julia’s other nipple in my mouth, sucking it to hardness as she gently moaned.

“You’re biased because you love us,” Casey said. She sat up on her knees and dragged my tip along her soaking wet slit, causing her big tits to jiggle and shake.

The sensation in my knob was electric, and I ground my hips, seeking Casey’s tight little hole as she worked my cock faster over her soaking wet lips. I shuddered and pushed my face between Julia’s soft tits, mashing them against my cheeks as I gently motorboated her cleavage.

Julia’s breaths came faster and sharper. She twined her fingers through my shaggy hair as she straddled my chest and prepared to ride my face.

Casey slipped my cock inside her pussy and let out a long, warbling moan. “Fuck…unnngghh… baby, your cock feels amazing.”

Her warm, tight pussy wrapped my cock in a heavenly blanket. I pulsed inside her, my girth straining her tight walls as her pussy rolled in waves up and down my shaft. I released Julia’s tits and came up for breath before gazing down my body at Casey’s legendary body, riding me slow and deep.

Casey braced her hands against my upper abs, leaned into me for leverage and ground her hips in tight circles, plumbing her depths with my massive cock as her tits gently bounced together.

Julia wriggled forward, positioning her tight little pussy inches from my waiting lips.

“Come here, baby. Let me taste you.” I cupped her ass in both hands and pulled her forward until my tongue slid up her tight little slit. She tasted both sweet and tart leaving my mouth watering for more.

Julia leaned back and edged her hips forward, drowning me with her tight little pussy while Casey bounced behind her, treating my cock like a pogo stick.

A moment elapsed, and it was like the universe snapped into place. Being with them together right then, right there, felt right. It was as if everything I had learned about love was all wrong and the secret to happiness had been locked away in a back room only available to those who knew the secret handshake.

I bucked my hips, fucking Casey hard and deep, eliciting moans and soft grunts from my biracial beauty. With my hands kneading Julia’s prime, grade-A ass, I went to work with my tongue, sliding up and down her pussy, dipping in her hole and unfurling her clit as I buzzed back and forth, my tongue a blur of activity.

Julia went crazy, grinding her hips as she flooded my mouth with her wetness. “Matt… baby… that’s the spot. Oh God, don’t you fucking stop.” Her hair flew wild behind her, and she lost herself as she closed her eyes and fucked my face with wild abandon.

Casey fucked me harder and faster. The bed springs creaked beneath us, and her tits bounced high on her chest, clapping together with a satisfying smack. She moaned continuously, shuddering as she fucked me, then her body went rigid, and she cried out in orgasmic ecstasy.

Julia climaxed with her, locking my face between her thighs as she breathed so hard I thought she might pass out. Her pussy spasmed under my tongue, and I pulled her cherry clit between my lips and sucked she cried out with Casey.

Both ladies heaved for breath as their orgasms swept over them. A moment passed before they came down the other side and opened their eyes.

Julia rolled off my chest and landed face first on the bed beside me.

Casey slipped off my glistening cock and let out a shuddering gasp. She collapsed sideways, stretching out sideways near the foot of the bed.

Their tits rose and fell in unison as my cock swayed from side to side, on the hunt and in search of fresh prey.

I rose to my knees and surveyed the wreckage I left in my wake. “Did you girls enjoy the rodeo?”

Julia peered down the bed at me and laughed while Casey pushed up on her elbows and grinned. “The bronco wins this round.”

I raised an eyebrow. “It looks like you two are the real winners.”

Julia smiled sweetly and locked her eyes on my cock. “And it looks like you’ll have to take what belongs to you.” She wriggled her hips and her ass jiggled slightly, revealing the pale pink of her glistening slit.

I grabbed Julia’s ankles and dragged her to me, causing both ladies to burst out laughing. Then I gave Julia’s ass a playful smack.

Julia shrieked with delight and sat up on her knees, gazing back over her shoulder at me. “Come on, cowboy. Now it’s your turn to mount your filly.” She dropped to her hands and knees and presented me with a front-row seat of a lifelong fantasy. Julia’s glistening brown hair cascaded down her back, cutting a stark contrast with her ivory-toned flesh.

“Holy mother of God,” Casey said, gawking at Julia’s body with me. “Baby girl, you are fucking perfect.”

Julia peered back at her harem sister. “Aww… come up here and keep me company.” She held out her hand and Casey crawled up the bed until their mouths met and their tongues flashed together.

I needed no more prompting. I lined my cock up in Julia’s tight little ass crack and edged my hips forward and backward, savoring the sensation of her tight ass cheeks squeezing my meaty shaft.

Casey slid her body under Julia’s, moving downward until her feet touched my knees and her ravaged pussy came into view below Julia’s hips. The ladies lost themselves kissing and touching, running their hands over their perfect breasts.

Oh, Brian, eat your heart out. I grinned at the thought and dragged my swollen knob down Julia’s already soaking slit, priming her for the pounding to come.

Julia moaned louder and shifted her hips, as if begging me to fuck her.

I gave her ass one last playful slap, then slid my cock deep inside her pussy, savoring her tightness as she squeezed down on my shaft like she owned it. With one last grunt, I thrust forward and bottomed out, fully impaling her and going balls deep in Ty Ashland’s stepdaughter. But she was all mine now, and in this shadow world I had built, she was royalty. I rocked forward, fucking her slow and deep, watching with fascination as my glistening cock split her pale, perfect ass.

Julia moaned, bucking her hips, meeting my slow steady rhythm while her ass clapped off my thighs. With every deep thrust, ripples flowed across her supple ass before dissipating near her hips.

I latched onto those hips and started fucking her harder and faster, grunting with each stroke. There was no going back now. She had her hooks in me and I would sooner die than live a day without her. I leaned forward, cupping her pale tits in my hands while I rammed her harder, thrusting deeper until Julia cried out with pleasure.

She broke off her kiss with Casey, arched her back and grunted, pushing back against me as she reached for my ass. “Coming….” She said though the word came out strained.

With heaving breaths, I pounded her until my cock was a blur and my orgasm crashed into me like a tsunami. I pulled out and flipped Julia over on her back. “Next to Casey, baby.”

Julia inched over, and I stroked my cock and groaned. Heavy ropes of hot jizz spurted from my cock and stretched across both Julia and Casey, coating their tits, chin and lips with massive, milky loads. My head flashed and my body jerked with each hard spasm until their tits were soaked in hot cum.

As they gazed up at me, they pushed their tits together, working the cum into the folds of their creamy cleavage until I had nothing left to give.

I collapsed onto my knees, heaving for breath as my cock drizzled pearly cum.

Julia crawled across the bed and Casey came after until they reached my cock and sucked me clean. After they finished, the three of us stretched out on my bed and collected ourselves.

“I guess we’ll need a shower after that load,” I said, breaking the silence.

The girls laughed and Casey spoke next. “I thought you might pass out there was so much.”

“I’m a total cum slut,” Julia said. “I loved it.” She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “Almost as much as I love you.”

“Remind me not to ask about your previous boyfriends,” I said. “It’s too painful to think about.”

“It was all just practice leading me to you,” Julia said, then sighed with satisfaction.

We lay there silently for another few minutes before Casey spoke. “I called it off with Brian tonight.”

Julia sat up and glanced over me at Casey. “Oh, babe. I’m sorry. I know you didn’t want to hurt him.”

“It was the right thing to do. I didn’t love him. And I hadn’t had sex with him since I started up with Matt.”

“You told me you were with him two weeks ago,” I said.

“I lied,” Casey said. “I didn’t want to scare you away.”

I laced my fingers in hers. “I’m not going anywhere.” I brought her hand to my lips and kissed it.

“Me neither,” Julia said as she crawled across my body and kissed Casey softly on the lips. “Does this make us sister wives?”

Casey laughed. “I think it makes us something we don’t talk about in public.”

“Amen to that,” I said.

Julia swatted me playfully on the chest. “You are such a grandpa about this stuff. You’re too young to be so old.”

“I’m not that young.”

“God, Matt, you’re only thirty-two,” Casey said. “You’re not even old enough to be our dad. It’s not that weird. Lots of people have a similar age gap.”

“I suppose,” I said. “But with Julia, there’s a lot more history. We can fill you in tomorrow.”

Julia yawned. “I’m exhausted, but I want to get clean. Can we shower?”

The three of us showered together, laughing and chatting happily while we soaped up. After the shower, we dried off before sliding under a pair of fresh sheets I pulled from the closet. Two minutes later, the three of us zonked out. If I had known what was coming for me the next morning, I doubt I would have slept so well.
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The next morning, I returned to the apartment with a bag of bagels and cream cheese. As I opened my front door, the scent of fresh brew wrapped me in a good morning hug.

Casey and Jules perched on barstools at the kitchen bar, chatting easily while they sipped their coffee. When I entered, they swiveled on their stools and smiled at me.

“Hi, baby,” Julia said.

Casey gazed at the bag in my hand. “Sustenance. Yay.” She clapped her hands with approval. “I’m starving.”

I had worried that in the cold light of day, things might get awkward between them or even hostile. Those fears were unwarranted.

They both dug out an old t-shirt from my dresser. T-shirts that hung invitingly over their supple bodies. Julia’s was red and Casey’s light gray, but those old shirts didn’t disappoint. The worn cotton material hugged their full breasts, highlighted their hard, mouthwatering nipples and stretched halfway down their equally firm thighs. The inviting jiggle of their perky breasts betrayed what I already knew. Other than a pair panties, they both wore absolutely nothing beneath. Exactly why had I left them both naked in bed?

Julia pushed off the bar stool and her t-shirt rode up past her waist, revealing a pair of white cotton panties beneath. “I’ll make your coffee.”

“Thanks, Jules.” I approached the bar with bagels in hand and stopped next to Casey, leaning in for a good morning kiss. “Hey, gorgeous.”

“Good morning, my handsome man.” Casey kissed me back, deepening our connection, then kissed me again for good measure. She smiled up at me, her hazel eyes brimming with joy. “Did you get my favorite?”

“There’s a chocolate chip bagel in the bag with your name on it.” I placed the brown sack atop the bar stool.

Casey smiled at me and pulled open the bag. “You know me too well.”

“I know you have a major sweet tooth.” I pulled off my jacket and leaned against the bar top while I gazed over at Julia.

Julia came around the counter and placed a steaming mug of hot coffee on the countertop beside me. With a smile glued to her perfect face, she wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me into a simmering kiss. “You got up too early.” She glanced past me at Casey and smiled. “We wanted to play.”

“Oh?” I glanced back and forth between them. “Did you play with each other?”

“Maybe?” Casey said, and the two broke out laughing. “But it’s not as fun without you.”

I wrapped my arms around Julia’s slender frame then patted her tight rear end. “There’s nothing stopping us from going back to the playground.”

“Our thoughts exactly,” Julia said as she and Casey exchanged a wink.

A sharp knock on the front door interrupted us, and I frowned, glancing between Julia and Casey. “Anyone expecting a delivery?”

They shook their heads, and Julia climbed up on the bar stool. She and Casey gazed toward the door, waiting for me to answer.

I crossed the room and opened the door.

“Hi, Matt.” Sadie stood in the hallway, smiling up at me, her expression hopeful.

My stomach dropped into my shoes and my face flashed hot with disbelief. This wasn’t happening. I blinked, hoping I had imagined the whole thing, but Sadie remained standing before me, her green eyes tentative.

“Can I come in?” She asked with her hands clasped before her, looking every bit as cute as I remembered.

“Who is it?” Julia asked from behind me.

“Shit,” I whispered under my breath, gazing down at Sadie.

“Bad time? I can come back,” Sadie said.

“Nope. We might as well clear the air.” I held the door open wide and stepped back as I turned to gauge their reactions.

Julia’s jaw dropped and Casey did a double take, glancing between Julia and Sadie, her eyes bugging out.

“Jules, do you have a twin?” Casey asked.

“More like a doppelganger,” I said as Sadie stepped through the doorway.

Sadie wore a pair of form-fitting jeans with designer holes custom-torn in the thighs, a baby-blue long-sleeved shirt unbuttoned just enough to show off her sumptuous cleavage. Her brown hair, rich and wavy, cascaded over shoulders, and she looked even more beautiful than the last time I saw her.

“Matt, what’s going on?” Julia frowned at me.

“You must be Julia,” Sadie said as she stepped forward and extended her hand. “I’m Sadie… Matt’s….” She glanced up at me. “Ex-girlfriend?”

Casey’s jaw dropped, and she whirled on me. “How many more lookalike girlfriends do you have?”

My cheeks burned, and I lowered my gaze. I dreaded telling her about Taylor.

“My guess is one more,” Julia said as she slipped from the bar stool and shook Sadie’s hand. “I can’t wait to hear how you know me.”

“One more? Who?” Casey asked.

I raised my head and stared at Julia. “The last one is Ember.”

“Ember?” Julia asked. “What kind of name is that?”

“The one her mother gave her,” I said, slightly annoyed by Julia’s tone.

“Can someone tell me what’s going on?” Casey asked.

“I have to admit, I’m confused too,” Sadie said.

Julia sighed and folded her arms over her chest, not taking her eyes off me. “I think I’ve pieced it all together.”

“Do you hate me?” I asked. “This wasn’t ever meant to hurt you, Taylor, or Scarlett. I missed you. It’s that simple.”

Then Julia crossed the room and stopped before me. She stared up at me, her expression unreadable. “Any normal girl would be irate.” She ran her hands down my chest, flattening an invisible crease on my shirt. “Good thing I’m not a normal girl.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softy on the lips. “I’m super flattered that you missed us that much. And….” She shrugged and smiled at me coyly. “It’s a massive turn on.”

Casey hopped from her chair and glared up at me. “Matt. Speak. Who is this woman and why does she look just like Julia?”

“Let’s go sit down and I’ll explain everything,” I said.

The ladies gathered on the sofa in the family room while I retrieved the framed photo of Julia, Taylor, and Scarlett taken on the day of Julia and I’s infamous kiss. I handed the photo to Casey, and she gasped. “That’s me.”

“That’s not you,” I said. “That’s a woman named Taylor Takata. She means a great deal to me.”

“Who’s the gorgeous blonde?” Sadie asked.

“Scarlett Wolf.” It was Julia who answered. “She and Tay were my best friends.”

Casey stared across the sofa toward Jules. “You knew I looked like her?”

Julia nodded. “When I found out that you and Matt were hooking up, I thought something like this might happen.” She gazed up at me where I stood in the center of the room. “Does Ember know about all of us?”

“I told her a few days ago,” I said. “She got back from Cancun last night.”

As if on cue, the front door opened, and a stunning blonde entered the apartment.

We turned and stared at Ember as she stepped into the apartment and turned to face us. When she spotted us staring back at her, she jumped backward as if snake bitten. “Holy shit.” She put her hand to her chest and breathed in and out, her eyes wide with shock. “You scared me.”

Ember’s tanned complexion had turned a shade more golden, which only made her even more beautiful. She wore her golden hair back in a tight ponytail with loose wisps appearing at her hairline. She held a brown paper grocery sack in one arm and wore a simple pair of faded jeans and a form-fitting long-sleeved pull over.

“You’re just in time. Come on in and join the party,” I said.

Ember set the packed-full grocery sack down on the kitchen bar and crossed the room, eyeing the girls warily. As she perched on the edge of an over-sized leather chair her gaze settled on Julia. “You’re Julia Farmer.” Ember smiled sweetly. “You are even prettier than your picture.” Then she frowned and turned her gaze on Sadie. “No, wait. Are you Julia?”

“I’m Sadie, and we are all confused.”

“I’m trying to tell them what I already told you,” I said.

“Are there any more girlfriends you’ve got stashed away? Maybe there’s a redhead tucked away in the hall closet?” Casey asked.

“No, Case. This is it. My entire world is sitting in one room.”

“I figured out the lookalike part,” Casey said. “Now I want to know why?”

“It started out as a way for me to live my deepest fantasy through casual sex,” I said. “I already told this to Ember, but other than my first wife, you are the only women I’ve ever been with.”

Casey barked out a short laugh. “Bullshit.”

Julia’s expression softened. “Matt, really?”

I met her gaze and nodded before I turned back to Casey. “But I should have known that casual sex wasn’t possible. At least, not for me. Because somewhere along the way, I fell in love with the three of you.”

Sadie’s eyes glistened with tears. “I love you too,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“What about the other two women in this photo?” Casey asked. “Taylor and Scarlett.”

I shrugged. “I haven’t reached out to them in three years. They probably hate me.”

“They don’t hate you,” Julia said as a tear rolled down her cheek. “They just miss you the same as me.”

I gave her a warm smile before settling my gaze on Sadie. “Now it’s my turn to be confused. I thought you got engaged? Why are you here?”

Sadie squirmed a little on the couch. “I broke off my engagement.” She held up her empty ring finger.

I wasn’t surprised and the rest of the ladies didn’t look surprised either. “What happened?”

“I didn’t love him like I love you.” She gazed at me hopefully. “Am I too late?”

“I don’t know.” I turned to Julia, then scanned Casey and Ember’s faces. “Is she too late?”

Casey held up her hands. “Wait, a hot second.” She trained her hazel eyes directly on me. “If I’m some sort of stand-in for Taylor, then I’m not interested.” She glanced at Sadie and Ember, then back at me. “No offense to these two, but if you don’t love me for me, then I don’t see this whole harem thing working out.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re in a six-way tie for first. Quiz me if you don’t believe me.”

“Quiz you?”

“Ask me questions about you, your beliefs, anything, really. If I only wanted you for sex, then I wouldn’t care about any of little things that make you special.”

“You already know I have a sweet tooth,” Casey said.

“Including your favorite flavor of Ben and Jerry’s ice cream, and I know your favorite bagel.”

“Where did I grow up?” Casey asked.

I rolled my eyes. “Carmel, Indiana. That’s too easy.”

“What’s my little brother’s name?” Casey asked.

“Tom, but you call him Tommy. No one else is allowed to call him by that name.”

Casey couldn’t help but grin. “My favorite color is…?”

“You’re throwing me a trick question?” I laughed. “Your favorite color changes depending on your mood.” I pointed to Sadie. “Your favorite color is blue.” Then I touched Ember’s shoulder. “Emmie, yours is red and damn, do you ever wear it well.”

She smiled up at me and latched onto my hand. “Thank you, baby.”

I gazed at each face as they stared back at me. “The fact is, I can’t choose only one of you. I love each of you in your own way for everything you are. You each make me a better man. If we’re together, we can build something special between us and only us. Other than Taylor and Scarlett, you are my tribe.”

They stared at me for a long time without speaking before Julia stood and crossed over to me. “I’m in.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me.

Ember stood beside me and kissed me softly on the cheek. “I love you, Matt, and I’m in too.”

“Me too,” Sadie said, then popped up off the couch, running across the room before she lunged at me, throwing her arms around my neck. “I missed you so much.”

I hugged her tight, lifting her slightly off the floor before I returned her to her feet and gazed over her shoulder at Casey. “Case, what about you?”

One by one, the girls turned around to face her.

“No pressure or anything,” Casey said, but the smile on her face told me she was close to cracking.

“Come on, baby girl,” Julia said. “All the cool kids are doing it. Besides, don’t you want to reel in your doppelganger?”

Casey shrugged. “The thought has crossed my mind.”

“I don’t know any of you yet, but I’m super excited,” Ember said. “And if anyone needs their hair styled, I give a one-hundred percent family discount.”

They all laughed, and we gazed down at Casey, waiting for her answer.

“You don’t have to decide right now. I know it’s a lot,” I said.

Casey shook her head. “It’s not that. I’m in. I’m just wondering how I’ll ever fall asleep when Julia snores like a cow.” A huge grin crossed her face.

Julia’s jaw dropped. “I do not snore.” She looked up at me. “Matt, tell her I don’t snore.”

I raised an eyebrow and shrugged. “I thought I heard a chainsaw running last night.”

Julia laughed along with everyone else. “You two snore. Not me.”

Casey pushed off the couch, crossed the room, and pulled me into a warm kiss. Then she held my cheeks in her hands. “You better not break my heart, Matt Knox or I’ll come for you.”

I kissed her back and smiled. “Try me.”

“Who’s hungry?” Emmie asked. “I’m making lunch.”
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The next week was a wild ride. The girls agreed on a rotation of one night a week with me, one on one. Two days were for group dates that were up to me to plan. Sunday was family night with all five of us coming together for a home cooked meal.

With the turmoil of the ladies discovering each other behind me, my writing was never better, and the words came fast and furious. Less than a week later, I reached the midpoint of my screenplay just in time to hit the shower for Sadie’s night out.

The days and nights of booty calls and hookups were behind us. Proper dates and sleepovers replaced drunken texts and Uber rides. Monday Ember cooked for me at her place that was now one-hundred percent Dane free. On Tuesday, Casey and I met for a late night dinner, followed by an even later night and sleepover in my apartment. Wednesday, Julia took me clothes shopping before we met Lea for cocktails, and I slept at her place. That brought us to Thursday, which was Sadie’s night, and I had no clue what she had planned other than to pick her up at her place at seven o’clock.

When I pulled up to her place, I parked and pushed open the car door when Sadie and Julia bounded out of Sadie’s apartment, hand in hand.

Laughing, they raced across the street and wrestled at the passenger door, each tying to outmaneuver the other to get in first. Their voices and laughter were muffled through the window but there was no doubt they were happy.

Sadie grabbed Julia’s tit and twisted, causing Julia to jump back squealing. Sadie used the opening to pull open my car door and throw herself in. Breathless, she hit the seat and grinned over at me, smiling. “I won.”

Julia piled in after her, tickling Sadie’s sides as the two squirmed together in my seat. “That was cheating,” Julia said.

“There are no rules in the game of shotgun,” Sadie said in between fits of laughter.

“Technically, you’re both riding shotgun,” I said. “And I really should trade in the sports car for an SUV.”

Sadie elbowed her way onto my lap while Julia pushed over the top of her harem sister and planted a kiss on my lips.

“I win,” Julia said, laughing.

“You’re such a bitch,” Sadie said, howling beneath Julia’s weight. “Get off me you heifer.”

With Sadie’s head on my lap and Julia’s body lying on top of Sadie, I took the open opportunity to swat Julia’s tight ass.

She squealed and shifted her weight, sliding off Sadie as she leaned back against the passenger door.

Sadie scrambled off my lap, then leaned in and gave me a fat kiss, parting her lips and flashing her tongue with mine before she backed off with a loud smack of her lips. Then she glanced over her shoulder at Julia. “You may have kissed him first, but I kissed him best.”

Julia rolled her eyes. “Whatever. We’ll see who fucks him best later.”

“If by we, you mean me, then yes we will.” Sadie grinned triumphantly and pushed against me so tight, I could barely move, let alone drive the car.

“Maybe you two really are twin sisters separated at birth.”

They gazed at me with disheveled hair spring from their messy matching ponytails. They both wore tight jeans and over-sized sweatshirts, and you couldn’t have convinced me they weren’t sisters unless you knew better.

Then Sadie leaned over and pulled Julia into a tight hug. “She’s my soul sister.”

Julia squeezed her back. “Back at you babe.” She glanced over Sadie’s shoulder at me. “We clicked.”

I chuckled. “I guess you did. When did this happen?”

“Jules spent the week at my apartment,” Sadie said. “And ran interference with Jason.”

“He’s a little needy,” Julia said. “But I got your back.”

“Jason’s back in the picture?” I asked.

They both laughed, and Sadie answered. “God, no. But he’s fucking relentless. I might have to get a restraining order.”

“What happened?” I asked.

“He found out about you and Sadie,” Julia said. “He’s a smidge jealous.”

“I don’t want to talk about Jason,” Sadie said. “Let’s get this party started.”

“Sounds good to me. Is Julia coming with us tonight? It’s your night.”

Sadie hooked her arm around Julia’s. “She’s coming with us,” Sadie said, causing Julia to giggle loudly.

Another threesome? This time with Sadie and Julia? It was like having sex with twins. My stomach dipped and my pulsed ticked higher. “I like where this is heading.”

“We want to do beers and dinner at Eller’s Pub,” Sadie said. “Then go back to your place and get naked.”

“Say no more.” I found the address in my GPS, and we were off in a flash.

The ladies turned more docile, sliding comfortably together in the seat with their arms and legs intertwined. As I drove toward the pub, the three of us chit-chatted about the day, including more details about Sadie’s ex Jason who had been stalking Sadie.

When we reached the pub, we claimed a booth near the bar that offered the best view of everyone coming and going. I ordered a round of beers before Sadie excused herself and went to the bathroom.

Julia sat across the booth from me, sipping her beer, when I reached out and squeezed her hand. “Do you know how amazing you are?”

She laughed and casually laced her fingers in mine. “Is there a specific reason for the compliment or are you just trying to get down my pants?”

“How did we get here?” I asked. “You opened your heart to these women that you didn’t even know. Look at you and Sadie. You two seem like actual sisters.”

“Why are you surprised? Matt, you may have found them based on their appearance, but you kept them in your life for who they are. Tell me, how many Julia lookalikes did you try out before you picked Sadie?”

I laughed and shook my head. “A dozen at least. I couldn’t stand most of them. The others bored me.”

“That’s exactly my point.” Julia picked up my other hand and smiled at me. “Subconsciously, you matched not only on looks, but on personalities too. And don’t underestimate the influence you had on me growing up.”

My stomach sank. “What did I do? God, did I corrupt you?”

Julia laughed. “No. You showed me how to love.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of a familiar face, and I drew my hands back from Julia and sat up straight.

Julia frowned and stared at me, confused. “What’s wrong?”

My brother Dan walked by and glanced at Julia before recognition blossomed in his eye. He paused, then turned and seemed to notice me for the first time.

A smile spread across Dan’s face. “Matt?” He came in for a quick hug and gazed across the table at Julia. “Hey, Jules. What are you two doing here?”

“We live around here,” I said. “What are you doing here?” I glanced across the table at Julia, and she scowled at me like I said or did something wrong.

“I met a client here for drinks,” Dan said. He gazed back and forth between us, as if sensing some tension. Then he cleared his throat and focused on me. “Matt, I was going to send you a text about Thanksgiving. Can you make it?”

I glanced over at Julia. “Jules invited me to her house for Thanksgiving.”

Julia folded her arms over her chest. “Do whatever you want.”

My stomach sank. I fucked up somehow. What had I done?

Dan eyed Julia and frowned before turning back to me. “You’re heading into the lion’s den? Are you sure that’s a good idea?”

Julia flexed her jaw muscles, and I could almost see the steam curling out her ears. I wasn’t sure if she was angrier with me or my brother.

“It’ll be fine,” I said, trying to discourage Dan’s line of questioning.

Dan gave Julia a sideways glance then turned his attention back on me. “Well, if you two want to come over for dessert, you’re more than welcome.”

I forced a smile, although my insides were melting away under Julia’s hard stare. “Thanks. I’ll let you know.”

Dan gave Julia one last look and then turned back to me, his eyes wide with pity. “Gotta go. I’ll see you two later.”

Dan took his leave and a few seconds later, disappeared through the front door.

Julia glared at me with her arms folded over her chest while Sadie appeared a second later and slid into the seat beside Julia.

Sadie looked at me with disbelief and shook her head. “I saw the whole thing.”

“What whole thing?” I asked.

“He did it again,” she said under her breath as she glanced at Sadie.

“Yeah. I saw him do it,” Sadie said.

“What in the hell did I do?” I asked. “One second I’m having a great conversation with the woman I love and the next she looks like she wants to kill me.”

Julia gazed at Sadie, completely ignoring me. “I can’t believe this. He doesn’t even know,” she said under her breath.

Sadie clasped Julia’s hand and then glared at me for her. “See what I’m doing?” She held Julia’s hand up for me to see.

“You’re holding Jules’ hand,” I said.

“So were you until your brother showed up,” Sadie said. “What did you do?”

“I pulled away,” I said and sagged back in my seat, letting out a heavy sigh. “Jules, I’m sorry. That —”

Julia leaned forward and glared at me. “The first time you did it was on Halloween when your brother answered the door. Are you ashamed of me?”

“No. I’m proud to be with you.” I spread out my arms. “We’re here in a public place and I grabbed your hands. I’ll climb on top of the bar and kiss you right here, right now.”

“Would you do it if your brother was here? Or my mother or Ty?” Julia let out a deep breath and turned to Sadie. “I can’t stay here. I’m too pissed. You two go on without me.”

“I’ll go with you,” Sadie said and slid out of the seat, not letting go of Julia’s hand.

“Stop. Let’s talk about this,” I said.

Julia slid across the booth and climbed out after Sadie. “Decide what kind of relationship you want with me. One that’s out in the open or one that’s hidden away.” Her chin quivered as she stared at me. “I love you.” She said it loud enough to draw stares from the surrounding crowd. “See? Nobody gives a shit.”

Without another word, Sadie and Julia left the bar and all I could do was watch them go.
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For the next four days, Julia refused to take my calls or answer my texts. Even when I showed up at her apartment, Lea turned me away, claiming she wasn’t there, but even if she was, she was still pissed at me.

My writing came to a halt, and I made terrible company for Ember, Sadie, and Casey. They assured me that Julia just needed time to cool off and, in the meantime, I should figure out some way to make it up to her.

By the time my creative writing class rolled around, I came up with an idea I hoped would get me out of the dog house. My only worry was that Julia wouldn’t show up. Thankfully, my fears were alleviated when she arrived in class one minute before I started the lecture.

She sat in her normal seat in the front and barely acknowledged me as she turned on her laptop and pretended that I didn’t exist.

As the class settled in, I pulled out a marker and wrote two words on the whiteboard - Internal Flaw. I turned around and faced the class. “What do those words mean?”

A smattering of hands went up. Julia’s hand wasn’t among them.

“KJ?” I asked.

“It’s the big way your protagonist is broken on the inside.”

“Good,” I said, nodding. “We all have flaws,” I gazed at Julia, but she ignored me. “The internal flaw refers to a problem or issue the story will address through the plot and the character arc.” “Can anyone give me an example of an internal flaw?”

More hands shot up, none of them Julia’s.

“Just shout them out,” I said and turned back to the board.

“Alcoholism,” someone said.

“Fear of failure,” another person said.

“Fear of heights,” a woman said to the laughter of the class.

I wrote them down. “Let’s take these one at a time.” I underlined the first flaw. “Alcoholism. This is a manifestation of an internal flaw. Ask yourself, what drove the protagonist to drink? Once you figure that out, you’ve got your internal flaw.”

The class scribbled down notes.

“The third one, fear of heights, is more of a character attribute than an internal flaw. Although, just like alcoholism, if there was an incident in the character’s life that made them afraid of heights, exploring that may lead to an internal flaw.”

The clatter of keys filled the silence

“This third example — fear of failure, is too generic. We’re looking for something more concrete. I’ll give you an example.”

The class perked up, paying attention as I paced the room.

“Let’s say your protagonist is a handsome creative writing teacher.”

More laugher ensued, and even Julia cracked a thin smile, although she didn’t look up for her laptop.

“Let’s say this dashing young professor has fallen in true love for the first time in his life.”

That perked Julia’s interest, and she made eye contact with me for the first time in five days.

“But the young professor has a flaw. He’s excessively worried about the opinions of others where it’s impacting his ability to form a committed relationship.”

“Why would that be?” Julia asked, talking to me for the first time.

My insides melted, and it was like the weight of the world lifted off my shoulders. I gazed directly into Julia’s eyes. “Maybe our hero needs the confirmation of others because his parents tragically died when he was young. Maybe he held their relationship up as his ideal. Maybe he spent his life trying to live up to this impossible standard. His lesson then is to accept love where he can find it, even if it’s met with disapproval.”

Julia’s eyes twinkled, and she sat us straight. “How can the hero prove his love?” She smiled at me, and the class gazed back and forth between us, while hushed conversations and murmurs arose across the room.

“By never stopping until he can convince her through his actions that he loves her more than anything or anyone in the world.”

Julia was all smiles, and she held my gaze without flinching until Kevin in the back row spoke up. “Are we still talking about the inner flaw?”

Laughter erupted around the room, and my cheeks turned hot as Julia laughed along with them.

I spent the next thirty minutes discussing character arc and the inner journey, keeping it grounded in fiction writing while the class took notes and asked questions. After class, Julia lingered behind, drawing a few knowing grins from her classmates, before they exited and left us alone.

She crossed the distance between us and gazed up at me, her expression calm. “Maybe I overreacted, but you really hurt me.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “You’re right to be upset. I’m working on it. How about this?” I took her hands in mine and drew her close. “Over Thanksgiving, we will come out as a couple to everyone. My family and your family.”

Julia grinned. “I love that idea.” She perched on her toes and wrapped her arms around my neck before softly kissing me. “I love you, you idiot.”

I slipped my hands around her waist and cupped her tight ass. “Are we friends again?”

“Only if you take me out on a romantic date,” she said. “That will get you out of doghouse.”

I leaned in and kissed her full on the lips. “How does Wednesday night sound?”

“It sounds amazing.” Julia’s phone buzzed in her back pocket, and she pulled it out, scanning the message before she smiled. “It’s Emmie. She said she can style my hair tonight.” She peered up at me. “Just in time for our date.”

“I didn’t know you two were texting,” I said.

“We all have a group text going that you’re not a part of,” Julia said.

“Can I see the thread?” I asked jokingly.

“Trust me. You wouldn’t want to see it right now.”

“Savage,” I said.

Julia texted a reply and Emmie sent her something back. “She wants you to come with me?” Julia gave a sly smile.

“Me?”

“Something about the three of us in a sauna,” Julia said. “I’ll tell her you’re not interested.”

“Wait,” I said. “Who said I wasn’t interested?”

Julia laughed. “Gotcha.”

“Ha-ha,” I said without humor.

“I told her you were coming,” Julia said as she slipped her phone in her back pocket. “The spa closes at nine. We’re meeting Emmie there then. Pick me up at 8:30. Don’t be late.”

“I just got of the doghouse,” I said. “Trust me, I won’t be late.”

Julia kissed me again and bit my lower lip hard enough to hurt.

I yelped and fell back against the desk.

“You aren’t out of the doghouse yet, handsome. Let’s see how tonight goes.” She grinned teasingly, then turned on her heel and strode for the door, giving me a last glance over her shoulder. “Bye, baby. I’ll see you tonight.”
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Booking an appointment with Ember Adams wasn’t easy. She was one of the hottest stylists in the city and had a month’s long waiting list. But waiting lists didn’t apply to family, and in her eyes, Julia was family.

I picked up Julia at 8:25 pm, arriving five minutes early, and we pulled up to the Mid-City Salon and Spa just before nine. The exterior facade of the high-end spa was all chrome and glass, while dim interior accent lights left no doubt that the spa was closed for the day. This was all according to Emmie’s plan, and with the way she had lusted after Julia, I knew she was up to something.

“She told me to text her when we arrived,” Julia said as she pulled out her phone.

“We have the place all to ourselves?” I asked.

Julia sent the text and put the phone in her back pocket. “Yep. Emmie told me to tell you she wants a Margarita pizza from Ragu’s. She says you know the place.”

“Right. Is pizza okay with you?”

“Amaze,” she said and stepped forward, planting a long, tender, wet kiss on me. Then she reached down and grabbed the heavy bulge in my pants. “But don’t take too long, or we’ll have to get naked in the sauna without you.”

Ember arrived at the door. She and Sadie exchanged a quick a hug and a sweet kiss on the lips before she let Sadie inside and pointed toward her stall down the hall.

“Hi, gorgeous,” I said to my blonde goddess as she stepped out into the windy street, looking like a dime.

Ember wore a sleek red dress that highlighted her hips and showcased her teasingly plump, high tight cleavage.

“You are a feast for the eyes.” I shook my head as I drank in her incredible form. “It’s like that dress was custom made just for you.”

Ember glanced down at her dress and back up at me. She crossed her arms over her chest and shivered slightly. “Thanks. You know me. I like to dress up.”

I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into a warm hug. “Thanks for doing this. I owe you one.”

She perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips, slow and sweet. “When you get the pizza, can you please get me a bottle of that cabernet you got us last time? I forget the name. Oh, and use this to get back in.” She shoved a key in my hand.

“Pizza and wine,” I said. “Got it.” I kissed her again and squeezed her tight. “I love for doing this. You have a big heart, Ember Adams.”

Emmie grinned. “My reasons aren’t entirely selfless. She’s gorgeous, both inside and out. You know I’ve wanted a nibble ever since you told me about her. Just remember, honor her and you honor me. Got it?”

“Is this about Julia?”

“Of course, it’s about Julia. Get your priorities straight.” She jabbed her finger into my chest.

“My priorities are as straight as an arrow.” I leaned over and kissed her again. “Oh, and don’t you dare get in that sauna without me.”

Emmie raised an eyebrow. “Don’t worry. I’ve been waiting all day to get you naked.” She flashed me a toothy grin, then turned and went inside, leaving me standing on the sidewalk like a dope.

Her favorite pizza joint was two blocks down and was busy enough that I had to wait thirty minutes for my order. I left, bought two bottles of the wine Emmie liked, and by the time I returned to the pizza joint, I only had to wait a few minutes more.

With pizza and wine in hand, I returned to the spa, used the key Ember gave me, and went inside. Since I had already been to Ember’s spa, I knew right where to go.

I arrived at her chair and found the room empty. So much for Julia’s haircut. Apparently, the words wait for me didn’t apply. Not that I was complaining. The thought of Ember and Julia’s naked bodies intertwined in a hot sauna made me giddy with delight. I set the pizza and the wine on a nearby table and made my way through the spa until I found the entrance to the sauna.

The door was shut and even with my ear pressed to the surface, I heard nothing coming from inside. But that didn’t mean they weren’t in there. When Ember wanted something, she went after it hard, and I knew how much she wanted to swing from the vines on the Julia tree.

I hustled to the nearby men’s changing room, where I ditched my clothes and found a fluffy white towel. Thirty seconds later, I pushed open the door to the sauna and grinned.

The humid sauna had two long cedar benches, one low and one high. It also held two beautiful women, one with blonde hair and the other, chestnut brown.

They sat together on the top bench, their towels forgotten in a heap on the lower bench below them. Their bodies glistened with sleek perspiration. Ember held her hand between Julia’s parted legs while their tongues and lips writhed together.

Julia held one of Ember’s big round perfect tits in her hand, tweaking the nipple as she gyrated her hips and moaned softly.

My cock went from zero to sixty, pulsing with a fresh inflow of blood as it pushed against the thin towel wrapped around my waist.

Julia’s milky white flesh stood in stark contrast to Ember’s golden tones. Her pale pink nipples were rock hard and beads of sweat drizzled down her firm breasts.

Embers newly acquired tan lines provided unmistakable evidence of her time spent bathing beneath the Mexican sun. Her bikini zones, both top and bottom, turned from dark gold to creamy white, a tone not far off from Julia’s natural color. Her puffy areolas and stiff nipples left my head drunk with desire. But it was the thin patch of neatly trimmed golden hair on her pussy that turned my cock to stone.

They both had their hair pulled back in messy ponytails but plenty of loose strands had popped free, trailing down their cheeks and neck. The look gave them a real-girl vibe that only made me want them more.

Ember glanced at me, then grinned mischievously before she deepened her kiss with Julia, sucking Julia’s tongue between her lips while her hand moved faster between Julia’s legs.

Julia’s tits jiggled and bounced with the furious motion, and she let out a long moan as her body jerked, bucking reflexively against Ember’s hand. Under the deluge, her breathing quickened and her body spasmed while the weight of an orgasm rolled over her.

I stepped forward and my stiff cock forced the towel away before it slipped free from around my waist and dropped to the ground. My manhood swayed before me like a steel girder. “You tricked me.”

Ember turned her electric blue eyes on me and gave me a pouty grin. “You’ve had Jules all to yourself for almost two weeks. Leave some for the rest of us. Besides, I really wanted the pizza and the wine.”

Julia reclined against the cedar wall, her eyes sated and her expression content. “Don’t be mad, baby.” But there was zero regret in her voice, which suited me fine.

“Mad?” I laughed and stepped forward, stopping before my blonde-haired queen. “I’m not mad, but someone needs a lesson in manners.” I gazed at Ember. “That someone is you, blondie.”

Ember slid down to the lower bench and placed her legs on either side of mine, straddling me as she came face-to-face with my glistening cock. With both hands, she grabbed hold of my shaft and wrapped her fingers around it before sliding her palms around the thick circumference. “Looks like someone needs a little TLC.” Emmie kissed the tip of my cock and smiled up at me. “Do you want mama to suck you off?”

My cock jerked in her hand and pulsed, further hardening under her slick, feverish hands.

Ember giggled. “I’ll take that as a yes.” She wrapped her puffy pink lips over my swollen knob while she stroked my shaft, sucking my cock while she kept her eyes locked on mine.

On the top bench, Julia leaned back against the wall, her gaze locked on Ember with her hand stuffed between her legs, sliding her fingers over her cherry and lower, massaging her soaking wet labia.

I gazed over my shoulder at Julia as Ember went deep, vacuum sealing her lips around my glistening shaft while she bobbed up and down, causing a loud sucking sound.

“Jules, do you like to watch?” I asked.

Julia nodded as her lips parted and her eyes turned heavy with lust. She quietly moaned as she probed her tight little hole, dipping her finger in and out of her pussy.

“Do you want to watch me fuck Emmie?” I asked.

“Yes,” Julia said, her voice breathy and hoarse.

Ember came off my cock with a smack and used the flat of her tongue to lick her way up my shaft. Using the tip of her tongue, she traced my throbbing, then unceremoniously released my cock. “How do you want to fuck me, baby?”

I stepped between Ember’s legs and gripped her meaty inner thighs, one in each hand, giving them a solid squeeze. “Lean back.” My voice came out in a low, commanding growl.

Emmie’s eyes widened, and she did as I told her, resting her back against the wall between the upper and lower bench.

I lifted her ass off the bench and inched her forward, careful not to splinter her perfectly round ass.

Ember’s breath caught in her throat, and a surprised smile touched her eyes. She was simply stunning. With her ripe pink lips, button nose, and blue eyes, she looked like an untouchable beauty queen with the body of a young Kelly Preston. Ember Adams was every man’s fantasy girl — a living, breathing fuck doll too good to be true.

Her round tits jiggled high on her chest, bobbing and swaying as she got into position. Her hard, puffy nipples sat atop those twin mounds like two frosted strawberries so ripe they made my mouth water. Her stomach was flat and smooth without an ounce of unwanted fat, yet soft and feminine. Her slit glistened with a mix of her natural wetness and perspiration, while her slim, pink labia barely protruded from a pussy crafted by the hand of God.

My cock ached to be inside her, throbbing and pulsing like a starving anaconda. I stepped up, sliding my hands along her inner thighs as I pressed my tip into her sweet pink meat.

Emmie sucked in a shallow breath and braced herself, tucking her fingers under a gap between the cedar planks behind her. She gazed up at me, her eyes begging me to fuck her. Her pussy visibly pulsed in short spastic bursts as my tip slid along her slit and caught just inside her tight little hole.

Julia moaned on the upper bench, working her fingers in a blur as her breathing intensified.

With a slight push of my hips, I pushed my cock home, sinking deep inside Emmie’s lush pussy, savoring the heat and tightness enveloping my shaft. “Fuck.” I sucked in a sharp breath and slid my hands under her lower thighs, holding half her ass beneath my fingertips.

Ember moaned, and her eyes narrowed with pleasure. “Baby, your cock is a fucking masterpiece.”

I pulled out, gazing down at my shaft, glistening with her wetness, then slammed into her, pile-driving her pussy with a quick, hard thrust.

Ember moaned in ecstasy. She pulled against the cedar plank and pushed her hips forward, forcing me deeper as she grunted and moaned.

I lit into her, fucking her hard and fast, grunting as I bottomed out with every deep thrust. Our bodies slapped together, and her tits rolled atop her chest, softly clapping together as her body moved in rhythm with mine.

Ember’s jaw went slack, and her eyes took on a hazy sheen as she lost herself in the ecstasy of my relentless pounding. She moved her hips in a fast clockwise motion, meeting my powerful, commanding thrusts.

I gripped her ass and lifted her hips high off the bench, power fucking her while Ember clung onto the cedar plank behind her. My cock sizzled under the heat and friction, and the first inkling of a looming orgasm tickled the back of my brain, signaling the end was near.

Ember’s body went rigid, and she wrapped her legs around my waist, locking herself in place while she gasped for air and her pussy spasmed.

I bucked my hips forward, thrusting deep inside her, and held still as my orgasm hit me like a brick wall. Hot cum raced up my cock and blasted Ember’s cervix, painting her with hot ropes of fiery cum. I gushed a never-ending fountain of creamy spunk, bathing my blonde beauty’s fertile womb, while I squeezed her ass and pressed in deep.

Between the cresting orgasm and the sauna’s scorching heat, my head spun, and my legs buckled beneath me.

Ember sucked in fast, sharp breaths, squeezing my cock with her wall muscles, milking me dry as her tits gently swayed.

On the upper bench, Julia rested her head back against the wall with her legs stretched out wide open before her, her expression spent. She sucked in long breaths, licked her lips as she eyed me and smiled.

I gently placed Ember back on the bench and she relaxed her legs, letting go of her death grip around my waist. My cock slipped free, dripping a thick string of cum from my tip.

A pearl of jizz appeared in Emmie’s ravaged hole, oozing over her pink lips until it dripped down onto the cedar. She scooped up a towel and surveyed the wreckage between her legs. “I’d say you got your revenge.” She smiled up at me as she went to work, cleaning the bench and wiping away the cum trailing down her inner thigh.

“It’s a case of the punishment fitting the crime.” I picked up my towel and mopped up my cock.

Julia leaned forward, then perched on the edge of the bench, watching us. “That was really hot. You two are like sexual super heroes.”

“I didn’t know watching was one of your kinks,” I said.

“Normally it isn’t,” Julia said. “But watching you two is like watching Ken fuck the ever-living hell out of a real life Barbie doo. Who wouldn’t get off to that?”

The three of us laughed, and I climbed up on the lower bench, leaned into Julia, and kissed her on the lips. “I can’t promise that Ken won’t try to make a move on Barbie’s Malibu sauna pal while we’re in the shower.”

“Ken is a damn whore,” Ember said as she stood and turned around to face us.

Julia slipped her arms around my neck and kissed me back. “Ken can fuck Malibu Jules blind in the shower if he wants.” She leaned in and kissed me harder, parting her lips before our tongues swirled together.

I cupped her bare tit in my hand and squeezed, sliding her stiff nipple between my open fingers.

“Let’s hit the showers before I pass out in here,” Ember said.

Without breaking our kiss, I scooped Julia off the bench and cradled her in my arms.

She squealed and threw her arms around my neck, drawing herself in tight while I crawled down off the bench, following Ember to the door.

“Lead the way,” I said. “Dirty girl coming through.”

In the shower, I made good on my promise and fucked Julia up against the wall while Ember watched. Afterward, we ate our lukewarm pizza, and Ember cut and styled Julia’s hair while we cleared both bottles of wine.

At the end of the night, the three of us ended up back in my apartment for a midnight threesome, every bit as torrid as the one Casey, Julia and I had a few nights ago.

As we drifted off to sleep, I coiled Julia in my arms while Ember pressed her naked body against me from behind. I kissed Julia behind her ear, nuzzled in close, and whispered. “I love you, my sweet Jules.”

“I love you too,” she whispered back and squeezed my arms around her.

Everything was perfect. A moment I would have frozen in time. But that’s not how life works. How could I have known that two nights later, everything would turn to shit?
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It was the Wednesday before Thanksgiving when all hell broke loose. I booked a reservation at a swanky upscale bistro close to my apartment. Afterward, I had planned a carriage ride for Jules and me, followed by an overnight stay at the most expensive boutique hotel in Chicago. Money was no object. We were celebrating us and our coming out. While I dreaded telling Julia’s family and my brother about her and me during Thanksgiving the following day, I was committed to setting the record straight and to hell with what anyone thought. I loved her and that would never change.

Julia and I had spent the entire day together. Starting with breakfast at her favorite bagel shop, followed by shopping and lunch on Michigan avenue. We spent the afternoon napping, curled in each other’s arms in my apartment, then showered together and got dressed for our big night out.

We were in love and nothing else mattered. We were invincible until we weren’t.

Julia wore a sleek black dress that offset her creamy complexion beautifully. Her chestnut brown hair, alive and radiant, coiled over her shoulders in luminous, vibrant waves. She wore red lipstick and her blue eyes popped with just enough makeup to make them sing.

When we stepped into the restaurant, every eye in the lobby turned and rested on Julia. She was the belle of the ball and I felt like the luckiest man alive.

We stepped up to the host and he nodded a greeting. “Welcome to Chez Creme.”

I gave him our name and Julia leaned into me for a sweet kiss, then she whispered in my ear. “Baby, I’m going to the bathroom. I’ll be right back.”

We kissed one more time and Julia turned and disappeared into the lady’s room across the lobby.

The host sent someone to go check on our table and I waited patiently in the lobby, taking in the decor. Then I saw her, and my blood ran cold.

My ex-wife, Cindy Knox, appeared before me with her hand draped around the arm of a man who looked old enough to be her grandfather. Her dead gray eyes locked on me, and a wintry smile formed on her big, fake lips. On the surface, my ex-wife looked gorgeous with coal black hair and a body built for sex. She was the living embodiment of eye candy, but her soul was dead on arrival. She was vindictive, emotionally ruined and a major league narcissist. She could charm a man on Monday and rob him blind of Friday. What made it worse was that she wasn’t always that way. Cindy grew into her hate just when I thought she had broken free of it forever.

She strolled toward me as if she didn’t have a care in the world. “Imagine seeing you here,” Cindy said, as if we were long-lost friends.

A sickening nausea settled in the pit of my stomach. “Hello,” I said, offering her a small but undeserved smile. During our divorce, Cindy had dragged my name through the mud, heavily insinuating I was a pedophile without a shred of proof. She fabricated evidence and lied under oath. None of it mattered. She got almost everything in the divorce, and I was glad to be rid of her.

Cindy laced her fingers in the hand of Old Man River next to her and put on her best fake smile. “Roy, this is my ex-husband, Matthew Knox.” She turned to me. “Matt, this is my special somebody, Sir Roy Blevins.”

If that was supposed to shock me, it didn’t I pitied the guy for getting sucked into her web of lies. Leave it to Cindy to not miss a chance to slip a person’s title into a conversation to both impress and intimidate friend and foe alike. I’m sure Sir Roy would run for the hills if he got a peek at Cindy’s corrupt soul.

“The famous author,” Roy said with a crisp British accent. He extended his hand, and I shook it.

“Well, it was good to see you,” I said, trying to end the conversation and send Cindy packing, but that wasn’t like her.

“Who are you here with?” Cindy asked me.

Julia didn’t deserve Cindy’s scrutiny or scorn, and I didn’t feel like telling her anything about my personal life. She deserved nothing but contempt. “I’m here alone,” I said.

Cindy laughed and reared her head as if that were the cleverest retort she had heard all day. “Nobody comes to Chez Creme to eat alone. Are you meeting someone?”

“I’m meeting Dan.” I lied as my tone boiled over with contempt. “Are you happy?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “I see you’re as hostile as ever.”

I balled my hands into fists and glared at her. “I would say it was nice seeing you, but that would be a lie. Goodbye Cindy.”

“Whatever. Good luck not writing.” Cindy howled with laughter, stuck up her nose and whisked past me, as if I were beneath her.

I turned toward the lady’s room and saw Julia standing there with tears in her eyes. My stomach dropped and a barrel of adrenaline emptied into my bloodstream. Something had gone terribly wrong.

I crossed the distance between us and stopped before her. “What’s wrong?”

Julia shook her head, and a teardrop rolled down her cheek. “You couldn’t tell her you were with me.” Anger blazed in her eyes. “I’ll never live up, will I?”

“Jules, it’s not like that at all. Cindy is a fucking psychopath. There was no reason to subject you to her virulent poison.”

Julia’s chin quivered. “This won’t work out between us, will it? I’m your scarlet letter and I always will be.” Tears rolled freely down her cheeks, and she pushed past me. “Don’t call me again.”

I ran after her, my heart pounding and my mouth dry. “Jules, wait. It’s not like that. Please listen to me.”

But she wasn’t having it. She pushed through the door and ran down the street.

“Julia. Wait. Please, let me explain.” I called out to her as I ran down the street.

Julia hailed a taxi while I chased after her. The taxi stopped, and she climbed in, slamming the door closed behind her.

I stood there watching helpless, sick to my stomach, as the taxi pulled away and Julia disappeared out of my life.
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Two hours later, I sat in my family room, staring down at the carpet with my head in my hands. “It was a complete misunderstanding.” I finished spilling the last of what happened to Sadie, Casey, and Ember, who sat with me, listening quietly while I spoke.

After I finished, the room fell silent for a long few seconds before Sadie spoke.

“I can see why she’s angry,” Sadie said. “But I also know how much she loves you.”

Casey looked down at her phone. “She won’t answer my texts.”

“Same for me,” Emmie said as she tucked away her phone. She turned her attention to me. “Ask yourself and answer honestly. Deep down in your gut, is she right? Are you unable to commit because of what others might think of you two together? If you are, she’ll know, and you should end things before you hurt her even more.”

“I’m not scared to admit anything,” I said. “What Julia heard didn’t come from a place of shame. It came from a place of loathing for my ex-wife.”

Sadie’s phone buzzed, and she immediately looked at it. “It’s her.”

My stomach flip-flopped. “What did she say?” I got up and crossed to Sadie, trying to look at her phone.

She yanked it back from my prying eyes and glared at me. “I don’t think so. I’ll let you know if you can read it.”

I collapsed back into the chair and stared at her.

Sadie nodded and typed something back, hit send, then looked up at me. “She’s really fucking pissed at you.”

I let out a bitter laugh. “No shit. What did she say?”

Sadie stared at her phone. “Julia is hurt. She’s asking for privacy.” She gazed around the room. “From all of us.”

“What did you tell her?” I asked.

Sadie looked at me and sighed. “I told her I’d let everyone know.”

I stared up at the ceiling and squeezed my eyes shut. “I’m screwed, aren’t I?”

The ladies sat in silence, staring at me as if unable to find the words. It was Casey who spoke next. “Matt, you need to show her how you feel. Words aren’t enough.”

“I should go over to her apartment, and —”

“No,” Ember said, cutting me off. “You heard her. We need to give her some time to process this. She’s not in the right head space to forgive you.”

“I agree with Emmie,” Sadie said. “Sleep on it. Give her some time to cool off.”

I sat up straight as realization dawned on me. “You guys aren’t supposed to be here.” I looked at my watch and back up at Ember. “Emmie, aren’t you driving to Ohio for Thanksgiving?”

“Yes, but you need me here.” Warmth radiated behind her blue eyes. “It’s fine.”

“That’s a long drive,” I said. “Go home.” I turned to Casey and Sadie. “The same goes for you two. Spend time with your families. I’ll be fine.”

“You can’t be alone on Thanksgiving,” Sadie said. “Come home with me. I’ll introduce you to my mom and dad.”

“I promised my brother I would go to his house tomorrow. It’s fine.” I stood. “Go. I insist.”

The girls reluctantly stood and circled me, hugging me tight while I wrapped my arms around them.

“Tell Julia how much you love her,” Sadie said. “She’ll see it in your eyes.”

Casey perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Call me if you need to talk.”

Ember squeezed me tight. “I’ll come home tomorrow night. We’ll spend Black Friday together.”

I kissed Emmie and squeezed her hand. “Don’t do that. Be with your family. I’ll talk to you later in the weekend.”

The ladies prolonged their goodbyes, stalling while they clung to thin reasons to stay. It took an effort of will, but they finally left. Despite Sadie’s offer to go home with her, none of us were ready to confront our families with the facts of our polyamorous relationship. For now, we were comfortable loving in the shadows.

I tried to sit and write, but it was futile. The writer’s block was back with a vengeance, and the wall was thicker and higher than ever.

I slammed the laptop lid shut, stood, and crossed to the giant floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the skyline. I gazed out across the city and pinpointed Julia’s apartment far below. The urge to find her and beg for understanding was overwhelming, but Sadie was right. She needed the space and time to cool off. In the morning, I would go to her.

I sighed and pressed my forehead against the window. “Goodnight, Jules.”
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At 2:00 am I gave up trying to sleep and spent most of the night pacing the floor, staring at the clock, and waiting for the sun to rise. At 6:00 am, I brewed a strong pot of coffee, then hit the shower.

I arrived at Julia’s apartment shortly after eight in the morning, and my stomach was in knots. The two cups of coffee I drank churned in my stomach like battery acid in a washing machine while my palms were clammy with sweat.

Outside her apartment, I pushed the buzzer for 1A and waited. There was no answer. I tried again with the same result. She wasn’t home? Where was she?

I paced on the sidewalk outside her apartment, staring up at the door.

As if on cue, the outer door opened, not by Julia but by another tenant.

“Can you please hold that for me? I left my keys inside.”

The young guy held the door, and I slipped inside, waiting for him to disappear before heading to Julia’s apartment.

I knocked. There was no answer. Where the hell was she? She didn’t have a car to drive home to her mother’s house. Had Tanya picked her up last night? Or even worse, Ty? For reasons she refused to go into, she hadn’t spent a night at home since the summer before college. Why now? Lea had gone home already, so where was Julia?

I paced outside her door for a minute longer, then gave one final desperate knock, this one loud enough to wake the dead. There was no answer. I checked my phone for the millionth time and had no new messages either. “Fuck it,” I said under my breath and turned to go when Julia’s door squeaked open.

I whirled to find a shirtless Aydan staring back at me, his eyes heavy with sleep.

My stomach plummeted and my legs turned to rubber. “Fucking beautiful,” I said.

“Matt? What are you doing here?” Aydan asked, groggy from sleep.

I turned my back on him. “Fuck you, Aydan.” I flipped him off as I stormed out of the apartment.

Hot tears welled in my eyes, and I fought the overwhelming urge to puke right there on the sidewalk. Visions of Aydan mauling Julia floated through my head, leaving me even more nauseated.

I broke into a run until I reached my car and dove inside. Then I completely broke down, sobbing and pounding my steering wheel as I unleashed a primal scream. I lost her, and that was that. Life as I knew it was over.

That’s when my phone buzzed.
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I considered ignoring the call. Julia made her choice. I didn’t want to hear her voice or her apologies. That was too much for me to take. The phone continued to buzz in the seat beside me as I started my car and pulled away.

Three rings later, my phone went silent, and I drove toward my apartment. Fuck the coffee. I needed bourbon to erase a moment that would go down as the biggest gut punch of my life.

Halfway home, my phone buzzed again. This time I turned my phone over and checked the caller id. It was Vanessa. My missed call list showed that it was Vanessa who had tried to call me the first time, not Julia.

Work was a welcome distraction and even Vanessa wouldn’t call me on Thanksgiving with bad news. I answered the phone. “Good morning, Vanessa.” I forced a cheery voice that sounded ridiculous coming out of me. “Happy Thanksgiving.”

“Right,” she said, as if forgetting that it was a national holiday. “Matt, I’ve got great news.”

“I could use some great news about now,” I said.

“They’re buying the script.” She let out a squeal that forced me to pull the phone away from my ear.

I forced a laugh, although I felt anything but happy. “That’s great,” I said with zero enthusiasm.

“Ask me what they’re paying,” she said.

I sighed. “Why don’t you just tell me?”

“Two million dollars plus a percentage of the revenue. Can you fucking believe it?”

My face went numb, along with my hands. “What?” The two million was mind-blowing but the revenue percentage was enough to make me ridiculously wealthy.

“They want to make your script next summer’s centerpiece. It will be a blockbuster, Matt. This is fucking huge.”

“I’m not done with the script, I said.

“They don’t care,” she said. “They’re terrified of us shopping it around. But I need pages. What do you have?”

“I have act two done,” I said.

That caused her to squeal even louder. “Send it to me right now.”

“I’m in my car. I’ll send it to you later.”

“Right.” She let out a deep breath. “This is it, Matt. It’s what you’ve worked for. I think you should consider a move to Los Angeles.”

“What? No.”

“Fine. We don’t need to figure everything out right now, but the studio wants to meet with you the day after Christmas.”

“That’s in a month,” I said. My mind raced with all reasons I couldn’t move. “I need to finish out my creative writing class.”

Vanessa laughed. “It’s fine. Finish the class and then come to LA. We have a lot to celebrate.”
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I sat inside my apartment sipping on straight bourbon, trying to process the whirlwind of the last twelve hours. What the fuck was I going to do? Move to Los Angeles and abandon the ladies? I couldn’t even wrap my head around that possibility. Especially not with Julia haunting my thoughts.

Nothing mattered but her. Not the screenplay or seven-figure checks. It was all meaningless without her by my side. But she didn’t want me. After a huge misunderstanding, she ran straight into the arms of her ex-boyfriend. It was my worst nightmare come true and proved that she never truly loved me.

I glanced at my watch. It was a little after 11 am. The thought of going to my brother’s left me paralyzed. How could I go there when all I wanted was Julia? I picked up my phone and considered calling her, but for what? She made her choice. I downed the rest of my bourbon and slammed the glass on the kitchen bar top.

The front door intercom buzzer sounded at my door. Was it Julia? Had she come to apologize for fucking Aydan behind my back? I didn’t want to hear from her.

But the buzzer didn’t stop. It came again and again, demanding my attention.

“What the fuck?” I pushed off the bar stool, went to the door, and pressed the intercom. “Yeah?”

A voice crackled back that didn’t wasn’t Julia’s. “Matt. It’s Lea, Julia’s roommate. Can you let me in?”

How did Lea get my address and what was she doing here? Had something happened to Julia? Was she hurt? My stomach dipped and I hit the intercom. “Come on up.” I hit the button to unlock the door and retreated to the kitchen.

The bottle of bourbon went back to its spot in the kitchen cabinet and the glass went into the dishwasher. I checked my face in the mirror. I looked like shit, but there was nothing I could do about it now.

Two minutes later, a knock came at my apartment door.

I crossed the room and opened the door.

Lea stood before me, her expression concerned. What was worse was seeing Aydan standing behind her.

“What’s he doing here?” I asked.

“Can we come in?” Lea asked. “What you saw this morning is so not what you think.”

Intrigued, I held the door open wide and let them come in, shooting Aydan a dirty look as they stepped inside. “Sit.” I motioned toward the couch by the window.

Lea and Aydan sat on the sofa, and I took the chair across from them.

Lea let out a held breath and then surprised me by squeezing Aydan’s hand. Then she looked up and gazed directly into my eyes. “Aydan was with me last night, not Jules.”

Sweet relief flooded through my body, and I let out a breath and sank back into the chair. “Oh, thank God.”

“I was half asleep when you knocked,” Aydan said. “I tried to stop you, but you ran off too fast.”

I glanced back and forth between them. “So, you two are a thing?”

“Yes,” Lea said, shooting Aydan a quick sideways glance. “We hooked up the night of the party. Ever since, it’s been a whirlwind.” She smiled at Aydan.

I grinned at Aydan. “So that’s where you disappeared. We wondered what happened.”

He grinned back. “We haven’t told Jules because we weren’t sure how she would take it, and then there was Kevin.”

“Who?” I asked.

Lea laughed. “I’m not surprised you don’t remember him. He’s my official ex-boyfriend.”

“Right. I met him at the party,” I said. “Aydan is a much better choice.”

“Thanks,” he said. “It turns out I have a real kink for gingers.”

Lea laughed and slapped him playfully on the shoulder. “Stop.”

“How did you get my address?” I asked.

“Julia left her phone at home,” Lea said. “She told me that if she took it, she would call you. So, for her own good, she left it at the apartment. I snooped through her phone and found your address in her contacts.”

“You made my year,” I said. “Where is she now?”

“I let her borrow my car. She left super early this morning for her mom’s house. She was up all night crying. By the way, what happened between you two?”

“It’s nothing I can’t fix,” I said. “I hope.”

“I’ve never seen her like this,” Lea said. “The way she loves you….” She shook her head and her eyes welled with tears. “She’s crazy about you. Please, please make it right.”

I came off the chair and pulled Lea into a hug while fresh tears welled in my eyes. “I will. I promise.”
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I took another shower, brushed my teeth, and changed before I got in my car and made record time reaching the suburbs. At a little after one in the afternoon, I arrived at Tanya and Ty Ashland’s house.

My old house was quiet. Cindy had no family, and she was with Sir Roy or right there inside the Ashland’s home eating Thanksgiving dinner. During my marriage, Cindy and Ty had developed a bond which I believed was born from an affair the two of them had, not that I cared a whit. If Ty wanted Cindy at Thanksgiving, then she was invited, even if Tanya didn’t like it.

Parked cars lined the street, and more cars packed the Ashland’s driveway. I assumed one of those cars belonged to Lea, but I didn’t know which.

My stomach turned with butterflies, and my fingers were numb with nervous energy. I knew what I had to do. No, I knew what I wanted to do more than anything in the world. I wanted to scream that I loved her from the rooftops for all to hear. I got it. I finally got what Julia had known all along. Nothing else mattered.

I climbed out of my car and strode up the driveway. I considered knocking, but thought better of it. What I had to do involved everyone inside, not just Julia. With one final deep breath of courage, I pushed open the door and walked inside.

The scent of turkey, dressing, and pumpkin filled the air. The drone of conversation came from the dining room, and I pushed forward, crossing the foyer before rounding the corner and standing before a room packed with familiar faces.

“Excuse me,” I said, raising my voice.

A sharp gasp followed, and the room fell silent.

There was Tanya and Ty sitting near the head of the table. Their relatives filled the seats all of whom I had met over the years. There were aunts and uncles, grandparents and cousins. Then there was Cindy and Sir Roy.

A sick smile curled Cindy’s lips as if she couldn’t wait for me to make a complete ass of myself.

The one face missing from the table was Julia’s. Where was she if she wasn’t here? Right now, it didn’t matter. I had come here to clear the air once and for all.

“Tanya, I’m sorry for barging in on your Thanksgiving dinner. But I have something I need to say.”

“What in the fuck are you doing in my house?” Ty pushed out of his seat and stared death at me. He clenched his fists and stared around the table.

“Ty, sit down,” Tanya said, her voice sharp and commanding. She grabbed his meaty wrist, and he stopped dead in his tracks. “Let the man speak his mind. This is my house too, and Matt is a welcome guest.”

Ty clenched his jaw and stared at me, standing there like a coiled spring.

I let out a deep breath and tried to remember the speech I had memorized but it all slipped away. Instead, I said what I knew innately. It was simply the truth.

“Tanya, I love your daughter.” My voice quivered and Tanya smiled while tears welled in her eyes.

“She’s the first face I think of in the morning and the last face I see in my mind before I fall asleep. I’ve loved her for so long. It’s important that you know I never spent an improper moment with her. Not one, and I would kill anyone who tried to hurt her.”

“For years, I’ve struggled with my feeling, first trying to suppress them, then trying to contain them. But recently I gave up fighting them. When Julia and I reconnected, it was like I could finally breathe. She’s —” I choked on my words as emotion overwhelmed me. “She’s my entire world. Without her, I have nothing.” Hot tears rolled down my cheeks, and sniffles came from around the table.

Tears rolled down Tanya’s cheeks. “Oh, Matt. I know all this,” she said and smiled. “I’ve just been waiting for you to say it.”

“I don’t know where she is,” I said. “But if she were here —”

“I’m right here,” Julia said from behind me.

I whirled around and found her standing in the doorway between the dining room and the kitchen, holding a crock of mashed potatoes. Tears streamed her cheeks and her chin quivered with raw emotion.

“I love you so much,” she said.

I went to her, grabbed the mashed potatoes, and handed them off to her uncle behind us. Then she melted into my arms.

I breathed in her scent in and held her tight in my arms. “Please forgive me,” I said as she sobbed into my shoulder.

“I already have,” she said.

“Well, I hate to break up this twisted little romance of yours, but there’s not a chance in hell you’re doing anything with my daughter,” Ty said, folding his meaty arms over his chest.

Cindy shifted in her chair and nodded. “Thank you, Ty. This is the product of falling in love with a child.”

Sir Roy, who sat beside her, glanced in her direction and frowned uncomfortably.

Julia pulled back, laced her fingers in mine and whirled on Ty. “You are not my father, and you never will be. The only one twisted in this house is you, you fucking pig.”

“How dare you speak to me that way.” Ty turned on Tanya. “Are you going to let her get away with this?”

Tanya stood as anger boiled behind her blue eyes. “When she caught you hiding that camera in her bedroom, I should have kicked you out then.”

My jaw dropped and gasps came from around the table.

Ty’s cheeks turned bright red. “It was a fucking security camera. I told you that.”

“We didn’t have a security system. Do you think I’m an idiot?” She turned to Julia. “I’m sorry, Julia. I never should have sided with him.”

Julia pressed herself tight against me. “That’s why I won’t sleep here,” she said. “He’s a pervert. I’ve caught him multiple times trying to peep at me in the shower during high school.”

More gasps came before Julia’s uncle, Tanya’s brother, pushed away from the table and confronted Ty. “I think it’s best if you leave.”

“You are all a bunch of liars and cowards.” He thrust his finger at me. “You’ll trust this pervert around her?”

“That’s rich coming from the guy who had sex with my ex-wife behind my back,” I said.

Cindy’s jaw dropped and her eyes widened with shock. “I did no such thing.”

Tanya let out a bitter laugh. “Trust me, sweetie, that’s not a road you want to travel. I have proof. Should we trot it out for Thanksgiving dinner?”

Cindy’s face turned bright red, and she pushed away from the table before storming out with a confused Sir Roy stumbling after her.

Ty stormed through the kitchen, threw open the back door, and slammed it shut behind him.

Tanya’s uncle turned around to face me. “Looks like we have some seats that opened up. You’re welcome to join us and it’s good to have you back.” He extended his hand, and I shook before I leaned down and kissed Julia on the lips.
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Around me, the last class of the semester filtered past my desk, ending my teaching stint at Northwestern. I said goodbye to a few of lingering students leaving KJ and Julia as the last two remaining.

“Matt, I just want to thank you for an awesome semester,” KJ said, then pulled me into a warm hug. “I’m totally dedicating my werewolf novel to you.”

I returned KJ’s hug, squeezing her tight before letting her go and stepping back. “Your outline is solid, and you have a great hook. Your first act is well polished. You’re off to a great start. When it’s done, send me your manuscript and I’ll read it. I promise, you’ll get honest feedback.”

KJ’s jaw dropped. “Wow. You would do that?”

“Of course,” I said. “We’re friends.”

“Thanks. That’s so kind of you,” KJ said.

“Have any big plans for the holiday?” I asked.

“I’m heading out east to see my family,” KJ said. “What about you?”

“We have big plans,” I said. “By we, I mean me and my lovely girlfriend.” I gave Julia a sideways smile. “Julia and I are heading west to California.” I gazed over KJ’s shoulder at Julia. “Speaking of which, did you finish packing?”

“I finished last night,” Julia said from her seat in the front row. “And I packed half of your suitcase too.”

I turned back to KJ. “Ain’t she wonderful?”

KJ gave Julia a lukewarm smile before turning back to me. “She’s lucky. That’s for sure.”

I eyed Julia fondly. “I’m the lucky one,” I said before turning back to face KJ. “You have a wonderful holiday. Don’t forget to keep in touch.”

“You too,” KJ said, and backed her way toward the door. “Good luck with the movie. I’ll be there on opening night.” KJ gave me one last smile, then half waved at Julia before she left class, leaving the door open behind her.

Julia picked up her bag and grinned in my direction as she made her way to me from her desk. “Looks like someone has a crush on the hot teacher.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Besides you?” I wrapped my arms around her slender waist and drew her in tight.

“Ha, ha. Hilarious,” she said as she slid her arms around my neck and smiled up at me.

Her blue eyes danced with joy and my pulse ticked higher the way it always did when Julia drew near. “It’s the teacher who has a crush on the student.” I leaned over and kissed her softly.

Julia ran her fingers through the thick hair on the back of my neck and deepened the kiss, parting her lips before our tongues twined together.

I ran my hands down her back, cupped her firm ass encased in spandex, and squeezed as the warmth from her body rolled over me and my cock unfurled in my pants.

From across the room, the sound of throat clearing broke our kiss.

Julia stepped back, taking my hand in hers, and we turned to find a flabbergasted Ted Shoemaker standing in the open doorway.

“Oh, hi Ted,” I said, greeting him cheerily. “You remember my niece, Julia?”

Julia broke out laughing and hit me playfully while Ted just stared at us, dumbstruck.

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s that hands on learning again. I promised her some private tutoring, and I need to make sure the lesson sticks.”

“Stop it,” Julia said, still laughing.

Ted shifted his weight uncomfortably from one foot to the other. “That’s what I call true dedication to the art.”

I slapped Julia’s ass and gave it a hard squeeze. “When your niece looks this good, can you really blame me?”

Ted stared at me, slack jawed as his face turned bright red. “Right. Well….” He cleared his throat. “Have a wonderful holiday. I… uhh… have to go.” He turned around to leave and Julia elbowed me in the side.

“Tell him.” She whispered.

I rolled my eyes. “Oh, Ted?”

Ted stopped in the doorway and turned around. “Yes?”

“Julia….” I stared down at her. “You really want to let him off the hook?”

“I love the new you,” she said. “But this is taking it a little too far.”

Ted waited in the doorway, gazing at me expectantly.

“Julia’s not my niece. In fact, she’s not related to me at all.” Then I gazed down at Jules. “Well, not yet. But maybe someday she will be.”

Julia smiled up at me. “Hopefully, someday soon.”
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The hotel bed squeaked under my shifting weight as the morning light came in through the big picture window and bathed our seaside room in muted shades of gold and orange light.

Barely awake, I felt a gentle tugging on my cock. I stirred and blinked my eyes open to find Julia’s naked body twined in mine.

Julia tenderly stroked my stiff cock. She leaned over and found my mouth with hers, moaning softly in my mouth.

Our tongues twirled and sifted over lips and tongue while Julia rocked against me, her wet pussy sliding along my leg.

“Somebody is extra horny this morning,” I said, my voice groggy. I inhaled her sweet, floral scent and cupped her soft breast in my hand, sliding my fingers across her stiff nipple. My raging hard cock pulsed, stiffening and thickening between Julia’s nimble fingers. A nearly overwhelming urge to penetrate her tight little mound swept through me like a storm.

Julia broke off the kiss and held my gaze with hers. Her long, chestnut brown hair swept over the white pillowcase and her blue eyes searched my face. “I need you inside me.”

I climbed between Julia’s parted legs and slid my knob along her hot, wet slit eliciting soft moans as her body writhed beneath me. With a slight shift forward, I slipped inside her honey hole, and Jules let out a soft, urgent moan.

“Yes, baby. Fuck me.” Julia moaned softly and ran her feet along my upper hamstrings while she grabbed my ass with both hands and squeezed tight.

She rocked her hips upward as I slid forward, sinking deep inside her. Warm and tight, her pussy enveloped my cock the way only a morning fuck can. I let out a long, satisfying moan while I gently pumped my hips, fucking her slow and steady.

Jules rocked her hips forward and backward, fucking me from below until we met an even rhythm.

The bed springs squeaked, and the headboard gently knocked against the wall. Julia’s soft moans filled my ear and my head flashed with an urgent need to come, forcing me to pause on the edge of release.

I breathed her in, kissing my way up her neck until I reached her ear and rocked forward, fucking her again, slow and deep.

Julia dug her fingers into my ass and pulled me deeper inside her as she swirled her hips in a tight, clockwise motion. Her breaths came quick and fast, and the squeaking bed turned louder and more urgent.

We had spent three days between the beach, the bedroom, and romantic nights out. I still couldn’t get enough of her. I nuzzled in behind her ear and fucked her hard, thrusting deep as I groaned behind her ear.

“Baby, I’m close,” she whispered, her words came out in a rush. Julia’s mewling groans and broken grunts rose above the thumping headboard and squeaking springs. I pushed myself up, bracing my arms on either side of Julia’s shoulders while I gazed into her pale blue eyes and fucked her fast and steady.

Her tits swirled atop her chest and her tummy undulated in rhythm with my driving cock as it flashed in and out of her tight pussy. Julia latched onto my arms near my triceps and squeezed tightly as her breath caught in her throat and her body jerked then shook with a wracking orgasm. Her eyes took on a glassy, faraway sheen, and she tilted her head back as she lost herself in the throes of ecstasy.

My head spun and flashed a moment before my orgasm slammed into me. I exploded inside her, grunting as I spurted molten ropes of milky jizz deep inside her waiting cervix. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” I said as I continued pumping my hips, unloading for the fifth time in twenty-four hours.

Julia held me tight, meeting my downward thrusts with an upward push of her hips. Her pussy tightened around my cock, spasming in quick bursts as she milked me dry. She kissed her way along my neck and ran her hands down my spine.

Afterward, we lay coiled in each other’s arms, watching through the picture window. In the distance the sun sparkled off the Pacific and a sailboat jumped off the white caps breaking against a distant reef.

Julia dragged her fingers over my chest and kissed my shoulder before nuzzling in tight. “I could get used to this.”

“That’s good because I’ll be making a lot of trips to California,” I said. “You can come with me as much as you want.”

Julia sighed contentedly. “You’re meeting with the studio today?”

“Yep.” I glanced at the bedside clock. “In three hours. After that, Vanessa wants to take you and I out for dinner.”

“I can’t wait to meet her,” Julia said.

“She’s even more excited to meet the woman who cleared my writer’s block.” I kissed the top of Julia’s head. “I think she might carry your surrogate baby if you asked.”

Julia laughed. “I’ll carry our babies myself, thank you very much.” She turned over onto her stomach then came up on all fours, hovering over me with her perfect tits raking my chest.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

She leaned over and kissed me softly on the lips. “I’ll make us some coffee. And I saw a copy of the paper under the door.”

“You get the paper.” I kissed her on the lips. “I’ll make the coffee.”

Julia slipped from the bed and walked unabashedly naked across the room to retrieve the paper.

I climbed out after her, slipped on my boxers and headed for the coffee maker.

She returned a few seconds later carrying the paper and climbed onto the bed where she sat cross-legged, spreading the paper out across our king-sized bed.

“You love that newspaper,” I said. “You know, you can sign up for a virtual subscription.”

“I enjoy touching the paper,” she said. “Reading it this way is so much better than looking at my phone.”

I brewed Julia a cup and brought it over to her, setting the mug on the bedside table while she perused the entertainment section. “Anything interesting?”

“I’m looking for things we can do while we’re here. There’s a music festival in Malibu.”

“We should check that out. When is it?” I returned to the coffee maker and prepared my cup.

“It’s going on all day today and into tonight.” She scanned the paper for a few seconds and then gasped.

I frowned and turned around to face her. “What’s wrong?”

A smile crept across her face. “You won’t believe this.”

Now I was intrigued. “What?” I left my coffee and came to the bed, hovering over the newspaper.

“One artist playing tonight is Taylor Cassidy.” She gazed up at me, expectantly.

I frowned. “I’ve never heard of her. Is she from Chicago or something?”

Julia rolled her eyes and laughed at me. “You are so clueless.”

“Enlighten me,” I said.

“Taylor Cassidy is her stage name.”

My stomach swirled with butterflies. “It’s not….”

Julia nodded as if reading my mind. “Cassidy is her stage name. Takata is her real last name. It’s our Taylor. Matt, we have to go see her.”
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          Treasure of the Hidden Harem: Five Book Box Set
        

        

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

        

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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




MFF. 18+ Only!
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          Stand-In Daddy Five-Book Box Set
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B091355Q6M
            
          

        

        
          
            One man’s family is another man’s harem…




Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.




Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.




Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.




But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?




It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?




This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.




18+ Only!
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          They’re Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09CGVVN7V
            
          

        

        
          
            When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…




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




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




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




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




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




18+ Only!


          

        
      

    

  



cover.jpeg
REX STERLING















images/00012.jpeg
REX STERLING





images/00013.jpeg
umw.m ungj Arwaeg

1oy bneq snoniaip
1sng 1o 193sig Big
19109g S I91SIS
1e1g epuolg





images/00014.jpeg
B Five Book
.  Box Set

Y
League, U8

REX STERLING.





images/00011.jpeg





