
        
            
                
            
        

    
Rex Sterling

They’re Out Of My League





  

  Copyright © 2021 by Rex Sterling


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Rex Sterling asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Rex Sterling has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com



  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        I. BAD GIRL
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 8
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 9
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 10
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 11
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 12
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 13
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 14
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 15
        
      

    
      	
        II. MY FRENCH TUTOR
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 16
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 17
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 18
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 19
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 20
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 21
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 22
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 23
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 24
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 25
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 26
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 27
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 28
        
      

    
      	
        III. BIG SISTER LOVE FEST
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 29
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 30
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 31
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 32
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 33
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 34
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 35
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 36
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 37
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 38
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 39
        
      

    
      	
        IV. VICTORY KISS
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 40
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 41
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 42
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 43
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 44
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 45
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 46
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 47
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 48
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 49
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 50
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 51
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 52
        
      

    
      	
        V. MELTING THE ICE QUEEN
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 53
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 54
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 55
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 56
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 57
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 58
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 59
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 60
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 61
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 62
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 63
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 64
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 65
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 66
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 67
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 68
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 69
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 70
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 71
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 72
        
      

    
      	
        Also by Rex Sterling
        
      

    
    


  


I

Bad Girl







  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




Beside me, the mattress shifted. Had I dreamed it? I lay motionless under the covers, shaking off the dreamworld while my consciousness climbed the ladder to reality. My morning wood twisted at an odd angle, wrapped inside the mess of sheets covering my naked body.

My first night sleeping in my older brother’s apartment had ignited vivid dreams starring his live-in girlfriend, Misha. I had crushed on her since forever ago and spending the evening in her presence had left me practically blubbering like an idiot. Living with her may put me on blood pressure medicine.

With my eyes closed, I held still, letting the sleep fade into the background. The bed didn’t move, and the room remained silent except for the gentle whir of the air conditioner.

I must have dreamed about the shifting mattress. I reached under the covers and adjusted my aching cock. Some quality alone time was exactly the medicine I needed to take the edge off. I wrapped my fist around my swollen cock and slowly stroked when the sheets beside me shifted and pulled away.

An adrenaline-fueled rush surged through my veins and blew away the remaining sleep like dust in a windstorm. I released my cock and blinked my eyes open before swiveling my head to see who or what had climbed into bed with me in the middle of the night.

A mop of long dark hair spilled over the snow-white pillowcases, with the blanket pulled tight over what I assumed was a woman’s body. A woman who, unfortunately, wasn’t Misha. Misha had blonde hair and was likely fast asleep in her own room with my brother.

So, who the hell was this? My pulse quickened, and my nudity left me feeling vulnerable. I pulled the blanket and sheets tight around my midsection, causing them to slide over my bed companion’s body.

“Hey,” the female voice said, agitated, groggy, and heavy with sleep. “Don’t be a blanket hog.”

It was a voice I recognized but couldn’t immediately place. I pushed up onto my elbows and glanced over, gazing on her profile, and my stomach dropped.

The woman was Becca Hart, Misha’s little sister who was three years older than me, and hot enough to melt steel. I hadn’t seen her in at least a year, but that didn’t mean I hadn’t burned her image into my long-term memory banks. Becca had long, dark hair with a pert nose, thick natural eyelashes, and succulent lips. Her body was as beautiful as her face, with perky tits, a flat stomach, and a tight, juicy ass.

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and my heart beat so hard it drummed in my temples. “Becca?”

The figure twisted around and squinted at me through sleepy eyes. She let out a long, lazy yawn. “Morning, Jack,” she said, as if waking up beside me was nothing new.

“What are you doing in my bed?” I asked, pushing myself up to a seated position.

Becca shifted her body around to face me and curled her hands under her head. “Sorry. Did I wake you? I tried my best to be quiet.”

“This is my bedroom,” I said.

She pulled her hair out of her face and blinked her green eyes all the way open. “It used to be my bedroom and my bed. I picked it out.”

I wasn’t sure how far to push the matter. After all, having a hottie like Becca Hart alone in my bed exceeded my wildest fantasies. She was every bit as beautiful as Misha and I didn’t want to chase her off. “Will this be a regular occurrence? If so, I’ll try to wear something to bed next time.”

Becca pushed up on her elbow and gazed down at my cock. Her lips curled up into a grin. “Oh. Wow. Is that…?”

My cock strained at the thin white sheet covering it, standing straight, tall, and thick as a baby’s forearm.

My face flushed, and I pulled the heavy blanket over my cock. “It happens in the mornings,” I said sheepishly.

“You must make some girl very happy,” she said as she sat all the way up. Her shiny raven hair spilled over her shoulders and down her back. The bedspread fell away, revealing Becca wearing one of my gray V-necked t-shirts. Her braless tits jiggled beneath, and the outline of her nipple tugged at the thin cotton material.

That image wouldn’t make my cock soften anytime soon. Instead, my manhood throbbed and stiffened, pushing at the sheets as if begging for attention. The little puppet controlling my sex drive smacked me in the back of the head, practically begging me to make a move on the raven-haired beauty. But the timid virgin inside me won out, warning me about the ensuing rejection. Besides, Misha and my brother would kick me out of their apartment if I made a failed move on Misha’s little sister. And to top it all off, I wasn’t exactly a Casanova.

She was painfully beautiful and so far out of my league it made my head spin. “I’m single,” I said, licking the dryness from my lips.

Becca sighed. “Then that makes us both officially single,” she said, her voice layered with sadness. “That’s why I’m here. I got into a huge fight with my boyfriend last night.” Her hair fell forward, leaving half of her perfect face obscured. “And this bed is so soft and so much better than the couch. I didn’t think you would mind. Sorry?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t mind. Like you said, it was your room first. Are you moving back? If so —”

“No.” Becca shook her head, cutting me off. “One of my girlfriends has an open bed. I’ll crash there until something more permanent opens up.”

I wanted to ask what happened, but I thought better of it. Tom and Misha had mentioned he played first base for the Chicago Cubs. If how the media portrayed him was at all accurate, he was a bit of a bad boy, which was right in line with Becca’s type. I smiled and ran my hand through my mop of brown hair, searching for something to say. “My t-shirt looks good on you.”

Becca glanced down, and her cheeks turned a slight shade of pink. “I didn’t think you’d mind. Sorry.”

“I’m a bit under dressed myself.” I cleared my throat and averted my gaze. “You might have to give me a head start this morning.”

Becca chuckled. “I totally get it. I love to sleep naked too, but I thought that might be a bridge too far.” She laughed again, louder this time.

My cock twitched with visuals of me wildly pounding a naked Becca Hart while the headboard smacked the wall. I forced a dry chuckle through my cotton mouth.

Becca threw back the covers, revealing legs so smooth, lean, and perfect my head spun with delirium. Her honey-colored skin looked sweet enough to lick and I, again, imagined climbing between her supple thighs and going crazy. “Do you eat bagels?” she asked me.

It took a full second for her question to register before my head descended from the clouds. “Uhm… yeah. I like bagels.”

“I’ll meet you in the kitchen. I’m making you breakfast.” She threw her legs over the bed. As she stood, the edge of the t-shirt hitched on her taut ass. A wisp of her white cotton panties rode up her ass cheek before the t-shirt dropped, like a curtain closing on an award-winning performance.

My cock raged, twitching against the sheets, and I had to steady myself with a deep, calming breath.

Becca smiled at me over her shoulder. The t-shirt stopped halfway down her thighs. Her gaze flickered down to my cock and back again. “Take your time. I know how boys get with those things.”

I reclined back in the bed and stared up at the ceiling while she tiptoed past the bed and crept out the bedroom door.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




When I arrived in the small but modern kitchen, Becca hovered over the toaster while Misha and my brother Tom sat at a small bistro-style kitchen table.

My brother was all business, tapping away on his phone while his suit jacket hung over the back of his chair. As he gazed at his smart phone, he furrowed his brow and shook his head. He wore his dark hair slicked back with the wet look not dissimilar from the character Gordon Gekko in the movie Wall Street. He traded futures and options contracts on the Chicago Mercantile Exchange and worked all sorts of crazy hours. His starched-white shirt looked crisp and cool, offset by a dark blue tie and navy-colored suit pants.

That we somehow came from the same parents never ceased to amaze me. At twenty-eight, Tom, like Misha, was seven years my senior. We weren’t close, and at times I wasn’t sure if that had more to do with our age gap or our stark personality differences. Tom wasn’t exactly the most open human being in the world and carefully guarded his emotions.

“Morning, Jack,” Misha said, smiling up at me brightly.

My stomach swirled and my head dipped while I gazed on the breathtakingly beautiful blonde goddess. “Morning,” I said, eliciting a broad grin from Misha, while my brother barely acknowledged me.

Misha wore black spandex pants and a matching athletic bra beneath a loose gray tank top. She wore her golden hair back in a tight ponytail, and her bright blue eyes glimmered beneath the sunlight streaming in from the floor-to-ceiling window.

“I understand you had a visitor last night,” Misha said, before biting into a spoonful of blueberries.

“I already apologized,” Becca said. “I’m making him breakfast for God’s sake.”

“Sorry, Jack,” Misha said, apologizing for her little sister, anyway.

“No need,” I said. “Are you going to the gym?”

“Yep. There’s a facility in the building,” Misha said. “There’s a small lap pool, workout facility, and even a hot tub and sauna. You should check it out.”

“Jack trains outside,” Tom said, finally staring up from his phone. “When is the next race?”

I competed in triathlons of various lengths and did a ton of outdoor running and biking. “Not for another month,” I said before I turned to Misha. “That pool sounds great. What are the hours?”

“Twenty-four seven,” Misha said. “You just need a key, and I got you an extra one already. It’s on the counter beside Becca.”

“Thanks.” I smiled and stole a glance at the cleavage billowing from her sports bra. Her tits were on a different level from the mortals surrounding her. I had stranded millions of sperm through countless masturbatory fantasies, violating Misha’s body in a never-ending variety of ways.

“Gotta go,” my brother said as he gazed down at his phone. He collected his suit coat off the back of his chair and blew Misha a kiss.

“How late are you working?” Misha asked.

My brother shrugged. “I have no clue,” he said. “Until I’m done.”

Misha rolled her eyes. “I thought I would make dinner tonight.”

My brother smirked. “Since when do you make dinner?”

“Since your brother moved in,” Misha said. “I thought it would be nice.”

“Jack will be up to his ass in homework,” Tom said as he slipped on his coat. “He’s got to keep up that GPA to get in medical school. He doesn’t have time for dinners.”

“I’ll never turn down a homemade dinner,” I said.

Tom rolled his eyes. “Then you two eat. Someone has to work.” With that, he whisked out of the kitchen, and a moment later, the front door slammed shut.

“I don’t know why you stay with him,” Becca said. “I would never put up with half the shit you do.”

“Take it easy. That’s Jack’s family you’re talking about,” Misha said.

I shrugged. “Becca’s right. He and I couldn’t be more different.”

“He’s not sweet and kind like you are,” Misha said. Her eyes trailed on me before glancing at her little sister. “Unlike the assholes, Becca dates. She only dates bad boys.”

“Not true,” Becca said as she lathered our bagels with cream cheese.

I slipped in behind Becca and poured myself a cup of coffee from the carafe.

“It’s so true,” Misha said. “You never go for nice guys. Robbie’s an asshole. Then there was that lead singer guy you dated before him. What was his name? Tone-Deaf?”

“You remember his name, Mish. God, why do you have to be this way?” Becca fumed and furiously worked the cream cheese over the bagel.

“Don’t get me started with your college boyfriends,” Misha said. “It was like you joined the asshole of the month club.”

“They can’t all be that bad,” I said.

“Oh, but they can,” Misha said. “I could go on, but deep down, Becca knows I’m right.”

“I would love to date a nice guy,” Becca said. “But they’re all taken.”

“Jack’s a nice guy, and he’s single,” Misha said.

Becca rolled her eyes. “Jacks like a little brother to me. That’s why I felt safe climbing into bed with him. I wouldn’t have done that with just any guy.”

Ouch. That sucked. The only thing worse than the friend zone was the little brother zone. And here I thought we had a moment back in the bedroom. My gaze dropped to Becca’s braless, tits jiggling inside the t-shirt while she finished preparing the bagels. I doubted most brothers coveted their sisters the way I did Becca and Misha. And don’t even get me started on Princess Natalie.

“That’s bullshit,” Misha said. “Jack’s cute, super smart, and available. What’s not to like?”

“He’s three years younger than me.” Becca’s cheeks reddened. “Would you stop? He’s standing right here.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Sorry my sister can be such a bitch.”

I shrugged and sipped my coffee. “What happened with your boyfriend?” I asked, trying to move the subject away from my inability to score with Becca or virtually any other woman.

Becca rolled her eyes. “He was hitting on another girl right in front of me,” Becca said. “And when I called him on it, he got shitty. We got into a huge fight that escalated until I stormed out of the apartment.”

Misha sighed. “Robbie is bad news. I told you he was a womanizer.”

“Do you live with him?” I asked.

“I lived with him,” Becca said. “For a grand total of nineteen days.” She laughed bitterly and shook her head. “I sure know how to pick ‘em. Here you want this?” She handed me the plate with the bagel.

Becca sat down at the table beside Misha, and I took the last free spot across from Misha.

“You don’t have to move into Chloe’s apartment,” Misha said. “Tom never uses his office. I’ll turn that into a third bedroom.”

“No,” Becca said, and bit into her bagel. “I can’t ask you to do that, and I know how shitty Tom would get about losing his office.”

“You can have your old bedroom back,” I said. “I can stay with my grandpa in Wrigleyville. He’s got tons of room.”

“No,” Misha said. “We’re closer to Loyola for your classes. It’s the entire reason you moved in with us.”

Becca smiled and leaned into me. “Maybe we can share the room, eh, Jack?”

She giggled, and my stomach fluttered. I would have donated my kidney to make that a reality. “You’re a blanket hog,” I said, trying to play it off with a nervous laugh.

“Why don’t you stay another night, and you can decide tomorrow,” Misha said.

Becca sighed and bit into her bagel. “I don’t know. Let me talk to Chloe first.”

As if that were settled, Misha locked her bright blue eyes on me. “What’s your day look like?”

“I’m visiting my Gramps today,” I said. “He likes to watch the Cubs games with me.”

“Please boo for me when Robbie bats,” Becca said.

“I think it’s so sweet you see him every week,” Misha said. “I wish Tom talked to Max more often.”

My brother hadn’t visited gramps in at least a year, which was a definite sore spot. But visiting my grandfather wasn’t exactly a hardship. He was the best friend I had in the world. “Gramps is fine with it,” I said, lying through my teeth.

“Give him a kiss from me,” Misha said.

“And me too,” Becca said. “He’s such a sweet old guy.”

If they only knew he half of it. “Consider your kisses delivered.”








  
  
  Chapter 3

  
  




“Let me get this straight,” Gramps said. “Becca Hart showed up in your bed wearing a thin sliver of a t-shirt and you didn’t make a move?” He sat back in his stadium style seat, folded his arms over his chest and shook his head. “This feels like we’re back at square one. Have I taught you nothing?”

I gazed out across the rooftop and down at Wrigley Field across the street. The game was halfway through the second inning with the cubs down two to nothing. My grandfather, Max Donovan, owned the townhouse complete with rooftop seating overlooking left field. Over the years he had added the stadium style seats and a retractable roof that provided plenty of shade.

He sat beside me wearing his pin-striped Cubs jersey, Cubs hat, and faded blue jeans with his old-time leather baseball glove sitting on his lap. Wisps of Gramps’s gray hair showed beneath the ball cap and his lines crisscrossed his lean, weathered face, hard earned from his seventy-five years on planet earth.

“I’m not the sort of guy who can just move in on a girl like that,” I said.

Gramps sighed. “I know, which is exactly why you should have to fend them off with a broom. You’re smart, funny, and a good-looking kid. I don’t get it, Jack.”

“I’m shy,” I said. “And….” I hung my head.

“And what?”

“And I’m afraid of rejection,” I said.

Gramps scoffed. “Fuck rejection,” he said. “If I’ve learned anything, it’s the winners who laugh in the face of rejection. You know what rejection costs you?”

I stared at him, waiting for the inevitable answer.

“Nothing. That’s what,” he said. “We got you into that apartment for access. You wanted to land your dream girl, right?”

“You mean my brother’s girlfriend, who’s seven years older than me?” I asked. “That was your idea, not mine.”

Gramps waved that away. “Your brother is a putz who doesn’t deserve that girl. Now you’ve got a chance with both sisters.”

My jaw dropped. “Both of them at the same time? Gramps, I can’t. No way. They’re both way out of my league.”

“Bullshit,” he said. “That phrase is complete garbage.” His eyes smoldered with intensity. “They’re humans the same as you. In fact, I’d argue that you ‘re out of their league.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re biased.”

Down on the field, Robbie Hammond stepped up to bat, and I threw out a few boos in Becca’s honor.

“Little Becca Hart dated that asshole?” Gramps asked.

“Yep,” I said.

Gramps frowned. “She likes the bad boys, huh?” He rubbed his chin, furrowed his brow and nodded to himself. “Yeah. That might work,” he mumbled under his breath.

Robbie swung and missed, the fastball whizzing past him before slapping the catcher’s mitt so hard I heard it from across the street.

“I don’t like that look on your face,” I said. “Gramps, stop worrying about my love life. I’m fine.”

Gramps turned and gazed at me appraisingly. “Jack, if there’s one thing I know, its human nature. Would you say that’s a fair statement?”

“Oh, no.” I folded my arms and shook my head. “I’m not falling for the Socratic method.”

“I spent twenty years as a shrink and another twenty profiling serial killers,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not a serial killer and neither are the Hart sisters.”

At the plate, another fastball whizzed past Robbie Hammond, and he whiffed — strike two.

“We have the chance of a lifetime here,” Gramps said. “I’ll prove to you that neither sister is out of your league. Hell, I’ll make it a hat trick and through in the ice queen herself.”

“Gramps, Natalie is married and has a two-year-old. Give it up. Why do you want to do this, anyway?”

“I have my reasons, but I need a willing accomplice,” he said. “Be that accomplice, and we’ll take you for the ride of your life.”

Back down at the plate, another fastball whizzed toward Robbie Hammond. This time the big slugger caught it on the seams, and it cracked off his bat like thunder. The ball rocketed across center field and cleared the wall before bouncing on the street below us.

The crowd erupted, coming off their feet as two runners crossed the plate. Robbie rounded the bases and tipped his hat to the adoring crowd.

“Do you know what women like about bad boys?” Gramps asked.

“Enlighten me,” I said.

“Evolutionary biologists believe a woman’s attraction to hyper-masculinity boils down to DNA. Those testosterone-infused Neanderthals produce better genes.” Gramps gazed sideways at me, as if assessing my response. “Guys like Robbie ooze masculinity. Their bold and approach life with confidence that women find attractive. Some women, like Becca, may even believe they can tame the bad boy, settle him down, and capture his heart.”

“I’m no hyper-masculine,” I said.

Gramps nodded. “I know you’re not. Believe it or not, that’s our secret weapon. You’re a genuine, caring human being who exudes empathy and kindness. Those are worthy traits that make for an exemplary lifelong mate.”

I smiled. “Thanks… I think.”

“But you lack confidence,” Gramps said. “You’ll never be a bad boy. Hell, I don’t want you to be a bad boy. We have your brother for that.”

I frowned. “Is that what Misha did? She tamed a bad boy?”

Gramps shrugged. “They’re not married yet. Is he really tamed?”

“Probably not,” I said.

“Bingo,” Gramps said. “Give the man a prize.”

“So, what you’re telling me is that it’s hopeless? Women like Becca and Misha look at me like a cuddly, non-threatening little brother. I’m so deep in the friend zone, the other guys will elect me mayor soon.”

Gramps laughed and slapped his knee. “Humor is good. We’ll need humor.” He reached down and opened the cooler between our feet and handed me a beer before cracking one open for himself.

I sipped on the icy cold brew and sighed, gazing down at the field stretched out below us.

“Do you trust me, Jack?” Gramps said, eying me.

There was a sincerity in his voice that he only brought out when he meant to make a point. I frowned and nodded. “With my life.”

“Do you want Becca and Misha Hart?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said. “More than anything.”

“We’ll start with the basics, but this will require you to use this knowledge exactly as I say. Even if it makes you feel uncomfortable.”

“Now you’re scaring me,” I said before sipping on my beer.

“It’s simple really,” Gramps said. “I want you to be honest with Becca, Misha, or any other woman you’re interested in.”

“I am honest,” I said.

Gramps shook his head. “You’re not following. I want you to be honest even when you disagree with them. I want you to share your vulnerabilities and fears. Your hopes and dreams. I also want you to express openly, observations they might take as a slight offense or outright disagree with you. Honesty is nature’s secret aphrodisiac.”

“That’s it?” I stared at him in disbelief. “That’s your great pearl of wisdom? Honesty?”

“You scoff, but how many times have you held back your true feelings or opinions. I bet you’ve done it multiple times today. Think about the interactions you’ve had with Becca, Misha, and anyone else. Have you been completely honest? Did you hold back?”

I had held back. Quite a bit, actually. “I don’t want to come off like an asshole,” I said.

“Why not?” Gramps asked. “Remember. Be honest.”

I sat for a long moment, considering my response. “Fear of rejection.”

“Ding, ding, ding.” Gramps shaded his eyes as if watching a home run sail over the wall. “You just hit it out of the park, son.”

“But there’s a chance I’ll get rejected or even make them angry.”

Gramps nodded. “Bad boys take that risk because they don’t care if they’re rejected. It’s a very appealing trait in a human. It comes off as confidence.”

“Honesty with the Hart sisters. That’s it?”

“Of course, that’s not it, but you need to level up first. And by the way, genuine honesty isn’t something you can stroll out when it suits you. It must become your new default setting. We all walk around with our minds, protecting us from the slightest whiff of failure or rejection. Let that worry sail over that center field wall. Allow yourself the freedom to fall on your face. If you don’t practice it consistently, it won’t appear genuine. And let me tell you Jack, in life, there’s nothing worse than a phony.”

“There’s a chance I could lose them,” I said.

Gramps nodded. “Yes. But there’s a greater chance that your dreams come true.”

I sighed and gazed out across the field. “Okay. I’ll try it your way.”

Gramps nodded his approval and grinned before he reached for his wallet. “Here, take this.” He handed me an American Express black card with my name already embossed on the front.

I frowned. An American Express black card came by invitation only. I knew Gramps had money but not black card money. “Christ, Gramps. That’s a black card. I thought those were only a legend. And it has my name on it? How rich are you?”

He grinned. “Good. That’s honesty at work.” He thrust it toward me. “Take it.”

I took the card from him and pocketed it. “Are you going to answer me?”

“I’ve invested in a lot of money in real estate over the years,” he said. “And invested those profits in long-term stocks and bonds. Someday after I pass, you’ll find out exactly how much I’m worth. I’m making you my executor.”

My expression soured. “I don’t want to talk about your death. You’re as healthy as they come.”

He nodded. “For now, but death comes for us all eventually, and I’m definitely past the seventh inning stretch.”

I sighed. “Thanks.”

“Don’t be afraid to use it,” he said. “I know you and I know you’ll probably sit on it. Don’t do that. Take these ladies out. Splurge on them if you must. Use it for cash. And if you need a car, you can take my Mercedes. Lord knows I don’t need it anymore.”

“No offense, but that Mercedes is a grandpa car,” I said, stretching out my honesty chops.

Gramps offered me a withering smile. “Don’t push it, sonny.”
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True to her word, Misha’s key to the fitness worked perfectly. The lap pool was not only open, but a standard sized workout pool. I spent the next two hours working my way through a thirty-five-hundred-yard work out without another soul in sight.

After the swim, I threw on shorts and a tank top and entered the weight room. There was no sign of Misha, but there was one other woman working on a lat-pull machine, and she was a knockout.

She was roughly twenty-five, with auburn hair pulled into a tight ponytail and creamy, smooth skin the color of pale ivory. Her body was incredible, with tight hips, a firm ass, and tits that pushed the limits of her gray sports bra. A few wisps of errant hair floated over her cheeks, and her plump pink lips looked soft enough to kiss for a year. She wore Air Pods and didn’t spare me even a passing glance, which I had grown more than used to, especially during my overweight teenage years.

She was deep into a set of lat pulls, and I left her alone and headed for the free weight section. I had come for squats and bench press and had just finished setting up the bar when the woman approached.

“If you spot me, I’ll spot you,” she said with a heavy French accent.

She was beyond hot, and she was French? My cock took note and stretched out inside my shorts. My cheeks flooded with heat and I prepared to turn her away, knowing I could never hold a conversation with such a stunning woman. “How much can you spot?” I asked her, channeling my inner Gramps.

Her lips curled into a slight smile. “Enough to spot you.”

“Sure,” I said. “That’s nice of you. I’m Jack.” I extended my hand, and she shook it.

“I’m Lolly,” she said, lining up behind me. “We’ll trade off every other set?”

“Great,” I said. “Could you spot me on squats too?”

“Oui,” she said, smiling.

I stretched out on the bench and gazed upward, watching her big, beautiful tits rise from her petite frame like the Swiss Alps. Focus, Jack. I was pressing a moderate amount of weight, but with the distraction, I struggled to get my ten in.

I finished a set and helped Lolly set up her weights.

“I haven’t seen you in here before,” she said. “Are you visiting?”

“I just moved in,” I said, measuring every word. “I’m living with my brother and finishing up my last year at Loyola.”

Her smile widened. “You’re a student?”

“I am,” I said. “Biology major. I’m hoping to get into med school next year.” I finished loading my side of the bar.

“Then you must be smart,” Lolly said.

Normally I would downplay my intelligence, as I didn’t like to appear arrogant, but I promised. “There are different measures of smart, but I’ve done well in school. What about you? I detect from your accent, you’re not a Chicagoland native.”

Lolly laughed, and her tits jiggled while she shimmied onto the bench. “No. I’m from France. I came here to attend medical school.”

My jaw dropped. “You’re shitting me? You must be smart.”

She laughed out loud and shook her head. “Stop it, Jack. If you make me laugh, I’ll drop the weight and then we’ll both be in trouble.”

“Right. I’ll hold my questions until after you crush this set.”

Lolly pushed away her smile and lifted the weight. Her face was a mask of concentration and her arms trembled slightly under the load. On her tenth repetition, she struggled halfway up and grunted with exertion.

“Come on, Lolly. You got this,” I said, positioning my hands under the bar.

With a final grunt, she cleared the rungs, and I helped place the bar back in its cradle.

Lolly sat up, huffing and puffing, and smiled while she glanced back at me. “I’ve never done a ten rep at that weight.”

“Well done,” I said. “Maybe, next time we can meet down here on purpose,” I said without thinking.

“I would like that,” Lolly said. “When do you train?”

“Whenever I have free time,” I answered honestly. “No set schedule, but if I’m free, I’d love to have you spot for me.”

She nodded. “That’s nice of you. What’s your last name Jack?”

“Jack Donovan, your friendly neighborhood geek. What’s yours?”

“Lyon,” she said. “Like the city in France.”

“Lolly Lyon is a pretty name,” I said. “It’s unusual. I like it.”

She beamed and tipped her head in acknowledgement. “What did you mean when you said you were a geek?”

Uh, oh. Don’t blow it. I wanted to play it off and brush it aside, but I promised Gramps. “I’m into sci-fi books, fantasy novels, geeky movies.”

Her jaw dropped. “Moi aussi,” she said.

“Really?” I asked stunned. “What do you read?”

“You speak French?” Lolly asked excitedly.

“Très peu,” I said, meaning very little. “It’s a beautiful language that I’ve wanted to learn for the longest time, but school is all-consuming.”

“I’ll teach you,” Lolly said.

“You’d do that? Cool.” I grinned.

“Oui,” she said. “You mentioned fantasy books? What do you read?”

My face flushed, and I thought about listing off some of the more mainstream books but went for honesty. “I like the Wheel of Time series,” I said. “The first three or four are great and so were the last three, but the middle ones stretched out a bit longer than necessary. Of course, there’s A Song of Ice and Fire. I love that series as well.”

Her jaw dropped. “You didn’t say Game of Thrones.”

I frowned. “Well, no. But I liked that book very much. A Feast for Crows was awesome.”

She shook her head, and her eyes brightened. “No, I mean, most people call the series A Game of Thrones.”

“Honestly,” I said. “I haven’t even watched the series. I started on the first one and it covered so much story so quickly, I don’t know. It just kind of lost me.” My opinion wasn’t popular.

She shook her head. “I’ve read the series and watched the show. You must keep watching. Do you like Brandon Sanderson?”

“Sure,” I said. “I loved Mistborn, and Way of Kings is also solid.”

Lolly glanced at her watch. “I’m taking a sauna before class. Can you join me?”

My heart raced ahead, and I felt like I was floating on a cloud. “Sure,” I said. “I was actually going to hit the sauna, anyway.” A statement that was entirely true.

She smiled and clapped her hands. “I’ll meet you inside.”
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When I entered the sauna, I came in with a towel wrapped around my waist, wearing nothing else. Gramps told me to be authentic, and when I went to the sauna, I wore as little as possible. Hell, I lived by that philosophy.

The sauna was empty, but hot as an inferno, with dim yellow light casting a smoldering haze across the small room.

I climbed up onto the top bench and reclined against the cedar plank and relaxed into the heat simmering my shoulder muscles.

The sauna door opened, and Lolly stepped in, wearing a white towel pulled up around her perky breasts while more wisps of her auburn had come free of her ponytail holder and floated over her shoulders and back.

She was simply stunning, and my cock thickened under my towel. “Bonjour,” I said, smiling at her.

“Bonjour.” When she spoke, it sounded like a song.

“Your accent is so beautiful,” I said.

Lolly’s cheeks reddened. “Merci.” She climbed up onto the bench beside me and glanced over at my bare chest. “You’re lucky you don’t have to wear this towel around your chest.”

I shrugged. “If you don’t want to wear it, don’t. It doesn’t bother me.” I couldn’t believe I had uttered those words until they came out of mouth. The Jack from a few hours ago never would have uttered that phrase or even found himself inside a sauna with a beautiful French girl.

She studied my face, as if trying to determine how much she could trust me. “Are you a pervert?”

I laughed out loud. “Of course, I am.”

Lolly grinned and pulled away the towel, freeing her perfect tits before she tucked the towel around her waist.

They were big and firm, with tiny pink areolas and hard little nipples. Her tits bounced and jiggled as she moved into position, and I did my best to play it off.

She leaned back against the cedar wall beside me and sighed. “Much better.”

Sweat glistened off her flat tummy and ran in rivulets along the trough of her breasts. My cock hardened and pressed against the front of my towel, and Lolly’s gaze flickered down to my midsection.

“Sorry,” I said. “It has a mind of its own and let’s face it. You’re a beautiful girl.” My cock tugged at the front of my towel, begging for freedom.

“It’s okay. I know how men look at me,” she said.

“I’m inexperienced,” I blurted out, thinking of the first honest thing I could say.

She raised an eyebrow. “How inexperienced?”

“As in, I’m a virgin.” My cheeks flushed hot. “I read fantasy novels and play computer games in my spare time. I was a chubby teenager until I took up cycling. I know I might seem worldly, running around with beautiful French girls, but I’m really just a guy who isn’t normally this bold.”

Lolly laughed and edged closer before smiling up at me sweetly. “Well, since you’re in such a bold mood, maybe you should show me yours so I’m not out here all alone.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat and gave silent gratitude for my personal grooming regimen. I had never revealed my cock to any woman, let alone a complete stranger, but somehow that made the first time easier. My cock jumped under the towel, pushing away the white terrycloth towel while Lolly edged closer.

She leaned over and her big tits came with her bouncing together playfully. Lolly gazed up at me. “No one has ever…?” She raised a questioning eyebrow.

I shook my head. “You’re the first skier down a slope of fresh powder,” I said.

Lolly giggled and edged closer until her round tit mashed against my shoulder.

My cock surged, hardening in an instant, pushing the towel up and away. Had I known airing my most treasured secrets would lead to naked time with a French hottie, I would have done this years ago.

“Mon Dieu,” Lolly said. Eyes wide, she gazed up at me, her expression one of intense curiosity. “Can I touch it?”

“Oui,” I said, locking my eyes on her incredible breasts.

Lolly pulled away the towel and my cock sprang free. Thick, rigid, and glistening with perspiration, my manhood stood like a monument to male evolution. I had seen other guys in the gym, and I knew what hung between my legs was an outlier of an outlier.

It swayed like a cobra ready to strike, while thick veins crisscrossed my shaft like rivers on a map. I tightened my cock muscles, and it pulsed, twitching and jumping, practically singing Lolly’s beautiful name as it lulled her closer.

Lolly gasped, and her jaw dropped. She reached out tentatively while she gazed into my eyes. “Does it hurt?” She ran her forefinger up my shaft before grazing my throbbing head with her fingertip.

I inhaled sharply and squeezed my toes. It was the first time any hand but mine had touched my cock, and it felt incredible. “It doesn’t hurt, but it’s extremely sensitive.” My cock and balls were like a volatile vein of untapped crude oil. Twenty-one-years under pressure, and it wouldn’t take much for it to blow.

“Such tension,” she said, and her expression softened. “Would you like me to help you?”

I nodded. “Oh yeah. I’d like that.”

Lolly tucked an errant wisp of her auburn hair behind her ear and sat up on her knees, leaning over my cock. Her titties bounced together, squeezing and jiggling, causing my cock to twitch. She noticed my stare and smiled at me warmly. “You can touch them. I don’t mind.”

My head flashed with desire, and my mouth turned to the consistency of dry paste. I nodded dumbly and reached out, cupping one of Lolly’s incredible breasts in my hand. I hefted her tit in my palm, squeezing softly, feeling the heaviness of her natural breasts rest on my warm skin. Her nipple hardened, soft and rubbery beneath my index finger. “They’re incredible.”

Lolly leaned forward, resting one hand on the cedar bench while she wrapped the other around the barrel of my overheated cock.

Her tits fell forward, and one of them completely filled my hand. I squeezed softly, not sure how hard was too hard. My cock ached under her touch, and as Lolly slowly stroked, I shuddered.

Lolly gazed at my cock and licked her lips. She squeezed my shaft high up, just below my swollen head, and a clear bulb of pre-cum oozed from my slit. Rather than disgusting her, she seemed to enjoy watching it flow. She squeezed again until it dribbled over her fingers and she worked it into my skin, using it as a lubricant. “You have the biggest penis I’ve ever seen.”

I edged my hips up off the bench, sliding my cock between her warm, slippery fingers. I moved my hand from one of her magnificent tits to the other, giving them equal time. Her nipples hardened under my palm and my cock twitched while the first hints of an orgasm tickled the back of my consciousness.

Lolly stroked faster and squeezed, working her hand up and down my cock, increasing the pressure.

I groaned softly and my breaths came in quick succession. My cock pulsed, and the pleasure radiating through my body was unlike anything I had ever experienced. “I’m so close,” I said.

“Viens pour moi, bébé,” Lolly said, hot and breathy, and I lost it.

I grunted and bucked my hips and cum blasted from my tip, the first shot splattering the ceiling, while the second landed like a thick rope across my stomach and chest. I came again and again while Lolly pumped. Cum gurgled from my knob, coating Lolly’s hands and fingers. I had never produced so much cum in my life, and it kept coming until my ejaculations slowed and stopped.

Lolly gazed at my cock in what seemed like a combination of fascination and lust. She released my monster and opened her hand, gazing down at the ocean of cum I had left behind. “You were backed up.”

“Yes,” I said, trying to catch my breath.

“Raise your hips.” Lolly pulled my towel free and cleaned my cock, chest, and stomach. She finished by mopping off her hand and setting the towel aside, leaving me completely naked and utterly satisfied.

“Thanks,” I said. “That was unexpected.”

Lolly giggled and shook her head. “There’s something about you, Jack Donovan. You’re extremely sweet. Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No,” I said.

She frowned. “Why not? You’re very handsome and witty. I don’t believe it. Are you lying to me?”

“God, no,” I said. “I’ve spent the last three years living in a dorm, two working as a resident assistant. When I started college, I was more on the heavy side.”

She raised an eyebrow and gazed at my rippling six pack and cut chest. “You were fat?”

“Not obese, but definitely overweight. I was soft and during high school, kids teased me. But when I reached college, I discovered cycling and then running and swimming. Add in good nutrition and weight training and the pounds melted away. But inside, I’m still the fat kid.”

Lolly’s eyes softened. She leaned forward and kissed me very softly on the lips. “I would like a chance to get to know you, Jack Donovan.”

My heart thundered, and I breathed in her sweet, airy scent. “Me too,” I whispered, my voice throaty.

Lolly leaned back, sitting up on her knees before she moved her towel back up to cover her breasts. “Stay here and I’ll get you a clean towel.”

I relaxed, my cock softening inside the sauna while my breathing returned to normal. Was I dreaming? Had a hot French girl just given me a hand job? I still couldn’t believe it.

True to her word, she returned a minute later, carrying a fresh towel. “I didn’t forget you.” Lolly smiled sweetly.

She had already seen the inventory, and I saw no reason to hide. I climbed down from the bench and stood before her, naked.

Lolly’s eyes drifted down to my cock, swinging half-hard between my legs. She handed me the towel and turned her gaze north to meet my eyes. “Will you be here tomorrow?” she asked.

I wrapped the towel around my waist and nodded. “I’m running in the morning, but now that I have access to a pool, I’ll be in catch-up mode. Tomorrow afternoon?”

Lolly’s eyes brightened. “Oui. Three o’clock?”

“Oui,” I replied with a grin.

Lolly perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Au revoir, Jack Donovan.” She turned and left, leaving me standing alone in the sauna completely gob smacked.
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Later that night, I met Misha, Tom, and Becca for dinner at a sushi place around the corner. Becca brought us up to speed on her conversation with Chloe. She planned to move in with Chloe later in the week but would crash at Tom and Misha’s for the next few nights. We didn’t discuss sleeping arrangements, and I wasn’t about to bring it up over dinner. Eventually, the problem would take care of itself, and I would volunteer for either the couch or a few days at Gramps’s townhouse. He wouldn’t be happy if it came down to that, and I would only offer the option as a last resort.

Misha and Becca were chatty on the short walk back to the apartment and Tom was sullen staring down at his phone. I worried about my brother’s mental health, but I wasn’t sure how to broach the subject without him cutting me down.

The girls both looked incredible. Misha’s golden curls fell over her shoulders in shimmering waves. Her cleavage bulged from a white V-necked t-shirt and she wore a pair of faded denim jeans with holes in the thighs.

Becca’s raven hair glistened under the streetlights and swished from side-to-side stretching halfway down her back. She wore a black crew cut t-shirt and a pair of tight white shorts. Her honey toned legs stretched out for a mile and ended inside a pair of white open-toed sandals.

I found some comfort that passing strangers might have assumed we were on a double date. But Becca had put me entirely in the friend zone throughout dinner, and I wasn’t sure how Gramps’s approach could pay off unless I set up some alone time with her.

Inside the apartment high rise, we rode the elevator to the twenty-first floor. The sisters were chatty discussing the love life of Misha’s best friend, Sienna.

When the door opened, we stepped out, and my heart leapt into my throat.

Lolly stood in the hallway waiting for the elevator with a chisel-jawed Adonis wearing a Rolex, a dark suit, and a thick gold chain around his nek. Her auburn hair hung in a braid that stretched over her right shoulder. She wore a black cocktail dress that showed more than enough cleavage to draw the eye, and the way she filled out the sleek, satiny fabric made my cock stiffen.

“Lolly?” A grin stretched across my face.

“Jack.” Lolly’s beautiful face lit up. She glanced at Misha and Becca before turning her eyes back to me. Lolly stepped up before me and kissed me on both cheeks before she retreated to mister rich, dark, and handsome. “You live on this floor?”

I nodded. “Straight down the hall. 2105. You?”

Her jaw dropped. “I live next door in 2103. Wow.”

My brother cleared his throat, and from the corner of my eye, I caught Misha and Becca gawking at Lolly.

“Sorry,” I said, stepping sideways. “Lolly, this is my brother Tom, his girlfriend Misha, and her sister Becca. It’s Tom and Misha’s apartment I’m living in.”

For the first time that night, my brother grinned from ear to ear and extended his hand. “I think I’ve seen you come and go a time or two. It’s nice to meet you.”

“You too,” Lolly said before she turned to the man beside her. “This is my friend, Adam,” she said without elaborating.

He raised an eyebrow at the introduction and turned a smile on us that oozed testosterone. “Adam Fox,” he said before he slipped his hand inside Lolly’s.

Lolly’s smile faded by a few degrees, and she seemed reluctant to hold Adam’s hand. When he squeezed, her hand hung limp inside his. I had known her for an hour, and I knew she didn’t like to be treated like an object. How could that guy not?

“It’s nice to meet you,” I said.

Becca’s gazed wandered over Adam and he gazed back at her, making his flirtation more than obvious.

“We shouldn’t keep you,” I said. “It looks like you’re heading out.”

“Oui.” Lolly sighed. “We should probably go.” She surprised me by pulling me into a brief hug and whispered in my ear. “He’s not my boyfriend.” She stepped back while Adam had moved on from Becca and gazed at Misha’s tight cleavage.

Tom couldn’t take his eyes off Lolly while I stood back and soaked in all the sexual tension knotting the hallway.

The elevator closed, and Lolly stuck her hand out to stop it. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” Lolly said while Adam stepped in beside her.

“I’ll see you,” I said before the door shut. When I turned, I found the three of them gawking at me in stone-cold shock.
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Inside the apartment, Tom filled my wine glass halfway full of what remained of our second bottle of wine.

“Dude, I still can’t believe it. That’s the hot French girl,” he said, glancing back at Misha, who sat in an oversized chair with one leg crossed over the other.

Misha rolled her eyes. “I know who she is. You drool every time you see her.”

Becca, who had squeezed into the spot beside me on the couch, curled her bare feet beneath her and swirled her wineglass in her hand. “Did you see the way she looked at you?”

“What way?” I picked up the glass and took a sip. I knew exactly what way she meant, but I wanted to hear her say it.

“Like she wanted to fuck you,” Misha said, slightly slurring her words.

Tom grinned and shook his head. “My little brother. Damn.” He toasted me and we clinked glasses. “She just came up to you and started talking?”

“Well, she needed a spotter for bench press,” I said. “And so did I.”

“I can spot bench press,” Becca said.

“You weren’t there,” I said. “Nobody was except for Lolly and I.”

“What did you find out about her?” Tom asked. He perched on the edge of his seat and leaned forward, as animated as I’d seen him in a year.

“She’s a med student at Northwestern,” I said.

“Oh. You have something in common,” Misha said. “How old is she?”

“Twenty-four,” my brother answered.

Misha frowned. “How do you know?”

Tom shrugged. “I looked her up on Facebook. She’s our neighbor, and I was curious.”

“She’s my age,” Becca said.

“I guess she didn’t mind the three-year age gap,” Misha said before she let out a snort.

Becca glared at her sister, then turned back to me. “What happened after you did weights,” she asked, suddenly intensely curious about my life.

“We hit the sauna.”

“You what?” My brother cackled with glee and clapped his hands together. “Fucking bravo.”

Becca’s expression soured, and Misha gazed intently into the bottom of her wineglass.

“Please tell me you didn’t get naked with her,” Becca said.

“Why shouldn’t he?” Misha asked. “He’s single, good looking, and available.”

“Jack’s too good for that shit,” Becca said.

“Fuck that,” Tom said. “What happened?”

The three of them stared at me, waiting for me to spill the tea. This was what Gramps warned me about. Honesty even if it hurts. On the other hand, what Lolly and I shared was between us and I didn’t want to cheapen it by blabbing about it.

“You guys can fill in the blanks,” I said. “I’m not going there.” I swallowed a gulp of wine, and Becca looked pissed.

“You fucked her?” Becca asked, glaring at me.

I held her gaze, unfazed by her anger. Oddly, her jealously made me feel better. Maybe I wasn’t as deep into the friend zone as I thought. “If it were you and I in that sauna, would you want me to spill the tea to everyone about what we did?”

“Good answer,” Misha said.

“My man,” Tom said, shaking his head and smiling.

Becca stared at me, pouting. “If I had fucked you in that sauna, you couldn’t have walked for a week.”

Misha cackled with laughter followed by Tom and me.

Becca held my gaze, her eyes simmering with an intensity I hadn’t seen before. She swirled her wine in her glass before finishing it in one big swallow.

Misha yawned. “Well, I’m going to bed. You kids have fun.”

Tom stood and picked up the empty bottle of wine. “Well done, Jack.” He squeezed my shoulder affectionately and stumbled toward the kitchen before following Misha to the bedroom.

Before I could discuss the sleeping arrangements, Becca stood and pulled me up and off the couch. “She may have had the sauna, but I get to cuddle with you in bed.” Becca slurred her words more than a little.

“Maybe I should sleep on the couch,” I said.

“No,” Becca said. “I slept so good last night.” She pulled me behind her until we reached the bedroom.

I flicked on the bedroom light, and Becca turned to face me. “I’ve got to pee. Give me your t-shirt.” She swayed from side-to-side, and her eyes softened. “Please.”

I went to the dresser and pulled open my drawer. “I have another gray one like you wore last night.”

“No.” She shook her head. “I want the one you’re wearing.”

I turned around to face her and frowned. “Why?”

“You smell good,” she said, averting her gaze.

I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it to her. “I’m not sleeping naked tonight.”

“Me neither.” Her eyes roamed my muscled chest and ripped stomach. “Is she prettier than me?”

Truth. “Not prettier. Different. You are both exceptionally beautiful women.”

Becca smiled and seemed to like that answer before she turned and left for the bathroom.

I had answered honestly. Lolly and Becca were both drop dead gorgeous. Both women were far out of my league, but maybe not as far as they were this morning.

I had changed into a pair of baggy boxers when Becca reappeared, and I took my turn in the bathroom. When I returned, the overhead lights were off, and Becca was lying under the covers with the dim light from the table lamp providing the room’s only illumination.

I crawled inside beside her, somehow less anxious than I was this morning. Maybe it was the hand-job, or the confidence Lolly gave me, but so far Gramps had proved right at every turn.

“How’s the t-shirt?” I asked.

“Comfy,” Becca said. “I might take over your entire wardrobe.” She reached for the lamplight and turned it off.

We lay together in the still darkness with the gentle whir of the air conditioner providing the only sound.

“Jack?” Becca said.

“Yeah?”

“What did Lolly mean when she said she would see you tomorrow?”

“We’re meeting in the weight room,” I said. “Tomorrow afternoon. Why?”

“Just curious,” she said.

She shifted in the sheets, sliding closer to me, and the bottom of her feet touched my leg. “Sorry,” she said.

“I don’t mind,” I said. “Are your feet cold?”

“A little,” she said and tucked them under my leg.

Silence stretched out between us, and I tried to work up the courage to ask her a question that could change everything. A question I wouldn’t have dreamed of asking her the day before. Channeling my inner Gramps, I threw caution to the wind. No pain. No gain. “Hey Beck, you awake?”

“Yes,” she answered without hesitation.

“There’s a night game at Wrigley tomorrow. I wondered if you’d like to go with me.” My heart thumped so hard it drummed in my throat. Had I really asked out Becca Hart?

“I’d like that,” she said without hesitation. “Just me and you?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Is that okay?”

“It’s very okay,” she said, edging closer.

“Good. I’ll give you the times tomorrow,” I said.

Again, silence stretched out, and I was on the edge of sleep when Becca called out.

“Jack, did you have sex with her?”

“No,” I answered honestly.

Becca let out a contented sigh and edged so close, I felt her back against my side.

“Will you hold me, please?” she asked.

I turned to face her and wrapped my arm over her shoulder.

Becca pulled my arm tight over her chest. She inched toward me until her ass nestled up against my swollen cock and her warm back nuzzled against my chest.

She smelled like sweet summer flowers, and I inhaled her scent, breathing her in. My cock twitched, but Becca didn’t move. Sixty seconds later, she was fast asleep.
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“That’s it, Lolly” I said. “You got it. A little more.”

Lolly grunted, locked her knees, and stood upright, completing the tenth squat. With her arms trembling, she stepped forward while I came in behind her and helped secure the weight bar on the squat rack.

Today Lolly wore a sleek black sports bra and tight black shorts. She wore her hair in a high ponytail, and unlike yesterday, we weren’t alone in the fitness center.

A middle-aged woman ran on a treadmill and an old man sat on the stationary bike while he casually scanned the newspaper. And by the time I had finished my swim to join Lolly in the fitness center, the pool had added two more swimmers.

Lolly caught her breath standing beneath the bar while I pulled added weights for my set.

She stepped away from the bar and tightened her gloves while she turned to face me. “Did you have fun on your date last night?”

I frowned. “That wasn’t a date.”

Lolly rolled her eyes. “The girl who loves you. Her name is Becca, right?”

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re funny. Becca doesn’t love me like that. What about you? That guy looked like he climbed out of a J. Crew ad.”

“It was a first and last date,” Lolly said. “He was boring.”

“Boring? He didn’t look boring to me. Narcissistic? Yep. Boring. No way.” I added two twenty-five-pound weights to my side of the bar while Lolly did the same on the opposite side.

“You should ask her out,” Lolly said.

I raised an eyebrow while I focused on securing the weights. “What happened to us getting to know each other?” I glanced across the squat rack to read her reaction.

Lolly smiled knowingly. “Isn’t that what we’re doing?”

That stung. The old me would have retreated into my miserable cave of self-loathing, convinced she didn’t really like me. The new me would confront the misunderstanding head on. “I want to take you out on a date.”

Lolly’s smile brightened until it touched her eyes. “Oui. Of course. I would love to.”

Was there a cultural difference at work? More likely, my complete lace of dating experience had led me to miss some key social cue. “Then why are you asking me to date other women?”

“Becca and her sister are beautiful,” Lolly said, coming around to my side of the bar. “Do you agree?”

“Oui,” I said.

Lolly wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a kiss. Our lips touched, and she opened her mouth before our tongues flickered together.

My cock surged in my shorts, and my stomach swirled. Her mouth tasted cool, minty, and intoxicatedly fresh. Her tongue felt like a dream gliding over my lips. I inched forward and slid my hands around the French girl’s tight waist and cupped her perfect ass cheeks in my hands.

Lolly broke off the kiss and stepped back, pulling my hands from her ass. “That’s a little incentive.”

My head spun, and I gazed down at her, confused. “Incentive?”

“Do I need to spell it out?” Lolly asked.

I frowned. “Remember who you’re dealing with? I’m the new guy?” I waved my hand as if meeting her for the first time. “I prefer a straight answer.”

Lolly grinned and ran her index finger down my chest. “You’re beautiful, and so are the sisters. Maybe we could share you? Have you heard of polyamory?”

Blood drained from my face, and I swallowed the cotton in my mouth. “As in a ménage à trois?”

“Oui,” Lolly said and shrugged. “Or a ménage à quatre.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. “You would do that?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Would you?”

I nodded. “A thousand times, oui.”

Lolly laughed and stepped back behind the bar, letting her eyes linger on mine. “You’re up, mon amour.”

As I crossed before her, Lolly smacked my ass playfully. “Don’t take too long, Jack Donovan.”

“I don’t think Becca’s that kind of girl,” I said, tucking the bar over my shoulder.

“She is,” Lolly said. “I can tell and so is her sister.”

I glanced over my shoulder. “How can you tell?”

Lolly shrugged. “I just know. But that doesn’t mean they know. Maybe you can bring them along?”

“Then you’ll date me?” I asked.

“No.” She shook her head. “I’ll date you now because I really like you.” She smiled sweetly.

“Oh?” I grinned. “That’s great.”

“But I’ll fuck you only after you convince one of those beautiful women to join us.”

“You’re kidding?”

She shook her head. “Consider it a challenge. Oui?”

“Oui,” I said and lifted the weights onto my shoulders.
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Becca and I took the red line to the Addison station and walked to the game. The summer evening was breezy and warm, and the atmosphere outside the park was festive. Vendors hawked t-shirts and banners while scalpers flashed tickets and shouted for buyers and sellers. Baseball fans packed the bars outside of Wrigley Field, where music pumped out into the streets.

We chatted easily, discussing everything from Becca’s job in marketing to Tom and Misha’s relationship woes. But once we stepped inside the ticket gate, the crowd thickened, and I slipped Becca’s hand in mine. We laced our fingers together and a spike of adrenaline sent me into the stratosphere. It was really happening. I was on a date with Becca Hart.

Becca came in close, pressing up behind me while I shielded her from the oncoming rush of humanity.

My stomach seesawed somewhere between over the moon and over the rainbow. I was on a date with a certified goddess, and I felt indestructible.

Becca wore a white, skin-tight, long sleeve midriff with a swooping neckline revealing her juicy cleavage. Plenty of her flat tummy showed below the shirt and above a pair of tight black jeans. She wore a Cubs baseball cap with a curved bill, pulled down tight, leaving her eyes shadowed while her glistening raven hair fell freely over her shoulders, ending halfway down her back. She looked next level phenomenal, and if I was dreaming, I sincerely didn’t want it to end.

As we passed through the crowd, Becca drew every eye. Some people stopped and stared as if she might be a famous model or celebrity. Her beauty and presence were like a divided line between women like her, and ninety-nine percent of the population.

Her skin felt warm and supple inside my hand, and when she squeezed my hand, I squeezed back. Becca slipped her free hand inside the back pocket of my jeans as if she were also marking me as belonging to her.

It was the ultimate ego boost and for a guy in desperate need of such a lift, I felt like I was floating on a cloud.

We stopped at the concession stand and I bought us beer and popcorn before we headed to our seats, our hands firmly coupled.

We could just as easily have watched the game from Gramps’s sky deck across the street, but nothing beat sitting in the ballpark on a breezy summer night. The low rumble of conversation floated across the ballpark as 41,000 people found their seats.

Our seats were two rows up from the dugout along the first base line. I had bought them with every intention of Robbie Hammond spotting me with his ex-girlfriend. The plan could, of course, backfire, but what did I have to lose? Becca wasn’t the kind of girl you kept a tight grip on. If she was going to get back together with Robbie, better to do it sooner rather than later.

“Jack, did you buy these tickets here on purpose?” Becca asked, as if reading my mind.

I led her down the row until we reached our seats and glanced back at her over my shoulder. “Yeah. I thought we could make Robbie jealous. Are you mad?”

Becca laughed and leaned forward, then kissed me on the cheek. “I like the way you think.”

“I’m here with a beautiful girl,” I said. “I want the world to see.” We reached our seats and sat before Becca nuzzled in close.

She leaned in tight, pressing her leg against mine while she brushed her thumb over the back of my hand. “Thank you for bringing me. Robbie or not, I still love coming to the games.”

“Have you seen my grandfather’s rooftop seats across Waveland?” I pointed toward the left field wall. “They’re crazy good.”

“Misha told me about it, but I’ve never gone.” She squeezed my hand. “Maybe the next game we can visit your Gramps?”

I grinned and sipped my bear. My Gramps would be over the moon with a visit from Becca Hart. “Are you asking me out?”

She lobbed a piece of popcorn in her mouth and grinned. “So, what if I am?”

“Beck, why the change of heart?”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Before we ran into Lolly, you had placed me squarely in the friend zone. Am I still like a little brother to you? Because this feels different.”

Becca studied my face for a long time before she spoke. “I could come up with a bullshit excuse, but the truth is when I saw the way Lolly looked at you, something inside me flipped. I got insanely jealous, and it was like I saw you for the first time. Maybe I took for granted that you would always be there for me like a safe, backup plan.” She inched closer and squeezed my hand “I’m broken that way. I don’t know why.”

“If Lolly were suddenly to lose interest in me, would you lose interest in me too?” I asked.

The crowd roared as the Cubs ran out onto the field to start the pre-game warmup. Robbie Hammond took his position at first base and the infield worked through throwing drills. He hadn’t seen us yet, but with any luck he would before the night was over.

“You two looked pretty cozy earlier,” Becca said. “I saw her kiss you in the weight room.”

“Were you spying on me?” I asked. “And you didn’t answer my question.”

She shrugged. “I get jealous. And since we aren’t even officially dating, I can’t get mad about her kissing you. It just makes me want you that much more. Would I lose interest in you?” She shook her head. “I know what’s in front of me now. I don’t want to blow it.”

“What about Robbie? You broke with him a few days ago. You’re already over him?”

She glanced out at Robbie and back to me. “I feel nothing. Robbie’s an asshole. He’s always been an asshole. You’re the real deal.” She shrugged. “It’s like a light switch for me. One minute I’m all in and the next, I’m all out. Does that make me a bad girl?”

“Maybe you haven’t found what you’re looking for.”

“Maybe what I’ve been looking for is sitting right in front of me. I’m feeling really powerful feelings right now,” Becca said. “Like what would you say if we sleep naked tonight?”

My legs went slack, and my cheeks flushed hot. “Honestly? That would be the greatest night of my life.”

“Good answer.” She leaned in and kissed me behind my ear, then down my jawline before we came face-to-face, and our lips met. Becca opened her mouth, moaned softly, and our tongues collided.

She tasted like sweet cinnamon, and her tongue tickled my lips. My cock tightened in my jeans while the warm breath from her nostrils curled over my upper lip.

Around us the crowd roared, which soon rippled across the entire stadium.

Becca and I broke off our kiss, and I gazed into the lens of a camera near the Cubs dugout.

“Oh my God, look.” Becca grabbed my arm and laughed, pointing to the big screen over center field.

It was the Kiss Cam with Becca and me in a frame of floating hearts and lips.

She laughed and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me in for another kiss, this one for the crowd.

The stadium crowd roared their approval and even the players on the field gazed up toward the big screen.

The cameraman finally gave us a break before we broke the kiss and laughed.

“What are you doing, Becca,” a deep voice said from down on the field.

We turned to find Robbie Hammond glaring up at us.

I felt like I had stepped into the twilight zone. Robbie Hammond was one of MLB’s biggest stars, and here I was making out with his girlfriend on the big screen.

Becca twined her fingers in mine and turned to face Robbie, leaning into me. She frowned. “There’s a game tonight and I’m on a date.” She kissed me on the cheek, and my stomach swirled with a combination of fear and excitement.

Robbie Hammond glared at me, his eyes seething with anger. “I suggest you take your hands off my girlfriend.”

Gramps hadn’t prepared for this situation. Honesty wouldn’t do shit against an angry major league slugger who looked one positive steroid test away from suspension. Maybe I had taken this game a little too far, but I couldn’t back down in front of Becca. “Now, she’s your girlfriend?” I slipped my arm around Becca’s shoulder and squeezed her tight. “You lost your chance. She’s with me.”

Becca grinned and kissed me again on the cheek before she rested her head on my shoulder and stared down at Robbie.

A short, pudgy, gray-haired, grizzled manager appeared behind Robbie. “Hammond, get your ass out on the field.”

Robbie glared between me and Becca, and inside I wilted, while trying hard to maintain a show of confidence.

Without another word, he turned and jogged out onto the field.

I let out a held breath and reclined in my seat while Becca turned back to face me. “Thank you,” she said, leaning in for a kiss, this one on the lips. “Did you mean what you said?”

I frowned and stroked the back of her neck with my thumb. “Mean what?”

“Am I with you?” she asked, her expression expectant.

I held her gaze, considering my response. Our relationship had gone from the friend zone to the hot zone in record time. Was it too fast? Would it disappear as quickly as it came? Becca was the type of girl who got bored easily and there was a fine line between the asshole, narcissist such as Robbie Hammond who kept things interesting and the passive yes man, I had lived my life as until two days ago. Could I keep up with the act? Or would reality come crashing down around me?

The old me might have thrown the ball back in her court asking her the same question, refusing to take a risk. The new me, risked everything, and I answered honestly. “You’re with me.” It wasn’t a question, and it pleased Becca to no end.

She came in close and kissed me again on the lips before whispering in my ear. “You’re getting so lucky tonight.”

Robbie Hammond fueled his rage to go three for three, all homers, during the Cubs rout of the Cardinals. After the game, the guy behind me squeezed my shoulder. “Pal, keep stealing his girlfriends. At this rate, we’ll win the World Series.”

Becca turned on the guy and glared. “I don’t think so.”

The guy laughed and clapped me on the shoulder while he traded high-fives with the guy beside him.

After the game ended, we left the stadium hand-in-hand.

“Where should we go for dinner?” I asked. “Or we could do drinks and appetizers somewhere.”

She curled her arm around mine and gazed up at me. “Can we just go home?” Her green eyes sparked with an intensity I had never seen directed at me. “We’ll order some food after we have sex.”

Fuck. My stomach dropped, and my heart soared into the clouds high above Wrigley Field. Nervous energy rippled along my spine, and I hoped I wouldn’t embarrass myself in the act. “I’ll order the Uber.”
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The elevator couldn’t go fast enough, and Becca and I spent the entire ride up with our lips locked and our tongues exploring each other’s mouths.

I resisted the urge to grope her incredible body. Once I started, I couldn’t stop and if the doors opened, I didn’t want anyone to find Becca half dressed. Not to mention, I was already minutes from creaming my pants. Thoughts of jacking off before we consummated our relationship drifted through the back of my head. If I lasted thirty second inside her, I would consider that a major success.

The elevator doors dinged open, and we broke off our kiss.

The hall was empty, and the taste of Becca’s tongue lingered in my mouth. My cock raged, rock-hard and oozing pre-cum. I sucked in quick, ragged breaths, while Becca stepped out, pulling me behind her.

I gazed down at Becca’s tight ass, and my stomach swirled. A million times I had fantasized about her naked, and those dreams were on the verge of becoming reality.

Hand-in-hand, we hurried down the hallway, rushing for the door until we reached 2105. That’s when we heard the yelling.

Becca and I paused outside the closed apartment door and listened as Misha screamed something I couldn’t make out and Tom responded with a clear and vocal. “Fuck you.”

“We’ve got to get in there,” I said, wrestling for the key in my pocket.

“Hurry,” Becca said, her expression worried.

I unlocked the door and stepped inside to hear Misha raging.

“You’re fucking obsessed with her,” Misha said. “Are you stalking her?”

“No,” Tom said. “I’m not obsessed. She’s a pretty girl. Sue me.”

“Are you jealous of your little brother?” Misha asked. “Maybe I should fuck Jack and you’ll pay attention to me too.”

“I don’t have to listen to this shit,” Tom said.

I grabbed Becca’s hand before we stepped from the foyer into the family room.

Tom and Misha stood facing each other with the coffee table separating them.

Misha’s eyes were red, and mascara streaked her face. Tom’s shirttails were out, his tie disheveled, and his normally slicked-back hair twisted at odd angles, revealing a thin, bald spot I didn’t know existed.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

Becca let go of my hand and came around the couch to her sister. “Honey, are you okay?” She opened her arms and Misha melted into them, sobbing, leaving Tom and I to face each other.

“What the hell happened?” I asked my brother.

“She thinks I’m obsessed with Lolly,” he said.

Becca tried to calm her sister, and Misha sobbed before she turned on Tom. “You have like a hundred pictures of her saved to your fucking hard drive. How am I supposed to react?”

I knew my brother had a few issues, but that was borderline psychotic. Becca and I exchanged a worried glance.

Tom’s eyes seethed with rage. “All from her Facebook page,” he said. “You can look it up. It’s not like I’m stalking her with a high-powered telephoto lens.”

“But you’d like to,” she said. “And now you’re jealous of Jack.”

Tom’s face slackened, and he looked like he was on the verge of tears. “I’m not jealous of my little brother.”

He turned to me, trying to maintain his cool, but she had clearly hit a nerve. Oh, how the tables had turned. What I didn’t understand was that Misha was nothing short of spectacular. She was every bit the goddess of Lolly. I stared at my brother, not sure what to say.

Becca held her sister in her arms and rubbed her back while Misha sobbed. “Get the fuck out of here, Tom,” Misha said.

“This is my apartment,” he said. “I pay for it. You get out.”

Becca looked at me as if she wanted me to step in.

“Tom, can we talk? Outside?” I asked, trying to stay cool.

He stormed past me and threw open the front door before I followed him out into the hallway.

I shut the door behind us while my brother paced the carpet, ironically, outside of Lolly’s door. Had she heard them fighting? I remembered her telling me she was spending the evening studying and, for her sake, I hoped she wasn’t home.

“Is what Misha said true?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “But I’m not a freak, if that’s what you’re thinking. She’s a beautiful girl, and I saved a few photos of her. All freely available to the public. It’s not like I’m hiding cameras in her apartment.”

That he even brought that up as a possibility frightened me. “You understand how that hurts Misha, right?”

“Spare me your Mr. Sensitive bullshit,” Tom said. “She’s lucky to live in a place like this.”

“So, she should put up with you obsessing over another girl? Fuck you, man,” I said. “I’m trying to help you.”

Tom rolled his eyes. “You know what? Fuck it. If she wants me gone, I’m gone.” He turned away from me and stormed down the hallway before he banged on the elevator button. “Fuck.” He shouted and kicked a trashcan before the elevator opened and he disappeared inside.

I went back inside, then shut and locked the door behind me. If my brother continued to disrespect Misha, I would have to move her out. She couldn’t live with an abusive tyrant. But then again, they had fought before many times and made up.

I found Misha and Becca on the couch, cuddling. Misha’s sobs had faded, and they huddled together, talking quietly.

“I don’t know,” Misha said. “He’s been distant, but I’ve never seen him fawn over another girl before.”

“We can leave,” Becca said. “Chloe has enough room for both of us.”

“Tom just left.” I stepped up behind them. “My grandfather’s townhouse is big enough to fit an army, and he’s there alone. If it comes to it, the three of us can move it tomorrow.”

Misha smiled up at me, her blue eyes watery. “You’re so sweet.” She squeezed my hand and turned back to Becca. “I told you he’s sweet.”

“I know,” Becca said, before she tipped her head back and smiled up at me. “We’re definitely out of the friend zone. Right, baby?”

I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips, and Misha’s eyes widened.

“Right,” I said.

“Wow. That was fast.” Misha glanced between us, her mouth hanging open as if registering the second tectonic shift of the day. “I guess I don’t need to ask how the date went.”

“You know what? How about I make you some tea?” I asked. “That’s always good to calm the nerves.”

“Thank you, Jack,” Misha said. “I would like that very much.”

I left the sisters to chat while I went to the kitchen and pulled together a hot cup of tea for Misha. When I returned, I found Becca stroking Misha’s hair, with Misha stretched out asleep, her head on Becca’s lap.

Becca gazed up at me, apologizing with her eyes, before I set the cup aside.

“I don’t want to wake her up,” Becca whispered. “She shouldn’t be alone tonight. Do you mind if I sleep with her? I’m sorry, Jack. I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

Internally, I groaned. But all Becca saw was a smile and a nod. “That’s a good idea. I’ll carry her to her bed while you get ready.”

Becca took my cheeks in her hands and pulled me into a soft kiss. “You’re the best man, ever, Jack Donovan.”

“There’s always tomorrow,” I whispered.

Becca held my gaze for a long time, searching my face as if she wanted to say more, but held back before she let me go. “I’ll make you breakfast.”

“Another bagel?” I kissed her gently. “How about we make breakfast together?”

“I’d like that,” Becca said.

I came around the couch and gently scooped Misha up, easily cradling her in my arms while Becca stood and headed off for the bathroom.

Halfway down the hall, Misha stirred before she wrapped her arms around my shoulder and buried her head against my chest. When we reached the bedroom, I stretched Misha out on her bed and went to stand when her arms tightened around my neck and she locked me in place.

“Why can’t Tom be as good as you?” she asked, searching my eyes with her own.

“I don’t know,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.”

“You’re so handsome,” she said before she ran her fingers through my hair and pulled me into a long, warm kiss. Her tongue darted over my lips before she backed off and smiled up at me. “Jack, I see the way you look at me.” She bit her lip and smiled. “You have no idea how much it turns me on.”

My cock lurched in my pants and I resisted the urge to slide between her legs and peel off her black tank top. “Becca —”

“Loves you,” she said, finishing my words for me. “She’s so lucky.” Misha released her grip on my neck and settled back on the bed, her big tits jiggling inside her tight tank. She caught me gazing at them and giggled. “Jack, you’re staring at them again. It’s okay. You can look as much as you want.”

Was she drunk? Or maybe she was in shock after what happened with my brother? My cock didn’t care. It wanted what it wanted and hardened, shifting and growing inside my blue jeans. I stood by her bedside and forced a thin smile. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” I said. “Goodnight, Mish.”

“Night, Jackie.” Misha smiled up at me before she turned on her side and closed her eyes.
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I spent the next two hours tossing and turning. Even naked sleep wouldn’t come. I missed Becca. Without her beside me, a gnawing emptiness clawed at my stomach.

I stared at the ceiling, then at the bedside table, and sighed. The clock read 2:12 AM. I imagined Becca and Misha fast asleep and wondered what would happen if I crawled into bed with Becca. Visions of her naked body, warm and soft, lying beneath me, played through my fevered imagination. My cock hardened, and I briefly considered jerking off, but that felt like a piss poor substitute for the girls of my dreams. I had been so close — right on the verge of realizing my deepest fantasy.

My bedroom door creaked open, and a silhouette appeared in the doorway.

I pushed up on my elbows and peered into the shadows. “Beck?”

“I couldn’t sleep,” she said, stepping into the room and closing the door behind her.

My heart soared. “Me neither. I missed you,” I said.

“Me too,” she whispered, and stepped up to the bedside. Her clothes shifted in the dark and her shirt came off. “Are you naked?”

“Climb in and find out,” I whispered.

Becca giggled and stepped out of her panties before sliding into the bed beside me. “You stopped texting me. I thought you fell asleep.”

Her scent, fresh and feminine, washed over me, and my stomach flip-flopped. “I was thirty seconds away from climbing into bed with you and Misha.”

She flipped her long hair beneath her and inched closer while I edged toward her. “Misha would’ve loved that.”

Her warm body, soft and naked, pressed into mine. Becca found my lips with hers and our tongues swirled together while her firm breast brushed my arm. She shifted and her flat tummy nudged the tip of my raging cock, dragging a trail of pre-cum across her honey-gold stomach.

Becca twined her long leg inside mine and drew closer until her hard nipples raked my chest. She moaned softly in my mouth and ran her hands down my spine, then squeezed my ass.

My cock pulsed against her stomach, oozing pre-cum and achingly hard. I ran my fingers up the back of her legs, over her hips, and cupped the tightest ass I had ever seen.

Becca reached down between us and curled her fingers around my stiff cock, lighting up my pleasure centers like a pinball machine.

She gasped in my mouth and broke off our kiss before gazing down toward my cock immersed in shadows. “Baby, you’re huge.”

“Too big?” I asked.

Becca giggled. “God, no.” She shifted sideways and flipped on the bedside light, illuminating her naked body for the first time.

As I gazed at her, I sucked in a sharp breath that caught in the back of my throat. I licked my lips and feasted on her incredible body.

Her tits were firm, round, and all-natural C-Cups. Her nipples looked hard and erect enough to poke an eye out. Becca’s nipples and areolas were quarter-sized and a shade darker than her honey-toned skin. While she shimmied toward me, her beautiful breasts jiggled slightly, bouncing and swaying yet remained centered, high on her chest.

Shallow tan lines crisscrossed Becca’s chest and hips, and her shaven pussy revealed a thin slit with her juicy pink labia peeking out, already slick with her wetness.

“You are stunning,” I said while I licked the cotton from my lips.

Becca blushed and smiled shyly. “Wow. No one’s ever looked at me like that before.” She crawled toward me on all fours, her raven hair falling forward over her shoulders. She eyed my meaty cock, and her jaw dropped. “That’s the real Loch Ness monster.” She pushed up to her knees and sat before me, surveying my cock. “Does it hurt, baby?”

“It’s throbbing for sure,” I said.

“Let mama take care of her man.” Becca reached out, rolling my engorged tip between her fingers while she worked my oozing pre-cum down my shaft.

The motion mashed her tits together, and I reached out, taking her breast into my hand and sliding her hard nipple between my fingers. “Beck, I need to tell you something,” I said, my tone serious.

Becca gazed from my cock to my eyes, and worry lines blossomed on her forehead. “What?” she asked, as if bracing for a disastrous confessional.

“This is my first time. Just setting expectations.”

Her eyes widened, and she wrapped her hand around my shaft, gently stroking. “You’re a virgin?”

I nodded. “I’m a late bloomer.”

“Aww… that’s so sweet.” Her eyes melted, and she leaned forward, kissing me softly on the lips. “I’ll make sure it’s special.” Becca pressed her forehead against mine and gazed into my eyes. “Don’t pull out. I want to feel your cum pulse inside me. And when you feel like coming, just come. We’ll go again. Okay?”

She wore a patient, loving smile, and at that moment, I fell hopelessly in love with her. “That takes some pressure off.”

Becca kissed me again and sat back on her knees, working my cock between her fingers. “If you feel like you’re going to come early, let me know and I’ll back off.”

I frowned. “What do you mean? You just said to come.”

Becca giggled. “Baby, I want to taste that big, beautiful cock before we fuck.” She stroked my painfully hard shaft and gazed at my body stretched out before her. “You are a gorgeous man.” She bit her lip. “How didn’t I see it before?”

“You weren’t looking,” I said.

“I am now, and I’m warning you ahead of time, I can get very possessive,” she said.

That didn’t bode well for Lolly’s challenge, but I was getting ahead of myself. Becca was more than enough woman for one lifetime, assuming I could keep her interested. I reclined, leaning back on the pillows while I gazed down the length of my body.

Becca hovered over me, milking my cock while she extended her tongue, sliding it around my knob and igniting a flash fire of goosebumps across my entire body.

“Fuck,” I said, breathlessly.

Becca giggled and licked my knob like an ice cream cone before curling her tip up my glans. “Do you like that?”

My cock twitched and pulsed while Becca gripped the base of my shaft with one hand and slid her moist lips over my fat knob.

Warm, wet softness enveloped my cock, and my nerve endings rejoiced. I groaned and arched my back, gazing down on the stunning brunette as her pretty mouth engulfed my cock.

Becca swirled her tongue over my head and shaft, lowing her face as my cock slid deeper, and she sucked, merging my cock with her warm, slippery flesh.

I gasped, panting heavily, while Becca bobbed up and down on my cock, sucking and licking while she continued stroking. The first hint of an orgasm arrived like a dive bomber and it wouldn’t take long before I came in her mouth. “Becca,” I said breathlessly.

Becca came off my cock with a loud pop. A thin line of saliva stretched back to her lip, and she licked my tip before easing back and gazing at me over my engorged manhood. “You taste amazing.” She kissed the tip of my head and backed off. “Your cock is perfect.”

“So is your mouth,” I said. “You’re great at that.”

Becca slid the flat of her tongue up my shaft. “Baby, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.”

My orgasm receded, and I sucked in a deep breath while I watched Becca kiss, lick, and fondle my cock.

“I can’t wait to feel how much this big boy stretches me out.” Becca let go of my cock only long enough to straddle me. “Are you ready to lose the V card?” she asked. “No, take-backs on this one.”

Her long hair cascaded over her shoulders, partially covering her perky tits. Her green eyes sparkled and the smile on her plump lips set my cock twitching and it slapped her firm tummy.

Losing my virginity to the legendary Becca Hart surpassed my wildest dreams. “More than ready.”

Becca slid my wet knob along her slit, guiding it along her labia before her juices covered my tip in a slippery sheen. She hovered above me with my cock poised at her entrance and gazed down at me, her eyes swimming with love. “Ready or not, here it comes.”

I grabbed hold of Becca’s legs just above her knees and braced myself. That I hadn’t already come was a miracle, and I prayed I wouldn’t embarrass myself by blasting a cap the moment I entered her.

Becca slipped my tip inside her and gasped. Her eyes widened, and she furrowed her brow as her face contorted with pleasure.

Pleasure wrapped my body in a tight, warm blanket. Nothing I had experienced in my twenty-one-years on earth came remotely close. As she sank down onto my rigid cock, I squeezed Becca’s legs and sucked in a shallow breath.

Becca leaned forward and placed her hands on my washboard abs, bracing herself as she shuddered. Goosebumps flashed across her chest, and her nipples visibly hardened under my watchful gaze. She moaned and bit her lip, her eyes awash in pleasure. “Baby, you’re so big.” She groaned and pushed down, fully impaling herself on my stone-hard cock.

I pulled myself up and grabbed Becca’s ass, squeezing her supple flesh while I thrust deep inside her and held still.

Her warmth and tightness nearly ended me, and my cock pulsed against her walls, flexing and contracting as Becca undulated on my cock, her breath coming in short, shallow pulls.

“Baby, fuck me,” Becca said and lost herself, bobbing up and down on my cock. Her tits clapped together, and she parted her lips, her face absorbed with pleasure.

I matched her rhythm, fucking her slow and steady while the bed beneath us squeaked in mild protest. Becca’s pussy squeezed my cock, gripping me in velvety softness while her gentle moans birthed the first inkling of an orgasm in the back of my brain.

Becca picked up speed, fucking me faster. Her ass bounced off my thighs and I gripped her hips, pulling her down on my cock while the sounds of my hot cock sliding in and out of her pussy added to the chorus of sex.

“Beck, I’m really close,” I said.

“Hold on, baby.” Her voice warbled, and she fell forward, flattening her chest against mine while she rocked her hips in a rapid, clockwise motion. “I’m right there,” she said, her words come out rushed and breathy.

My orgasm hit me like a sucker punch and try as I might, she was too hot, and my balls had a mind of its own. I rammed her hard and fast, pounding her relentlessly while Becca grunted, and her high-pitched moans wobbled under the brute pounding.

“Ohhhh…yeeessssss,” she cried out, grinding atop me, her hips rocking fast and furious, her tits slapping together in a blur.

My head flashed, I grunted and exploded inside her, gushing the biggest load of cum of my life. I blasted hot ropes of thick cum deep inside Becca, painting her insides white with my virginal spunk.

Becca dug her nails into my chest, and her eyes rolled back in her head. Her mouth hung open, and she arched her back, moaning with ecstasy.

I grunted and pushed, my cock spurting wildly while I thrust as deep as I could and held still inside her, firing off never ending salvos of creamy hot jizz.

Becca found my mouth with hers and ground her hips, moaning into my mouth while she milked me of every last drop.

My orgasm sank as fast as it climbed, and the spurting trailed off until my cock went still. I squeezed off inside her, giving her all I had, leaving nothing behind, until a hazy feeling of complete sexual satisfaction settled over me.

Becca held my cock inside her and wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me before she playfully tugged my lower lip between her teeth. Her green eyes danced as she locked her gaze on mine. She squeezed her pussy, sending shudders up my body.

“Now, I see why people smoke after sex,” I said. “Damn. That was intense.”

“That was the biggest orgasm of my life,” she said.

I laughed. “No way. I had no idea what I was doing.”

“I’m serious,” she said. “With a cock that big, you can’t go wrong. Wait until you figure out how to use it.”

I wrapped my arms tight around her and squeezed her in a warm hug. “Do you think Misha heard us?”

“She took an Ambien,” Becca said. “She’s down for the count.”

“Does that mean you can spend the night with me?” I asked.

She giggled. “Are you asking me to sleepover?”

“Yes,” I said. “I couldn’t sleep a wink without you.”

“Aww.” She kissed me again. “Does this mean you don’t want me to move in with Chloe?”

“I want you here, but if it’s too much too soon, then we don’t have to.”

She shook her head. “This feels right. And unlike the assholes I’ve dated in the past, I know you won’t hurt me.”

“No, I won’t,” I said. But could I expect the same from her?

“So, Misha told me she and Tom were supposed to go out with Sienna and her fiancé, Duncan, tomorrow night for drinks. She asked if we wanted to come.”

“We? As in a couple?” I asked.

Becca frowned and smacked me playfully on the chest. “Yes, as a couple. We are a couple, aren’t we?”

I ran my hands up her bare legs and cupped her flawless ass. “We are a couple.” I couldn’t help but grin as I spoke those words aloud. It was so surreal that Becca and I were officially dating. “I’ll be there, but Misha doesn’t expect to make up with Tom before then, does she?”

“She wants to go with our without Tom.” Becca sighed. “But she sounded like she was ready to forgive him.”

“Yeah. I’m not surprised. How many blowups have they had over the years?”

“Too many to count,” Becca said.

“I promised Gramps I would visit him tomorrow afternoon, but I’ll be ready. What time am I picking you up?” I chuckled, and Becca giggled.

“Our room, say six o’clock? I’ll even let you watch me get dressed.”

“Deal,” I said. “But I can’t promise to keep my hands off.”

“I think I can allow it.” She kissed my chest and sighed contentedly. “By the way, I would love to see your grandfather again.”

“You can come with me tomorrow,” I said.

“I have to work,” Becca said. “Maybe this weekend?”

“There’s a game this weekend. I’ll show you the rooftop,” I said.

“It’s a date.” Becca ran her fingertips over my chest and played with my nipple. “Since that’s settled, let me teach you all about the doggy style position.”
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I found Gramps outside in his garden, huddled over his prized bonsai tree. He circled the tree, snipping what appeared to thin air, his face a mask of concentration.

Gramps had painstakingly cultivated his garden through decades of dedicated work, growing a variety of award-winning flowers and trees. He loved the bonsai and had several worth thousands of dollars. A fountain gurgled in the center of the quiet, meditative space, lush with greenery and stepping-stone paths that meandered through the garden. A stone bench with iron-wrought handles in the shapes of roses sat near picture perfect rose bushes. The place smelled like a tropical paradise and Gramps took his coffee and paper out here every morning weather permitted.

“I hope you’ve brought some good news,” Gramps said without turning. He wore his wide-brimmed gardening hat and his thick leather gloves sat on the cafe-style table near the double French doors that led into the townhouse.

“Isn’t your hearing supposed to diminish with age?” I sat down at the patio table and waited for Gramps to join me.

“When I get old, I’ll let you know.” He turned to face me, stooped over, and his old blue eyes twinkled with mischief.

I rolled my eyes. “You’re like the Rain Man of auditory perception.”

“You’re stalling,” he said, sitting down across from me and pulling off his hat.

I grinned. “It turns out you were right.”

I spent the next thirty minutes detailing my encounters with Lolly, Becca, and even my kiss from Misha. As the story wore on, my grandfather’s eyes seemed to come alive. I finished by telling him that he could no longer refer to me as a virgin, and he clapped his hands together.

“This call for a drink.” He hopped up from the table and returned a minute later with two glasses and a fifty-year-old bottle of single malt scotch.

“Only one,” I said. “I have a date with Becca tonight.”

“That’s why you need the drink,” Gramps said and poured us each a generous shot of scotch. “It’s time for your next lesson.”

“Gramps, I’m good with the lessons,” I said. “I’ve got it from here. Becca’s practically in love with me.”

“Drink, junior,” he said.

We tipped back our shots, and the alcohol flowed through me, warming my chest before flowing down through my arms and legs. It was smooth without a kicker and Gramps could have easily persuaded me to take another drink.

“Are you interested in keeping Becca?” he asked.

“Uh… yes?” I set down the glass and frowned.

“What about Lolly? Do you want her?”

“I do,” I said. “But I won’t cheat on Becca.”

“Of course not,” he said. “But it’s not cheating if Becca goes along for the ride. Who says you can’t have them both at the same time?”

“Are you kidding me?” I let out a short bark of laughter and shook my head. “I don’t have the sexual prowess to pull that off. Becca’s enough woman for me. If I make her happy, then I’m all set.” I reclined and grinned at Gramps.

“You do that, and she’ll leave you inside a month,” he said.

I sat up straight in my chair and frowned. “You don’t even know her,” I said, regretting the words as soon as they left my mouth.

“In my life, I’ve known plenty of Becca Harts,” he said. “Trust me. Did I go wrong with the honesty tip?”

“No,” I said.

“Besides, we’re putting the cart before the horse,” he said. “Before you can add Lolly or even Misha, you need to feel comfortable that Becca’s safely in the barn.”

I leaned forward. “How do I do that?”

“Becca, like her sister, is an alpha,” he said. “The problem is, you’re not.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“There’s nothing wrong with betas,” he said. “Alphas wouldn’t exist if they didn’t have someone to dominate.”

“You’re saying Becca will dominate me?”

“She’ll try,” Gramps said. “It may come across as jealousy or pouting or manipulating you into doing what she wants.”

“Becca’s not like that,” I said.

“Boy, I’m not saying she doesn’t love you. Hell, she probably doesn’t even know she’s doing it. Why do you think she wanted you in the first place?”

“She said she didn’t know why, but something inside her shifted.”

Gramps shook his head. “She came face-to-face with another alpha trying to steal her mate from her pack. I’m talking about Lolly. Her reaction was as natural as breathing. It’s born into her DNA.”

“It’s not that simple,” I said.

“When you boil away all the dressing, it really is that simple. Becca felt threatened, which meant she had lost her grip on you. She escalated the relationship to stake her claim on her pack mate.”

“Jesus, Gramps. Becca’s not a predator.”

Gramps shot me a withering look. “Do you want to keep her?”

“More than anything,” I said.

“Then you can’t let her assert her dominance over you. You must become the alpha as it pertains to Becca.”

“I don’t want to be a dick,” I said.

“I’m not talking about being a dick,” he said. “I’m talking about staying true to your convictions. Don’t let her get away with acting poorly just to appease her.”

“What do you mean?”

“Eventually Becca will come face-to-face with another alpha again. It could be Lolly, or it could even be Misha. If she tries to assert her dominance by acting in a way that disrespects you or Lolly, call her out on it and hold her accountable for her actions.”

“Hold her accountable? How?”

“By punishing her. That could mean anything from calling her out in front of her peers to walking away from her forever.”

“I don’t want to dump her,” I said.

Gramps sighed. “You weren’t listening. What happened when Lolly came after you?”

“Becca got jealous,” I said.

“Becca isn’t willing to share you with a rival unless you wear the pants. You must establish control and you can only do that if you’re willing to risk losing her. But trust me, you won’t lose her. In fact, you’ll find out that you may be the last man she ever wants.”

“Seriously?”

“Don’t mess it up, Jack. Fight your beta instincts. By the way, it might not be a bad idea for you to learn some self-defense.”

I frowned. “Why?”

“When you’re running with alphas expect to get bitten.”
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Two pitchers of half-empty beer sat on the table. Five of us crowded around the table inside Sluggers Bar, sitting in high-backed chairs and halfway interested in a trivia game we played as a group.

Becca sat beside me, looking radiant in a black crop top and tight blue jeans decked out with holes in the thighs. Her shiny brunette hair cascaded over her shoulders in waves, while gold earrings and bracelets finished her look. Her green eyes blazed bright, and she hadn’t gone over two minutes without touching my hand, arm, leg, or some other part of my body. From the word go, she had made it clear we were together, and I loved every second.

Misha sat at the head of the table, her golden hair braided. Despite her problems with my brother, she had maintained her smile, and her outfit left me drooling. She wore a tight pink dress that hugged every curve of her sensational body. The dress ended halfway down her thighs and thin spaghetti straps secured the top. A plunging curved neckline showcased her bountiful cleavage, and her rock-hard nipples had somehow penetrated her bra and dress, appearing faintly against the sleek fabric.

Misha’s best friend, Sienna Knight, sat across from me. I had met her only once before at a house party Tom and Misha threw a year ago. She had an athletic build with long brown hair, braided like Misha’s, and amazing hazel eyes. Her skin tone was golden beige, and her perky tits looked ready to burst from her sleek black tank top.

Misha’s fiancé, Duncan Rogers, sat next to her and had spent most of the evening staring at his phone. He and my brother not only worked together but were fraternity brothers from their college days. In another timeline, Duncan could be mistaken for someone handsome. He had short blond hair and was in decent shape but with dark circles under his eyes and a pasty complexion born of fluorescent office lights and eighty-hour work weeks, he didn’t look all that healthy. Tom once told me he popped Adderall like tic-tacs, and I couldn’t figure out what he and Sienna had in common other than a long-term college romance.

“So, Jack, Misha tells me you’re into triathlons?” Sienna asked, leveling me with her bright, hazel eyes.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m training for a half-Ironman next month in Michigan.”

“Which one?” Sienna asked. “Maybe we’re signed up for the same race.”

“It’s Ironman 70.3 Michigan,” I said.

She leaned forward, and her perky tits squeezed together, revealing the outline of her nipples. “Frankfort on September 12th?”

“That’s the one,” I said.

Her jaw dropped. “Me too. Need a training partner? The cycle training is killing me.”

Becca inched closer and slid her hand in mine before she gazed up at me. “I’d love to watch you compete.”

I turned to her and smiled. “I’d love to have you come with me.”

She grinned and kissed me on the lips. “Road trip.”

Becca was coming on a little strong. But after spending years alone in the woods, I wasn’t about to fight it. Honestly, I loved the attention. I squeezed Becca’s hand and turned back to Sienna. “So, you’re having problems on the bike?”

“It could be better,” she said. “My running isn’t bad, but I don’t have anyone to ride outdoors with and I get scared to death about getting hit by an asshole in a car. I’ve got a couple of long rides coming up next week, and I’m dreading them.”

“I’ll ride with you,” I said.

Sienna’s eyes widened. “You would?”

“I could ride,” Becca said.

“Honey, you don’t even own a bike,” Misha said. “They ride for half a day, going twenty miles an hour. But if Jack ever competes in a Pilates competition, you’re gold.”

Sienna and I laughed, but Becca didn’t see the humor. “Maybe I’ll start doing triathlons too,” she said.

“If you’re interested, I’ll help you,” I said, gazing into Becca’s stunning green eyes.

She curled her arm around mine and drew herself in tight. “Maybe. We’ll see.”

“I’ve got a bike rack on my jeep,” Sienna said. “We can be in the middle of cornfields in thirty minutes.”

Duncan, who had barely looked up during our conversation, glanced at his fiancé. “That rack scratches the paint.”

Sienna rolled her eyes. “I’ll wrap a towel around the bar.”

He returned his attention to his phone without comment while Sienna and I spent the next twenty minutes chatting about training, races we had done, and our best times. She grew more animated by the minute and as the evening wore on, she seemed to study my face with an intensity I had noticed before. She was a stunning beauty, every bit as hot as Becca and Misha, and I couldn’t believe how well the evening was playing out.

As if Becca had reached her limit, she leaned in close and squeezed my arm. “Baby, will you play darts with me?”

“Sure,” I said, sliding off my stool.

Becca grinned at Sienna, almost as if she had won a silent victory, and pulled me toward the open dart board.

That’s when the air came out of the room.

My brother appeared at the end of the table, his expression calm. He had ditched the power suit in favor of a casual button down and a pair of jeans.

“Tommy. You made it,” Duncan said, coming to life for the first time that night. He slipped off his stool and came around the table, embracing my brother in the standard issue guy hug.

Becca and I froze before I cast a glance back at Misha, who stared at my brother ambivalently.

Tom and Duncan broke off their hug before my brother stared down the length of the table at my goddess Misha. “I’m sorry for how I acted. Can we go somewhere and talk?”

He had come hat in hand and if I knew Misha, she would swallow that bait whole.

Misha and Becca exchanged a glance I couldn’t decipher before Misha turned back to Tom. “Fine. I’ll give you ten minutes.”

My brother let out a breath and smiled while Misha stood, gathered her purse, and followed Tom through the crowd.

“And they’re back together,” I said.

“Yep.” Becca sighed.

“Once he spells it out, Misha will come around,” Duncan said.

Sienna frowned. “Spells what out?”

Duncan looked caught off-guard. “I just mean once he tells her how much he loves her, things will be fine.”

“Telling and showing are two different things,” Becca said. “Come on, baby, let’s play darts.” She pulled on my arm.

Sienna and I exchanged a glance that told me she wanted to come along, so I invited them. “You two want to play? We could do teams.”

“Only if it’s okay with Becca,” Sienna said. “We don’t want to crash your date.”

Becca squeezed my hand. But it was too late. “Sure,” Becca said without enthusiasm. “That’s great.”

The four of us took up the small table by the dartboard, and Sienna pulled the darts from the target before she returned to the table. “Jack, you want to team up?”

An ember of heat flashed behind Becca’s eyes, and Sienna quickly picked up on it.

“Never mind. You and Jack should be partners. I keep forgetting you two are brand new.”

“Right,” Becca said, looking pleased.

Was this what Gramps warned me about? Little things like this. Moments of control? It flattered me that Becca wanted me to be her partner, but what kind of precedent did it set? “Oh, come on,” I said. “Sienna and I can partner up for one game.” I smiled at Becca “Are you afraid of a little competition?”

She grinned, but the anger was back, and this time she directed it at me. “You’re on.”

Sienna and I made a good team. We traded high-fives and plenty of laughs as we cruised to an easy victory. Even Becca seemed to calm down once I made it clear she was with me. Throughout the game I sat at the table beside her and even playfully helped her line up her shot, coming up behind her and wrapping my arm around her waist.

I had locked away possessive Becca, replacing her with fun Becca, who I liked a lot more. By the end of the game, she was trading high-fives with both me and Sienna. Duncan seemed bored, and I caught him yawning twice.

“New teams,” I said, taking control. “I choose the lovely and beautiful Miss Becca Hart as my partner.”

Becca grinned. “Next game, Sienna and I can team up.”

I glanced at Duncan. “You up for another round?”

“Sure,” he said, putting down his phone.

Sienna rolled her eyes. “It’s Friday night,” she whispered to him. “Work can wait.”

“You’re up, baby,” Becca said, kissing me on the lips before she handed me the darts.

That’s when the wheels came off the bus.

“Jack?” a woman said from behind me. A woman with an unmistakable French accent.

I turned around to find Lolly standing before me with two more women beside her.

My stomach dipped, and my jaw dropped. “Hi, Lolly.”

Lolly looked phenomenal, wearing a light blue summer dress that hugged her body perfectly. I caught the lip of her white lace bra near the V-cut from where ample cleavage billowed from the opening. She wore her auburn hair down, and it fell around her shoulders, glistening and bouncy. Her green eyes sparkled, and she radiated a magnetic aura of pure sexuality that drew everyone around her like kids to an ice cream truck. Already three guys had turned to check her out, and even Duncan had pocketed his phone while he gazed at Lolly, awestruck.

Lolly stepped up and greeted me with a light kiss on the cheek before she turned to Becca and smiled. “It’s good to see you again, Becca.”

Becca folded her arms over her chest and offered Lolly a watery smile. “You too.”

“Jack, these are my friends, Anna and Rose, from school,” Lolly said before she turned to the brunette, Anna, on her right. “This is Jack.”

“Oh,” Anna said, smiling and nodding. “That Jack.”

Becca’s eyes smoldered with barely contained heat, and I slipped my arm around her waist as if to calm her down. “Lolly’s a beast on the weights,” I said.

Sienna glanced between Becca and Lolly, and her eyes widened. She leaned in and whispered something to Duncan, and he nodded, his expression serious.

I didn’t like the way this was unfolding. Two alpha females facing off over a slab of raw red meat. I just hoped I didn’t end up as roadkill.

“Next time, I may try to swim some laps with you,” Lolly said.

Steam practically whistled out of Becca’s ears. “I would appreciate it if you stayed away from my boyfriend.” She said to Lolly, her tone razor sharp.

Lolly grinned, completely unperturbed. “Jack and I are just friends. I’m glad he’s with you. I encouraged him to ask you out.” She smiled at me. “See, I was right.”

“Well, I saw the way you kissed him,” Becca said. “So, I don’t buy your bullshit, and I’m sure my sister wouldn’t appreciate you coming around either.”

Gramps’s voice screamed in my head. This was it. The moment where I had to take control. I turned on Becca. “Lolly is my friend. She’s done nothing wrong, and I’ve given you no reason to be jealous. Just stop.”

Becca clenched her teeth, and her jaw muscles flexed while she glared at me with murder in her eyes. “You’re defending her over me?”

Nobody moved while all eyes locked on me. “I’m defending common sense over petty jealousy. Lolly is my friend, and I will continue to work out with her in the fitness center. That has nothing to do with my feelings for you.”

“You want her? Fine. You’ve got her.” Becca grabbed her purse and practically cut me down with her icy glare. “Just don’t come crawling back to me.” She turned and stormed away, heading for the exit.

I wanted to chase after her and tell her I was sorry and that she was right, and I was wrong. But I wasn’t wrong. She was. And if I lost her over something so petty, then we weren’t meant to be. I sort of stood there for a few seconds and watched her go before I let out a deep breath.

Duncan chuckled behind me. “Not a good week for the Donovan brothers,” he said, which pissed me off to no end.

“Duncan, shut the fuck up,” Sienna said. She grabbed her purse and glanced up at me. “I’ll go after her. She does this sometimes when she gets really upset.” Sienna headed off after Becca while Duncan gathered up his phone and patted me on the shoulder.

“Good luck,” he said to me before glancing down at Lolly and back again. “I think you’ll come out of this all right.” He whistled a cheery tune and strolled away before disappearing through the crowd.

Lolly came up to me and hook her arm around mine. “It looks like you have your work cut out for you. Good luck, Jack.”
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I walked home in a daze. I felt sucker punched. It took every shred of willpower I could muster not to pick up the phone and call or text Becca. She didn’t call or text me, and no matter how many times I picked up my phone to call her, I knew I couldn’t go through with it without losing her respect. And now I understood Gramps. If Becca and I were to go the distance, she needed to respect me the same way I respected her. Had the situation been reversed, I wouldn’t have treated one of her male friends like that. Or would I? If I saw a guy kiss Becca and then try to be friendly with me, it would come off as disingenuous. But then again, she and I weren’t officially a couple when Lolly kissed me. Lolly had done nothing wrong. Becca had overreacted.

I don’t know how long I wandered the streets, but it was long enough that my cell phone battery died. When I rounded the street for my brother’s apartment building, a clock hanging in a bank window told me it was 1:45 AM. Had Becca fled to Chloe’s? Were we over? I felt nauseous. At least when I was a single virgin, I didn’t feel like someone had sucked my soul out through my nostrils. I loved Becca. I didn’t want to lose her. But I couldn’t be with her if she were going to act crazy around every woman I talked to.

The elevator was empty on the long ride up and when I stepped inside the apartment, the lights were out, and the bedroom doors were closed.

But there were sounds coming from my brother’s bedroom. Sounds of sex. Stifled moans and squeaking bedsprings told me that my brother and Misha had reunited. She had once again fallen for his bullshit.

I sighed and perched on the edge of the couch, staring at my closed bedroom door. Was Becca there, waiting? Was she awake and hoping for my return, or had she fled to Chloe’s with her bag packed? Regardless, I couldn’t crawl into bed with her, and I didn’t want to listen to my brother fucking a woman he didn’t deserve.

I pushed off the couch, crossed the apartment, and cracked open my bedroom door.

There, under the covers, I saw Becca laying on her side with her back to me.

Part of me was relieved that maybe we weren’t completely over. There was hope. I wanted to slide into bed with her and hold her, but would she even let me? And what would that do besides kick the problem down the road.

I quietly closed the door and returned to the carnal grunts of fucking that I couldn’t listen to for a second longer. I considered taking an Uber down to Gramps’s townhouse, but if Becca hadn’t run away, I wouldn’t either. What I needed was a hot shower to help me think, and to mask the infernal noise of my brother getting what he didn’t deserve.

I stepped into the bathroom and closed the door behind me before I turned on the water and stripped down naked.

When steam billowed from the curtains, I stepped inside and let the warm water rush over me. Mercifully, the sounds of my brother and Misha faded away. I let out a long sigh and leaned face-first against the tile while an emptiness clawed inside me.

I didn’t hear the door or even the shower curtain move, but when I heard her voice, my heart soared.

“Jack,” Becca said from behind me, her voice frail and uncertain.

I whirled to find her standing before me, naked, while the hot water washed over her beautiful body. “Beck? What —”

She pressed her finger to my lips, cutting me off. Her eyes welled with tears and her chin trembled. “Let me say this… I love you.” Her voice quaked and tears rolled down her cheeks. “I’m sorry for the way I acted. It was wrong and I apologize. I want to give you my heart so badly.” Her voice trembled with raw emotion. “I’ve never felt this way about anyone.” She wiped at her eyes and sucked in a deep breath. “The morning you found me in bed with you. I knew you were coming, and I planned the whole thing. I never thought of you like a brother. That was bullshit. I’ve loved you….” She choked on her words, and her body trembled.

“Becca.” I reached out for her, and she shook her head and held up her hand. “Let me get this out.”

“I’ve loved you for so long I can’t even remember when it started. But I’m terrified you’ll break my heart and if that happens, I’ll have lost the love of my life.” She gazed up at me. “What will I do then?”

Hot tears welled in my eyes, and I stepped closer, taking her face in my hands. “I love you Becca Hart. I won’t ever hurt you. I promise.” I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips while she trembled and pressed her naked body flat against mine.

Becca wrapped her arms around my waist and buried her head against my chest. “She’s so pretty, and I just lost it,” she said. “I thought you wanted her more than me.”

“Never,” I said. “You’re my best girl. Do you trust me?”

She nodded. “Completely.”

“Then it’s you and me. I’ll marry you tomorrow if that’s what you want.”

She laughed and slapped my back playfully. “Stop it.”

“Lolly’s nice,” I said. “And so is Sienna.”

“You noticed that too, huh?”

“It was hard not to,” I said. “But there’s nothing more important to me than you. I have no secrets. My life is an open book.”

She relaxed under my arms and let out a deep sigh of relief. “I don’t want to fight ever again.”

“Me neither,” I said, and kissed the top of her head.

We stood under the warm water, and Becca raised her head off my chest, gazing up at me.

I leaned over and kissed her, opening my mouth while she did the same. Our tongues met, hot and hungry, while Becca moaned in my mouth.

Becca reached down and grabbed my already hard cock. She stroked it inside her warm, supple fingers, sliding my knob between her open fingers. She broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, parting her lips while her eyes swam with lust. “Tell me again that you love me.”

Becca’s dark hair glistened under the warm shower lights, her honey-colored skin beading with droplets of water.

I scanned every inch of her face. From the way her thick eyelashes drew out her stunning green eyes, to the pouty upward curve of her full lips, and her smooth high cheekbones so impossibly perfect.

I ran my thumbs along her cheekbones before sliding my fingers behind her neck and through her thick, silky hair. “The word is inadequate,” I said. “Yes, I love you.” I shook my head. “But you’re so much more. Baby, you are my everything.” My voice choked heavily with emotion.

Becca perched on her toes and kissed me softly. “That’s all I needed to hear,” she said before tightening her grip on my cock and gently squeezing. “Fuck me, Jack.”

With my rigid cock stuffed in Becca’s hand, I grabbed her ass and hoisted her off the tile.

Becca locked her legs around my waist as I effortlessly cradled her in my arms. My pecs bulged and my ripped abdominal muscles flexed.

She locked her ankles around my back and glided my tip along her warm and slippery pussy.

A wash of adrenaline flooded my legs, and they trembled beneath me as pleasure rippled through my body. I locked my eyes on Becca’s before I kissed her, and our tongues lashed.

Becca guided my cock inside her tight honey hole and shuddered, moaning softly in my mouth before she broke off the kiss and wrapped both arms around my neck. She locked her eyes on mine and pushed her hips down, sliding my giant monster deep inside her slippery depths. “Does that feel good, baby?” She ran her fingers through my hair and twerked her hips, micro-fucking me while I held her in my arms.

I groaned with pleasure and squeezed her ass, kneading her soft flesh between my open fingers.

Becca ground her hips and kissed me all over my face. The action brought her tits even with my mouth, and I suctioned her fat nipple between my teeth and swirled my tongue over the tip.

I raised and lowered Becca’s ass, pumping my cock in and out of her pussy like a slow-driving piston, bottoming out with each deep thrust.

Becca moaned softly and tightened her legs around my waist, driving faster while the water sloshed and sprayed. “Baby, come inside me,” she whispered in my ear while her tongue swirled, and her sweet breath rolled along my neck.

Her words woke the orgasm brewing in my depths. It was a leviathan and once it charged, there was little I could do to stop it. I pumped Becca’s pussy, fucking her hard and fast. I gazed down between our bodies and watched my thick man meat ravage her beautiful pink pussy. Her lips stretched around my girth and Becca’s moans and deep grunts grew louder with each heart stopping thrust.

Becca moaned in my ear and dug her fingers into my shoulders. “Oh, baby. I’m coming.” She let out a high-pitched moan and gasped a moment before her body shuddered and she trembled in my arms. Her nipples raked my chest, and her tits slapped together, bouncing and jiggling in tight circles. I kept the furious pace, wrecking her pussy while I grunted and pushed.

The monster inside me roared, and my orgasm detonated, erupting inside her with a violent explosion. I grunted and squeezed her ass, pumping her full of thick loads of hot cum.

Becca gasped and gyrated her hips, milking my cock while she kissed my ear and whispered, “Come deep inside me, my love. Let it go.”

My cock spurted, and my head spun. I locked my lips on Becca’s soft neck and sucked while her perfect tits mashed against my chest.

“I feel you pulsing,” she whispered, kissing her way down my jawline until she met my lips. She kissed me tenderly before we locked eyes. Becca milked the last of my orgasm from my cock, flexing and squeezing her muscles, sending aftershocks of intense pleasure rippling across my body.

Breathless and spent, I lowered Becca back down to the shower floor as my cock slipped free. Cum oozed from my tip and drizzled down my shaft while Becca stepped back and surveyed the wreckage.

“Wow,” she said, smiling. “Look at this.” She parted her legs and opened her pussy, revealing pulsing bubbles of creamy jizz gurgling just inside her hole before running like a river down her leg.

“I hope your birth control holds up,” I said.

Becca frowned and grabbed my cock, milking cum from my tip. “Birth control? Baby, we’re freewheeling it.”

My eyes widened, and my jaw dropped before Becca laughed and kissed me. “Gotcha.”

I grinned and shook my head. “I can think of worse fates than getting you pregnant.”

Warm water rushed over my cock as Becca finished cleaning my cock. “Oh, I already know I’ll have your babies. It’s only a matter of when.”

I wrapped my arms around Becca’s shoulders and squeezed her tight. “I love you. Are we good?”

“Better than good.” She looked at me and grinned. “I want to spend the entire weekend with you.”

“Just the weekend?” I asked. “I kind of hoped for a relationship longer than two days.”

Becca giggled. “You know what I mean.”

“If you’re up for it, I’d like to re-introduce you to Gramps,” I said. “You know, as my significant other.”

“I would love that,” she said. “But let’s get a little sleep first.”

“Who needs sleep?” I smiled down at her and killed the water. “Let’s go to bed.”
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The next morning, I woke to find Becca’s naked body intertwined with mine.

She slept like a baby, with her head resting on my chest and her leg wrapped over my rigid cock.

Sunlight poured in through the seams of our closed blinds and a glance at the clock showed it was a little past ten am.

I wrapped my arms around Becca and sighed contentedly, kissing the top of her head while I breathed in her sweet, soft scent.

She stirred under my arms and tightened her grip around my chest. Becca wriggled her hips and slithered her leg over my fat cock. “Looks like someone is ready to play,” she said, her voice groggy with sleep.

“Ready, willing, and able,” I said.

Becca raised her head off my chest and smiled at me, squinting through sleepy eyes. “Good.” She kissed me softly on the lips and slid atop me. “Sorry. I’ve got morning breath.”

My cock pulsed, and my tip nestled against her wet pussy lips. “Looks like I’m not the only one ready to play.”

Becca sat up, straddling me. “Baby, I woke up an hour ago ready to rumble.” She grabbed my cock and slipped it inside her, shuddering with intense pleasure. “God, that never gets old.”

I pulsed inside her, thickening while I grabbed her hips and adjusted her atop me until she fit perfectly. “Let’s make plenty of noise. We owe Misha for the show she put on last night.”

Becca giggled and moved atop me, grinding my cock inside her before she let out a soft moan. She bit her lip and fell forward until her long raven hair tickled my chest. “That won’t be a problem.” Her voice came out airy and rushed.

I cupped Becca’s tits and squeezed, raising my hips, fully impaling her. “I love you Becca Hart.”

Becca smiled and kissed me while she moved atop me, fucking me slow and steady. “I love you too, Jack Donovan.”
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Clack. Clack. Clack.

Natalie Hart’s high-heeled shoes clicked against the glossy Italian marble tile, the sounds echoing down her cavernous hallway.

Becca bounced Natalie’s two-year-old daughter, Lane, in her arms, and the little girl giggled with delight. “Aunt Becca missed her sweet baby girl.” Becca nuzzled Lane tight, and the little girl squeezed Becca tight, wrapping her tiny toddler arms around Becca’s neck.

“I love you,” Lane said, offering Becca a slobbery kiss. Ringlets of the child’s blonde hair tumbled over her cheeks while her hair bounced inside a ponytail fixed at the crown of her head.

“Aww.” Becca kissed Lane on the cheek and glanced over at me. “Isn’t she the sweetest thing?”

“Yeah,” I said, awkwardly smiling at Lane. “She’s a real sweetheart.”

Clack. Clack. Clack.

Natalie’s noisy shoes echoed off the tile, closer than before, and I couldn’t wait to get a glimpse of the hot young MILF. The last time I’d seen her, she hadn’t yet earned that illustrious title. In fact, the last time I saw her was two years ago where she was a bride at her wedding.

Becca cradled Lane in her arms and turned the little girl to face me. “That’s my boyfriend, Jack,” she said. “Can you say Jack?”

Lane pointed her tiny finger at me. “Jack,” she repeated.

I grinned, not sure what else to do. I was even more awkward with kids than I was with beautiful women, and that was a real accomplishment. “That’s great, Lane,” I said, answering her like I would any other adult.

Becca rolled her eyes at me. “You need to loosen up. Here. Hold her.” She handed Lane over to me, but the little girl violently shook her head and latched on to her aunt.

“No,” Lane said, squeezing Becca’s neck tight.

“I think she has a sixth sense or something,” I said. “Or maybe she just doesn’t like me.”

“That’s crazy talk.” Becca leaned in and gave me a full kiss on the lips. “She’ll love you just as much as I do.”

“You two will scar my daughter,” Natalie said as she clacked her way into the kitchen.

The thirty-year-old mommy wore a sleek black cocktail dress, sheer black stockings and glossy black high-heel shoes. Her milky-white skin was absolutely flawless. Natalie’s ripe tits stretched her low-cut dress, resulting in a generous mound of eye-popping cleavage. Her hips flared out into a curvy heart-shaped ass, and her tight, slim waistline completed a dictionary-perfect hourglass figure. She wore her glossy blonde hair up in an intricate weave piled high atop her head, and her fire-engine red lips stood out in stark contrast against her pale complexion.

Natalie fixed her cool blue eyes on Becca and seemed to force a smile. “Thanks for showing up on such short notice. I swear if Sophia has one more family emergency, I’ll fire her.”

I grimaced. Natalie hadn’t changed. Hot yet icy all at the same time. That said, I would have sawed off my right arm for a pure twenty-four hours of unfiltered alone time. She could rage fuck me all night if she wanted.

“Sophia can’t help that her aunt slipped in the shower,” Becca said. “Besides, I love spending time with my niece.” She kissed Lane on the cheek and squeezed her tight. “You really should call me more often.”

“Last time I asked, you couldn’t because of the baseball player,” Natalie said before she finally turned her gaze on me. “At least you upgraded in that department. Hi, Jack.” Natalie broke her first smile in my direction.

Natalie and Misha bore a striking similarity, but their personalities were complete opposites. Not to mention Misha’s complexion was slightly on the golden side, but that may have been because Natalie went to vampiric lengths to avoid sunshine.

“Thanks, Natalie.” I tipped my head in appreciation. “I had to twist her arm, but she finally agreed to go out with me.”

Natalie’s smile faded and as she turned back to Becca, and I gazed on cleavage so tight you could bounce a quarter off it. “I’m not sure when we’ll be home,” Natalie said. “These investors like to drink so it could be a while. Call or text if you run into something you can’t handle.”

“We’ll be fine,” Becca said. “Take as long as you want. Jack and I will take good care of her.”

Becca wore her long dark hair back in a tight ponytail. She wore a pink V-necked t-shirt, a pair of black yoga pants, and matching black open-toed sandals. Her lips were pink and shiny from her strawberry lip gloss, and she wore just enough makeup to make her pale green eyes pop. The way Lane clung to Becca’s body forced her shirt tight over the edge of her lace bra, and Becca’s nipple formed a delicious indentation inside her cotton top I couldn’t wait to explore later. She was so incredibly beautiful that it blew me away every time I stopped and looked at her.

And it still amazed me that Becca freely admitted to being my girlfriend, and she openly proclaimed her love for me. It felt as if I’d stepped through a wormhole and came out in an alternate reality. If this was the Mandela Effect in action, I didn’t want to return to my own timeline.

“Are you ready?” A withered, aged voice said from behind us.

We collectively turned toward to find Bob Madden, Lane’s sixty-six-year-old husband, standing by the kitchen’s second entrance.

“Hi, Bobby,” Becca said, smiling sweetly and the old man.

Bob Madden stood across the room, slightly hunched over, a precursor of the days to come. He had silver-white hair, a face leathered by the years with deep lines crisscrossing his forehead. Natalie was the consummate trophy wife, and I still found it hard to believe Bob had agreed to marry her, much less have a kid with her.

“Hello, Mr. Madden,” I said, crossing the room and offering him my hand. “I’m not sure if you remember me. I’m —”

“Jack Donovan,” he said, shaking my hand and smiling. “I remember you. Pre-med right?”

“That’s right.”

“Jack’s going to be a surgeon,” Becca said.

“A noble profession,” Bob said. “I hope you’ve kept up with your grades.”

I had breezed through my undergraduate years making straight A’s with little to no effort. “Yes, sir,” I said. “I take my entrance exams next summer.”

“Good for you,” he said. “But you can drop the sir and mister bullshit. I’m Bob.” He chuckled, and his eyes twinkled.

He seemed like a kindly, grandfatherly sort. How had an ice queen like Natalie ended up with this guy? Well, I knew the how of it, but it was more than a little off-putting. Visions of a wrinkly Bob pounded away between Natalie’s creamy thighs haunted my imagination, and I shivered, plastering on a showy smile. “Right… Bob.” I stepped back beside Becca and placed my hand at the small of her back, grounded myself back in reality.

Bob and Natalie departed soon after, leaving Becca and me alone with Lane. We took Lane to her playroom where we sat down in the middle of a room bursting with every imaginable toy while the little girl ran wild banging on a plastic kitchen play set.

Becca sat on her knees and smiled at her niece while I stretched out on the floor beside her.

“What’s the deal with Natalie and Bob?” I asked. “Do they… you know… do it?”

Becca shot me a disturbed smile and grimaced. “Ew… gross. What’s wrong with you?”

“Don’t tell me it hasn’t crossed your mind. I mean, they got Lane, right?”

“She had Lane in-vitro,” Becca said.

I frowned. “Where’s the fun in that?”

“He’s sixty-six,” Becca said. “He’s not nearly as big of a horn-dog as you.”

I shrugged. “When we have babies, I prefer to make them the old-fashioned way.” I stretched out, laying my head on Becca’s lap while I gazed up at her perky tits, tenting her pink t-shirt.

Becca stroked my hair and smiled down at me. “Hopefully, our babies get your brains.”

“And your beauty,” I said. “Hell, I hope they get your entire package. Brains, beauty, personality. You’re a dime, babe.”

Becca leaned over and kissed me. “You’re just trying to get down my pants.”

“Is it working?”

Her jaw dropped, but she grinned mischievously. “I will not have sex with you while our niece is in the house.”

“Our niece?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “You might as well get used to being Lane’s uncle.” She sifted her fingers through my hair, bent over, and kissed me softly on the lips. “I’m not letting you go.”

Becca’s lap felt soft and warm beneath my head, and her gentle caress left me feeling both aroused and relaxed. I let out a deep, satisfied sigh. “You’ll make an incredible mom.”

“And you’ll be an equally amazing daddy,” she said.

Lane toddled toward us, carrying a stuffed doll in her arms. She hovered above me and pointed at my forehead. “Jack.”

“That’s right, Laney,” Becca said excitedly. “I love Jack.”

Lane frowned and shook her head. “No.” She bent over, and a line of drool stretched from her mouth before it landed smack-dab on my eye.

“Okay.” I squeezed my eyes shut and grimaced while Becca giggled and scooped up Lane in her arms.

“Isn’t she the sweetest?” Becca kissed her niece on the cheek while Lane cooed and wrapped her arms tight around Becca’s neck.

We spent the next hour eating dinner with Lane before Becca gave her niece a bath and put her to bed. By the time she returned, I found a comfy spot on the sectional couch and halfway paid attention to a nature show on TV while I surfed my phone.

Becca came around the couch and slipped in beside me. “She’s fast asleep,” she said contentedly.

“I was wondering if maybe you fell asleep with her,” I said.

Becca yawned, covering her mouth. “No, but I’m not far behind.”

I sat upright and pulled her toward me. With Lane asleep, I had planned to make a move, but it seemed the two-year-old had sapped all of Becca’s energy. “Why don’t you stretch out and give me your feet.”

Becca glanced up at me and raised an eyebrow? “You’re giving me a foot massage?”

“Unless you don’t want one,” I said

She smiled warmly before she drew me into a long, tender kiss. “Are you for real?”

“Yes. Now do as I say woman.”

Becca giggled and stretched out, placing her dainty feet on my lap. Red polish decorated her tiny toes, and her skin was smooth and flawless. I ran my thumbs along the bridge of her feet, massaging gently before I worked my fingers through her toes.

“That feels incredible.” Becca sighed contentedly, and two minutes later she drifted off to sleep.

I covered Becca with a blanket and stayed awake, keeping an ear open for the nearby baby monitor. For the next two hours, I switched between baseball games and the discovery channel. Around midnight, the back door squeaked open, and the sounds of muffled voices came from the kitchen.

Natalie laughed and said something indistinguishable.

“You’re drunk,” Bob said, his tone irritated. “I’m going to bed. Don’t wake me up.” His footsteps echoed off the marble tile before disappearing up the long, winding staircase.

Something clattered in the kitchen, and then a stool tipped over and clattered against the floor. Yet somehow Becca slept through it.

I started to wake Becca when Natalie appeared behind the couch, swaying on her feet.

She raised her finger to her lips. “Shhhhh.” Natalie giggled slightly and hiccupped. “Don’t wake Becca.”

I frowned and pushed off the couch before turning to face her. “Looks like you had fun.”

Locks of Natalie’s golden hair had fallen free of her intricate weave. Thin wisps of blonde floated over her cheeks, and her blue eyes looked hazy with a booze-fueled buzz. But her tits… wow. They drew me in with their sheer gravitational force, jiggling and quivering in her tight black dress like twin mountains of mouthwatering yumminess.

“I need your help,” she said, barely coherent as she leaned forward and braced herself on the couch. Her tits nearly spilled from her dress, and the edges of her black lace bra cups came into view.

“Maybe I should wake Becca.” The beta male inside me spoke while the alpha inside me kicked beta-me in the head.

Natalie shook her head. “I want you.” She pointed her finger at me and grinned teasingly before curling her finger and beckoning me toward her. “Help me with my dress.”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat while Natalie fixed her electric blue eyes on me. Alpha me came around the couch allowing Natalie to pick up my hand while she drew me toward the stairway.

Her climb up the stairs was less than graceful as she tripped on the stairs and crashed into a wall. Twice she fell laughing, with her top slipping lower each time.

I wrapped my arm around her waist while Natalie curled her arm around my shoulder. “You are so fucking cute,” she said heavily slurring her words. “I hope Becca is properly fucking you.”

“Thanks.” I gulped, gazing down into the valley between her tits where her bra had gained the upper hand while her dress slipped mostly free.

When we reached the upstairs landing, Natalie pointed left. “My room’s that way.”

“What about Bob?” I asked.

Natalie frowned. “Why do you want to go to his room?”

“His room?” I helped Natalie down the hallway past Lane’s room, where I did my best to keep her quiet and upright.

Natalie laughed. “You don’t think I sleep with him, do you?”

She was loud. Too loud. We reached the end of the hall, where Natalie pushed the door open, and I helped her inside.

“Take off my dress,” she said, hovering by her bed.

“Natalie, I don’t think —”

“Take it off.” She yelled loud enough to wake the dead.

“Shhhh,” I said. “You’ll wake Lane.”

“Stop arguing,” she slurred, and turned her back to me. “I can’t fucking unzip this dress.”

As I stepped up behind her, my hands trembled. I breathed in her scent, a mixture of alcohol and jasmine. She was in no condition to do anything other than sleep, and I had zero intentions of taking advantage of her. I carefully pulled down her zipper before her dress fell free, pooling around her ankles in a heap.

Natalie’s hourglass body appeared before me, utterly perfect in every way. Black lace panties covered her thick heart-shaped ass while her pink areolas peeked out from the edge of her bra, failing miserably at keeping her big, beautiful tits in place.

She turned to face me and pulled a pin from her hair. Thick and lush, her blonde locks spilled over her shoulders in shiny waves. Natalie crawled onto the bed and gazed up at me. “Take off my stockings.”

“I should get Becca,” I said. “This isn’t right. Your sister is my girlfriend.”

Natalie rolled her eyes and locked her gaze on my cock. “I want to fuck you, not marry you.”

“Jack, I’ve got her. You can wait downstairs,” Becca said from behind me.

I whirled and spun, my heart leaping into my throat. “Beck, I didn’t —”

She smiled sweetly. “I know you didn’t, baby. I heard everything.” She stepped up and kissed me softly on the cheek. “I’ll be right down.”

Thirty minutes later, I pulled my grandfather’s old Mercedes from the driveway with Becca beside me.

“Sorry about that,” Becca said. “She’s not in a good place.”

“Clearly,” I said.

“What did she say after I left?” I asked.

“She apologized and then cried,” Becca said as I pulled away from the house. “She’s so drunk I couldn’t understand half of what she said.”

“Are you upset with me?” I asked. With her history of jealousy, I worried she might bury her rage until it came out at the worst time.

Becca turned, and her eyes showed not the slightest hint of anger. “No.” She shrugged. “I feel sorry for her more than anything. Maybe you should have, you know, helped her.”

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“She’s lonely,” Becca said. “She’s my sister, and I love her. Does that make me twisted?”

“It’s an unusual request,” I said. “Especially after what happened with Lolly.”

Becca turned around and stared out the windshield. “My sisters are different.” Her voice was distant and hollow.

I hadn’t told Becca what happened with Misha the night I carried her to the bedroom and decided to come clean. I wanted no secrets between us. “Baby, I need to tell you something.”

Becca frowned. “Please, no bad news.”

“It’s about Misha. The other night she —”

“Kissed you?” she asked, her body relaxing.

“Yeah. You know about that?”

“Baby, we don’t keep secrets in our family.”

“Are you mad at her, or me?”

Becca shook her head. “Jack, every time you look at me, I can feel how much you love me.” She leaned over and kissed me softly on the lips. “We’re good. Rock solid, in fact. I locked jealous Becca in a box and threw away the key. You and I are for keeps.”

I exhaled, letting go of a breath I wasn’t aware I was holding, and picked up her hand. “Well, that’s a relief.” But was jealous Becca really locked away in a box? What would happen the next time she came face to face with Lolly? And how would I ever make good on Lolly’s challenge? It was one thing for Becca to allow me to fool around with Lolly, and quite another to get her to join in.
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The next morning, Becca woke me with a kiss. When I fluttered my eyes open, I found her hovering over me, already dressed for work.

“Baby, Misha’s cooking eggs for breakfast,” she said, kissing me again on the lips. “I’m eating something quick before you work if you want to join.”

She looked smoking hot in a navy-blue skirt and a white silk blouse. Her dark hair, glossy and rich, tumbled over her shoulders in layered waves and her scent, exotic floral with an undercurrent of warm vanilla, burned the sleep from my eyes. With my arm stretched out, I caressed Becca’s calf muscle and hooked my fingers around the back of her knee. “I’m staring at breakfast, and I’m starving.” I drew her toward me, hoping to relieve some pressure from my stiff cock.

Becca giggled and resisted my gentle pull. “I can’t play this morning. I have to give a presentation.”

I pushed myself up, and the sheets fell away, revealing my muscled torso and six-pack abs. “You must have every guy at work hitting on you. You are a total smoke show.”

Becca’s cheeks flushed pink, and her gaze lingered on my muscled chest. She sighed and licked her lips. “God, you look so fucking good.” She shook her head. “No. I can’t.” She let out a tiny growl of frustration. “Tonight, it’s me, you, and a bottle of wine on the rooftop,” she said. “I want to spend some quality time with my man. And don’t worry, even if guys want to hit on me at work, nobody plays with sexual harassment laws. It’s strictly business, baby.”

“You’re on for tonight,” I said. “Speaking of rooftops, are you free tomorrow night? I promised Gramps I would watch the game with him, and I’d like you to join me.”

Becca’s eyes lit up, and she leaned forward, pressing her knee on the bed before she kissed me, slow and soft. “Wild horses couldn’t stop me.” She kissed me again, flickering her tongue over mine. “Now get your ass up and eat breakfast with your girlfriend.”

I threw on shorts and a t-shirt before joining Becca and Misha in the kitchen. I also found my brother in his customary spot at the table, paying more attention to his phone than anything else.

But what really caught my attention was a braless Misha who wore nothing more than a thin pink nightshirt with a wide-open neckline. Her tits jiggled and swayed beneath the flimsy material, and like twin rapiers, her hard nipples pierced the front. The nightshirt barely covered her ass, revealing nearly all her smooth, toned legs.

The hot fudge on the sundae came in the form of Misha’s white cotton panties, clearly visible through the loose pink top.

My cock stirred, hardening in an instant as my pulse climbed the charts drumming in my temples.

Misha’s matted blonde hair, disheveled from a night of sleep, swept past her shoulders with errant strands falling over her forehead and cheeks. Despite wearing no makeup with hair straight out of a horror show, she was sizzling hot. It killed me that my brother got to fuck her.

Becca sat at the table across from Tom, picking at a bagel, and smiled knowingly as I openly ogled her big sister.

“Morning Jack,” Misha said, turning her bright blue eyes and affectionate smile on me. “How do you want your eggs?”

“Misha, you don’t have to make me eggs,” I said. “I’ll eat a bagel with Beck.”

“Don’t you have a full day of school and a long training run?” Misha asked.

I frowned. “Yes, but you don’t have to —”

She held up her hand. “Just tell me or I’ll guess.”

“Scrambled,” I said, giving her a cheerful grin while I gazed on her amazing tits, jiggling and bouncing before me the way only natural tits can.

Misha seemed to make a show of it. She crossed the short distance between us and stopped before me, placing her hands on my shoulders. The action caused her tits to throw a fit, bouncing free while my cock thickened in my shorts. “Sit and I’ll bring you a cup of coffee.” She leaned forward and brushed my cheek with a sisterly kiss.

My thoughts were anything but brotherly as I watched her thick ass bounce and sway in full retreat. If my brother noticed the show, his stunning girlfriend was putting on, he didn’t seem to care. He was back to his old self, his hair slicked back and his tie just right. He ignored me while he typed up what looked like an email. I sat on the seat beside Becca, leaned over, and gave her a proper kiss on the lips. “Morning, baby. You look stunning.”

Becca’s grin lit up her face. “Thanks,” she said. “Hopefully, this new outfit pays off for the presentation. We’re going after a new account, and I’m running point on the whole thing.”

“Good for you,” Misha said. “I’m sure you’ll kill it.”

“Let’s hope so,” Becca said.

“How was last night?” Misha scooped up an empty coffee mug and the nearby carafe.

“Lane was great,” Becca said. “But Nat got so shit-faced she hit on Jack.”

Misha set the coffee mug on the table before me and leaned over, pouring steaming coffee from the carafe into the awaiting mug. She placed one hand on my shoulder and leaned so far forward the front of her nightgown billowed wide open. The result was a completely unobstructed view straight down her top.

Neither Becca nor Tom noticed, but I had a front-row seat to the greatest show on earth. My heart leaped into my throat and my stomach twisted upside down. Misha told me she liked me looking at her tits, and I couldn’t help but wonder if the entire breakfast was a performance in my honor. I stole a long, unfiltered gaze down her top and stifled a gasp.

For the first time, I laid eyes on Misha’s legendary tits. They were big and round, with pink, silver-dollar sized areolas and thick nipples long enough to put out an eye. Her breasts jiggled slightly as she moved and pushed together, forming a momentary blossom of cleavage before they fell away, swaying back to center.

I did zero to hide my leering eyes, and Misha seemed content to let me watch. My cock hardened to the point of discomfort, and I resisted the urge to reach out and fondle one of her big, beautiful jugs.

She took her time with the coffee, squeezing my shoulder as she did so. “I bought some of that Italian sweet cream you like. Would you like some?”

My heart beat so fast I could barely speak, and my lips had turned to the consistency of dry paste. “Yes. Thanks.”

Misha angled slightly to face Becca, giving me an even better shot of her tits. “I’m not surprised,” she said to Becca. “Natalie is so lonely in that big house all by herself.” She squeezed my shoulder lovingly before she stood upright, drawing the curtain on a view I would never forget. She offered me a sweet, knowing smile and brushed her thumb across the nape of my neck.

Becca watched the entire event unfold as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “That’s what I told Jack. I wish we could help her.”

“She’s hardly a damsel in distress,” Tom said, chiming in even though his nose remained buried in his phone. “Bob is worth millions. Most people would kill for Natalie’s lifestyle. I don’t feel sorry for her.”

Misha rolled her eyes and returned to the kitchen. “Money can’t buy you love.”

Tom snorted in derision and stuffed his phone in his suit coat. “Whatever.” He stood and put on his suit coat. “Gotta go kids. Maybe someday I’ll be rich enough for Misha to experience that same loneliness.” He took one last drink of his coffee and left the kitchen without another word.

After the front door clicked shut, Becca leaned over and whispered, “If you ever act like that around me, I’ll kill you.”

Misha seemed not to have heard him as she ignored his exit and opened a carton of eggs. One by one, she cracked three eggs into a mixing bowl and added a tiny amount of milk. She peered toward the kitchen door as if to make sure Tom had truly gone. “You guys, guess who I ran into yesterday in the garage.”

“Lolly?” I asked.

“Bingo,” Misha said. “I can’t even mention her name in front of Tom, or his cheeks turn crimson.”

“What happened?” Becca asked.

“She was super sweet,” Misha said. “She helped me carry up the groceries and asked about you.”

Becca’s eyes widened. “Me?”

Misha nodded. “She told me to tell you how sorry she was about the other night and that she hoped you and Jack patched things up.”

I glanced at Becca, and a look of guilt settled on her face. “That was nice of her.”

Misha nodded. “I think she’s planning a peace offering because she asked me what kind of wine you like.”

“Wow,” Becca said, glancing over at me. “I feel so guilty. The whole thing was so stupid, anyway.”

“Yep,” I said. “Lolly’s good people.”

“Maybe I should apologize,” Becca said.

“Did you tell her about Tom’s photo collection?” I asked.

Misha burst out laughing as she dumped the egg mixture into the frying pan. “God, no. Can you imagine?”

“I’ll stop by her apartment after work,” Becca said. “There’s no need for us to be enemies.” She reached out, squeezed my hand, and locked her eyes on me. “Right?”

“Right,” I said before I leaned over and kissed her.

Becca sat back and let out a long sigh. “I’ll fix things with her. I promise.” She turned to Misha. “But I don’t want to do anything that will make you feel uncomfortable. If Lolly’s a sore subject for Tom, then maybe it’s best if she doesn’t come around.”

Misha shook her head. “Tom swore up and down that Lolly meant nothing to him. I think he’s full of shit and I want to shake that tree.”

“It could blow up in your face,” I said. “Remember last time?”

Misha shrugged. “Better to know now than later.”

Misha flipped over the eggs and continued cooking them while Becca stood and put her plate in the sink. “I’ve got to run.” She leaned into Misha and kissed her sister on the cheek before she whispered something I couldn’t hear, and they both giggled while Becca glanced at me over her sister’s shoulder.

“What’s all that whispering about?” I asked.

“Nothing.” Becca and Misha giggled before Becca came toward me.

I stood and squeezed her shoulders when she reached me. “I love you, babe. Have a great day and good luck with your presentation. Text me and let me know how it goes.”

Becca wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me full on the lips. “Go learn lots of at school and don’t kill yourself on your run. I love you.”

We hugged tight before Becca picked up her work bag and left.

I sat back down and turned my chair sideways to watch Misha finish the eggs.

Her tits continued to do their song and dance, jiggling insider her top while my cock stretched out, completely filling my shorts. My stomach fluttered with nervous energy. This was the first time we had been alone since I moved in, and suddenly I was tongue tied. I watched her cook in silence as the awkwardness stretched out before us.

Misha pushed my eggs around the skillet, her hard nipples raking the soft fabric. She glanced at me and pushed a lock of her blonde hair behind her ear. “Oh, I meant to tell you, and I hope you don’t mind, but I gave Sienna your number. She’s serious about riding with you.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes from Misha’s incredible tits. The way they bounced and swayed left me mesmerized and my cock hard enough to pound nails. My cock twitched in my shorts, oozing pre-cum into my underwear. Filling her with a hot load was number one on my bucket list, and I only prayed that one day I got the chance. “That’s fine. I’m planning a long ride later this week.”

Misha finished cooking my eggs and scooped them onto a plate. “I’ll text you her number. She definitely wants to go.”

“Sounds good.” I licked the dryness from my lips and adjusted my gargantuan hard-on.

Misha walked the eggs over to the table and set them down before me. “There’s salt and pepper on the table.”

I picked up my fork and pulled the plate of steaming eggs before me. “Thanks for breakfast.”

Misha pulled Tom’s chair near mine and sat down so close her knees touched mine. She watched me eat my eggs and twirled a lock of her hair on her finger. “So….”

I took a bite and gazed over at her. The way her blue eyes stared straight through me left me feeling insanely vulnerable. “So….”

Misha smiled nervously, and her gaze flickered over my chest and down to the bulge in my shorts before meeting my eyes. “Did you like the show?”

I squirmed in my chair and frowned. “Is this some sort of loyalty test?”

Misha laughed. “What are you talking about?”

“I love Becca,” I said. “Even though you are insanely hot.”

She tilted her head sideways and smiled coyly. “What do my tits have to do with you loving Becca?”

“I feel guilty.” I gazed down at her tits where her hard nipples worked the thin cotton like mining picks. “But my God they’re beautiful.” I let out a sigh of longing, and Misha laughed.

“I can stop if it makes you uncomfortable.”

“Never ever never stop,” I said. “I enjoy the tease.”

Misha giggled, sat up, and pushed her tits together. The cotton material squeezed between her enormous jugs, pressing her nipples tight against the front. “They’re just boobs. I think they’re saggy.”

I sucked in a sharp breath that caught in the back of my throat, and my head spun with lust. “Jesus, Mish. If you keep that up, I’ll stroke out.”

She let go of her tits, and they bounced back, returning to their true center. “I’m not gonna lie. You watching me makes my panties wet.”

“I’ll hold a candlelight vigil for them if you want so long as you don’t make me stop.”

“If you stop, I’ll kill you,” she said. “You make me feel like I’ve still got it?”

“You’re serious?” I laughed and shook my head. “You are a dime and a nickel.”

Misha blushed. “Now you’re making my head swell.”

“You already made my penis swell,” I said before I stole a glance at my watch. “Unfortunately, I’ve got to hit the showers and go. My first class is in a half hour.”

She leaned forward and gave me a soft, lingering kiss on the lips. A kiss that carried far more heat than was strictly necessary. “Have a good day, Jack.” She stood and took my empty plate with her. “By the way, you never know when you might catch me around the house topless.”
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After three classes and an eight-mile run, my phone buzzed with an incoming text.

Becca: Meet me in the hot tub. I miss you. (Heart emoji)

Sweat dripped from my body. A trip to the hot tub wasn’t exactly what I had in mind. But then again, any chance to explore Becca’s nearly naked body wasn’t an opportunity I would willingly pass by.

I headed into the apartment building and stripped down to my running shorts before taking a quick detour to the showers to at least soap up and rinse off. When I stepped onto the pool deck, I got the shock of a lifetime.

There in the hot tub, Becca chatted amicably with Lolly. The two women sat across from each other with smiles plastered on their beautiful faces before Becca broke out in a fit of laughter.

My jaw dropped, and I stood stone-still, gazing at them, too stunned to move. Beside me, water splashed my ankle, and I glanced down to find a husky-looking guy in his thirties doing slow laps in the pool.

Becca turned and spotted me before a wide grin split her perfect face. “Hi, baby. Come on in.”

Lolly smiled over at me and winked. “Bonjour, Jacques,” she said, using the French pronunciation of my name.

I left the lap swimmer to himself and crossed the pool deck until I reached the hot tub.

Both girls wore their hair pulled back in tight, sleek ponytails. Becca wore a white bikini with her firm tits snuggled tightly in the cups. Lolly wore a red bikini that looked as if it were hanging on by a thread. Her big tits squeezed into the tight top and a hint of under-boob peeked out from the bottom.

“Is it safe to come in?” I asked, glancing between them.

They both laughed before Becca replied. “We officially buried the hatchet.”

“Oui,” Lolly said. “Becca and I are on good terms.”

I climbed into the hot tub and the warm water seeped into my aching muscles. “That hits the spot.”

As I sank down onto the bench, Becca curled up beside me before kissing me softly on the cheek. She wrapped her arms around my waist and drew me into a quick hug. “How was your run?”

“Hot,” I said. “But this feels amazing.” I let out a sigh and turned to Becca, finding her lips waiting for me. I kissed her again and pulled a lock of her dark, damp hair off her cheek. “How did the presentation go?”

“Great,” she said, beaming. “We got the account.”

“Congrats,” I said. “I know how hard you worked.” I turned to Lolly. “Tell me you didn’t ditch me for another weight training partner.”

Lolly’s plump pink lips glistened with the steam rising from the glowing, bubbling churn. She had the face of an angel and she looked sexy with her hair pulled back tight and her big tits glistening with water.

Lolly laughed and shook her head. “No. I swam today.” She smiled brightly. “Becca and I swam together.”

“Since when do you swim?” I asked, turning to Becca.

“I don’t, but neither does Lolly, so we’re learning together,” Becca said.

“Wow,” I said. “If you guys want some tips, let me know. I’ll be happy to spot your form.”

Under the cover of the bubbling water, Becca slid her hand down my rippling stomach and dipped her fingers inside my shorts, rolling my fat cock between her thumb and forefinger.

I jumped slightly, and the surrounding water splashed. I did my best to play it off. “Damn muscle cramps again.”

Becca frowned. “Is it the spot on your inner thigh? I thought you had that checked out?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s the same spot, and no, I haven’t had it looked at.”

“Let me rub it out for you.” She moved her hand deeper inside my shorts and wrapped her fingers tight around my shaft, squeezing and gently tugging me to hardness.

“Thanks,” I said my voice came out an octave higher than I intended, and I cleared my throat.

“Speaking of weight training, can I talk you into spotting me tomorrow?” Lolly asked.

Becca continued stroking my cock and frowned. “That’s a big knot.” She stroked harder, sliding her hand up and down my cock, digging in while my cock throbbed and expanded in her palm.

A surge of adrenaline washed through my legs, and my cock pulsed as Becca continued stroking. “Tomorrow works great,” I said.

“Lolly and I are hitting a hot yoga class in the morning,” Becca said, gazing into my eyes. “Do you mind?” She slowed her pace before squeezing my shaft and picking up her rhythm. “You probably should take it easy on the running. I’m worried you might tear a muscle.” She stroked harder and kissed me tenderly on the lips. “Does that feel better?”

I resisted the urge to groan. My cock twitched and pulsed, and the look on Becca’s innocent face brought my orgasm bubbling to the surface. “Much better and no, I don’t mind. That’s great.” I gazed into Becca’s eyes, soaking in the soothing green of her irises while I tasted the strawberry from our kiss lingering on my lips. My orgasm crested inside her tight grip, and hot cum bubbled from my balls, spurting out in my shorts and oozing through Becca’s fingers. I tried my best to hide my excitement, but my face contorted with pleasure. “That’s about got it.”

She continued pumping, draining my cock, milking my cum until it mercifully stopped pulsing. “I’ll make you an appointment for a real massage.”

After getting blue-balled in the kitchen this morning, the release felt incredible, and my entire body melted into the relaxing hot tub. “Make it a couple’s massage,” I said, letting out a deep, relaxing sigh.

Becca released my cock and slid her hand free, trapping my cum inside my shorts. “Deal. Sienna is a trained masseuse. I’ll call her.”

Suddenly the swimmer from the pool appeared before us, dripping water. Hair covered ninety percent of his body except for the landing strip atop his head. Life was cruel like that.

The three of us gazed up at the large man as he sank down into the warmth, squeezing in beside Lolly. He smiled at her. “I saw you swimming earlier.” He extended his hand. “I’m Frank Reynolds. I live up on the ninth floor.”

Lolly floated slightly away from him but shook his hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Lolly Lyon,” she said, her accent thick.

“Oh, la la.” Frank grinned as if he had hit a softball out of the park. “You must be French Canadian.” He blatantly ogled Lolly’s ripe, glistening tits and eyed her wantonly, like a predator.

“She’s French,” Becca said, chiming in. “I’m Becca, and this is our boyfriend, Jack. It’s nice to meet you.”

Frank’s jaw dropped, and he glanced between Becca and Lolly before settling his eyes on me. “You’re dating both of them?”

Lolly floated to my other side and slid under my outstretched arm. Beneath the surface, she cupped my inner thigh, high by my cock, and squeezed. “Oui. We are polyamorous.” Lolly kissed me softly on the cheek and rested her head on my shoulder, mashing her tits together while I gazed down at her deep cleavage.

Frank’s face dropped. “What does that mean?”

“It means we’re both in love with him.” Becca pulled my face around and kissed me softly on the lips before turning back to Frank. She glanced over at Lolly and winked. Lolly raised herself out of the water and kissed me before our tongues darted together and my cock surged once again.

“Shit.” Frank shook his head, gazing at me enviously. “How in the world did you pull that off?”

I shrugged and squeezed Lolly and Becca tight against me. “Just lucky I guess.”
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With a grunt, I hoisted the barbell off my chest and pushed. Halfway up, my arms trembled, and I gritted my teeth, throwing my weight into the lift.

Lolly hovered over me with her palms steady an inch beneath the barbell. “Last one. You’ve got it.”

Her tits practically burst from her tight white sports bra, and the indentation of her tiny nipples poked through the thick material. It was a distraction but also all the incentive I needed. With a final heroic effort, I straightened my arms before cradling the load, two-hundred-twenty-five-pound barbell in the bench-press rack.

It landed with a clang, and I sagged back onto the bench, gasping for breath.

Lolly leaned over me, smiling, and her tits fell forward, jiggling just above my face. “You’re getting stronger.”

My cock, already rock hard from an hour of Lolly’s teasing, blatantly strained the front of my gray workout shorts like a thick roll of quarters. I wore a loose white tank top and blood-engorged veins crisscrossed my shoulders and biceps. “Thanks.”

Lolly came around the bench, dragging her index finger along my shoulder, arm and wrist. Wisps of her auburn hair floated across her forehead, and she smiled at me coyly. “Maybe you should try to bench press me?”

Her ass was firm and juicy, filling out her black yoga pants to perfection. “Maybe I should.” I sat upright and leaned back against the bar, catching my breath while Lolly sat down, straddling the end of the bench facing me. “But then again, I might burst a blood vessel figuring out where to put my hands.” I blatantly gazed at her flat tummy and juicy tits, not even trying to hide my arousal.

Lolly raised an eyebrow and leaned forward, placing her warm palms on my knees. “That’s part of the fun,” she said. “If I’m naked, that would give you plenty of handholds.” Using her forearms, she purposely squeezed her tits together, forcing her amazing cleavage to bubble from her bra.

“If only you would let me.” I shook my head. “You’re killing me, Lolls.”

Lolly sighed, her expression pouty. “Make it happen, Jack. I’m ready to burst.”

I groaned with frustration. “What do I do? Just come out and ask Becca for a threesome?”

“You don’t give her enough credit,” Lolly said. “She’s kinky. The hand job she gave you yesterday in the hot tub is proof.”

“Yeah. I thought it was pretty obvious.”

Lolly laughed. “She did it on purpose. Becca sent me a clear signal. You’re her man, and I should know my place. I’ll give her credit. It was a bold move. And I must admit, I was pleasuring myself just watching you.”

I stared at her, slack-jawed, before I licked the dryness from my lips and sighed. “Damn. That’s hot.”

Lolly twirled a finger over one of my bare knees, and with her free hand, she traced the outline of my hard cock inside my shorts. “Don’t take too much longer. I’m getting restless.”

My cock twitched under her light touch, and I raised an eyebrow. “Maybe one more trip to the sauna won’t hurt anybody.”

“No.” Lolly shook her head. “I love Becca, and I won’t do that to her.” Her cheeks turned a light shade of pink and she half-averted her gaze. “And with you and me, it’s more than sex. I have feelings for you I want to explore without guilt or shame.”

I gazed at her, stunned. “Oui?”

Lolly giggled. “Oui. I don’t want to mess it up by making Becca angry. You and I are on to something special. I can feel it.”

I picked up her hands and laced my fingers in hers. “I have an idea, but you need to send me your schedule. We’ll need a free weekend if everything works out right.”

Lolly’s emerald, green eyes glistened with excitement. “What are you planning?”

“Je ne te dis pas,” I said, meaning I’m not telling you.

Lolly giggled. “Your Francais. It is improving.” She edged forward, pressing her knees tight against mine, and lovingly played with my fingers.

I grinned. “I have an excellent French tutor.”
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Later that night, Becca and I came in through my grandfather’s garage entrance, entered his townhouse, and stood just outside the kitchen, where we found Gramps in his element.

The old man had pulled out all the stops.

He stood amid a fully catered smorgasbord of ballpark snacks including hamburgers, french fries, brats, and grilled chicken. Gramps directed a trio of workers, including a chef, a bartender, and a server. They hustled around the kitchen with covered pans and baskets filled with buns. The bartender pushed a cart filled with beers toward the elevator, no doubt on his way to the rooftop.

Gramps wore his gray Cubs jersey and matching blue cap along with a pair of soft worn blue jeans and a new pair of Nikes. “Take the peanuts to the rooftop and there’s a popcorn machine ready to go. I want everything fresh. My grandson and his girlfriend will be here any minute.”

Becca squeezed my hand and glanced up at me, smiling sweetly. Her green eyes twinkled with amusement, and as she watched my grandfather shout orders, her entire face lit up.

I leaned down and kissed her softly on the cheek. “You look stunning,” I whispered.

Despite her casual clothing, Becca had never looked more beautiful. She wore a blue and white Cub’s t-shirt that conformed to every perfect curve, showcasing her amazing chest without appearing too slutty. The t-shirt showed the faintest hint of her beautiful cleavage that I knew Gramps would go nuts over. She wore a blue Cubs cap pulled down low with her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. She wore frayed cut-off jean shorts and her golden legs glistened under the warm kitchen lights. Open-toed sandals with blue polished toenails topped off her sporty game-day look, and I couldn’t wait to fuck her later.

Becca perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips before she wiped away a trace of the strawberry gloss she left behind on my bottom lip. “I’m nervous.”

I squeezed her hand. “You’ll do great.”

Becca let out a deep breath and nodded with confidence before we turned and faced the kitchen.

She held my hand tight as I led her into the fray. “Gramps. You didn’t have to go to all this trouble,” I said.

Gramps spun to face us, his eyes sparkling with color and life. He looked like a man on top of the world. “My boy. You made it.” A wide grin split his old face, and he turned to face Becca, soaking in her stunning face. For once, the old codger seemed at a loss for words.

“Gramps, you remember Becca?” I asked.

He extended his hand and bowed slightly. “How could I forget? It’s nice to reacquaint with you, my dear.”

She ignored his hand and drew him into a tight hug. “It’s wonderful to see you too.” She stepped back and Gramps’s cheeks flushed red.

He turned to me, his jaw agape, and I couldn’t help but grin. “What’s wrong Gramps? Can’t got your tongue?”

Gramps shook his head, gazing at me. “Boy, marry this girl before she gets away.”

Becca and I laughed while Gramps grinned and winked at Becca. “When Jack told me about your budding romance, I required proof.” He took her in from toe to top. “Proof provided.” He turned to me and shook his head. “I stand corrected.”

I tipped my Cubs hat and matched his flabbergasted expression. “I still can’t believe it myself. I’m waiting for her to wake up one morning and run.”

Becca squeezed my hand and blushed as she gazed at me through loving eyes. “He’s an easy man to fall in love with.” She spoke to Gramps while she locked her eyes on mine.

“So, it’s love then.” Gramps clapped his hands and did a little dance right there in the kitchen. “Hot damn. I’m glad I’m not the only one who recognized Jack for the catch he is.” His eyes glistened as he gazed up at me.

“Okay,” I said. “Enough of the love fest. Let’s talk about this spread of yours.”

Gramps gave Becca the grand tour leading her through the kitchen and along the many hallways and rooms crammed into the double townhouse. Rooms that included a library, a theater room, a billiard room with a stocked bar, and an in-house jacuzzi, pool, and hot tub. The place was a certified palace, and Becca’s jaw dropped lower as the tour progressed.

Eventually we reached the rooftop with the stadium seating where Gramps had popcorn, peanuts, along with beer and vodka seltzer on ice. The summer night had descended on Chicago while Wrigley field glowed warmly beneath the glitzy Chicago skyline.

A low droning roar emanated from the crowd as they filed into the stadium while the home team went through their pre-game warm-ups.

“Help yourself to anything and everything,” Gramps said to Becca. “This house might be yours someday. You might as well settle in.”

Becca smiled. “Thank you so much, Max. I see where Jack gets his kindness.”

“You’re welcome. But family calls me Gramps. Not that I’m putting the cart before the horse.” He winked at me this time.

“Give it a rest, Gramps,” I said. “You’ll scare her off.”

Becca shook her head and kissed me softly on the cheek. “No chance. You’re not getting rid of me that easy.”

Gramps wagged his finger at me. “Did I tell you to go after her? You can thank me whenever you want.”

“Thanks,” I said unenthusiastically.

Gramps grinned, and Becca giggled.

“Before the game starts, I need to use the restroom,” she said.

“Right,” Gramps said. “Go down one floor. First door on your right.”

“Got it.” Becca kissed me again before she disappeared through the doorway.

Gramps slapped me on the back and led me across the rooftop. “Well done, my boy. Well done.” He squeezed my shoulder fondly. “There’s no doubt she’s in love with you. She’ll follow you into a fire if you asked her.” He grabbed a cold beer from the trough and tossed it to me. “Now it’s time to talk about who’s next.”

I popped open the beer and climbed up onto my regular seat. “Nope. It’s not happening,” I said. “I love Becca and I don’t want to lose her.”

Gramps’s face sagged as he popped open a cold can of Budweiser and climbed into the seat beside me. “Have you learned nothing from our experience?”

“I have, but I see myself marrying Becca and living a full and happy life.”

Gramps sighed. “Boy, she’s not built for that kind of life.”

“How can you say that? You just told me she loves me.”

“She loves you, and like I said, she would follow you off a bridge. That means it’s your responsibility to give her the happiest and fullest life she could ever want. Do you want a relationship like 99.9% of the population or do you really want to live?”

“I am living,” I said.

“I think you’ve forgotten your first lesson.”

“I’m being honest,” I said.

“What about Misha or the French girl? What’s her name?”

“Lolly,” I said.

“Right. And let’s not forget about the ice queen herself,” Gramps said. “Boy, we’re just getting started. Can you imagine having them all living her with you under one roof?”

“But —”

“Do you want all of them or none of them?”

I sighed. “I want them all and I don’t want to lose any of them along the way.”

“What comes with risk?” he asked.

I rolled my eyes. “Can we just enjoy the night?”

Gramps gazed back toward the door, as if checking for Becca. “You’re ready for your next lesson and let this one sink in good.”

I turned and faced him. “I’m listening.”

“Alpha’s go after what they want, consequences be damned,” he said.

“We already established that I’m not an alpha.”

Gramps rubbed his chin and frowned. “Betas don’t land the Becca Harts of the world. Maybe you should rethink that sport.”

HGramps rubbed his chin and frowned. “Betas don’t land the Becca of the world. Maybe you should rethink that sport.”

HGramps rubbed his chin and frowned. “Betas don’t land the Becca of the world. Maybe you should rethink that sport.”

“So, I should just come out and tell Becca I want to engage in a threesome with Lolly?”

“Going after what you want doesn’t mean killing it outright,” Gramps said. “I’m asking you to read the room and pick the right moment. But don’t give up on plucking the brass ring. Have a little faith in Becca, and your power of persuasion.”

As if on cue, Becca appeared beside us, carrying a bag of popcorn in one hand and a strawberry-vodka seltzer in the other. “Room for one more?”

“Hi, baby.” I stood and took the popcorn from her before I helped her up onto the raised platform.

Becca took the seat beside me. “Thanks,” she said, reclining in her seat while she munched on her popcorn. “These are some great seats.”

“Not bad,” Gramps said. “And you really can’t beat the drive home.”

Becca laughed, and I grinned before grabbing a handful of popcorn from Becca’s bag.

She eased back and rested her head against my shoulder, sighing contentedly.

“Jack told me about the business with the French girl,” Gramps said. “I hope that’s all sorted out.”

I shot Gramps a pleading look, and he rolled his eyes.

“Yes,” Becca said. “It was a misunderstanding, but it turns out she’s a really sweet girl. I like her a lot.”

Gramps elbowed me and nodded while Becca sat low in the seat and thankfully, couldn’t see Gramps prodding and poking.

I glared at him while I reached over and slipped my hand inside Becca’s smooth thigh, rubbing my thumb along her cool, soft flesh. “They buried the hatchet, and I’m thrilled with the outcome.”

“That’s really great to hear.” Gramps sipped his beer and nodded. “I was just telling Jack that people can surprise you in the most wonderful ways.”

“True.” Becca peered over at Gramps while she brushed her fingertips over the back of my hand. “Lolly surprised me with how sweet and kind she is. Actually, she reminds me a lot of Jack.”

“Is that so?” Gramps nodded. “I’d like to meet this girl. Maybe next time, Jack can bring both of you to the game.”

My stomach dropped, and I gazed at Gramps, horrified. What was he doing?

Becca smiled. “I’d like that.”

“There you go,” Gramps said, elbowing me again. “Don’t say I never did anything for you.”

“Right.” I chuckled awkwardly and played it off, hoping Gramps would just drop the subject.

Across the street, the crowd roared, and the game’s first pitch resulted in a strike. Through the next seven innings, the three of us bantered back and forth and had a great time. Gramps was on his best behavior, not pushing either of us before he let out an obvious fake yawn halfway through the seventh inning.

“Well, kids. It’s late,” Gramps said. “I’m calling it a night. Jack, you and Becca are free to stay or just lock up before you leave.” He climbed down the short flight of stadium seating steps and gazed at us from the edge of the rooftop.

“Thanks, Gramps,” I said. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

“Good night, Gramps.” Becca stood and then jumped down onto the rooftop before embracing Gramps in a warm hug. “Thanks for inviting me and for the great advice. I can’t wait to show this place to Lolly.”

Gramps eyed me over Becca’s shoulder, nodded, and gave me a wink and thumbs up.

I rolled my eyes.

“You’re welcome, dear. Don’t be a stranger. You don’t need Jack to come and go as you please. Hell, bring Lolly alone next time and I’ll take you two on a double date.”

Becca stepped back and laughed, glancing back at me over her shoulder. “Maybe I’ll take you up on that.”

“Are you moving in on my girl?” I asked. “Hands off old man.”

Gramps laughed and pointed up at me. “You’ve got to keep the cook happy. Remember those words, my boy.”

“Amen to that,” Becca said.

Gramps gave us a last wave. “Okay kids. Have fun and I’ll see you later.” He shuffled away and stopped at the door while Becca climbed back up into the seat beside me.

I glanced behind her and over at Gramps.

He pointed to Becca and mouthed words I couldn’t understand, but when he made the fucking motion by double pumping both arms, I glanced away, my cheeks hot.

“He’s such a sweet old guy,” Becca said.

“Yeah. He’s adorable,” I said sarcastically. I flipped him off behind Becca’s back, and Gramps cackled silently before he turned and disappeared through the doorway.

Becca wrapped her arm inside mine and drew herself in tight. “Stop. I like Gramps.”

“I’m kidding. I would do just about anything for the old guy.”

“Maybe he would like a home cooked meal sometime? We could make it for him together.”

“I’m sure he’d love that,” I said.

Becca gazed across the outfield while Take Me Out to the Ballgame played during the seventh inning stretch. The gentle summer wind whisked the loose hairs falling over her cheeks, and her pink lips glistened under the rooftop lights.

“Becca?” My pulse ticked higher as I tried to drum up the courage to ask her.

“What?” She glanced up at me, her pale green eyes soft and innocent.

What if she flew off the handle again, and I lost her forever? Last time, I took a gamble, and it paid off. It was time to see how much she really loved me. “Let’s take Lolly on a trip,” I said. “Just the three of us.”

Becca frowned and sat up straight. “What do you mean?”

How far should I take it? I couldn’t just come right out and ask, but maybe I could lead her to water? I shrugged. “Are you up for some adventure?”

Becca smiled cautiously. “Yes. Should I be nervous?”

“Nope. Maybe it’s time for me, you, and Lolly to take our friendship on the road.”

Becca eyed me suspiciously. “Just the three of us? As in overnight?”

“Yes,” I said confidently. “Let’s have some fun.”

Becca smiled demurely and climbed from her chair before straddling me in mine. She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned in close. “What kind of fun are we talking about?”

Her scent was sweet like vanilla cream and caramel, and I could almost taste the strawberry on her glistening pink lips. My cock twitched, hardening beneath her firm ass. My head buzzed with pent-up lust, and I wasn’t sure how to answer her question until Gramps’s first lesson came back to me. “I want to watch you and Lolly kiss,” I said, risking it all.

“Do you mean like this?” Rather than get angry, Becca leaned in and kissed me softly, finding my tongue while she moaned into my mouth.

Her breath washed over my upper lip, and she ground my lap while the strawberry from her lips mingled with the buttery popcorn flavor on her tongue. I slid my hands inside and up the back of Becca’s t-shirt, drawing my fingertips over her warm flesh. Her tongue swirled over mine before she sucked my bottom lip inside her mouth. I ran my fingertips over her lacy bra and tweaked the clasp before her bra popped free.

Becca giggled and released my lip from between her teeth. She slid her hands inside my t-shirt and pulled it over my head, exposing my muscled abs and chest. “Is a kiss all you want from me and Lolly?”

She grinned, and I drew her in tight, sliding my hands down the back of her jean shorts and inside her panties, cupping her bare ass cheeks. “I want you both to kiss me at the same time. Would you do that?”

Becca pulled her t-shirt over her head and pulled off her loose bra, revealing her bare tits. “Baby, I’ll do anything you tell me to do.” Her breasts jiggled into view, her dark, hard nipples engorged and puffy.

My stomach swirled and my head spun so hard I thought I might pass out. I had never heard those words uttered to me in my life. Did she really mean it? She was so much freakier than I gave her credit for. A perfect combination of sweet and slutty. But I had no intention of abusing her trust in me. I was the last man she would ever fuck. “I want you to fuck me right here in this chair.”

She nodded and bit her lower lip. “Yes, baby.”

“Take off your shorts and panties,” I said.

Becca slid from my lap and popped the button on her jean shorts. Her pale green eyes glazed over with lust. “Baby, I’m soaking wet.”

“Does it turn you on when I give you orders?” I drank in her perfect tits and her smooth, taut tummy honed by hundreds of hours of yoga and Pilates.

“So much,” she whispered, her voice husky. Becca wriggled out of her jean shorts, revealing a white lace thong beneath.

“Do you want to have sex with Lolly?” I asked.

“Yes.” Her breaths came quick and shallow, and her eyes betrayed her excitement. She peeled off her thong and stood before me, completely naked except for her baseball cap.

“Take off my shorts,” I said.

Wordlessly, Becca leaned over and with trembling hands worked loose the button on my shorts.

I reached out and slid my middle finger along her wet shaven sex, plying her slippery pink lips free of her tight slit. Becca wasn’t lying. She was soaking wet.

At my touch, Becca’s legs trembled, and she moaned softly while she lowered my zipper and tugged at my shorts.

I raised my hips off the seat until Becca freed my cock, already swollen and engorged.

Wordlessly, Becca climbed atop my lap, straddling me, placing her knees on either side of my hips.

The way her tits jiggled slightly as she moved lit a flare inside me, and my cock twitched, pulsing and swaying, while Becca eyed it wantonly.

I rubbed my hands along her legs before cupping her ass in both hands. “What would you do for me, Beck?”

“Anything,” she said, her voice never wavering.

I cupped one of her tits, rolling her nipple between my fingers while she let out a soft, whimpering moan. “Would you have my baby?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation.

“How much do you love me?” I asked.

She fondled my cock, stroking it between her fingers, and it thickened inside her palm, tightening under her thumb. Becca shook her head. “So much I don’t have words.” She locked her eyes on me, and her eyes glistened with emotion.

“I’ll never hurt you, Becca.” I squeezed her tit and cupped her ass, drawing her toward me. “I promise that I’ll love you forever. Do you believe me?”

She nodded. “Yes.” Her voice quaked, and a single tear rolled down her cheek. She ground her hips, sliding her pussy along the meat of my shaft, and her breaths came short and ragged.

I kneaded her tit, squeezing her soft flesh between my fingers while doing the same with her firm ass. Her pussy dripped on my shaft until my cock glistened with her essence. “Put me inside you,” I said, softly but firmly.

Becca pushed up on her knees and lowered my swollen tip to her pink wet furrow and plowed, driving my cock along her slippery wetness until it tripped just inside her tight hole. Becca parted her lips and let out a tiny gasp while goose bumps flared across her chest and stomach.

Waves of pleasure rippled along my cock, and I pushed my hips higher, driving my manhood deep inside her quivering hole. My thighs clapped her ass, and Becca’s tits jiggled with the hard thrust.

She let out a soft moan and braced her hands on my shoulders. “Baby, you’re in so deep,” she said, her voice airy. Becca ground her hips and groaned with pleasure, sinking deeper onto my cock, fully impaling herself until my shaft disappeared inside her. “So fucking deep.” With her lips parted, she closed her eyes and rocked, fucking me slow and steady, grinding and swiveling her hips in tight circles.

Her tight pussy rippled over my shaft, squeezing and flexing, and I rested my hands on her hips, guiding her forward and backward, feeling every muscle in her pussy grip my throbbing cock with mind-numbing pleasure. “Baby, you feel so tight.”

Becca leaned forward and found my mouth with hers. Our lips parted and our tongues met, slippery and hot. She increased our tempo, moaning into my mouth while we fucked faster and harder.

The stadium seat beneath us groaned and the cool summer breeze swept over our bodies, bringing the scents of the nearby ballpark. The crowd roared as the game moved into the bottom of the seventh and Becca’s low, rhythmic moans were like music in my ears.

I squeezed her ass with one hand and slid my hand down her tummy and over her clit with the other. With my middle finger, I uncovered her sweet cherry tip and buzzed it gently in a tight circle.

Becca grunted and let out a low-throated moan before she gasped, and her breath caught. “Baby, baby, baby… fucking don’t stop.”

She fucked me faster, and the seat seesawed beneath us. Her tits clapped my chest and her ass bounced off my thighs, sending rippling shock waves across her hips.

Becca pitched back her head and moaned so loud I thought she might attract the attention of the fans watching from the stands across the street. “Commmminnngggg….” Her voice trailed off into an indistinguishable moan as her pussy spasmed around my cock.

In short bursts, my cock pulsed inside her a moment before my head flashed and I grunted in orgasmic ecstasy. I gushed inside her, filling her with ropes of hot jizz, moaning in her ear while Becca ground her hips, milking my cock.

Her pussy spasmed, and I plowed deep inside, spurting unending waves of cum, my mind lost in a sea of lust. “Take every drop,” I whispered in her ear.

Becca’s mouth circled my ear and her tongue probed deep inside while her warm breath trickled along my neck, kick-starting an adrenaline release.

The last remnants of my orgasm faded, and my cock went still. I sank back into the seat and caught my breath while Becca continued grinding, squeezing her pussy, and draining me completely insider her.

She kissed her way along my jawline, peppering my cheeks and lips with kisses before she ran her fingers through my hair and locked her eyes on mine. “Do you want me to go off the pill?” she asked, biting her lip while she ran her thumb down my cheek.

“No,” I said. “There’s plenty of time for babies.”

“Okay,” she said, kissing me softly. Becca climbed from my lap and my cock, dripping with cum, slipped from her pussy and teetered from side to side.

As the cool air hit my glistening cock, I let out a brief gasp and shuddered from the loss.

But Becca didn’t make me suffer long. She dropped to her knees and engulfed my cock with her mouth, sucking and licking it clean until she swallowed every drop.

I sat back and watched my beautiful raven-haired princess lick and suck, and my cock thickened inside her mouth. I contemplated ordering her to blow me until I came again but thought it best not to push my luck.

Becca came off my cock with a pop and gazed up at me, with my tip resting on her lower lip. “How’s that?”

“Incredible,” I said as I let out a deep, relaxing breath.

Becca grinned. “I love fucking you almost as much as I love you.” She kissed the tip of my cock before outlining it with her tongue. “And I could suck on this bad boy all day long.”

“Far be it for me to stop you,” I said.

Becca giggled and climbed up between my legs until we came face-to-face, where she kissed me again. “I say we ditch the rest of the game, go home, and spend the rest of the night playing in bed.”

I pulled her in tight, wrapping my arms around her waist, and squeezed. “Maybe you should put your clothes on first?”

Becca dropped back down to her knees and fondled my cock, giving it one last kiss. “Imagine Lolly and I doing this together.”

My pulse ticked up, and I gazed into Becca’s eyes, assessing how on board she really was. “You’re sure about Lolly?”

Becca nodded. “You aren’t the only one who wants to get down her pants.”

“Well, then….” I grinned. “Let’s meet with Lolly.”
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The scent of fresh coffee and the steady drone of conversation buzzed around me. Baristas shouted orders, and behind the coffee bar, the machine beeped and hissed.

I picked a table in the corner, away from the baristas and the customers lining up for their morning fix. Or maybe by now it was the second wave of caffeine junkies looking to scratch that eternal itch.

Two days had elapsed since the rooftop ballgame. I gave Becca ample time to back out, but it was she who insisted I coordinate our first casual date as a throuple. Hell, we weren’t even labeling it. I had texted Becca and Lolly separately, asking them to join me for a late morning caffeine infusion at a place we mutually loved.

Even though both women had agreed to pursue a three-way relationship, my nerves had induced a permanent case of the butterflies swirling nonstop deep in the pit of my stomach. What if I wasn’t man enough to pull it off? What if the girls were into each other more than me? Or the worst-case scenario. What if Becca got upset when Lolly and I went out alone? The last question wasn’t one I was willing to answer during this first initial feel out meeting. I would propose a date and from there, we would go where the wind took us.

Becca arrived first. She stepped inside the shop wearing a white summer dress that hugged her waistline and billowed out around her mid-thigh. The top was cut modestly, revealing only that she had an incredible body, but a bare hint of cleavage showed up above her high neckline. She wore her hair down around her shoulders with light makeup and carried a simple white purse over her shoulder. She looked fresh and innocent and drew hungry stares from the four business executives seated at the table by the door.

I stood and waved her over, and Becca’s face lit with a smile.

She wandered through the shop, ignoring tables of gawkers before she greeted me with a lover’s lip lock. “Morning, baby. This is a pleasant surprise.”

I smiled nervously. “I got your favorite,” I said, pointing to the latte on the table.

Becca frowned. “Two cups? You trying to overload me?”

I shook my head. “The other is for Lolly.”

Her eyes widened, and she made an O-shape with her lips. “Lolly didn’t tell me she was coming to meet you.”

Lolly had made a habit of informing Becca of our every interaction down to the most innocent physical contact. They had quickly turned into close friends, and Lolly didn’t want to risk ruining what she had built with Beck. “I asked her not to, but I told her she had free rein to tell you everything after we met.”

Becca grinned and sat down in the chair beside me. “So mysterious.”

“It’s sort of the theme of our date.”

“It’s a date?” she asked.

“Our three-way date,” I said. “Are you okay with that label?”

She nodded. “More than okay. I’m getting wet just thinking about it.”

Lolly stepped through the door wearing a tight black halter tank-top, exposing an inch of her creamy flat tummy between the tank and a pair of matching black shorts. The shorts hugged her thick, heart-shaped ass, ending an inch below her pussy. She wore her auburn hair back in a loose ponytail, with errant strands covering her neck, while more wisps flowed past her ears. Her full ripe lips glistened as pouty as ever, and the looks she drew from the same table of business execs ended with jaw drops.

The leering men whispered among themselves, sharing a few hearty chuckles while they ogled my beautiful French tutor.

“There she is.” I stood and waved at her from across the room.

Lolly’s lips curled into a faint smile of acknowledgment as she tucked her black purse under her arm and strode toward us confidently.

Heads turned in her wake, gazing at her ass while others stared at her incredible tits, jiggling firmly inside her tight top. She was raw, feminine, and utterly sublime. Lolly Lyon was a fairytale fantasy goddess who was way the fuck out of my league. I didn’t blame Tom for wanting her. Hell, I didn’t blame Becca or even Misha for wanting her either.

I stood until she reached us, smiling at her warmly while Lolly’s emerald-green eyes searched my face expectantly.

“Bonjour,” she said before she leaned over and kissed Becca flush on the lips. It was as if they had done it a hundred times, and neither woman seemed bothered by the very European greeting.

“Thanks for coming,” I said as I leaned in, and Lolly strategically kissed me high on the cheek.

“I didn’t know Becca was coming,” she said, smiling at me nervously.

It was odd to see Lolly anything but in command, but today she seemed unsteady and that made me feel a little more comfortable. Nobody had the right to exude confidence twenty-four by seven — not even a goddess.

“Yeah. Surprise,” I said, throwing my hands up for effect. “I got you your favorite. French pressed and black.”

“Merci,” Lolly said, and sat down on the chair between Becca and me.

We spaced out evenly around the tiny circular coffee table. It was an intimate setting for intimate partners engaged in the most intimate conversation possible. The choice was as intentional as the weekend to come.

The girls sipped their coffee and stared at me, both a little nervous and more than a little expectant.

I inhaled a deep breath and internally recited my lessons, ending with the last one - go after what you want. What I wanted was both of them and more. I wanted a life men dared to dream. That life rested on my ability to navigate the complex rapids ahead.

I glanced between them, measuring their expressions and body language. They both leaned forward, arms open and accepting. “I think you two can guess why you’re here, but I’ll spell it out so that there’s no doubt.”

Becca smiled slightly, and Lolly glanced sideways at her friend as if measuring her response.

“I want the three of us to go away together for a long weekend and explore where this thing might lead.” I gazed steadily into Becca’s eyes, looking for even a shred of doubt, but her smile deepened, and she glanced over at Lolly.

The women exchanged a look I couldn’t read before Lolly spoke to Becca.

“You’re okay with this?”

Becca nodded. “More than okay. My heart’s beating so fast I can hardly breathe.” She laughed nervously, and Lolly smiled sweetly before turning to me.

“You want both of us,” she said, speaking not for me but for Becca, doubling down on her check.

“Oui,” I said. “Nous trois.” That meant the three of us, but I glanced between them. “I want you both, and not for a simple fling. There’s more here, and I think we all know it.”

Becca’s cheeks flushed pink, and Lolly smiled musingly before turning to Becca.

The women gazed into each other’s eyes, and Becca nodded faintly. “I’d like to find out.”

“Moi aussi,” Lolly said before she leaned forward and kissed Becca on the lips, this time letting it linger a second longer than appropriate.

My cock thickened in my trousers, and I sipped my coffee, trying to play it cool. But I was anything but cool. I was swimming in choppy, shark-infested waters without a life preserver.

Lolly’s shoulders relaxed, and she turned those bright, beautiful eyes on me. Her next move surprised me. The French goddess leaned over and gave me the same kiss as Becca, letting it stew and simmer with heat before she sat back in her chair.

My heart pounded so hard I thought it might explode, and my head thumped in time with my pulse. I tasted her cherry lip gloss on my tongue and my cocked hardened, stiff as a board.

Becca gazed at us, not with anger but lust, and she licked her lips before nursing her latte.

The tension in the air was palpable and the three of us were like a sexual powder keg, ready to explode. I couldn’t wait to light the fuse.

“Where are we going on this weekend trip?” Lolly asked, moving us past consent and into the good times ahead.

“That’s part of the fun,” I said. “I’m not telling you. Dress casually and pack casual clothes.”

Lolly and Becca exchanged a surprised look before Lolly frowned at Becca. “He didn’t tell you?”

Becca shook her head. “I’m as much in the dark as you.”

They both turned to face me.

“Jack, you’ve got to give us more to go on,” Becca said.

I nodded. “Alright. Bring a swimsuit and we meet Saturday morning at Tom and Misha’s apartment.”

“Are we flying somewhere?” Lolly asked.

“Nope. Driving,” I said. “I’ll drive, and you two can keep me company. Now, stop asking questions.”

The girls grinned and slapped a high-five.

“Road trip,” Becca said.

“I feel so American,” Lolly said before slapping a high-five with Becca. “Let’s do this.”
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For the next two days, Lolly and Becca pestered me about the details which I wasn’t spilling. I also resisted the urge to show up at Lolly’s apartment alone. I may have had Becca’s consent for our looming threesome, but I wasn’t ready to throw Lolly and me as a couple in her face.

Lolly and I were in sync as we kept our weight training session to the standard teasing and touching. But come Saturday, all bets were off. We were taking our relationship to the next level and the level after that.

When Saturday finally arrived, Becca was up early, still quizzing me on every item she packed in her bag.

“Babe, you don’t need an entire suitcase,” I said. “Remember the word casual? A small overnight bag with a few shorts, t-shirts, bras, and panties is good.” I rubbed my chin and frowned. “Well, maybe not the bras.”

Becca laughed and smacked me playfully. “What about what I’m wearing right now?”

She wore a tight white tank top with spaghetti string straps and a pair of equally tight navy-blue shorts.

She looked her normal breathtaking self. “Baby, you look smoking hot. Don’t change a thing.”

Becca grinned and kissed me with a look of satisfaction on her face. “Right answer.”

The doorbell chimed, and I gave Becca a playful swat on the ass. “Hurry up. That’s Lolly. The bus leaves in ten minutes.”

“We’re taking a bus?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes. “That’s a figure of speech. Just wrap it up.” I left the bedroom and found my brother standing at the front door, making small talk with Lolly.

“Are you going to let her in?” I asked. “Or are you afraid she’s here to rob the joint?” I came up behind Tom and grinned at Lolly. “Come on in.”

Lolly wore a pair of blue jean shorts and a yellow t-shirt cut low in the front. Her creamy cleavage popped, and she held a black backpack in one hand.

My brother turned to face me, his expression stunned. “She’s here to see you?”

Lolly walked past my brother, perched on her toes, and kissed me full on the lips before pulling me into a tight hug. “Bonjour, Jacques.”

Misha came in from the kitchen and leaned against the door frame, offering Lolly a little wave. “You look cute,” she said. “You guys will have so much fun.”

My brother glanced between Lolly and Misha, looking like a man whose dog just died. “Have fun? Where is this fun?”

I laced my fingers with Lolly’s, and she squeezed back before setting her backpack on the ground.

“We’re going on a weekend trip together,” I said, smiling down at my beautiful French goddess.

“Oui,” Lolly said. “But I still don’t know where.” She grinned and took her eyes along for the ride.

My brother pointed an accusatory finger at me. “But you’re dating Becca.”

“Ready,” Becca said, practically skipping from the bedroom with her bag in hand. She greeted Lolly with a kiss on the lips and set her bag down beside Lolly’s backpack.

My brother stared in disbelief before he turned to me. “You’re taking both of them? Is there another guy going with Lolly?”

“Nope,” I said. “Is there a problem?”

Tom scratched his head, and confusion sprouted on his face. “How…?”

“What do you mean, how? I asked them and they said yes,” I said as if it were the simplest thing in the world.

Tom turned to Misha. “You’re okay with this?”

She gazed at me and smiled. “I’m jealous. I wish I were going.”

“What the fuck?” Tom’s cheeks turned red, and he whirled on me.

“Are you having sex with Lolly?”

Lolly interjected before I could answer. “That’s rude and none of your business.”

Misha chuckled and shook her head. “Jesus, Tom. Read the room.”

Becca came up beside me and slipped her hand inside mine. She glanced up at me and ignored Tom. “Let’s get going.”

I turned back to Tom and sighed, not able to hide my shit-eating grin. “Wish me luck. I may need a lot of sleep when I get home.”
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For the trip, I rented a full-sized, dark blue with white racing stripes custom van. It included a full-sized bed, a big screen TV with a satellite feed, and a fully stocked mini fridge. The girls loved it and stretched out, chatting happily while I guided the big blue beast through the busy streets of Chicago, hitting the skyway before I picked up I-94 towards Michigan.

The day was pure sunshine and spirits were sky high. I cranked the tunes while the girls took turns riding shot gun. Becca used her water bottle as a microphone and sang along word-for-word to every song in her custom Spotify playlist.

Nearly two hours into the trip, Lolly has assumed the co-pilot’s seat beside me with her bare feet propped up on the dashboard. Her dark Ray Ban’s gave her an all-American girl feeling and the jean shorts only added to the look. I nearly veered off the road a few times, just gawking at her while she quizzed me on Michigan tourist trivia while we hugged the coastline heading north.

Becca sat in one of the captain’s chair just behind us, gazing out the window, taking in the deep blue lake water and the rocky coastline below a jagged cliff.

“It’s so beautiful,” Becca said. “I’ve never been along Lake Michigan like this before.”

Lolly turned to me and slid her sunglasses down her nose, peering at me over the top. “Jacques, can you please tell us where we’re going.” Her tone was no nonsense, and I had a feeling I had pushed this game as far as I could.

I smiled at her and stole a quick glance at Becca, who leaned forward, popping her head between us, her expression curious. “Yeah, Jack. Spill he tea.”

I decided to put them out of their misery. Besides, I needed their help. “When I was a kid, one of the best vacations I ever had was a trip Gramps and I took alone. It was a road trip just like this one. We hopped in his truck, ad he told me we were heading to Yellowstone to see Old Faithful, but what he neglected to tell me was that we had no agenda or even hotel reservations once we arrived. We followed the road west and if we wanted to take a detour, we did. It was awesome.”

“Since we’re not heading toward Yellowstone, I assume you mean we have no agenda,” Becca said.

Lolly’s lips curled into a grin. “Or hotel reservations. Does that mean we’re going where the road takes us?”

I picked up Lolly’s hand and kissed it. “Bingo, baby. We go where we want, and we stop when something looks interesting. We are on a mission of discovery and fun. The journey is the destination. Although I have an endpoint in mind if we don’t find something better along the way.”

“Where?” Lolly asked, twining her fingers in mine and brushing her thumb over the back of my hand.

“Let’s just see where the day leads,” I said. “I don’t want to reveal my entire bag of tricks.”

“Oui,” Lolly said before turning back to Becca. “I like this plan.”

“Me too,” Becca said before she raised her hand.

I rolled my eyes. “Yes? Does the stunning brunette in the back have a question?”

Becca giggled. “I would like to offer a suggestion for our first stop.”

“Great.” I grinned. “Lay it on us.”

Becca leaned forward between the seats, paying no heed to Lolly and me holding hands. “I saw a sign back there about a scenic overlook. Let’s stop and pee?”

“Oui,” Lolly said. “I’m ready to burst.”

“Right. Sorry, baby.” I grinned sheepishly in the mirror before I glanced over my shoulder at Becca and planted a kiss on her juicy lips. “I should have asked sooner.”

“No harm. No foul,” she said. “Just as long as I don’t wet my pants.”

The scenic overlook amounted to a large pull-off parking area on the side of the two-lane highway. It included a spot for photos and thankfully a couple of port-a-potties. After relieving ourselves we took turns taking photos and selfies with every combination of the three of us before Lolly spotted a stairway behind an overgrown bush.

“Look,” she said, pulling back the shrubbery. “Let’s see where this goes.”

“Yay.” Becca clapped. “Our first adventure.”

“Lead the way,” I said.

We followed the steps down a steep rocky incline that ended on the shore of Lake Michigan. Giant boulders, rocks, and sandy pebbles covered the beach, and we stopped to take more photos.

A few feet away, the girls waded into the chilly lake water while I reclined against a giant boulder soaking in the late morning sunshine.

The sunshine glistened off the water, covering their long legs in shifting patterns of aquamarine and gold light. They looked radiant and happy, laughing and chatting. They were beyond beautiful, and just watching them so happy and carefree relieved the stress and worry that had built over weeks of Lolly’s distance.

With the wind blowing and the birds chirping, I couldn’t hear their whispered conversation, but it included more than one giggle and several furtive glances in my direction.

Lolly smiled at me while the wind whipped her sleek auburn hair, blowing locks across her nose, eyes, and lips. Her dimples popped, and it caught me off guard. I knew every curve and line of her stunning face, and I never saw dimples until that moment. That’s when my stomach swirled and something inside me shifted.

Love wasn’t on a timetable. Love wasn’t rational or prone to weighing pros against cons. It simply existed, or it didn’t. The warm feelings I had felt for Lolly on that first day had only heated like a Viking bonfire. It’s a tough business pinpointing the line where strong like crosses into the rare air of outright love. But that singular moment stood before me under that bright blue sky of that brilliant summer day. It was the moment I knew, without a doubt, that I loved Lolly. It was a feeling that both thrilled and terrified me, and I wasn’t sure what to do with it. Could I love two women at once? The answer was yes because I did. But would we all pay a price?

I had learned a lot about Lolly since our first encounter in the fitness center. She wasn’t the sort of girl who stripped down naked with random guys in the gym. What we had done that day was entirely out of her character. At her core, she was shy and somewhat timid. Outwardly, Lolly exuded confidence wherever she went. But I had grown to know the girl beneath and she had doubts and uncertainties like us all. She was mortal, the same as me and Becca. She came with quirks and flaws and joy and happiness, and the parts of her I knew made me want to know the parts of her she hadn’t revealed. It was her shy and quiet parts I wanted to know.

I smiled back at her, and my stomach see-sawed. She was it. She was the one. But then so was Becca, who I couldn’t imagine loving any more than I already did. I gazed at Becca, and the simple way she moved with elegance and grace. She was lithe and beautiful, with a heart that seemed to blossom by the day. I couldn’t believe she ever dated bad boys. Maybe she just hadn’t found the man willing to love her how she needed. Not until we both pushed all our chips to the center of the table and gave away our hearts for free.

Becca pushed a stray lock of her dark hair over her shoulder and smiled at me. Her expression was sweet and vulnerable, and made me love her even more. “Why are you looking at us that way?”

I shrugged. “What way?”

Becca picked up a rock beneath the water. It was flat and smooth, perfect for skipping. “I don’t know. It’s like….”

“I love you, Beck,” I said, as if that explained everything.

Her cheeks reddened, and she averted her gaze but only for a second. Then she locked her smoldering green eyes on mine and stole the show. “I love you too.”

“That looks like a skipping stone,” I said. “Do you girls know how to skip rocks?”

Lolly frowned, squinting at me through the sun. She perched her sunglasses atop her head, but the way she scrunched her face made her pert nose wrinkle and the line around her eyes squeeze together adorably. “Across the water?” She shook her head. “No.”

“Yep.” I kicked off my sandals and plodded through the water until I stopped between them.

“I’ve tried,” Becca said. “But I suck at it.”

“You don’t suck at anything,” I said. “Well, maybe one thing.”

Becca’s jaw dropped as she feigned shock, laughing. “Jack Donovan. I’ll tell your grandfather.”

“Really? He’d ask for the details,” I said. “Should I call him?”

Lolly laughed, and Becca slapped me playfully.

“Okay, mister hot-shot rock thrower,” Becca said. “Let’s see how it’s done.”

“Gramps taught me,” I said. “I’m not a pro, but it’s fun.” I scoured the stones beneath my feet, reaching down when I found one flat enough. “It’s all in the wrist.”

I lined up in a sidearm position and threw the stone, flicking my wrist at just the right time.

The stone whizzed from my hand, skimming the surface three times before it sank into the depths.

“Let me try,” Lolly said. She found a rock flat enough and big enough to cover the distance. “Is this good?”

“Yep,” I said. “Use your shoulder and flick your wrist.”

On paper the instructions sounded easy, but Lolly’s execution fell flat, and the rock splashed a few feet away before unceremoniously sinking. “Shit,” Lolly said, grinning while Becca laughed.

“Maybe I should assist with your form,” I said.

“Oui,” Lolly said, gazing up at me, squinting into the sun.

She found another rock, and I came up behind her, wrapping my arm loosely around her slim waist.

“Okay, lean over,” I said, with my cock pressed into her firm ass. Her thick ass pressed tight against my crotch, warming my body, and my manhood went from flaccid to chubby, well on its way to rigidness.

“Like this?” Lolly pushed a lock of her auburn hair behind her ear and extended her arm sideways with the rock held between her thumb and forefinger.

“You need to twist your wrist a little. Here, let me show you.” I leaned into her and ran my hand along her arm before gently squeezing her wrist and angling it just right.

Becca watched from a few feet away with her hands on her hips, smiling. “That’s the hottest rock throwing lesson I’ve ever seen.”

With one hand flat against Lolly’s tummy and the other circling her wrist, my chest fit snugly against her back and my face nuzzled in just behind her ear.

I inhaled her sweet summer scent, and my head buzzed with raw lust. Her hair tickled my nose, and I soaked in the warmth of her entire body nestled against mine.

Lolly ground her ass against my thickening cock. “Do I throw it now?” She asked, her voice throaty.

I nuzzled behind her ear and kissed her softly along her neckline, running my hand up her stomach and cupping one of her firm breasts, giving it a gentle squeeze until her nipple came alive beneath her shirt. “Eventually,” I whispered.

Lolly opened her neck to me and lowered her arm, letting the rock fall into the water. Her chest heaved with her rapid breaths, and she stood upright, mashing her body tight against mine.

I turned my little French goddess around to face me. She was soft, petite, and built for sex. My cock pressed into her stomach, hard and erect, and I cupped her ass, drawing her near as I leaned in and found her waiting lips.

Lolly moaned softly and opened her mouth before our tongues lashed, warm and slippery. She reached up and wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her full breasts into my chest.

She tasted like spearmint and fresh bubble gum, all rolled up into a sweet French pastry. Her lips, soft and full, slipped over mine as if they had always belonged, and her tongue felt like riding a roller coaster. I squeezed her full ass and drew her toward me, deepening the kiss while Becca’s arms circled my chest from behind.

Lolly ran her fingers through the short hair at the base of my neck and probed deep in my mouth, freely exploring while her warm breath washed over my upper lip.

With one hand, I reached behind me and cupped Becca’s ass, drawing her closer. I had no intention of leaving Becca out, and I never wanted her to feel anything less than a hundred percent loved. That was more important than anything else — neither Lolly nor Becca should ever feel like a consolation prize.

Lolly moaned softly in my mouth, her tongue gliding along my lower lip while she ran her hands over my shoulders and across my muscled chest.

Her body felt surreal, pressed so tightly against mine, and I reluctantly broke off the kiss so as not to exclude Becca. I stepped back, keeping my arm latched tightly around Lolly while I drew Becca into our tight circle.

Becca stepped between Lolly and me, wrapping her arms around us both, before she perched on her toes and kissed me, picking up where Lolly left off.

I parted my lips and met Becca’s tongue. Her kiss differed from Lolly’s, her touch all her own. But comparing them was like choosing between warm apple pie and fresh strawberry layered with fresh cream. They were both outstanding in their own way. My head spun as our tongues twisted and wrapped like we had a hundred times before. But every time with Becca was special. I slid my hand down the small of her back and over her ass, gently squeezing while she moaned softly in my mouth.

Our lips and tongue writhed in a fiery ball of electric sex. When Lolly pressed up against us, I broke off the kiss and drew back, giving the girls room to breathe.

Lolly and Becca kissed, their tongues sliding together with their eyes closed. Pink lips roamed each other, and their hot bodies pressed in tight. They went at it like starving cats offered a saucer of fresh cream. They couldn’t get enough and when they started moaning, I slipped my hands inside the back of each woman’s shorts.

That’s when I heard the whistling from high above, followed by catcalls.

The three of us abruptly broke off our liaison and turned our heads toward the disruption.

Three college-age guys leaned over the railing, grinning down at us.

I sighed and pulled my hands from inside their shorts. “It was good while it lasted.”

Lolly wrapped her arms around my waist and hugged me tight while she flipped them off. She ripped off a line of French cursing I didn’t understand before Becca laughed and laced her fingers in mine.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s see where the day takes us.”
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An hour later, we coasted into a tiny beach town straight out of a Hallmark movie before we met a barricade blocking off the road. The sign in front of the barricade read Road Closed for Pebble Strand Parade.

A lone police car sat on the other side of the barricade while people flocked along the picturesque main drag ahead. Quaint shops lined the street, including ice cream and fudge shops. There was an antique shop and a diner beside it. Tourists and locals alike lined the streets, sitting on blankets, lawn chairs, or directly on the curb.

Pre-teen boys lobbed a Nerf football in the streets while somewhere deeper in the little town, the sounds of live music floated on the wind.

Lolly leaned forward from the back and gazed out the windshield. “Can we stay and watch it?”

I laughed. “This is what it’s all about it.”

“I’m not sure where you can park,” Becca said.

“Sit tight,” I said before I hopped out of the car and chatted with the friendly police officer on the other side of the barricade.

A minute later, I climbed back in. “He said we can park on the neighborhood streets and said that the city park still had some open spots on the parade route.”

Becca clapped her hands and smiled, her expression radiant “This looks like so much fun.”

Lolly climbed into the front seat with Becca, and the girls squeezed together while they took in all the sights and sounds.

I turned the van around and found a place to park before we hopped out and joined hands, heading off toward the parade route.

With Lolly in one hand and Becca in the other, I felt invincible. We passed through the crowded streets while heads turned, and eyes tracked the stunning beauties. I noted more than one envious stare and a perma-grin had taken up residence on my cheeks.

“What about on that knoll over there,” Becca said, pointing across the park toward a grassy slope littered with blankets and people.

Temporary vendor stalls selling everything from craft beer to elephant ears covered half the park. A band played on a stage at the center of the park where a smattering of people had set up to watch them. But most people lined the parade route with dozens of kids storming the front carrying buckets, waiting for the candy to rain down.

“Perfect.” I led the girls to the top of the knoll, where we found seats in the lush green grass. The slope was long and gentle, with most people crowded near the route at the bottom.

I sat down while Becca and Lolly whispered conspiratorially.

Lolly shook her head, and Becca nodded emphatically.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Becca said. “I’m going to get us some beer. I’ll be right back.”

I stood. “I’ll help you,” I said.

“No.” Becca shook her head. “You two need to lay claim to our seats. It will only take me a minute.” Without inviting argument, she whirled and trotted off toward the vendor stalls.

Lolly gazed up at me. Her cheeks flushed red, and she averted her gaze as if suddenly embarrassed.

“Becca doesn’t mind what’s happening between you and me,” I said. “You know that, right?”

Lolly looked so sweet standing there with her hands clasped before her and her eyes cast down. She stole a glance at me and forced a smile. “Oui. But it’s hard….”

I sat down on the grass and extended my hand. “Come here. Let’s talk.”

Lolly took my hand and sat down beside me, inching in close until our legs touched. She picked at the grass between her crisscrossed legs and gazed down between her feet.

“What’s going on?” I asked. “The three of us are here together, just like you wanted. But I feel like you’re holding back.”

She glanced up at me and met my gaze. “I didn’t expect to….” She shook her head. “I’m sorry, Jack. I shouldn’t have come.”

I reached between her legs and picked up her hand. “You didn’t expect to what?”

She looked away, toward the parade route. “You and Becca are in love. She loves you and you told her you love her.”

“Is that what this is about? Are you jealous?”

She furrowed her brow and shook her head. “I’m not jealous, but what if I want more than just sex?” Her eyes welled with tears.

“You don’t know?” I asked, as I stroked the back of her hand with my thumb.

She wiped her eyes and sniffled. “Know what?”

“Honey, I’m in love with you. I’m hooked.”

She whirled her head toward me and locked her eyes on me. They were smoldering with anger. “Don’t play with me, Jack.” She was careful to get the pronunciation of my name just right. “I won’t have it.”

“I’m not playing with you,” I said, gently squeezing her hands. “On the day I met you, I felt a connection so real I could taste it. And since then, that feel has strengthened and solidified. Today when I saw you standing in the lake, I knew right then that I loved you.”

She squeezed her eyes shut and turned away. “What color are my eyes.”

I laughed. “When you’re angry or happy?” I asked. “Because the color changes. Your eyes are emerald green. And when you’re laughing, flecks of gold appear, giving them an extra twinkle. But when you’re angry or even concentrating really hard on something, the gold fades and traces of brown appear in their place. Then they’re almost hazel. Almost. Still the green shows, vivid and rich, like an Irish isle under a bright blue sky.”

She turned back to face me, her eyes wet with tears.

I brushed a lock of her auburn away from her tear-stained cheek. “Baby, I’ve memorized every line in your face, and every soft curve. Each day I find something new, and I tuck it away, blown away by just how beautiful you are. Today, for the first time, I noticed you had dimples.”

Her chin quivered, and she squeezed my hand. “They show up when I’m really happy.”

I leaned in and kissed her. “I love you every bit as much as Becca. You aren’t second place.” I slid my fingers through her thick, shiny hair. “It’s a two-way tie for first. Got it?”

She nodded and melted into my arms. “I love you too. I was just too scared to say it out loud.”

I squeezed her tight, inhaling the sweet floral scent that floated from her hair. “I love you Lolly Lyon. It’s real.”

She dug her fingers into my shoulders and kissed me softly on the neck before she nuzzled in behind my ear, sniffling. “You have room in your heart for both of us.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.” I kissed the top of her head. “Even if you’re robbing the cradle.”

Lolly laughed and kissed me again before she pulled away and gazed into my eyes.

“There they are,” I said, leaning in before kissing her softly on the lips. “Flecks of gold. Nailed it.”

Lolly laughed again and kissed me harder, parting her lips before our tongues flashed together.

“Get a room,” a woman called from behind us.

We turned and found Becca standing over us, grinning, holding a tray of three beers. “Take them. They’re heavy.”

Lolly stood and grabbed two beers, handing me one before I parted my legs and patted the ground. “Sit. I think I hear drummers. It’s getting ready to start.”

Lolly nestled in between my legs and leaned her back against my chest while I casually wrapped my arm around her and sipped my beer.

Becca slid in beside me. “Cheers, kids.”

We raised our cups and clinked plastic before we each took a drink.

“Did you tell him?” Becca asked, staring at Lolly.

She glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled. “Oui. I told him I loved him.”

“Thank, God. Can we have fun now?” Becca asked, tipping back her beer.

I wrapped my arm around Becca and drew her in tight, kissing her flush on the lips while the band marched past.
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As the sun dipped beyond its zenith, we continued up the coast, following our whims and stopping whenever it suited us. Along the way we visited a roadside farmer’s market, a small winery, and picked up some firewood, snacks, and food for our eventual destination. It was easily the best day of my life, and I didn’t want it to end. In fact, it could have gone on forever as far as I cared. That our lives might lead to these kinds of events and unique getaways left me bursting with happiness.

Our last stop of the day was at the Saugatuck Dunes, where I parked the van beneath a cluster of sycamore trees to soak in the shade. Ahead of us, waves of sandy dunes ended on the shore of sparkling Lake Michigan.

The girls and I spent the last hour of daylight splashing around in the cool crystal-clear water, rinsing off the heat of the day and the long hours behind the wheel, restoring our energy and prepping to do it all over again tomorrow. We came out of the water dripping wet but bubbling with laughter. The strip of sandy beach continued for miles in either direction and reminded me more of a South Carolina beach than one in central Michigan.

But the wind carried a chill found far more frequently in the north, and with the light fading, a campfire called our name.

“Who’s up for a fire?” I asked.

The girls, each wearing a skimpy bikini, shivered and huddled in beside me.

“Yes, please,” Becca said, curling her arm inside mine. “Warm me up.”

“Oui,” Lolly said, breathless from the cold. Her body shivered as she slipped her arm around my waist and pressed her body in tight. Her big tits squeezed against my rib cage, forming a mouthwatering valley of deep, creamy cleavage.

My cock shifted in my swim trunks, and I slipped my arms around them both. That I could name both my girlfriends without raising their ire still hadn’t fully sunk in. For the three of us, navigating a monogamous world might prove as tricky as it would be amusing. And I couldn’t wait to see the look on my brother’s face when I kissed Lolly in front of him.

We hustled up the beach and along the path leading through the shifting dunes until we reached the van. The girls grabbed their towels and huddled on folding lawn chairs near the soon-to-be fire.

Lolly drew her feet up beneath her body and wrapped the massive towel around her petite frame while Becca did the same. They watched me gather firewood from the van while I air dried and stacked it in a neat pile. Their hungry eyes roamed my muscular chest and six-pack abs while they traded furtive glances and the color returned to their shivering faces.

I hadn’t fully adjusted to my modern-day physique. Three years ago, I was soft in the middle and well on my way to clinically diagnosed obesity. But a come-to-Jesus chat with Gramps started me on a path of self-reflection and an evolution that changed my life forever.

The weight of their wanton gazes grew heavier as I doused the wood with lighter fluid and tossed a match in the center.

Woosh.

Flames erupted from the stacked wood. Orange, red, and yellow light glistened off my chiseled muscles and lean face. My exercise regime had led to a drastic change in my eating habits, which I mostly credited for dissolving the fat that exposed my lean, hard-earned muscle. When I ran into people who knew me from my past, I was unrecognizable and more than once produced my driver’s license as proof of my identity. Hell, even facial recognition software thought I was a different person, dividing pictures of the old me and the new me into separate identities.

Gramps had started me on the road to my physical rehabilitation and if I had to guess, he had jump started me into my emotional and mental rehabilitation as well. That’s what this was all about. It was confidence building, but so much more. I gazed across the fire at my beautiful girlfriends. They would be the next great evolution in my life, tossing away the baggage of my childhood and leading me officially into adulthood. Becca and Lolly represented affirmation that my life choices had made me a better man because inside and out, women didn’t get any finer than them.

The dancing lights lit their perfect faces, and they met my gaze with pure, unsated heat.

“Better?” I asked, letting my gaze travel between them.

“Much,” Becca said sweetly. “Thank you, baby.”

“Come sit with us,” Lolly said, patting the chair beside her. “We want to talk.”

My stomach took a nosedive. That was a phrase nobody ever wanted to hear. But something about the sweet tone in her voice made me nervous, but not in a bad way. We had climbed the peak together, and this was about us collectively planting our flag. Our moment of truth had at long last arrived, and I wasn’t sure I had the confidence to pull it off. They were both so incredibly beautiful and a few weeks ago, even talking to either of them would have left me tongue tied and sweaty. Yet, here I was, on the precipice of glory. I couldn’t blow it now.

“Uh, oh,” I said. “That sounds serious.”

“Oui,” she said, glancing sideways at Becca. “It is.”

“It’s about boundaries,” Becca said. “We don’t want to get hurt.”

Adrenaline surged through my body, and I came around the fire, my legs buckling slightly beneath me. I sank into the soft chair between them, and the girls huddled in tight, their towels wrapped about them while they gazed at each other, their eyes speaking an entire encyclopedia that I hadn’t read.

“Why do I get the feeling, I’m in the dark?” I asked.

Lolly picked up one of my hands and Becca the other.

“You start,” Lolly said, gazing at Becca.

Becca let out a held breath. “Lolly and I have spent a lot of time talking about… well, us.”

“Okay,” I said. “Should I be worried?”

They each squeezed my hand. Lolly smiled, and Becca shook her head.

“We both love you,” Becca said. “And we both want to be with you.” She gazed over at Lolly.

“But we also love each other,” Lolly said. “But not in the same way we love you.”

I frowned, confused. “How so?”

“I feel a deep connection to Lolly,” Becca said. “I won’t call it sisterly because it’s definitely physical and emotional. But if we had to choose, with a gun to our heads, I think I speak for both of us when I say that we would each choose you.”

“I see.” I swallowed, a lump forming in my throat. “Is that what this is about? Sharing?”

Lolly laced her fingers in mine and squeezed. “It’s about making sure no one gets hurt.”

“Jack, to survive, our relationship with you will require complete honesty,” Becca said.

The fire crackled, and the sky darkened as night pushed the sun over the western horizon, leaving us in the throes of twilight. Overhead, a thin layer of clouds blotted out the stars.

“Okay,” I said. “I promise. I’ve never lied to either of you and I never will.”

“And if there comes a time where we broaden our family, we all get a say,” Lolly said.

My mind immediately shifted to Misha. “Are you talking about someone specifically?” I asked. “Or in theory?”

“It’s Misha,” Becca said. “We want you to bring her into the family.” Becca locked her eyes on mine and let that sink in.

So, we were a family. The very thought of it made my heart warm. I turned to Lolly. “You feel the same way?”

Lolly nodded. “I don’t know her that well, but I trust Becca.”

I let out a deep breath. “That’s easier said than done. She’s with my brother.”

“We don’t have to solve it today,” Becca said. “This conversation is about setting expectations.”

“Including alone time with you,” Lolly said. “We love spending time as a threesome, but there are times we want to have you to ourselves, including sleeping with you alone.”

Becca nodded. “No jealousy or backstabbing.”

“Just love,” Lolly said, smiling at Becca with her eyes.

“And in return for our undying love and affection, all we ask is that you never cheat on us,” Lolly said.

“And you can expect the same from us,” Lolly said. “No more dating around for any of us.”

I had already hit the freaking lottery of hot babes. There was no point in seeding another garden. “Okay,” I said.

“If this is to work, we must treat our family as sacred,” Becca said. “This isn’t conventional, so we’re sort of shooting from the hip here. If you have any thoughts or ideas, please chime in.”

They both stared at me, waiting for me to speak. The fire popped, sending sparks flying while the scent of campfire smoke clung to the warming air. Overhead, heavier clouds moved in beneath the high thin layer and the air tasted of rain.

“First, I agree with everything. I love you both equally and completely. I will never knowingly disrespect either of you. Is it too soon to ask how we handle babies and marriage? If it is —”

“No,” Lolly said, cutting me off. “It’s a good question, and one we’ve talked about.”

“Unless there’s a good reason, we wouldn’t expect a legal marriage,” Becca said.

“But that doesn’t mean we wouldn’t get married,” Lolly said.

“Children are a choice between you and us individually,” Becca said.

I nodded. “Okay. I can live with that. What happens next?”

Thunder rumbled, and the sky opened. Heavy rain came down, and the campfire hissed as the flames diminished.

“Van,” I said. “Now.”

The girls giggled and laughed as the three of us leaped into the back of the van and slammed the doors shut behind us. Heavy rain peppered the metal roof, and I flicked on a nearby lamp before warm light illuminated the tiny but comfortable space. Rainwater glistened off Lolly and Becca’s bikini-clad bodies and their chest heaved, breathless from our mad dash. The three of us eyed each other hungrily, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out what we all wanted.

Locks of Lolly’s auburn hair plastered to her breasts while errant strands clung to her cheeks and forehead.

Becca’s lips glistened with wetness, and her green eyes simmered with unrestrained desire.

My cock tugged at my swim trunks, and I licked my lips while my heart thundered, and my head flashed with nervous energy. I took a single step forward, and the girls closed the distance, Lolly coming up on one side, Becca on the other.

Lolly pulled at the drawstring, holding up my swim trunks, while Becca drew me into a hot, tongue-fueled kiss. My cock hardened, straining the front of my swim trunks while Lolly pulled at the waistline, loosening them before they dropped and hooked on my rigid cock.

I worked Lolly’s shoulder strap off and the right side of her top came loose, stopping on the steep slope of her creamy breast. Instinctively, my hand cupped her soft breast, and I squeezed as her nipple hardened under my touch.

Becca broke off the kiss and her warm breath, sweet and minty, rushed across my nose and face. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bikini top, letting it fall free, revealing her firm, perky tits topped with her sienna-colored areolas and fat, juicy nipples. She wriggled out of her bikini bottoms and kicked them away, standing naked before us. “Baby, I need to feel you pulsing inside me.” Her words came out in a fever rush, and she turned to Lolly, tugging at the French beauty’s skimpy black bottoms. “Get naked, Lolls.”

The rain poured, flashing across the metal roof in ear-splitting sheets. Thunder boomed and lighting flashed far off over the water.

I leaned in and kissed Lolly, drawing her tongue into my mouth while I kneaded her tits, squeezing and mashing them together until her top fell away and my trembling hands latched onto her bare flesh while my heart nearly beat out of my chest. Her tiny nipples hardened to stone, and my forefingers tripped over them. As I squeezed Lolly’s bare breasts in my palms, my cock turned rigid as steel.

Lolly moaned in my mouth and wriggled out of her bottoms while Becca came in behind her and kissed Lolly’s shoulder while Becca ran her hands down Lolly’s bare back.

Lolly tugged at my swim trunks, freeing my cock before her tiny hand circled my shaft, and she squeezed, brushing her thumb over my glans while pleasure blossomed in my lizard brain.

The three of us, completely naked, were a blur of hands, lips, and tongues, touching and exploring while my cock pulsed inside Lolly’s soft grip. I was desperate to fuck both women and after a day’s worth of edging, my cock was juiced enough to power a small city.

Lolly dragged her firm breasts across my rib cage, her hard nipples digging into my soft skin. She stroked my cock and kissed her way down my neck while I cupped her ass in one hand and Becca’s in the other.

Becca nibbled on my lower lip, kissing her way along my jawline until she reached my neck. Her warm breath tickled my ear, and her tongue explored my earlobe before she guided it between her lips and sucked.

Lolly stroked my cock harder and faster, and the edge of an orgasm announced itself in my consciousness. I couldn’t go down so easily, and I had waited for what felt like an eternity to fuck Lolly. With both girls’ naked bodies swarming around me, I was a dead man walking unless I could take control of the situation. “Beck, lay down on the carpet. Lolly crawl on top of her.”

They came away breathless, their green eyes swimming with feral lust, and the air inside the van warmed, leaving the windows spotted with condensation.

Becca grabbed two large pillows and laid back on the van floor, soft with plush carpet, and propped her head up before she parted her legs. Her pink lips, glistening with wetness, peeked from her tight slit and she propped up her knees while her hair spilled out around her, dark and rich. She smiled up at us nervously, her eyes eager.

I had never wanted Becca more. She was a living goddess, and I paused, focusing on her lithe, lean body honed from core exercise and lottery-winning DNA.

Lolly did as I told her. She straddled Becca, placing her knees on either side of her harem sister’s hips, and leaned forward, her silky auburn hair spilling over her shoulders while Lolly and Becca’s tits squeezed together, a wonderland of cleavage and soft creamy flesh. Lolly raised her firm, heart-shaped ass before me, and my heart leapt into my throat.

Lolly’s swollen pink pussy appeared between her parted legs. It was perfectly plump, and the seam of her glistening pink labia appeared inside her thin slit, damp with wetness.

My stomach swirled, and I choked off a sharp gasp. My cock twitched and pulsed, hardening against pure air as it wagged from side-to-side. Adrenaline surged through my arms and legs, and I licked my lips, gazing on the most perfect ass I had ever laid eyes on. Every curve was sleek and smooth, every detail perfect. Not too hard or too soft, Lolly was the definition of voluptuousness and lived up to the mystique of French girls everywhere.

I sank to my knees and inched forward, and with trembling hands, reached out for Lolly’s ass.

The girls went at it, their tongues flashing together while their soft moans competed with the driving rain. Their hands roamed over flesh and curves and Becca undulated her hips, her pussy glistening inches beneath Lolly’s.

After a day of edging, it seemed I wasn’t alone in my need to get off. Two treasures sat before me. Two glittering chests waiting to be plundered. But which to choose first? I wanted them both, but I needed to come deep inside Lolly. As I inched forward, my entire body trembled so hard I thought I might pass out. I had envisioned this moment for weeks, and nothing stood in my way.

Hands trembling, I brushed my fingers over the sloping curves of Lolly’s incredible ass. My cock bounced, gently slapping her ass cheeks while the tip slipped between her crack and down, sliding over her engorged pussy.

Lolly let out a low moan and edged her hips in a gentle forward and backward motion, taunting and teasing me, her body like a priceless work of art.

Her body was flawless, smooth and blemish free. Her pale, delicate skin was exquisite, her scent like warm vanilla with undertones of jasmine. I dredged my tip along her slippery pink trench and shuddered with ecstasy. Goosebumps flashed across my chest as another release of adrenaline left my mouth dry and my muscles weak.

Lolly moaned and pushed her hips back.

The sound of the girls swarming tongues and gentle moans set my cock throbbing, my tip poised, pressing against her tight hole.

Breathless, Lolly broke off the kiss with Becca and whispered, “Baise moi.”

I knew Lolly well enough to know what that meant — fuck me. With my pulsing tip buried in her sweet pink meat, I pressed forward and sank inside her smooth, warm, and breathtakingly tight pussy. I let out a sharp gasp, a shudder, and my cock pulsed inside her, threatening to explode in orgasmic ecstasy. I clinched my teeth and froze inside her, letting my cock adjust to a nearly overwhelming desire to cum while Lolly rocked backward, forcing me deeper inside her. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Baby, you are beyond tight.”

“Mon Dieu,” Lolly said, and gasped while her legs trembled.

My massive girth split Lolly’s pussy apart, her inner lips clinging tightly to my throbbing shaft. Her pussy rippled and pulsed, undulating over my manhood as her lips slid back and forth along my shaft.

Becca let out a low, throaty laugh and slithered her feet around the back of my knees. “Baby girl, our man has a giant cock,” she whispered while she rubbed her toes up the back of my legs.

“Oui,” Lolly said, rocking backward while I met her motion with smooth driving thrusts.

Our skin slapped and Lolly’s big tits jiggled beneath her, raking Becca’s chest while they shifted and bounced on each side of her chest.

Harder and faster, I relentlessly pounded her pussy, not holding back my hard grunts and rapturous moans. The rain droned, slow and steady, like popcorn in a microwave. I contemplated pulling out of Lolly and sliding in Becca, but her pussy was too warm and too tight. Besides, it was our first time. I couldn’t bring myself to part with a pussy that bordered on a religious experience. With steady pounding thrusts, I established an even rhythm, immersing my cock deep inside her pussy until it disappeared between her perfect ass cheeks. Over and over, I pounded, sending shock waves rippling over her ass, causing her big tits to shake and jiggle.

Lolly’s gasps turned into high-pitched moans and muted shrieks. My pelvis slapped her thighs and ass, creating a melody of sex that left me on the brink of orgasm. She leaned forward onto her elbows, pinning them on either side of Becca’s head.

Becca gazed at me over Lolly’s shoulder, her eyes ablaze with fiery lust. “Ask for his cum in French,” Becca whispered, kissing Lolly’s neck and nuzzling behind her ear.

“S’il te plait jouis en moi,” Lolly said, her voice breathy and urgent.

It took every ounce of will I had not to blow inside her, even though she had just demanded it. “Come for me, baby.” My voice was raw and throaty.

Lolly’s pussy twitched, spasming around my cock, and her body shuddered. She threw back her head, her auburn hair flying wildly across her shoulders and back. “J’arrive,” she cried out before her voice caught in her throat.

My head flashed and I thrust deep inside her, letting go a primal grunt before I exploded inside her. Cum gushed from my balls in thick powerful jets, filling Lolly’s womb with a massive load, all day in the making. Again and again, I came squeezing my French goddess’s beautiful ass while I plunged deep inside her, my cock spurting uncontrollably.

Sliding in and out, my cock glistened, slick with a mixture of my cum and her wetness.

Lolly shuddered and gasped, sucking in a deep breath while her orgasm faded.

My cock remained hard as granite as I pulled out of Lolly’s pussy, dragging a thick string of cum with me. Jizz stretched from my tip to Lolly’s ravaged hole before it broke and splattered across her inner thigh.

Cum drizzled from Lolly’s pussy, dripping down onto Becca’s stomach and her glistening slit, wet and primed. With her ass up, Lolly fell forward, burying her face in Becca’s neck while her legs trembled.

Becca undulated her hips and locked her ankles around mine. She cupped Lolly’s bare ass and squeezed, prying apart her pussy as my cum bubbled inside Lolly’s exposed pussy.

With cum still dripping from my swollen knob, I leaned forward and dragged my tip along Becca’s slit, priming her pussy before I slipped inside her with one velvety push.

Becca groaned with ecstasy and found Lolly’s mouth, their tongues flashing together while she ground her hips, meeting my forward thrusts.

I hovered over Lolly’s back, kissing her shoulders and neck while I drove deep inside Becca, grinding my cock so deep Becca let out a high-pitched warbling moan.

Lolly moaned, opening her neck and pulling aside her hair, before I licked and kissed my way along her neck, tasting her sweet, creamy flesh.

Becca kneaded Lolly’s ass, squeezing and pulling while she bucked her hips and grunted, taking my cock deep inside while her breaths came in short, uneven gasps. She mewled with ecstasy, nibbling on Lolly’s lip while their tongues slithered together, Asian style.

Becca and I had formed a Lolly sandwich, squeezing the petite beauty between us while I rammed my raven-haired princess harder and faster. I grunted with short, powerful thrusts, and the van shifted, undulating from side to side.

The shocks squeaked, the air thickened, and the windows turned opaque with condensation. Rain battered the van, picking up steam, coming in sideways and ricocheting off the windows.

Becca’s pussy, as tight and hot as ever, squeezed and flexed, milking my cock while she locked her legs tight around mine and pulled me in deeper.

“Ohhhhh…mmmmm,” Becca cried out, bucking her hips as her tummy bounced off Lolly’s pussy, still leaking cum. “Baby, I’m so close. Don’t stop.”

I pushed as deep inside Becca as I could and froze. With Lolly’s head turned sideways and Becca’s face beneath hers, I locked eyes with Becca and kissed them both, our tongues meeting in a writhing mass of wet pink flesh.

Becca’s eyes washed over, and her brow furrowed with ecstasy. She gasped and her pussy squeezed, clamping down on my cock as she came chard, shuddering and moaning. She released a fresh offering of juices, and I fucked her effortlessly, fully impaling her while my orgasm bubbled to the surface.

I grunted and exploded inside Becca. With my eyes fastened on Becca’s pale green irises, I kissed Lolly and drew her tongue between my lips. I slow-fucked Becca, coming deep inside her, my cock spurting again and again. My cock pulsed, ejaculating thick loads of hot cum into my brunette beauty and the future mother of my children. I shuddered and spasmed for the last time, emptying my second load of the young night.

Becca loosened her ankles from around mine, unlocking me from our tight, three-way coupling. The three of us kissed, exchanging short, sweet kisses while the heat from the van left the three of us coated with a light sheen of glistening sweat.

Breathless and spent, I pulled out of Becca’s pussy and sat back on my knees, gazing down at the wreckage I had left in my wake.

Cum still dripped from Lolly’s pussy, sliding down Becca’s stomach and mingling with the load now oozing from Becca’s ravaged hole.

My half-flaccid cock glistened under the warm amber lights, and cum dripped from my slit, pooling on the custom carpet beneath us.

Becca and Lolly pried themselves apart and sat up, the three of us forming a tight little circle while our bodies glistened. The girls looked summertime stunning, their fresh tan lines marking their sun-kissed skin.

I grinned and glanced between them. “That was amazing.” I laughed, and the girls laughed with me before the three of us huddled together, hugging and kissing.

“Baby, can you open the door, it’s hotter than a fucking oven in here,” Becca said.

“I’ll do you one better,” I said, pushing the back of the van open. “Who wants to cool off under a summer storm?”

We climbed out of the van and stood beneath the falling rain, the heat from our bodies dissipating under the soaking rain. Our naked bodies glistened with water and soaked our hair. But I never felt more alive.

I pulled my little harem into a tight hug, and we kissed before the girls squealed and hopped around in the puddles, their tits bouncing and their bare asses jiggling.

Something forever shifted between the three of us that night. They were mine, and I was theirs, and we weren’t interested in looking back. I would have done anything for them, including stealing Misha away from my brother.
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As the hot, muggy August sun beat down on my back, rows of dog-eared corn whizzed past on the old country road. The speedometer on my bicycle told me we were going twenty-three miles per hour, but the resulting wind offered zero relief.

Sienna Knight hugged my back tire, riding in my slipstream as she had for the last two hours. The twenty-eight-year-old triathlete was relentless in her pursuit, and her physical fitness easily rivaled if not exceeded my own.

Our pace was fast, maybe too fast for an eighty-mile ride. It was my first training ride with Sienna, and I didn’t want to push her too hard — especially in the heat. But Sienna looked strong, holding to my wheel no matter the pace. She would present someone with a real problem in her age group, and I couldn’t wait to watch her compete.

No matter if Sienna was in peak condition. Heat was heat, and the temps were sky high. I had a break planned that I hoped Sienna would love.

A farmhouse, a barn, and a field of cows whizzed past. Deep in farm country, heat waves wobbled on the horizon and tar filled potholes simmered on the ancient road. The air was hazy and thick, and the distant sound of cicadas droned, fading before growing loud again, forever repeating.

The hum of our wheels on concrete mingled with the sound of my heavy breathing. Sweat dripped from my nose and up ahead, a stop sign appeared.

I hand signaled a hard stop for Sienna and rolled to a halt roughly in the middle of nowhere.

She came up beside me and we both took a few seconds to hydrate before I turned to face her.

Even in her blue and white cyclist jersey and matching shorts, Sierra Knight had an incredible body. She was long and lean with powerful legs, a thin waist, and high perky tits. Her long brown hair, fashioned in a ponytail, peeked out from beneath her biker’s helmet. Her black sunglasses hid her hazel eyes, but there was no hiding her full pink lips and pert button nose. She was a fucking knock out.

Part of me felt guilty about being alone with such a stunning beauty, but Sienna was Misha’s best friend, and I had agreed to train with her. Besides, Lolly and Becca knew we were out here alone. And on top of all that, Sienna was engaged, although she wasn’t wearing her ring today.

At seven years my senior, Sienna was on the brink of becoming a prime-time MILF. I didn’t know the dynamic between her and her fiancé, Duncan, but kids and marriage were likely a strong blip on her radar.

“How’s the pace?” I asked. “Too slow or too fast?”

Sienna shook her head. “It’s perfect. I can pull for a while.”

“Great,” I said. “If you’re interested in cooling off, I know a great place just up the road.”

Sienna grinned, flashing her perfect white teeth. “What do you have in mind?”

“It’s a surprise,” I said. “But if I show you, you’re sworn to secrecy.”

Sienna laughed. “Now I have to know. Lead the way, Jack.”

We cycled another quarter mile up the road until a thin dirt track appeared on our right.

“Careful,” I said, turning off onto the path before I dismounted and coasted to a rolling stop amid a sea of high grass.

Sienna followed, carefully dismounting behind me. “You aren’t some kind of ax murderer, are you?” Sienna asked, laughing nervously.

“Yes,” I said. “My secret is out. I stow the axes in the tall grass and my victims never knew what hit them.” I pulled off my helmet and secured it to my bike while Sienna did the same. “But seriously. I think you’ll like this place.”

Her silky brown hair stretched in a ponytail past her shoulders, and she squinted against the raw sunshine, her hazel eyes sparkling. “What is it?”

“We’re almost there,” I said. “Just past that cluster of trees.” I pointed down the narrow path toward a grouping of massive oaks, maples, and sycamores. I continued forward, walking my bike beside me, with Sierra close behind.

Tall grass and not much else surrounded us in every direction. There wasn’t an even a farmhouse anywhere in sight. It was like the place didn’t exist at all, which made it that much better.

Once we reached the shade of the trees, I leaned my bicycle against a towering oak. “We can leave our bikes here.” I unstrapped my bike shoes and grinned. “No need for these where we’re going.”

Sienna giggled and leaned her bike beside mine before she peeled off her cycling gloves and kicked off her shoes, leaving her socks for last. “It’s a pond?”

“Sort of,” I said, grinning. “It’s this way.”

The ground was spongy dirt and dried leaves, and it was an easy walk to the edge of the tree line. I emerged from the shade and the hazy sunshine beat down on me like a hammer. I stopped and waited for Sienna’s reaction.

She gasped. Her jaw dropped, and her eyes widened. “Oh, my God. What is this place?”

“An abandoned rock quarry,” I said.

Wide stones rimmed the edge of an old rock quarry while towering trees lined the perimeter. The quarry was at least fifty yards long and equally wide. The crystal-clear water was as deep as it was clear, the surface less than ten feet below the rocky outcropping where we stood. On one side of the quarry, broad, flat stones layered in stair steps provided a natural path out of the quarry and back to our bikes.

“How did you find it?” Sienna asked.

“I’m kind of a geek for maps,” I said. “I found it on Google Earth while I was planning this route. It’s my permanent halfway stop no matter the distance. The water is spring fed, and it’s nice and cool all summer long.”

Sienna grinned at me, her eyes wide with wonder. “I can’t wait to get in.” She pulled the zipper down the front of her bike jersey until it sprang open, revealing her bare flesh beneath. “Last one in is a rotten egg.” As she smiled, her eyes crinkled adorably, and she pulled off her top, revealing her bare breasts, firm and full, topped with quarter-sized pink areolas and perfect nipples.

My stomach dropped before my jaw hit the ground, and despite the heat, my cheeks flushed ten degrees hotter. “We’re skinny dipping?”

Sienna’s tits jiggled adorably, bouncing and bobbing while she shimmied out of her cycling pants. “It’s just skin.” She grinned at me knowingly. “It’s not like you haven’t seen Lolly and Becca in the buff. Besides, I don’t want to get my kit wet and chafe.” She kicked off her pants, revealing a shaven pussy with a barely there slit between her firm, powerful thighs. Her ass rivaled Lolly’s for overall perfection, but Sienna’s ass was high, tight, and compact, barely more than a handful.

I gawked at her stunning body, and my cock thickened involuntarily. If I felt guilty before, now I felt downright treasonous.

“Come on, Jack. You aren’t leaving me out here alone, are you? It’s just us. No one can see.”

“You’re engaged,” I said.

She shrugged. “We’re young and single. Who cares? Besides, I won’t tell Duncan if you don’t.”

I let out a deep breath and nodded. “Okay.” I unzipped my top and pulled it away, revealing my muscled chest and six-pack abs.

Sienna’s hungry gazed traveled up my chest and back down again before settling on the obvious bulge in my tight cycling shorts. Her hazel eyes gleamed with wolfish desire, and she licked her lips while she piled her shorts on the rock beside us.

I shimmied out of my bike shorts, and my half-hard cock sprang free, fat and happy.

As Sienna locked her gaze on my thickening manhood, her eyes widened, and her mouth fell open. “Wow. Now that’s a big cock.”

My cheeks flushed again, hotter this time. “It’s normally not so… full. I’m a little excited,” I said. “Sorry. You’re very pretty. And that body of yours, well….” I cleared my throat and my cheeks burned hot. “It’s doing the job.” I chuckled nervously.

Sienna struck a pose with one hand on her hip and the other behind her head. “Thank you, kind sir. I’ve worked hard to earn it. I may as well show it off when I get the chance.” She gazed down on my cock. “But you may want to protect the big guy when we jump in.”

“Definitely,” I said, grinning sheepishly.

Without a hint of shame or bashfulness, Sienna’s smile widened. She flashed her pearly white before she turned and jumped off the ledge, letting out a little shriek before she hit the water with a splash.

I balled my cock inside my hands and jumped, hitting the water feet first. Refreshing water enveloped me, biting into the heat permeating my skin. When I emerged onto the surface, the sunshine hit my face, and Sienna splashed around beside me.

“This is incredible,” she shouted, giggling and laughing as she stretched out into a luxurious backstroke, her tits floating above the water. Sienna’s nipples had hardened and stood proudly erect on her round, perky tits.

I treaded water and watched her float on her back, casually swimming in circles while the water rejuvenated me. “You can see why I make the stop.”

“We’re doing this every ride from now on,” she said. “I love it.” Sienna floated upright, treading water while she smiled at me. “And don’t you go packing a swimsuit,” she said. “You have a beautiful body, Jack Donovan. There’s no reason to hide it.”

“No reason but you can’t tell your fiancé about our little adventure?” I asked.

Sienna’s smoldering hazel eyes tracked me just above the water’s surface. “He’s a prude.”

“If he knew I just saw every square inch of his fiancé’s tight body, I’m pretty sure I know how he would react,” I said.

“You think I have a tight body?” She smiled with satisfaction while she squeezed her tits in her hands. “I must admit, I’m proud of the girls.”

I rolled my eyes. “You know you do.”

She shrugged. “That doesn’t mean I can’t enjoy the compliment.”

“That body is even more reason I shouldn’t be naked alone in a rock quarry with an engaged woman.”

She rolled her eyes. “Let’s change the subject.”

She didn’t enjoy talking about Duncan or her engagement. Something told me all wasn’t well, but I wasn’t about to push the subject. I floated toward her, lightly treading the water. “Okay. How did you hear about Lolly, Becca, and I? We’ve kept that locked down tight.”

“Oh, that?” She laughed. “Do you think Becca and Misha keep secrets from each other?”

“Does Tom know?”

“God, no,” Sienna said. “Or at least he didn’t as of the last time we talked, which was yesterday.”

“I won’t feel comfortable keeping our little skinny-dipping session from them,” I said. “I kind of made them a promise. And I don’t exactly feel good about the whole Duncan thing.”

Sienna shrugged. “Your virtue is not in danger, and what Duncan doesn’t know won’t hurt him. We’re just having good clean fun, right?”

“Right,” I said.

“Do you ever train here for the swim?” Sierra asked, turning in a circle, taking in the entire quarry.

“No,” I said. “It’s too deep to train here alone. If something happened, they might never find my body.”

“You have me,” she said. “I’ll train here with you.”

“With swimsuits?” I asked.

“Nope. Why bother?” she said. “We can work the bike and the swim. If it really bothers you, wear your shorts.” She gazed down at my cock as if she could see it below the surface.

“You won’t?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “I….” Her gazed lingered on me and she shook her head. “Never mind.”

“You’re not going shy now, are you?” I asked.

She splashed me playfully. “You’ll think I’m a freak.”

“I already think you’re a freak,” I said, and laughed.

“You have a freaky gigantic cock,” she said, swimming toward me.

I splashed her back, and she giggled before she reached me and pushed me underwater.

I opened my eyes beneath the surface and gazed on her incredible body, and despite the chilly water, my cock thickened. When I broke the surface, I found her waiting, her face inches from mine. “You don’t even want to start that,” I said. “You will go down.”

She raised an eyebrow. “I’m naked. What would Lolly and Becca think if you and I wrestled naked?”

“Does it bother you?” I asked.

“Does what bother me?” Sienna asked.

“That I’m with both of them,” I said. “It’s not the kind of relationship you here about every day.”

“No. It doesn’t bother me. You’re young. You might as well explore your sexuality.”

“You make it sound like you’re a spinster,” I said.

Sienna laughed. “No. But I have different life goals than you.”

“Like marriage and babies?” I asked.

“Something like that,” she said. “Come on. Let’s go sun on that rock over there.” She took off at a measured swim, her stroke neat and precise. Sienna looked like a stronger swimmer than me, and I tucked that knowledge away for another day. Maybe she could help me knock some time off my swim.

I followed behind her and we emerged on a wide flat rock near the surface of the water.

Sienna pulled herself up, her tits jiggling and her chest heaving. Water dripped from her glistening, golden body as she sat upright, dangling her feet in the water. She was ridiculously beautiful.

I pulled myself onto the rock beside her and leaned back, bracing myself on my hands. “The rock feels good on my bare ass.”

“Mmm hmmm,” Sienna said. She tipped her head back and closed her eyes, turning her face to the sun. “I could do this all day.”

She stretched out on the rock, leaving her feet dangling in the water before she turned her head toward me and squinted against the sun. “How many girls have you brought here?”

“Including you?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

“Uhh….” I gazed upward as if thinking and drew invisible lines in the air with my fingers, feigning a match check before I gazed down at her lithe, naked body. “One.”

Sienna giggled and smacked me playfully. “Don’t lie to me.”

“Until a month ago, I wasn’t exactly a lady’s man,” I said. “It’s true. You’re the first.”

She bit her lip and gazed at me, pausing before she spoke again. “Can we keep this place a secret?” she asked. “Just for us I mean?”

I had considered showing Lolly and Becca my secret swimming hole, but there was no rush. I gazed into Sienna’s exotically beautiful hazel eyes and smiled. “Sure. Just you and me. But you must keep this place a secret. No telling anyone, including Duncan. Pinky promise?” I held out my pinky finger, and Sienna grinned, her smile touching her eyes.

She hooked her pinky around mine and tugged. “Pinky promise.”

Later that day, I found Becca and Lolly catching sun on Lolly’s back patio and I fessed up about what happened with Sienna at the rock quarry.

Becca didn’t look surprised, and she traded a glance with Lolly, who seemed similarly undisturbed.

Becca smiled at me sweetly. “Thank you for telling us,” she said. “Sienna called me thirty minutes ago and talked to both of us on speaker. She said you were a good boy and not to go too hard on you.”

I let out a long sigh of relief. “That’s good to hear.”

The girls trading another long look before Lolly spoke up. “Do you think Sienna’s pretty?”

There was no point in lying, and rule number one called for it. “Yes. She’s gorgeous.”

Lolly nodded, apparently happy with the answer, before Becca spoke up. “Jack, we are good with Sienna. Does that make sense?”

I frowned and rubbed my chin. “I think so, but just so you know, nothing happened.”

“Oui,” Lolly said. “If it happens, it happens. Sienna isn’t a random girl. She’s in our tribe.”

“Our tribe?” I asked. “Who else is in our tribe?”

“I think you know,” Becca said.

“Misha?” I asked.

“Oui,” Lolly said.

I paused before I dared throw out the next name, but the girls gazed at me expectantly. “Natalie?”

Becca grinned and peered over at Lolly. “He’s so smart, isn’t he?”

Lolly and Becca exchanged a high five, and Lolly smiled up at me sweetly. “I think he’s got it.”

Becca pushed up from her sun chair and pushed her sunglasses back on her head. “You kids have fun tonight. I’m heading out with my girlfriends for a long overdue girls’ night out.” She perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” Becca glanced back at Lolly and winked. “Love you, babe. Have fun.”

Lolly smiled and stood before sliding her hand in mine. “I’ll take good care of him tonight.”

Neither one of them had consulted me about these plans. They had bartered on their own, planning out the days and nights as if I would simply go along for the ride. And they weren’t wrong.

As Becca left through the house, I gazed down at Lolly. “What do you want to do tonight?”

“Let’s start with a shower,” she said, holding her nose and frowning at me. “You smell like sweat.”
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Our shower lasted an hour and including the longest blow job of my life, ending with Lolly’s mouth filled with an enormous load of my jizz. She licked down every drop before we finished our actual shower and ordered Chinese food for delivery.

A dinner, a bottle of wine, and halfway through the first Lord of the Rings movie, Lolly and I had foregone the movie for a make-out session on her plush leather couch.

She wore a white baggy t-shirt with no bra and a pair of form-fitting black yoga shorts minus the panties. Lolly straddled my lap, our tongues sliding together while her hands roamed my stomach and up my chest.

I wore a gray t-shirt and a pair of comfortable shorts. Lolly broke off our kiss and gazed down at me. “You’re wearing too much.” She raised my t-shirt over my head and pulled it off before tossing it aside.

Her pussy wedged tight against my rock-hard cock, and she ground on my lap before she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around my nipple.

“Fuck, baby. That feels incredible.” I let out a sharp breath and edged my hips upward, grinding my massive hard-on into her warm, tight pussy.

Lolly ran her palms over my stomach and chest, kissing her way across to my other nipple while I slipped my hands inside her t-shirt and cupped her enormous breasts.

Her nipples hardened under my forefingers, and she moaned softly, grinding harder and faster. “Let’s go to bed,” she whispered, gazing down at me, her eyes swimming with lust.

“Oui,” I said, releasing her tits before Lolly crawled off my lap and pulled me up off the couch.

She led me toward the bedroom, and that’s when her fucking doorbell buzzed.

We glanced toward the door as if it might open itself and it buzzed again before a light knock followed.

“It’s eleven-thirty,” I said. “Do you think it’s Becca?”

Lolly glanced up at me, her eyes nervous. “I hope nothing is wrong.” She strode off to the front door while I stood back in the shadows, watching.

Lolly peered through the eyehole and glanced back at me, frowning. “It’s your brother.”

“Tom? What does he want?”

Lolly shrugged and unchained the door before throwing back the dead bolt and opening it wide.

“Hey,” Tom said, grinning like a fucking predator. His eyes were bloodshot and his voice heavy with alcohol. His tie was loose and the top button on his collared shirt was open. He rolled his shirtsleeves up to his elbows and locks of his dark hair spilled over his forehead. “I took a chance you might be home. Can I come in?”

I loomed in the shadows, waiting to see if Lolly could get rid of him before I exposed myself. If Tom saw me, it would end badly, mainly for him.

“No.” Lolly shook her head. “It’s not a good time. You should go home and sleep. Does Misha know you’re here?”

“I want you, not her,” he said, eying her braless tits and licking his lips. “You are the most beautiful woman I have ever laid eyes on.”

“You’re drunk,” Lolly said.

“They say alcohol is the great truth serum,” Tom said. He tried to push past her and enter her apartment, but Lolly sidestepped in front of him, blocking his path.

“Go home, Tom,” she said.

“God, your accent is so hot.” Tom leered at Lolly, practically raping her with his eyes. “Please, just let me in for a minute. I want to chat.”

This had gone far enough. I stepped from the shadows and loomed behind Lolly. “Tom, go home.” I spoke without heat. Rather, I felt more pity for him than anything.

Tom’s eyes widened, and the blood drained from his face. “What the fuck are you doing here?”

Lolly wrapped my arms around her waist and leaned back against me. “He’s, my boyfriend.”

I tightened my grip and stepped closer until her ass rested firmly against my cock. “I’m with both of them,” I said, cutting off his next line of attack. “Becca knows all about it.”

Tom shook his head and grinned without humor. His eyes took on the haunted expression of a jackal. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.” He gazed at Lolly and back at me. “He’s a fat-ass loser. Did you know that? He used to play Dungeons and Dragons in the basement with his nerdy fucking friends eating pizza and drinking coke. You want to be with someone like that?”

Lolly stepped back beside me and ran her fingers along my muscled chest and ripped abdomen. “Oui.” She kissed my chest and glared at Tom. “And I also played Dungeons and Dragons. I think it’s hot.”

I laughed and squeezed her tight. “It turns out she’s a nerd just like me. I swear, Lolly’s an honest to God unicorn.”

Tom pursed his lips tight, and his head looked ready to explode. “Are you fucking her?”

Lolly smiled at Tom demurely. “Oui. He fucks me every day. We’re getting ready to fuck right now.”

Tom looked ready to pass out and as if his brain could no longer process the input, he simply turned away and strode down the hall, with his back to his own apartment.

“I may not be welcome there much longer,” I said.

Lolly pushed the door closed and slipped her hand in mine. “You and Becca can live here with me.”

“Or we can all move into my Gramps’s townhouse. But I’d rather not until we wrestle Misha away from my brother.”

“Enough about your brother. Come, make love to me.” Lolly dragged me down the hall toward her bedroom.
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I stretched out on Lolly’s bed, my cock rigid and full, standing tower tall with her tiny fist wrapped around my rigid base.

Her bare breasts raked my upper thighs, her nipples rock hard. Lolly loomed over my cock while her auburn, rich and silky, tickled my stomach, curling and shifting over my exposed skin. She circled her lips around my swollen tip as if in a kiss before she sucked, draining the pre-cum from my engorged member while she softly nursed my cock.

Pleasure rippled through my body, and I moaned softly, edging my hips upward, pushing my cock between her plump pink lips. “Don’t stop,” I whispered.

Lolly worked her mouth lower, taking more of my cock over her tongue while she locked her eyes on mine. She churned her mouth over my manhood, sucking me perfectly while her tongue slithered along my shaft.

I groaned and reached out, pulling aside a lock of her thick hair so as not to obscure the view. Her mouth undulated over my tip, sucking and pulling while I moaned, bucking hips harder, sliding my cock deeper inside her warm mouth.

Lolly never wavered. Great sucking sounds filled the air, and she bobbed up and down on my cock, coming off with loud pops before sliding the flat of her tongue down the back of my cock and engulfing it with her open mouth.

My toes curled, and I wrapped my legs loosely around hers. Her tits bounced on my thighs, and she moved faster, taking me deeper until my tip entered the back of her throat and she gagged.

Lolly gazed at me, her eyes watering, while glistening layers of her saliva coated my shaft in sheets. She relaxed her throat, met my eye, then took me all the way in.

“Fuck,” I hissed, clenching my ass cheeks while her tight throat constricted around my tip and shaft.

Glug. Glug. Glug.

She continued deep throating me while my cock bulged halfway down her throat. She came off with a gasp, sucking in air and licking away thick lines of cum-filled saliva stretching from my cock to her lips.

My cock pulsed on the edge of oblivion, twitching in her hand while she inhaled deep, cleansing breaths. “Lolls, I’m ready to cum.”

She grinned up at me and pushed her hair out of her face, tossing it back over her shoulder while she licked my cock clean with her tongue. “Mouth or pussy? It’s your choice,” she said.

“Ride me,” I answered. “I want to watch your tits bounce.”

Lolly giggled and crawled up my body, straddling me with one knee down and her foot propping up her freshly waxed pussy. She grabbed my fat cock and dragged my swollen tip through her pink folds, already soaked with her wetness. Her tits were incredible, sitting high on her chest, wobbling and swaying, perfectly round and naturally ripe. Her tiny areolas and equally tiny nipples personified her petite elegance. She was a fucking goddess, and she was mine.

Lolly’s emerald eyes gleamed mischievously and locked on mine while she held my cock steady at the gates of heaven. “Ready?”

“No.” I laughed and shook my head. “You’re too beautiful.”

Lolly slipped my tip inside her slippery hole and shuddered while goosebumps sprang to life across her chest. “Tu es si grand,” she muttered before her face contorted with pleasure and she squeezed her eyes shut, biting her lower lip.

Lolly’s tightness enveloped my cock, and her pussy stretched and pulled around my massive girth. I sucked in a sharp breath and held still while her pussy pulsed and spasmed around my rigid thickness.

Lolly pushed lower, sinking halfway down, and groaned before she leaned forward and dug her fingers into my muscled chest. Her tits wobbled and bounced, squeezing together like ripe, mouthwatering melons.

I scooped them up and kneaded her soft flesh between my open fingers, tweaking her nipples while Lolly moaned with unbridled pleasure.

She pushed down, taking me deep inside her, her pussy flexing and squeezing, adjusting to the meaty weight of my world-class cock.

A warm cocoon of slippery tightness grabbed hold of my shaft. I pulsed and twitched inside her, caught in a vortex of sensation that nearly overwhelmed me. Feeling every inch of her pussy writhing over my rigid shaft, I dared to thrust, and my tip met the stiff resistance of her cervix. In balls deep and hard as a fossilized bone, I swiveled my hips, stretching and loosening her impossibly tight pussy while my cock pulsated with unimaginable pleasure.

Lolly’s tits filled my greedy palms, and her silky-smooth hair rippled down her back and cascaded over the front of her shoulders. She undulated her hips, and her tummy flexed, grinding my cock to dust deep inside her. She moaned and tipped her head back while her mouth fell open and she started fucking me.

I bucked my hips, thrusting upward, sinking in deep while Lolly continued her forward and backward grind, taking every inch I had to give. “Ne t’arrête pas,” she cried out. She furrowed her brow, and her breaths came in short, ragged bursts.

Lolly lost herself in our coupling, not bothering with the mental gymnastics required to speak English. I loved it when she spoke French, and it was like her cheat mode for inducing a mind-blowing orgasm. I groaned with pleasure and fucked her harder and faster, releasing her tits only so I could watch them bounce.

Lolly fucked me like I’d never been fucked, grinding her hips as my cock slid in and out, simmering hot with her wetness and the friction of our coupling.

Her pussy muscles contracted around my shaft, squeezing and spasming. Lolly’s big, beautiful tits slapped together in tight, rhythmic circles, and her ass clapped off my thighs with each downward stroke. My French goddess ran her hands over my chest, tweaked my nipples, and her face contorted with primal pleasure.

While she gazed into my eyes, Lolly opened her mouth and moaned, fucking me deeper and faster until her tits were a blur and the bed squeaked with guilty pleasure. Her headboard rumbled against the drywall, and I grabbed hold of her hips, hanging on for dear life.

She let out a sharp, airy gasp and froze atop me, her pussy pulsing while she dug her fingers into my chest. Lolly’s eyes briefly rolled back into her head as her entire body shuddered with pleasure and her hips trembled under the weight of a major orgasm.

My orgasm knocked on my internal door, ready to go at a moment’s notice. I would have already unloaded inside her if not for the shower sex we had hours earlier. But when I blew inside her, I wanted to see her face, kiss her, and taste her tongue, lips, and breath in my mouth.

Lolly’s orgasm crested, and she came down the back slope, finding her breach while her muscles relaxed. She released her death grip on my chest and moved her hips, fucking me once again, slow and deep, hell bent on ringing the register on another orgasm. She pinned a lock of her hair behind her ear and glided her fingers over my stomach, as if to feel my muscles move while I fucked her.

“Hang on, baby,” I said, carefully grabbing her hips while I flipped her around and pressed her back against the fluffy mound of pillows.

Lolly giggled and laughed, stretching her arms around my neck, drawing me in for a long, lingering kiss.

I pinned her legs back, cupping her thighs just below her knees, and spread her pussy apart, sinking my cock deep inside her until my world turned sideways. I shuddered with pleasure, and I tried to gasp, but my breath caught in my throat.

Lolly moaned beneath me, sucking my tongue inside her mouth, freely exploring my lips and tongue.

I rocked forward and backward, sliding in and out, sinking deep in my auburn-haired beauty while her tits swirled in tight circles atop her chest.

She moaned in my mouth and ran her hands down my back before she cupped my ass and pulled me deeper.

I plowed into her, fucking Lolly, owning her pussy now and forever. Her nipples raked my chest, and I moaned, my voice raspy with pure pleasure.

Lolly broke off the kiss and nuzzled in behind my ear, her warm breath sliding down my neck. Then she unleashed her secret weapon and whispered in my ear, “Je vous aime. Laisse-le entrer en moi.”

I grunted and my orgasm smashed into her pussy like a runaway freight train. With feral lust, I thrust my cock as deep as I could bury it. A geyser of molten hot cum blasted from balls, coating Lolly’s womb and painting her walls white. Again and again, I spurted, pumping her full of my seed while I moaned, and my head swooned with white stars flirting with my field of vision.

Lolly wrapped her legs around my waist and drew me in, pumping her hips, milking my cock while she kissed my ear and ran her fingers through my hair.

My orgasm crested, then faded, the final spurts pulsing before I went still, sucking in deep breaths.

Lolly kissed her way along my jawline until we came face-to-face. We lay together, still coupled, kissing and touching, freely exploring each other’s bodies until I knew the weight of my body was crushing her and I pushed up, reluctantly pulling my cock from her pussy.

Slippery cum drizzled from my cock, and a small river drained from the gash I’d left in Lolly’s pussy. She lay back on the bed with her legs parted, gazing down the length of her naked body at my muscled arms and chest.

“You’re so handsome,” she whispered, and smiled at me adoringly.

“Thank you, baby. But you’re the genuine treasure.” I kissed her stomach and Lolly flinched, giggling while her stomach muscles undulated.

“That tickles,” she said.

I stretched out beside her on the bed, and Lolly rolled over, hooking her leg over my stomach while she ran her fingertips over my chest. “Do you want to go to sleep?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “I’m not tired.”

“Good. Me neither.” She kissed my chest and slid closer, working her way up my neck before she whispered in my ear. “Can you fuck me doggy style?”

“Oui,” I said, and turned my head to find her waiting lips. “Lolls, I love you.”

She smiled and brushed her fingers over my cheek as she explored my face with her eyes. “I want you to come home with me to France over Christmas. You can meet my family. Would you do that for me?”

“I would love that,” I said. “Your parents won’t mind?”

She smiled and shook her head. “They’ll love you almost as much as I do. But I’ve never brought a boy home before. Mama will expect that we’re getting married.” She laughed and nuzzled in tight.

“Someday I will marry you, Lolly,” I said.

Lolly kissed me again, and her eyes welled with tears. “Don’t make that kind of promise.”

“Why not?” I asked. “I’m always honest with you. Yes, I’ll meet your parents, and yes, I’ll love you until the day I die.”

Lolly smiled, and a teardrop rolled down her cheek. She kissed me again, and she stretched her naked body out flat against mine. “I want you right now.”

My cock hardened and grew rigid, digging into her soft tummy. “Recharged and ready to go, mademoiselle.” I grinned, and Lolly reached down before she slid my cock inside her and rocked.
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High in the cloudless sky, the sun blazed, and the hazy summer air hung thick enough to slice.

“Come on, slowpoke,” Sienna called from the far side of the quarry. She pulled herself up onto our flat, sunning rock and flashed me a taunting smile.

“Some of us weren’t collegiate swimmers,” I fired back while I drank in her lithe naked form, glistening with water. Even from a distance, her body was nothing short of spectacular.

Her taut nipples towered atop her perky breasts, and she stood on the rock, pulling her long brown hair over her shoulder and squeezing the water from it. “It’s okay. I’ll take a nap while I wait,” she shouted back.

Sienna was a fast swimmer, and I felt like a tugboat trying to keep up with her. But with visions of the brown-haired beauty stretched out naked under the sun, I had all the incentive necessary to reach the other side in record time. I put my head down and swam, chugging through water while the sun beat down on my back.

When I pulled up at the rock, I found Sienna sitting before me with her feet dangling in the water and her skin nearly dry. Even her soaking wet hair had turned merely damp, and errant wisps of her brown hair curled over her cheeks and forehead. Her tits sat high and firm on her chest and barely jiggled while she clapped her hands and cheered. “The record for the slowest swim goes to Jack Donovan,” she said, taunting me.

I held onto the rock with one hand and treaded water while I smiled up at her. “You know, you could teach me to swim faster.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s my only advantage. You’ll crush me on the bike and run.”

“You’re as competitive as Becca,” I said. “I don’t want to crush you. You’re my friend.”

She pursed her lips together and tilted her head sideways, staring at me with her brows furrowed. “Friends?”

“Yeah. We’re friends,” I said. “Or at least I thought we were.”

Sienna slipped into the water before me, dipping underwater before she reappeared with only inches separating us. She curled her arms around my shoulders and wrapped her long, lean legs around my waist. “Don’t put me in the friend zone, Donovan.” She leaned in and kissed me on the mouth.

My stomach jumped. We had never kissed before, and I momentarily froze while my pulse ticked higher. Fuck it. Engaged or not, she was too hot to ignore. I leaned into her, wrapped one arm around her waist and kissed her back. When she parted her lips, I followed suit and our tongues brushed together, swirling and exploring while Sienna caressed the back of my neck.

My cock twitched, glumly meeting the cold water, and with Sienna latched onto me, I grabbed the rock with both hands, forcing her back and pressing her body tight against mine.

Her natural C-cups squeezed against my chest, and her pink nipples hardened beneath my chilled skin. Sienna broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. Her lips curved up in a slight smile. “Are we friends?”

I frowned. “Uhhh… no?”

“Good answer.” Sienna grinned and pushed me away from the rock. She pulled herself out and perched on the edge, watching me. Her long brown hair glistened in the sun, and her tits jiggled as she adjusted her bare ass.

I treaded water and watched her from a few feet away. “What would Duncan think about that kiss?”

She shrugged. “What I have with you is completely separate. You and I are like teenagers engaged in a hot summer fling.”

My feelings for Sienna had naturally deepened as our bond grew stronger. We had spent a lot of time together, and her words stung. “It’s not real? Is that it?”

She shook her head. “Don’t overthink it, Donovan.” She kicked water in my face and laughed “You and I are training partners, and we have a race coming up.”

I floated to the rock and grabbed hold of Sienna’s ankles. “You’re sure Duncan won’t mind us traveling together?”

She pressed her feet flat against my chest and wriggled her toes against my skin. “Duncan couldn’t be bothered expressing any emotion including jealousy.”

I slid my hand under her calves and gently massaged. “If I were in his shoes, I would be crazy jealous.”

She smiled down at me warmly. “Then it’s a good thing you aren’t in his shoes.” She sighed contentedly and let her head fall back over her shoulders. “Your hands are like magic. Do we have to get back on our bikes?”

I rubbed my way back down her calves and picked up her foot before rubbing between her toes and massaging the arch of her foot with my thumb. “How’s that feel?”

“Mmmmm… it feels amazing. Marry me,” she said with her eyes closed. She laid back on the rock and stretched out her naked body. Her brown hair splayed out on the flat rock, and she looked like a goddess. She left her legs slightly parted, and a hint of pink appeared from her tight slit. Like Lolly and Becca, Sienna took her grooming seriously. There wasn’t so much as a stubble between her legs.

The water had turned me into a prune, and I wanted to feel the heat from the rock soak into my shoulders and back. I finished massaging Sienna’s feet before I crawled out beside her, completely naked, with my cock half-hard and growing fast. I stretched out beside her and spread out my arms.

Sienna came in closer, resting her head on my shoulder while she shifted on her side and gazed down at my massive cock. “What happens after the race?” Her tone was melancholy, bordering on sad.

I turned my head and met her gaze. “What do you mean? We pick a race and train for the next one. How do you feel about running a marathon together?”

She grinned, and her eyes glittered with excitement. “I’ve never run that far.”

She was crazy beautiful, and her eyes had long since cast a spell on me. Every time we came to the quarry, I fell a little harder for her, and I dreaded the end of summer. “Your point?”

“That’s a lot of training runs,” she said. “We would need to train together daily.”

I grinned. “What are not friends for?”

“Stop.” She laughed and smacked my chest playfully, but left her palm lying flat over my rib cage. Sienna gazed at me intently, as if studying my lips, nose, and eyes. “If you promise to train with me every time, I’ll run the marathon with you. But I don’t want to slow you down.”

I gazed into her eyes, and my stomach swirled. Sienna’s eyes were a perfect balance of green and brown. And the way they the color shifted under the light left me spellbound. “You won’t slow me even a little.”

“Good.” She grinned and edged closer until the heat from her body ran the length of my body.

Somewhere in the distance cicadas droned and a gentle breeze stirred.

We were growing dangerously close, and eventually something had to give. That something was Sienna’s engagement or our blossoming romance. But I would fight tooth and nail to keep her in my life.

I closed my eyes and sighed. “That breeze feels… so shitty.”

Sienna laughed again and nuzzled in closer, resting her head on my chest while she drew invisible circles on my abs. “Let’s stay here a while longer, okay?”

I wrapped my arm around her and squeezed her in tight. “We can stay all afternoon.”
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Later than night, Becca, Lolly and I had agreed to a dinner with Gramps at the townhouse. It was the first time Lolly had met my grandfather, and she was understandably a little nervous. Little did we know, our casual dinner was seven courses long and prepared by a professional chef.

Gramps was on top of his game, spinning stories and telling jokes. He had made Lolly completely at ease and welcomed her with open arms. At the end of the meal, he disappeared into his wine cellar to retrieve what he called a one-of-a-kind bottle of red.

Lolly cupped her palm high on my inner thigh while Becca brushed her thumb over my knee and gently squeezed. The three of us sat around a cozy dining room, letting our dinner digest while Gramps returned to the table carrying a dusty bottle of red wine he had collected during one of his many adventures.

The dining room was as cozy as the table. Around the room, candlesticks laden with wax drippings provided an intimate atmosphere where Gramps had spent the last two hours charming my two beautiful girlfriends. We had pushed aside our plates and watched Gramps as he deftly hid the bottle’s label.

Gramps hovered over the table, prying loose the cork while Lolly and Becca watched the old man as if mesmerized.

“The last time I was in France, I discovered this Beaujolais,” Gramps said. “I’m down to my last bottle, but tonight is a momentous night.” The cork came loose with a hollow popping sound, and Gramps lifted the bottle to his nose and inhaled. “Pure magic.”

Lolly leaned forward with her elbow on the table and her chin resting on her palm. Her plump pink lips glistened under the candlelight’s warm glow, and wisps of her silky auburn hair trailed over her forehead and cheeks. She cocked her head sideways, frowned, and studied the bottle. “Is it good?”

“My dear, it’s marvelous. This is a 1997 bottle of Beaujolais from a little vineyard called Lyon.” His eyes glimmered with mischief, and he leveled his gaze on my petite French goddess. “Ring any bells?”

Becca and I turned to Lolly while she grinned. “Oui,” she said. “You know about my family’s vineyard?”

Gramps grinned. “I did my research.”

I knew Lolly’s family had a vineyard, but this came as a genuine surprise. I whistled long and low. “You’re full of surprises.” I pushed my wineglass toward him. “Fill me up.”

Becca’s eyes widened, and a grin split her face as she turned toward Lolly. “Lolls, that’s for real?”

The bottle’s yellow label had a sketched drawing of a lion with the word Lyon, written in large bold font and Beaujolais Villages written beneath it in French.

Lolly’s eyes glimmered, and she gazed up at Gramps with admiration. “It’s from my birth year.” She squeezed my inner thigh and slid her hand higher until she rested her palm a hair’s width from my cock.

“How much of your story was bullshit?” I asked Gramps. “Did you really visit Lyon?”

He glared at me. “I don’t lie, boy.”

Becca giggled, and Lolly gazed at me, her lips curling up with amusement.

I shrank back in my seat and stewed under my grandfather’s withering gaze.

Gramps turned away from me and faced Lolly. “I visited your lovely winery nearly a decade ago with a lady friend,” he said. “It’s a charming place. I particularly enjoyed the Dutch windmill.” He poured Lolly and Becca a glass before pouring one for himself.

Lolly’s smiled widened. “I love that old windmill,” she said and picked up her wineglass. “I have so many fond memories of home. Thank you, Max.”

“Sorry, Gramps. I know you’re not a liar.” I sighed. “Let’s face it, there isn’t much you haven’t done.”

Gramps smiled warmly and filled my glass. “It’s alright, my boy.” He tipped his head in acknowledgement. “You’re forgiven.”

“I’m bringing Jack and Becca home with me for Christmas,” Lolly said. “I’ll bring you back another case of wine.”

“That would be lovely,” he said, tipping his head toward Lolly before he glanced in my direction. “Jack, marry her.”

I laughed long with Becca and Lolly.

“That’s what you said about Becca,” I said.

“So, what the hell are you waiting for? Marry them both and throw in Becca’s big sister for good measure.”

Becca and Lolly smiled at me, nervously awaiting my reaction.

“Did you forget? Tom is with Misha,” I said.

Gramps waved his hand and made a disgusted look. “Tom’s a putz.”

Becca chuckled. “He’s not wrong.” She picked up her wineglass and took a sip. Her eyes widened with pleasure, and she swiveled toward Lolly. “Damn, girl. That’s good.”

“Thank you, Becca,” Lolly said, laughing. “You can tell my grandfather yourself in December.”

Gramps frowned. “Normally I would advise against interfering in a happy relationship, but that’s not the case with Misha.”

“I can confirm,” Becca said. “It’s a toxic relationship. Tom treats Mish like garbage.”

“Tom hit on me,” Lolly said.

Gramps sat down with his wine and peered across the table at Becca. “Should the opportunity present itself, do you believe your sister is ready to move on?”

Becca glanced over at me, smiled, and squeezed my hand. “For the right man.”

“Good.” Gramps swirled the wine in his glass and frowned before he leveled his gaze at me. “Jack, there are keys to winning Misha’s heart and prying her away from Tom. The good news is that you’ve already checked one off the list.”

“Oh? What’s that?” I asked.

“Self-improvement,” he said. “Make strides to better your overall physical and mental well-being. Your body is a temple, and you should treat it like one.”

I felt Lolly’s eyes roam across my chest before she moved her hand higher, cupping my balls under the table.

“We can both vouch for that,” Becca said. She slipped her hand along my inner thigh before resting her palm near my cock.

“Right,” Gramps said, grinning sheepishly. His gaze flickered to the edge of the table as if he could see the girls fondling my cock. He settled his old wise eyes directly on me. “That’s what the last four years were all about. The results are sitting right beside you.”

Heat blossomed in my cheeks, and my cock stiffened inside my jeans. The old man wasn’t stupid. He knew damn well what Lolly and Becca were up to and loved every second. “What else should I know?” I asked, moving the lesson along.

“You must express confidence,” Gramps said. “Which is something you’ve spent a great deal of time mastering during the last six weeks.”

“Oui,” Lolly said as she fondled my balls through my jeans. “It’s one of his most attractive qualities.”

Becca ran her hand over Lolly’s and up, sliding her fingers along my rigid shaft. “But it was definitely hard for him at first.” Becca’s word play was beyond obvious, and Lolly giggled softly. “Currently he’s got that trait covered.”

“There’s a little more to it than that,” Gramps said. “You need to build trust with Misha and create positive memories. Most of all you need to see her as she wants to be seen.”

“This weekend we’re going to Natalie’s house on the lake,” Becca said as she outlined my rigid cock with her forefinger. “Tom and Misha will be there along with Natalie and Bob.”

“Good,” Gramps said. “In fact, that’s perfect.” He gazed at Becca. “You can help by showing your sister what she’s missing out on by giving Jack plenty of affection in front of your sister.”

“That’s easy,” Becca said, gazing at me lovingly. “I would have done that, anyway.”

“Good,” Gramps said before turning back to me. “Jack, this next part is important. Are you listening?”

As the girl’s hands flowed across my cock and balls like warm water, my pulse ticked higher. “I’m all ears.”

“It’s vital that you do not act like a second boyfriend and that you flirt heavily with Misha. And at some point, when the time is right, you must steal a kiss.”

“Not a sisterly kiss, either,” Becca said.

“Oui,” Lolly agreed. “If you kiss her the way you kiss me, then Tom has no chance.” She sighed and frowned a little, as if pouting. “But I can’t be with you this weekend. I must work at the hospital.”

“Don’t worry,” Becca said. She squeezed my cock between her fingers. “I know exactly what to do.”
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The girls and I had already planned to sleep over at Gramps’ townhouse. He had multiple guest rooms sitting empty, each equipped with a plush, king-sized bed. The room we chose came with an over-sized jacuzzi tub big enough for three.

After dinner and another bottle of wine, the three of us retreated to the tub, stripped down, and spent the next hour naked, kissing, touching and exploring until my cock ached for sweet release.

I sat in the center of the tub with my hands locked on Lolly’s firm ass cheeks, and my shaft rested inside her slippery pink slit. Behind me, Becca’s hard nipples raked my back. She wrapped her long legs around my hips and slid her feet along my outer thighs.

Lolly straddled my lap in the shallow water, my tip dragging through her slippery trench. Her big soft tits jiggled and bounced, and her stiff nipples poked my chest. She circled one hand around my cock and stroked while she drew me in for a kiss. She ground her pussy along my meaty shaft and moaned while the water gently sloshed around us. “Mmmm… fuck me,” Lolly whispered, her voice heavy with lust.

Becca wrapped her arms around my waist, dragged her fingers along my ripped abs, then squeezed my muscled chest. Her soft moans filled my ear, and her warm tongue swirled my neck where she sucked with hickey-producing force. She came off with a pop and frowned over her shoulder at Lolly. “You fucked him yesterday and the day before. It’s my turn.”

Lolly squeezed my cock and dragged my tip along her labia, spiking my heart rate. She mashed her tits against my chest and squeezed my cock. “But you get him all weekend. I have to work.”

My head buzzed with lust, and I edged my hips, grinding my cock against Lolly’s slippery, warm lips. In my wildest dreams, I never imagined two incredibly beautiful women arguing over who got to fuck me first. Part of me wanted to let it go and see what happened, but a bigger part of me wanted to slip inside Lolly and fuck her brains out. I glanced over my shoulder and found Becca’s waiting mouth. I kissed her softly, flashing my tongue over hers. Her bright green eyes caught me off-guard, and my stomach fluttered. Becca’s stunning good looks frequently had that effect, and this was one of those moments. “Don’t worry, baby. I’m amped up enough for both of you.”

Becca raised an eyebrow. “I don’t want sloppy seconds, okay?” She moved one hand to my cock, joining Lolly in stroking my cock. “I want your big, hard cock fresh and ready to fuck.”

“Yes, baby,” I said. “Just stay right where you are. I’ll send you into the stratosphere.”

“Okay. I’ll take your word for it.” She licked her way up my neck, latched on with her perfect lips, and sucked, raising a fresh hickey near my shoulder.

Lolly’s emerald eyes glazed over with lust, and her plump pink lips glistened beneath the simmering bathroom lights. She wore her auburn hair piled high atop her head and secured by a black clip, while errant strands drifted down her neck and over her cheeks.

Sleek, ripe, and sexy, Lolly was a goddess among goddesses. My cock pulsed at her entrance, already on the verge of orgasm. I kneaded her big tit in one hand and edged my hips forward, sinking my fat head deeper between her lips until it rested at the cradle of her warm, tight hole.

Lolly slipped my fat cock inside her and sank down, shuddering as she filled her depths with my rock-hard girth. She let out a sudden gasp, and her nipples hardened. She leaned forward and found my waiting mouth, sucking my tongue between her lips while she ground her hips, impaling herself on my rigid shaft.

I groaned with pleasure, my cock flexing inside her. Pleasure thrummed in my cock, and I shifted my weight forward, sinking deeper inside her warm, tight pussy.

Lolly moaned, gazing into my eyes, and squeezed her pussy, clamping down on my cock like a velvety vise-grip.

I pulsed inside her, my cock twitching so fast I nearly came. Lolly’s slippery tongue roamed my mouth, and her warm breath curled over my upper lip as she dredged her fingers through my wet hair.

Becca drew closer, wriggling her hips and grinding her pussy against my ass. Her hands roamed my stomach and chest, and she moaned while she sucked my neck hard enough to leave a bruise. She tweaked my nipples between her fingers, and her sensual jasmine scent washed over me, pushing me to the brink.

I thrust upward, sinking my cock deep inside Lolly and filled my hands with her sweet ass flesh, kneading and squeezing while I lifted her up and down atop my steel rod.

Around us the water sloshed, and the waves lapped the fiberglass interior. We had left the water hot but shallow, anticipating the tsunami our combined sex would create. The girls swarmed me, with Lolly bouncing on my cock, and our tongues locked. Becca slithered her feet over my thighs and explored my muscled body. I had grown accustomed to our threesomes, but I never took them for granted. They were my treasures, and I loved and cherished them like nothing before.

Our threesomes, like any athletic event, became easier to pull off the more we practice. My sexual stamina had doubled and coming twice in one session wasn’t asking too much. When I added Misha to the harem, things would get dicey. Not only was she a certified goddess but juggling three women at once wasn’t in my current bag of tricks. I couldn’t even wrap my head around the experience, let alone my cock. Making it four was more of a full-on orgy than a brief sexual interlude.

I plowed into Lolly, fucking her hard and deep, driving my cock in and out while her loud moans and heavy breathing competed with the sloshing water. Her pussy writhed around my cock and after having sex with her two dozen times, I knew her body and her signs. She was close, and I meant to push her over the cliff.

Lolly moaned into my ear and undulated her hips, taking me in as deep as her petite body would allow. “Ohhhhh… mmmmm… yes,” she repeated. “You’re fucking me so good.” Her words came out rushed and breathless, and she clung on to the edge.

I nuzzled in behind Lolly’s ear and kissed her softly before I whispered, “I love you. Come for me, baby.”

Lolly let out a high-pitched warbling moan and went rigid. Her entire body shuddered with a tectonic climax. Her pussy went crazy around my cock, spasming in rapid-fire bursts, and she drew me in tight, mashing her tits so flat against my chest, they bulged out from either side.

I grunted and thrust deep inside her, holding still while my head flashed and my cock spurted, filling her with load after load of hot, milky cum. Lolly’s creamy ass flesh slipped through my fingers as I squeezed and pumped, coming deep inside her, gushing load after load.

“Je t’aime davantage,” she whispered in my ear, her voice throaty as she milked my swollen cock, draining my balls straight into her womb.

Her words meant she loved me more. It was a phrase she had used repeatedly during our long stretches of alone time. I wasn’t about to argue with her, but her loving me more was simply impossible. Not having Lolly or Becca in my day-to-day life was a horror I couldn’t imagine. I emptied the last of my load, breathed in the sweet scent behind her ear, and my cock stopped, pulsing. I kissed and licked her creamy flesh, filling my nose with her incredible scent of warm vanilla. Her pussy rolled over my cock in slow, undulating spasms, and I held still inside her, savoring those pulsing aftershocks of her tight pussy owning my cock.

Behind me, Becca grew impatient and slid her hands down my stomach while she ground her hips as if ready for me to impale her. She kissed her way up my neck and nuzzled in tight behind my ear. “Fuck me, Jack. I need you inside me.”

My head spun with fresh desire, and Lolly reluctantly climbed off my cock, sliding back in the tub while I twisted around to face Becca.

Her long raven hair hung thick and wet over her shoulders, falling straight down her back. Becca’s pale green eyes glittered heavily with lust, and her full pink lips glistened under the soft, warm light. Water beaded off her honey skin, and a slight smile tugged at her lips.

“All aboard who’s coming aboard,” I said as I curled my arms around her back and drew her towards me.

Becca giggled and wrapped her legs around my waist, tightening her grip as she grabbed hold of my rock-hard cock and dragged my tip through her soft, pink pussy lips. “Mmmmm… nice and hard just the way I like it.” She grinned and curled one arm around my neck while she came in close for a tongue-fueled kiss.

Behind me, Lolly floated closer, taking up the spot behind my back. Her hard nipples dragged across my spine before her warm body pressed in tight. She smiled over my shoulder and gazed at Becca. “Don’t worry. I left plenty for you.”

I imagined the small river of cum draining from Lolly’s pussy and grinned while I broke off my kiss with Becca and gazed into her eyes. “You are way too sexy for me to go limp. It’s never gonna happen.”

Becca giggled and slipped my swollen tip inside her tight pussy, and her face contorted with raw ecstasy. “Mmmm…ohhhh…fuck. Baby, you’re stretching me out so, so good.”

She sank lower and her velvety soft, lock-nut-tight pussy squeezed my shaft in a vise grip. I twitched inside her and shuddered, groaning with pleasure. “Oh, God, Beck. You are crazy tight.”

She gazed into my eyes, and her brows furrowed with pleasure. “I love you, baby,” she whispered before she leaned over my shoulder and kissed Lolly, their tongues darting together. Becca gyrated her hips, taking me completely inside her warm depths before she swiveled her hips in slow circles, plumbing her insides with my steel-hard manhood.

I groaned with pleasure and cupped one of her perky tits in my palm, teasing her hard nipple between my fingers as I kissed my way down her slender neck. Her pussy pulsed in time with her heartbeat, squeezing and flexing around my cock while I fucked her slow and steady, sliding in and out beneath the sloshing water.

Becca’s flat tummy undulated in waves. She fucked me with her entire body, driving my cock in deep while she curled her fingers through the short hair on the back of my neck.

Pleasure rolled up my body in sinuous waves, curling my toes and leaving my head dizzy with lust. I found her mouth with mine and our tongues flashed together while I thrust harder and increased the tempo of our rhythm. The woman knew how to fuck and had only improved as our emotional bond strengthened. My breaths came in short, ragged pulls and Becca moaned, breaking off the kiss and throwing herself forward, pressing her body tight against mine.

She flexed her pussy and squeezed, wriggling her hips while her pussy spasmed around my cock. Becca flashed her tongue inside my ear and her minty breath washed over my neck and goosebumps flashed across my body, rippling down my spine.

I grunted, thrusting harder and deeper, and Becca’s throaty groans filled my ear. Jasmine mixed with a light and fruity scent filled my nostrils and strands of Becca’s dark wet hair plastered my cheeks and lips. “I’m close,” I whispered.

She moaned and grunted, bucking her hips, fucking me with reckless abandon. She dug her fingers into my shoulders, and her pussy spasmed. “I’m coming.” Her words came out in a rush, and I grunted, exploding inside her.

Hot ribbons of heavy, sperm-laden cum blasted from my cock and sprayed her womb, gushing and spurting, again and again. My head whirled with a mix of pleasure and her exotic scent. A rush of adrenaline surged through me, turning my legs to rubber as I emptied hot cum deep inside my raven-haired princess.

Becca clung to me, edging her hips, milking my spurting cock. She squeezed my shoulders and back until her orgasm passed and her entire body relaxed, sinking down onto my cock as my climax faded and passed.

We sucked in deep, cleansing breaths, kissing and touching while Lolly ran her hands down my back, gently massaging while she leaned back against the tub’s wall.

“Happy?” I asked Becca breathlessly.

“Very,” she said, kissing her way along my shoulder. She paused at my neckline and grinned. “Oops.”

“What?” I asked.

“I left you a shiner just in time for the lake.”

“Oh,” I said. “No worries.”

“I’ll add one to the other side after we get there,” Becca said.

“A matching set,” I said, and Becca giggled.

Becca slipped off my cock and sank back against the wall, facing Lolly. She gazed across the water at her harem sister and the women touched their feet together, each smiling with a look of complete satisfaction.

I reclined in the middle of the tub and let out a long, relaxing sigh. “I’ll turn to a prune if we stay in here much longer.”

“Oui,” Lolly said. “Let’s go to bed.”

The three of us stepped out of the tub, dried off, and slipped under the sheets, not bothering with any clothes. The girls nestled up on each side of me, stretching their legs across my midsection and resting their heads on my shoulders and chest. Within minutes, they fell fast asleep, while my mind wandered to Misha.

Gramps had once again instilled his wisdom, and now it was up to me to break her free of my brother once and for all.
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The girls and I woke to a breakfast of bagels and fruit with Gramps before we headed out.

Lolly and I headed home, and part of me dreaded the potential confrontation. Tom had barely acknowledged me since the encounter with Lolly two weeks ago, and if it weren’t for Misha, Becca and I would have moved in with Lolly, or the three of us would have checked into Gramps’ townhouse.

But for whatever reason, Misha hadn’t moved on from Tom and I was sick of my brother constantly dumping on her. I had one overriding goal - free Misha from my brother and make her my own.

With Becca heading straight to work, Lolly and I stepped out of the elevator on our floor. I stayed with Lolly as she changed for her hospital shift. At the elevators, we traded a sweet, slow kiss before I turned and headed for Tom and Misha’s apartment.

Thankfully, my key still worked, and I stepped inside the apartment to find the place empty. Tom had likely made his way to work hours ago, and Misha seemed out and about. I checked the kitchen — empty. Tom and Misha’s bedroom door was open, and a light came from their closet. But when I stopped outside and listened, silence greeted me.

I had intended to spend some time with Misha. Per Gramps’ advice, I wanted to get her alone and start the flirting process. But since she wasn’t home. I decided to fill the time with a quick run. After stripping down to nothing but my skimpy nylon running shorts, I stepped into the bathroom, only to receive the shock of a lifetime.

Misha stood before the bathroom sink, completely topless, applying her makeup. Her reflection appeared in the mirror, leaving nothing to the imagination. It was a clear shot of her big, beautiful, bouncing tits on full display. She wore a pair of white silk panties that rode high on her hips, and her golden blonde hair fell in shimmering waves over her shoulders, stretching halfway down her back.

Her tits defied gravity. Big, firm, and round, they were the stuff of Playboy fantasies. Her pink areolas were flat and roughly the size of a half-dollar. Her nipples, although not erect, stood proudly at the center of each of her magnificent wonders. Misha’s slim waist flared out into hourglass hips and a thick, juicy heart-shaped ass. She was all curves and zero fat. Her thighs were thick and ripe and her stomach flat, yet feminine. She was absolute perfection.

My heart leapt into my throat, and my stomach dropped into my shoes. I had fantasized about her for so long I could hardly believe the reality before me. My cock expanded and shifted in my running shorts, and I stood in the doorway, openly gawking at her incredible body.

Misha didn’t hide herself or act surprised. Rather, she smiled sweetly in the mirror while she finished applying her mascara. “I was wondering if I might see you this morning.” She put away her mascara and frowned, staring down at a small mountain of makeup on the counter. “Which shade do you think? Red or pink?” She picked up two lipsticks and turned to face me, her tits barely jiggling as she moved.

My heart pounded in my temples, and my legs turned into the consistency of quicksand. My breath caught in my throat, and I swallowed the lump forming there. “Wow,” I said. “You are… wow.”

Misha blushed and smiled demurely. “You’re sweet.” She held out the lipstick, and the action forced her tits together, forming a mountain of deep, soul-crushing cleavage. Under my intense gaze, Misha’s nipples noticeably hardened, standing erect and stiffening by the second.

“Tom’s a fucking idiot,” I mumbled as my legs trembled beneath me and I leaned back against the doorjamb and licked the dryness from my lips.

Misha giggled while she gazed at me. “Which one?”

It took me a few seconds to figure out she meant the lipstick rather than her perfectly symmetrical tits. “Red,” I said. My voice came out husky and deep.

Misha frowned. “Why not pink?”

I shook my head. “The red makes your lips look….”

“Look what?” Misha asked, grinning adorably. She put down the lipstick and stared at me. “Looks like you caught me topless. Oops.”

My cock stretched out, hardening under Misha’s gaze. My cock pressed the thin nylon lining outward, creating a noticeable tent. “You’re not using your bathroom?”

“Nope.” She turned back to the mirror and applied the red lipstick. “The lighting is better in your bathroom.”

Damp sweat broke across my forehead, and my heart thundered wildly in my chest. I awkwardly shifted the raging hard-on in my shorts. “Then you should just shower in here from now on.”

Misha peeked at my throbbing cock in the mirror. “Good. I might just take you up on that. Nudity doesn’t bother me. If you would feel more comfortable out of those shorts, then don’t let me stop you.”

I wasn’t sure I was ready to have my gunboat aimed straight at her. After all, Misha was still Misha, and there was a difference between nudity and straight up cheating. Once I let my cock out, I wasn’t sure I could stop myself from sampling the dessert. “You and Sienna are real nudists,” I said.

“Yep. It’s how I feel most comfortable. When we lived together in college, we could barely keep our clothes on long enough to get through the door.”

“Christ.” I gazed up and down her incredible body, soaking in every steep curve. “That must have been a sight to see.”

Misha smiled. “You’re doing wonders for my confidence.” Her gaze roamed across my bare chest and down my six-pack abs until she settled on my rigid cock, tweaking the front of my shorts. “I could say the same about you. Becca’s such a bitch.” She sighed and applied the red lipstick.

I would have sawed off my right arm for five minutes alone with that Playboy body. “You and Natalie could almost pass for twins.”

Misha smiled. “We used to get mistaken for twins all the time until Nat lost her smile.” She pressed her lips together and tilted her head, examining herself in the mirror. “What do you think?”

I laughed. “Really?” I gazed down at my cock and back to her. “Guess. Oh, you meant the lipstick? It’s very sexy.”

Misha giggled and turned back to face me. “Have you got a few minutes? I need your help with something.”

I gulped and mopped the sweat from my brow. “Sure.”

“Good.” Misha picked up my hand and led me out of the bathroom and down the hallway.

Holy fuck. I had expected to do a lot more work to win her over, but she was leading me straight to the treasure chest. My heart thundered so hard and fast I could barely see straight. For years, I had lusted after Misha Hart. Hell, I had genuine wet dreams with her as the star. Never in my wildest dreams had I believed I would earn a chance to have sex with her. Could I last long enough to slip inside? I doubted it.

Her silk panties rode up her ass and slipped inside her crack, revealing her smooth, voluptuous, blemish-free ass cheeks. Misha’s big bare tits swayed from side-to-side appearing on each side of her chest while I walked numbly behind her, following like a zombie in her wake.

Her scent washed over me. Like Misha herself, it was sweet and pure, a mix of vanilla bean and saltwater taffy. My cock throbbed, aching inside my shorts, while my head thrummed so hard, I thought it might pop straight off my neck.

“Sit down on the bed,” she said as her tits jiggled and bounced.

Numbly, I did as she asked. Perching on the edge of the bed, my mind a giant glob of goo. Was she going to straddle me? Or give me a blow job? Whatever it was, I would have crossed broken glass to touch her.

She stood before me with her hands on her hips. “I need your help to choose my bikini for this weekend.”

I could barely breathe, and I nodded as I licked the dryness from my lips. “Right.” A bikini would only obstruct her naked body and I considered asking her to just go naked and show me the bikinis without trying them on. But knowing what she looked like naked would only enhance how hot she looked in her bikini. “You’ll wear whichever one I pick?”

“Yep,” she said. “But only if you promise to keep me well protected with sunscreen.”

Holy shit. I tried to speak, but my voice came out an octave higher. I cleared my throat and sat on my shaking hands. “I take sun protection very seriously. But what will Tom say if I lather down his girlfriend?”

She shrugged dismissively. “Okay. Ready to see the first one?”

“Ready,” I said.

She disappeared into the closet with her panties on, which filled me with soul-crushing disappointment. I let out a heavy sigh and gazed toward the closet, hell bent on wrecking Becca’s pussy after we arrived at the lake house.

Misha appeared a few minutes later wearing a white bikini with black polka dots. She stood before me, twirling in a circle, giving me a three-sixty view. “This is choice number one,” she said, her tone less than enthusiastic.

As far as bikinis went, it was a conservative choice. It revealed some cleavage but covered even more and the bottoms covered a lot of skin, hiding her incredible ass. It was like having a Ferrari in the garage and deciding to drive the minivan instead. “I —”

She held up her hand, cutting me off. “Wait until you see both choices before you give your opinion.”

“Okay,” I said, smiling. The second bikini had a low bar to clear.

Misha smiled innocently and disappeared back into the closet, reappearing a moment later wearing a neon-pink bikini that catapulted my stomach into my throat.

“This is bikini number two.” Her tone was upbeat and excited. This was clearly her favorite, and it was easy to see why.

Misha whirled in a circle, letting me take a good long look at her nearly bare ass. She turned back around and squeezed her tits together, forming eye-popping cleavage before she let them bounce free, barely constrained by the thin cloth and equally thin spaghetti straps. “Well, what do you think?”

I frowned, drinking in her incredible body. “Is this a trick question?”

She laughed and raised her arms to pull her hair behind her back. Her big tits rose to prominence, revealing under-boob peaking from the top and her snow-white underarms. “Just tell me.”

“Mish, it’s that one. Come on. It’s no contest,” I said. “You look fucking hot in that bikini. The other one looks like something my mom would wear.”

Her eyes lit up and her cheeks flushed pink with excitement. “Tom wanted me to wear the first one. He said that Bob Madden had a heart condition and the pink one might send him to the emergency room.”

I chuckled. “Please tell me he was joking. Because if you were my girlfriend, I would encourage you to show off that bangin’ body every chance you got.”

She raised an eyebrow and stepped toward me. “What else would you do if I were your girlfriend?” She tucked a lock of her silky golden hair behind her ear and measured me with her deep blue eyes.

Gramps’ lesson number one had ingrained itself into my DNA, and I didn’t even have to stop and think. “You would wear less than that bikini. I can promise you that.”

“Oh? Why?” She stepped between my parted legs and rested her hands on my shoulders, giving me a front-row seat of her deep golden cleavage.

My cock, already rigid, tugged at my shorts, and pre-cum oozed from my tip, leaving my shorts wet on the inside. I wanted her so badly it hurt. “I think you know why. Do you want me to say it?”

Her expression turned serious, and she nodded as her blue eyes intently searched my face. “Say it,” she whispered.

My heart beat hard enough to stroke out. I had to tell her. It was better to make my feelings clear than to dance around the subject. “We would have so much sex we wouldn’t make it to the lake at all,” I said, gazing straight into her mesmerizing blue eyes. “I want you… badly. I have for years.”

Misha’s lips curled into a thin smile, and she edged closer before sliding her hands up the back of my neck and curling her index finger around my short hair. “What would Becca say? Or Lolly?”

“Before or after they joined us?” I asked.

Her eyes swam with lust, and her breathing grew rapid. “Don’t play with me like that.”

“I’m not playing.” I reached out with my trembling hands and slid my palms up over her tight hamstrings. She offered zero resistance.

Misha edged closer until the heat from her body radiated over my chest. “I wish….”

“What?” I asked, daring to slide my hands over her ass cheeks before I gave them a gentle squeeze. My cock pulsed, writhing in my shorts like a snake. “Your body is exquisite.”

“Jack, we can’t do this.” She bit her lower lip while her expression grew pained.

“We can, if you let it happen,” I said.

“I can’t until I break up with Tom. I’m not a cheater.”

“So, break up with him,” I said.

“It’s not that easy,” Misha said. “We have a history.”

“Did you hear me? I want you,” I said, laying my cards on the table. “I have forever, and you know it.”

She smiled sweetly and ran her fingers through my hair. “I know you do. I want you too. But it’s not right.”

I sighed and nodded. “Becca and Lolly are with me on this. Do you know that?”

Misha nodded. “Becca told me.”

“Then where do we go from here?” I asked. “My brother doesn’t deserve you. Be with me instead.”

“Let’s get through the weekend, and then we’ll come up with a plan. Okay?”

I stood and towered over her, gazing down on her beautiful face and ripe red lips. “I’ll wait forever if that’s what it takes. But I can’t promise I won’t touch.” I squeezed her ass and drew her in close.

Misha smiled, perched on her toes, and kissed me softly on the lips. “I won’t make you wait forever. I promise.”
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Becca and I woke early and made the two-hour drive to Bob Madden’s lakeside mansion. On the drive in through the woods, the place appeared modest, but any notion of modesty flew out the window the second we walked inside.

Natalie greeted us wearing a loose white cover-up and her hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. “I was beginning to wonder if you got lost,” she said, glancing between Becca and I. “Hurry up. They’re all down by the lake. Bob’s itching to take everyone out on his stupid sailboat.”

“Sorry,” Becca said, stepping through the doorway. “Jack and I got hung up in the city.”

We got hung up on morning sex, but I wasn’t stupid enough to spill that tea. “Traffic was hell. But we’re here now.”

Despite her resting bitch face, Natalie Madden-Hart was a genuine MILF. She wore a dark bikini beneath her white cover up and when she turned her ice-blue eyes on me, I melted under her intense stare. I already knew she had a great body, and I couldn’t wait to see it again once that cover-up came off.

But then Natalie surprised me. Her face softened, and she actually smiled. “I’m just glad you’re here.” She leaned in and gave me a sisterly kiss on the cheek before turning to Becca. “Lane is going crazy. She’s been asking for you all morning.”

“Where is she?” Becca asked, peering past her big sister.

Natalie rolled her eyes. “On the boat. Come on, kids. I’ve got a cooler packed and cocktails waiting.”

“Sounds great,” I said as I hauled our overnight bags inside.

“Just leave your luggage and follow me,” Natalie said.

I dropped our luggage on the rich hardwoods and Natalie surprised again when she picked up my hand and led me down the stairs. I shot a quick glance over my shoulder at Becca, and she shrugged, not holding back an ear-splitting grin.

She led us down the stairs and through the house. The lakeside end of the house was all glass, with an enormous great room overlooking the lake beyond. A massive stone hearth, plush leather furniture, big screen TVs, a fully stocked bar, and a state-of-the-art kitchen were only a few of the highlights of the lake house’s modern interior.

Natalie led us through the empty kitchen, past the family room, and out onto a massive, multi-leveled deck connected by a series of stairs, bridges, and pathways.

A large rectangular pool appeared before us, decked out with a dozen sun chairs, tables, an open bar, and two stainless steel grills. There was a fireplace and an outdoor TV, along with a hot tub and hidden speakers belting out the latest hit song. Massive trees dominated the space on either side of the property, while bright summer flowers, shrubs, and smaller trees filled the spaces between decks.

There was a giant boathouse down on the lake, with more sun chairs on top, along with a diving board and an outdoor slide. A pontoon boat sat in one slip, a speedboat appeared beneath the boathouse and the last slip held a sailboat teeming with people.

“Nat, this place is crazy,” Becca said, taking it all in. “Lane must love coming here.”

“Oh, she does,” Natalie said, still holding my hand. “We’ve been here most of the summer. Come on. I’ll give you the grand tour later.” Natalie led me by the hand toward the stairs that ended at the slip.

Down on the boat, I noticed Misha holding Lane in her arms, pointing up toward the house. I spotted silver-haired Bob in the captain’s nest with my kiss-ass brother sitting beside him wearing white shorts and a white short-sleeved collared shirt, sipping on a cocktail. He looked more ready for the golf course than a day out on the lake.

Two more people I didn’t recognize were also on the boat. The first was a blond-haired man in his early twenty’s and the second was a young redheaded woman, also in her early twenty’s, wearing a red bikini with a body that wouldn’t quit. “Who are the other two?” I asked.

Becca frowned. “I don’t know.”

“The girl is Amber Madden, Bob’s granddaughter from his first marriage, and her boyfriend Chad.”

“A handsome blond guy named Chad? For real?” I asked, letting out a little chuckle.

Natalie glared at me over her shoulder. “I know, right? He’s more than a little full of himself which makes it even more fitting.” She tightened her grip on my hand as she led us down the last few steps and only let go when we reached the boat.

“Becca,” Lane yelled, struggling to escape Misha’s arms.

“Hold on, sweetie,” Becca said, scrambling onto the boat before she collected Lane from Misha’s arms.

Becca wore a white bikini top with a pair of denim cut-offs and her matching white bikini bottoms beneath. She wore her hair pulled back in a ponytail, and her dark sunglasses made her look like a celebrity incognito. The swimsuit offset her honey-colored skin perfectly and her tight, trim body drew the leering eye of Chad from where he perched near the captain’s nest with Bob and Tom.

Chad peered over his sunglasses, gazing down at Becca as she raised Laney in her arms. He wasn’t even trying to hide his lecherous gaze and paid me zero attention as I followed Natalie onto the boat. Hell, who could blame him? Becca was every bit of that, and more.

Unlike the dapper armchair captains on Bob’s sailboat, I wore a gray t-shirt I earned from a triathlon, my black baggy swim trunks, a Cubs hat, and a pair of slides.

Lane climbed back into Becca’s arms and the little girl squeezed her aunt tight, hugging her with all her might. “I missed you.”

“Aw,” Becca said and kissed her niece on the cheek. “I missed you too, pudding.”

Lane giggled. “I’m not pudding.”

“You’re my pudding,” Becca said.

“Hi, Jack,” Misha said before she leaned in and gave me a sisterly hug.

Like Natalie, Misha wore a white cover-up, and I spotted a flash of black polka dots beneath. I frowned but didn’t comment. Why had she opted for the 1950s grandma-style bikini? “Hey, Mish.” I gazed down at her, but Misha wouldn’t meet my eyes. Something happened since we last talked.

“How was your drive?” Misha asked.

She was asking about my fucking drive? We had regressed to small talk? What was next, the weather? “Long,” I said, staring down at her, but she averted her gaze. My annoyed tone came through loud and clear, and I instantly regretted playing the asshole. “But now that we’re here. Let’s have some fun.” I softened my tone and turned up my smile.

Misha gazed up at me, relaxing her shoulders. “Jack, I —”

“Hello,” a feminine voice said from behind me, cutting off Misha.

I turned and found the gorgeous redhead Amber Madden standing before me, wearing a slip of a red bikini. Her creamy cleavage bulged from her top and her shiny hair, long and lustrous, whipped in the wind, blowing wisps across her ripe pink lips and button nose. She wore dark sunglasses that hid her eyes, but she was even hotter up close than she was from far away.

“Hi,” I said. “I’m Jack.”

She pushed her sunglasses up on her head and gazed at me through bright green eyes. “Nice to meet you, Jack. I’m Amber.” She extended her hand, and we shook while I felt Becca’s gaze bore a hole through the Amber’s forehead.

Even though Becca and Lolly had formed a tight bond, that didn’t make Becca any less jealous around women not in her camp. Amber definitely didn’t make the cut.

Amber grinned shyly and bit her lower lip while she maintained heavy eye contact with me and ignored Becca.

Becca stepped up beside me, still holding Lane. “Hello. I’m Becca, Jack’s girlfriend.”

Amber tore her eyes off me and faced Becca. “It’s nice to meet you. You’re a lucky girl.” Her gaze drifted back to me, and she smiled, making her flirtation obvious.

“Oh, I know I am,” Becca said, and slipped her arm inside mine protectively.

I wrapped my arm around Becca’s waist and gently patted her firm ass in reassurance.

“Who do we have here?” A male voice said from the direction of the steps leading to the captain’s nest.

We turned to find Chad flashing his million-dollar smile on Becca.

With a strong jawline, straight white teeth, and hair that looked spun from gold, Chad was well… a Chad. He put the alpha in alpha male and right now he had his sights set on Becca.

But Gramps had trained me well. Don’t show jealously. It only feeds the hunter. I was more than secure with Becca’s feelings for me. I knew how much she loved me, and I knew what I had with her. Becca’s days of chasing after douchebags like Chad were dead and buried.

“I’m Chad Stewart,” he said, extending his hand to Becca. Chad wore a light blue polo golf shirt and a pair of blue and white striped dress shorts with a pair of closed-toed sandals. He held a bottle of Sapporo in his hand while the brisk wind buffeted his golden locks. The guy looked like he had stepped straight from the pages of GQ, and despite myself, I had to admit, he was really fucking handsome.

Becca smiled and shook his hand. “I’m Becca and this is my boyfriend, Jack.” She stepped away from Mr. Wonderful and pressed her back tight against my chest, as if making it clear she was well and good off the market.

I grinned at Chad. Take that mother fucker. I extended my hand in greeting while I placed the other on Becca’s hip. “Jack Donovan. Great meeting you.”

“You’re Tom’s little brother.” Chad said, smiling. He nodded knowingly and gazed at me appraisingly. “Your brother’s the real deal.” He pointed up at me, grinned, and flashed me a trigger finger and a wink.

Inwardly, I cringed, and Becca half-snorted before concealing her outburst with a cough.

“He’s definitely that,” I said.

“Amber, throw off that line,” Bob shouted from the captain’s nest.

“I’m on it,” she said and scuttled across the boat, throwing off lines while Bob shouted down orders. A few minutes later we were out on the lake with the sails up and the boat cutting through the churning waves.

When the boat moved, we found our seats. Becca sat up front, holding Lane, while the little girl wore a heavy life jacket.

I sat beside Becca, and Misha sat across from me with her arms folded, staring out across the lake, looking anything but happy.

Amber and Natalie chatted about something, but I couldn’t hear them above the whipping wind.

Chad had retreated to the captain’s nest with Tom and Bob.

At some point soon, I needed to make nice with Bob, but Tom and Chad could get wet for all I cared. Misha stole the occasional glance in my direction while Becca leaned forward, with Lane pointing out the boats and houses as we passed by.

I sipped on a beer until nature called. I decided to find a bathroom, then make my way up to the captain’s nest and at least pretend I cared what Tom and Chad had to say.

“Hey Nat?” I asked, drawing Natalie’s attention. “Where’s the bathroom?”

“I’ll show him,” Misha said, hopping up from her seat. She offered me her hand, and I took it before she led me across the deck toward the stairs leading to the cabin below.

Once inside, she shut the door behind us and turned around to face me. “The bathroom is behind that door.” She pointed across the interior toward a wooden door near the back.

“What did Tom say to you?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Nothing. I just….” She sighed and folded her arms over her chest.

“Talk to me, Misha,” I said, stepping up to her. “What happened to the pink bikini?”

“Nothing,” she said, her voice choking with emotion.

“Misha. It’s me.” Carefully, I unfolded her arms and slipped my hands in hers. “I know he said something to you. What was it?”

She averted her gaze and deepened her grip on my hands. “When I went to put the bikini on this morning, Tom told me I looked like a whore.”

Anger flashed in the back of my head, and I clenched my fists. “He’s a fucking prick.”

“We should forget about yesterday,” Misha said. “I’m sorry about everything. I won’t get naked around you anymore. You, Becca, and Lolly will be more than happy together. You don’t need me butting in.” Tears welled in her eyes, and her chin quivered before she lowered her gaze.

“No,” I said. “That won’t work. Misha, you are my girl. No one will ever call you a whore again.” I ran my finger along her jawline and raised her chin until she met my gaze. “You look beautiful in the pink bikini. Let me handle Tom.”

Her big blue eyes glistened with tears. She nodded and forced a smile. “I’m your girl?”

I leaned in and kissed her full on the lips. She opened her mouth to mine and our tongues met, brushing together tentatively before Misha deepened the kiss and came in tight.

Our tongues swirled together, and my head spun with desire. She tasted like cinnamon and strawberries all at the same time. My cock hardened in my swim trunks, and I slid my hand down her lower back, drawing her closer.

Misha moaned softly in my mouth and her warm breath curled up my nostrils. Reluctantly, she broke off the kiss and stepped back, her eyes swimming with lust. “You make me feel safe and wonderful all at the same time.” A slight smile brightened her face. “How is that?”

I kissed her again, softly this time, and she kissed me back while our eyes locked.

“Baby, wear the pink bikini. Okay?”

She smiled sweetly, and her entire face lit up. “Do I still get the sunscreen treatment?”

“Only if I get to do the front.”

She giggled and slapped me playfully on the chest. “Thank you, Jack. I feel better.” She let out a deep, cleansing sigh and smiled.

I drew her into a tight hug. “We’ll get you out of this. Don’t worry.” I kissed the top of her head and held her close.
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After we finished our sailing excursion around the lake, we spent the afternoon at the pool where the drinks flowed, and the music thumped. Bob had disappeared somewhere inside the house, and Lane was down for a nap.

I sat poolside beside Becca and Natalie, who stretched out on the nearby sun chairs. With her cover up gone, my eyes roamed Natalie’s peaks and valleys.

Layered with sunscreen, her body glistened beneath the sparkling summer sun. Natalie wore a black bikini cut high on the waist and her thirty-year-old body was MILF thick, juicy, and mouthwatering. Her heart-shaped ass, thick and juicy, rose from her firm, meaty thighs before sharply descending along the flare of her hips to a waistline that belonged on a twenty-year-old. As she applied her sunscreen, her big, beautiful tits jiggled and swayed inside the tight confines of her matching black bikini top. She wore a big floppy hat and propped up in her chair, gazing across the pool toward Tom and Chad, who were playing mixologist for Amber at the bar.

Not to be outdone, my lithe, lean, raven-haired girlfriend filled out her white bikini in all the right places. I had personally attended to her first layer of sunscreen with a jealous Chad leering at her from across the pool. Her tight ass and perky tits were on point, and I still couldn’t believe she was with me.

Like Natalie, Becca sat up in her sun chair wearing her sunglasses and tapping away on her phone. She reached out her hand for me and glanced in my direction. “Baby, come here.”

I slipped from my chair and knelt beside her, stealing a kiss before she held up her camera in selfie mode. “I’m posting to Instagram,” she said.

We put our faces together and Becca snapped the picture. “What do you think?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said.

I caught Amber staring at us, and Becca leaned over before kissing me again, this time with plenty of tongue.

“How much of that was for Amber’s benefit?” I asked.

Becca shrugged. “The bitch needs to know her place. That’s all I’m saying.” She tagged Misha, Lolly, and Natalie before hitting post.

“I could say the same about Chad,” I said. “He can’t take his eyes off you.”

Becca kissed me again, pulling me in tight before deepening it and sliding her tongue over mine. My heart lurched and my stomach spun before she broke off the kiss and smiled at me. “Good thing I only have eyes for you,” she said.

My cock hardened in my swim trunks, and I gazed over Becca’s incredible body. “You’re getting me all worked up.”

“Good,” she said. “Because I plan on fucking your brains out later.” She tucked her phone in her bag and kissed me one last time. “Maybe you should go check on Misha to make sure she doesn’t chicken out.”

As if on cue, Misha emerged from the outdoor bathroom, freshly changed into her neon pink bikini. She strutted across the pool, chest out, tits jiggling like a proud peacock. Her body was next level, beyond legendary. Her bikini bottoms did little to conceal her MILF-perfect ass, and her long legs flexed with each step, showcasing her hard work in the gym.

I stood from where I crouched beside Becca, dropped my shades, and took a good long look in her direction. “Damn,” I muttered under my breath.

Becca whistled and cat-called and Natalie grinned, sipping on a gin and tonic, her red lips curled up in approval. At the bar, Chad froze with a steel shaker in his hand while his gaze tracked Misha’s slow walk around the pool.

Amber grinned. “Looking good, girl.”

“Thank you,” Misha said, ignoring Tom as she strode past.

Only Tom glared through his weaselly bloodshot eyes while his face turned bright red with pent-up rage. With his arms folded over his chest, he sulked in the bar chair, his expression dour, while we heaped praise on Misha as she strutted by like a supermodel.

Misha walked past me, smiled and winked, then laid her towel out on the chair beside mine.

Becca grinned across the pool at Tom. “Doesn’t she look great?” she shouted.

Tom shot Becca a murderous gaze before he turned back to Chad who resumed his bar tending show.

Becca laughed at Tom, then turned to Misha, grinning. “Babe, you need to show off that body a lot more often. Damn.”

Misha heaped her long golden locks atop her head before securing it in place with a big clip. “Oh, I plan on it.” She flashed me a knowing smile and another wink.

With her long body stretched out, the pose Misha held left me spellbound. She was insanely hot. What the fuck was Tom thinking, disrespecting her? Was it about power and control? Likely. Did he get off humiliating beautiful women? Certainly. Those days were over. I stood frozen, gawking at the blonde goddess with my heart thumping like a lunatic.

Misha giggled and reached for her sunscreen. “Jack, can you put this on my back?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice throaty.

Becca laughed. “You’ve left him speechless.”

Even Natalie perked up and gazed past Becca at me. “After you’re done with her, you can do me next.”

What? It was like hitting the lottery. I shot Natalie a weak smile. “Sure.”

“It looks like you’ve cornered the market on Hart sisters,” Becca said. “Are you sure you can handle all three of us?”

I wasn’t sure of anything, but I would die trying. “I can barely handle you.”

Becca reached up and smacked me on the ass. “Oh, I’d say you’re doing just fine.”

Misha handed me the sunscreen and smiled teasingly. “Make sure you don’t miss any spots.”

I gulped and my stomach flip-flopped. What would my brother do when I laid hands on his girlfriend? He would probably flip out, but I didn’t give a shit. He didn’t own her, and he certainly didn’t deserve her. If Misha wanted me to feel her up, then that’s exactly what I would do.

Misha crawled into the sun chair beside me and stretched out face down. Wisps of her golden hair floated down her neck, and her tits bulged outward from either side of her chest. She wriggled her ass and glanced back at me. “Ready.”

Becca giggled beside me. “Good luck, Jack.”

I perched on the edge of Misha’s chair, not bothering to look back at my brother. Our confrontation was inevitable. There was no time like the present. I squirted a dollop of sunscreen on my palm and rubbed my hands together, heating it slightly before I leaned in and rubbed the lotion over Misha’s shoulders.

“Mmmmm… that feels amazing.” She closed her eyes and let out a contented sigh. “Would you mind massaging my back while you go?”

I licked the dryness from my lips, then tried and failed to reign in my ragged breathing. “Sure.” I worked my thumbs along Misha’s neck and over the smooth muscles in her shoulders.

“Oh, my God. Jack, don’t stop.” She wriggled her hips and settled in, using the back of her hands as a pillow.

Her skin was warm and soft, and the scent of coconut drifted from her flesh. I worked my fingers over her shoulders and down her upper back, working the lotion in deep while I gently massaged.

“Go lower,” Misha said.

I squirted a blob of sunscreen onto her lower back and spread it even with my palms. “How’s this?” I ran my thumbs just outside her spine and gently massaged her lower back before sliding my warm hands around her slender waist.

“Perfect,” she purred. “But can you go lower?” She wriggled her ass in the air. “You can straddle me if it helps.” Misha slipped her thumbs inside her swimsuit and edged her bikini bottoms lower, revealing a hint of her sublime ass crack.

Holy shit. Beads of sweat trickled down my forehead, and my heart pounded as hard as if I’d run a marathon at full tilt. Hands trembling, I worked my way lower, sliding my fingers up the steep slope of Misha’s hips before the moment shattered.

“Dude, really?” Tom said from behind me.

From his angle, I doubted Tom could see my hands next to his girlfriend’s ass. Rather than panic, I guided Misha’s bottoms back into place and deftly moved my hands to her lower back. “What’s wrong?” I asked, my tone completely casual as I glanced over my shoulder to find weasel boy standing there with his slicked back hair and ridiculous country club outfit.

He gazed at me contemptuously. “How would you like it if I smeared sunscreen all over Becca?”

“As if,” Becca said, drawing a snort from Natalie.

Tom glared at her before he turned back to me. “Get up.”

“I asked Jack to put sunscreen on for me,” Misha said. “We aren’t fucking for God’s sake.”

“I can put the fucking sunscreen on for you,” Tom said.

“No thanks,” Misha said.

“It’s weird to let another guy put his hands on you like that,” Tom said.

“As weird as hoarding pictures of our hot French neighbor on your computer?” Misha asked, drawing more laughter from Becca and Natalie.

Tom’s face contorted with anger. “I thought we were past that,” he said through gritted teeth.

Misha sighed. “Becca, would you mind putting sunscreen on my back?” She gazed up at Tom. “Does my little sister make you jealous? Or is that okay?”

Once again, the Hart sisters snickered their approval while I tried to play Switzerland. This was Misha’s fight, not mine. But, if it came down to it, I would intervene.

“Why did you put on that whore swimsuit, anyway? I told you not to wear it.” Tom folded his arms over his chest and sneered at Misha.

“You don’t fucking get to tell her what she can and can’t wear,” Becca said, her voice more than a little hot.

“How Ike Turner of you,” Natalie said, her voice oozing sarcasm.

Misha let her sisters finish before she chimed in. “I look great in this bikini and that’s what I’m wearing. Don’t like it? Don’t stay.”

Tom’s entire body language changed in an instant. His shoulders sagged in defeat, he dropped his head, and the fight seemed to have left him all at once. Tom was a bully, and once Misha stood up to him, he retreated. He had done the same thing with the pictures of Lolly. Only then he came crawling back. This time, he didn’t want that fight. It was as if he sensed he was on the verge of losing her, and the bikini wasn’t the hill he wanted to die on.

“Fine,” he said. “Wear it, but I don’t want him touching you.” He pointed at me as if I were some random stranger off the street.

Down deep, I didn’t blame the guy. I had already wrangled both Becca and Lolly, and I knew it drove him nuts. He must have sensed me closing in on Misha and would do whatever he could to prevent the inevitable. Unfortunately for him, his power trips had worn thin as a tool for control. I had helped Misha see through that ploy, and I wouldn’t stop until he was out of her life for good.

Tom turned his icy stare on me. “Stay away from her, Jack.”

I gave him a lopsided grin. “Why? I’m just your obese little brother who plays Dungeons and Dragons in the basement. Remember? Surely I’m no threat to a big powerful man like you.”

Beside me, Becca giggled.

“Shut up,” Tom said.

“I’m done with your bullying,” I said. “If you’ve got a problem with me, let’s settle it right here. Right now.” I pushed off Misha’s chair and stood before him, towering two inches taller. I was no fighter, but I carried at least twenty pounds of muscle my brother could only dream of. Besides, in his heart, we both knew he was a fucking coward.

Fear flashed in Tom’s eyes, and he took a step backward. “This has gone entirely too far. Jack, you’re my brother. Start acting like it. I put you up in my apartment and have treated you like a prince. Now you pay me back by trying to steal my girlfriend?”

Across the pool, Amber and Chad froze, watching our showdown intently. Behind me, I felt Misha, Becca, and Natalie’s heavy stare. Tom had played his hand well. He had removed physical violence as an option by playing the family card. But Tom didn’t care about family. The only reason he had let me move in with him was because Misha had insisted. Misha was all about family, just like her sisters. Even Natalie, as haughty and icy as she was, would never treat Becca and Misha with such blatant disregard. He had humiliated me so many times in the past, I lost count.

Instead of responding to Tom, I turned to face Natalie. “Sorry, Nat. I didn’t mean to bring our family drama to your house.”

Natalie eyed me like a lioness lining up her next meal. She smiled, flashing her white teeth with her eyes obscured by her dark sunglasses. “It’s not a party until there’s a little blood in the water. Don’t worry about it, Jackie.”

“Thanks.” I turned back to Tom. “Misha’s not an object to possess. I can’t steal her any more than you can own her. She makes her own choices.”

“Damn straight,” Becca said from right behind me.

I glanced over my shoulder, surprised to find her standing directly over my shoulder.

Becca wrapped her arms around my waist and glared over my shoulder at Tom.

I squeezed her hand as the rest of the anger fled Tom’s face. I had him and he knew it.

“Right,” Tom said, letting out a long sigh. “Sorry, Mish. Wear what you want.”

Melodrama was another tactic Tom frequently used to play on Misha’s sympathy. In the past when he used this tactic, Misha came to his defense. The question was, would she take the bait again?

“We should probably have a long talk when we get back to the city,” Misha said. “Let’s just have a good time, okay?”

He gave a half-hearted grin and nodded. “Right.”

“Yo, Tommy,” Chad said from across the pool. “You want this mojito or not?”

Tom retreated to the bar while Becca turned and high-fived her big sister. The next hour transpired uneventfully, with Amber taking a seat beside Natalie in the sun-worshiping department.

Becca and I splashed in the pool, and after a while, Misha joined us. Even the ice princess herself peeled away her enormous hat before taking a leisurely swim through the shallow end, careful not to get her hair wet.

Amber maintained a healthy distance, but I felt her gaze on me the entire time I was in the pool.

After cooling off, Becca and Misha took up their spots on the sun chairs where I applied Becca’s sunscreen and Becca applied Misha’s.

“Jack, you promised me you would put sunscreen on my back,” Natalie said. “And I’m sure Bob doesn’t give a shit,” she said loud enough for my brother to hear.

I glanced at Becca, who smiled sweetly, without a hint of jealousy.

“I’d do as she asks,” Becca said. “She gets bitchy if she doesn’t get what she wants.”

Misha laughed, and Natalie flipped off her little sister before settling back down on her chair beside Amber.

“Come on, baby. I won’t bite,” Natalie said, patting the sun chair beside her.

Amber pushed up on her elbows, her big creamy tits jiggling inside her tight bikini top. She pushed a lock of her red hair behind her ear and watched me cross toward them, my body glistening with water.

Amber licked her lips and gazed the length of my body, her eyes hungry. “You could be a model. Have you ever applied for work?”

“Uhhh… no,” I said before chuckling.

“He’s going to be a doctor,” Becca said.

Nothing slipped past Becca. I glanced over my shoulder and winked while she blew me a little kiss.

Natalie picked up a small tube of sunscreen and handed it to me. “Cover everything and don’t be shy. I burn easy.” She stretched out on her stomach and rested her chin on her arms.

Her body, with her smooth, perfect porcelain skin, appeared carved from marble, and she had more curves than Lombard Street. Her heart-shaped ass was soft, juicy and pleasingly plump without a shred of excess fat. She had thick MILF thighs and juicy MILF tits and had logged countless hours in the gym. She was a majestic combination of DNA and hard work with a body worthy of a surgeon general’s warning.

I took the sunscreen from Natalie and sat on the edge of the chair like I had for Misha a little more than an hour ago. I gazed over the wonderland of her pure perfection and except for Misha’s golden toned complexion, Natalie and Misha had the same body.

Over in the boys’ corner, Tom and Chad were five drinks in and slurring heavily while Bob was still under refrigeration somewhere deep in the lake house.

Becca and Misha ignored me and turned over on their stomachs, giving their backsides equal time under the sun.

Only Amber watched my every move, and that didn’t bother me. I squeezed a dollop of sunscreen on my palm, lathered up, and leaned forward, covering Natalie’s shoulders and back in a wet, glistening sheen. If she wanted me to massage her, she didn’t speak up, so I kept the session as strictly professional as possible. But my cock didn’t get the memo. I hardened inside my swim trunks while I watched Natalie’s ass jiggle under my powerful hands.

She pulled her swimsuit up into her ass crack and parted her legs. “Get everywhere,” she said.

I gulped, and my body simmered with lust. It was only awkward if I let get awkward, right? Forging ahead, I finished her back and lathered her ass cheeks with sunscreen, squeezing and kneading each one while my cock turned diamond hard.

Natalie let out a soft moan and parted her legs. Her sweet camel toe bulged between her thighs, and the temptation to slide my finger over her slippery mound nearly overpowered me. She wanted me to do it. There was no doubt. The only question was how far she would take it on her pool deck with the world watching.

But with Amber watching my every move, I didn’t dare cross the line to the point of no return. Amber was Bob’s granddaughter, and she might rat me out if things got too crazy. And if she didn’t, Tom certainly would. As it was, even the PG version was getting real dicey real fast.

I molded Natalie’s ass flesh between my open fingers, squeezing and rubbing until her cheeks glistened with sunscreen. After squirting another blob on my palm, I worked the lotion over her hips and outer thighs, up her hamstrings before sliding both hands high up her inner thighs. The heat radiating from her pussy came at me like a sticky bun pulled straight from the oven.

Natalie moaned louder, her voice quivering. She gyrated her hips in tiny circles, pressing her bikini-clad pussy mound against my fingers.

I teased the golden blonde MILF by sliding my forefinger along her soaking wet slit, eliciting a moan loud enough for her sisters to hear that they willingly ignored.

Amber gawked at us. Her lips were parted, and her breaths came in short, shallow pulls. Her sunglasses covered her eyes, and she sat back on the sun chair with a towel covering her midsection, her hand buried beneath it.

I grinned slyly and returned to Natalie, sliding my thumbs between her parted legs, so close to her pussy lips that her heat and wetness licked at my thumbs.

Natalie inched her legs apart and bucked her hips, practically fucking her sun chair.

I imagined Nat’s sex life as an exercise in frustration, and she had a giant itch Bob couldn’t scratch. What would it hurt to give her a little relief?

Amber seemed content to watch, so I went for it. I pried open Natalie’s bikini bottom and found her hot, wet sex waiting for me. Her pussy lips were warm and slippery, and I easily slid my finger inside her pussy, stopping knuckle deep while Natalie let out a sharp gasp.

Like Becca, Natalie waxed her pussy and was smooth as glass beneath my probing fingers. I worked my finger in and out of her tight honey hole while I slid my thumb up her labia, pushing aside her swimsuit while I searched for her crown jewel.

Natalie moaned so loud she jammed her towel in her mouth to stifle herself. She squeezed her thighs around my hand, fucking my finger in short, quick strokes while the sun chair creaked and groaned.

I slid my thumb up her soaking wet pussy and uncovered her delicate clit. I dipped a second finger inside her hole and finger banged her while I buzzed my thumb in quick clockwise circles over her sweet cherry bud.

Natalie sucked in a sharp breath, and her pussy spasmed. Her body shuddered and quaked and her glistening ass jiggled before me like a Jell-O mold caught in an earthquake. Her juices ran like a river over my fingers and hand, soaking me with her orgasmic bliss.

Becca and Misha continued to play dumb, but I knew they knew. Meanwhile, Amber had foregone any subtlety. She pumped her hand under her towel while she moaned softly with her eyes locked on my hand.

When Natalie’s thighs relaxed, I slipped my hand from her pussy and deftly pulled her bikini bottoms back in place. My cock remained rock hard, so I didn’t dare move, but did my best to dry my hand on my swim trunks.

Natalie sighed contentedly before glancing back at me and offering me a sweet smile. “Jack, please don’t forget my legs and feet. Like I said, I easily burn.”

Natalie Hart used the word please? Had an orgasm melted the ice queen? I smiled back at her. “Sure thing, Nat.” I squeezed a dollop of sunscreen on my palm and rubbed my way down Natalie’s legs, gently massaging even though she hadn’t asked.

She seemed to appreciate my touch because she gazed back at me, watching me work with a smile somewhere between serenity and satisfaction. “You have nice hands.”

“Thanks.” I finished with her feet and even rubbed between each toe, massaging her sole and the top of each foot. “How’s that?” But when I looked up, Natalie was fast asleep.

Her resting bitch face had vanished. She breathed easily, her expression content. Her lips were curled upward, not in a smile, but in peace. Her brows weren’t furrowed, and her relaxed expression took ten years off her angelic face. Was this the Natalie Becca and Misha knew? I wanted to know that Natalie, and someday I vowed I would.

With my cock fully deflated, I stood and surveyed my work.

Her body glistened like a temple in the sun, and I smiled contentedly.

“Will you do me next?” Amber asked, gazing at me with her hungry green eyes blazing with desire.

Becca turned her head to watch. She didn’t intervene, but I got the feeling how I handled the situation mattered more than anything to this point in our relationship.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said.

“I just want the same massage you gave Natalie,” she said, lowering her voice. “No one has to know. We can go upstairs to my room. I promise I won’t tell.”

“I love Becca,” I said. “I wouldn’t do that to her.”

“But Natalie —”

“Is her sister,” I said. “She’s also married, and that was less about me and more about her. She needed it.”

“I need it too,” Amber said, her voice low and sultry. “I’ll make sure you go away happy.” Her green eyes pleaded with me, and six weeks ago I would have jumped at the offer. She was unbelievably pretty, and I could fuck her in any hole I chose, but I made a promise. More than that, I made a vow.

“Respectfully, I’m going to decline,” I said. “I’m sure Chad would be more than willing to help.” In my peripheral vision, I caught the slight smile on Becca’s lips, and my heart soared.

“Baby, can you come here for a second?” Becca asked, pretending like she just woke up.

“Sure.” I crossed over to her chair and knelt.

She pulled me into a kiss and drew me into a warm hug. “You’re an exceptionally good man. I love you,” she whispered.

I smiled and kissed her again. “You make it easy, and I love you back.”

Behind me, a chair clattered, and I turned to find Tom stumbling toward Amber, clearly shit-faced.

“I’ll put that lotion on you,” Tom said, picking up Natalie’s sunscreen. “Turn over,” he slurred and swayed from side-to-side while he leered at Amber. His slicked back hair had fallen away, revealing the bald patch on the crown of his head.

Misha and Becca sat up and stared. Tom’s floundering had disturbed Natalie, who woke with a fresh glare on her face.

Amber pulled her knees up to her chest and covered herself in her towel. “No thank you,” she said, her expression frightened.

“Tom, stop,” Misha said.

He squeezed a ridiculous amount of sunscreen onto his palm and stumbled toward Amber.

“Tom, no!” Misha shouted.

I stepped between my brother and Amber, facing Tom. “Not here. Not now,” I whispered and grabbed his shoulders.

“Fuck you, Romeo,” he sneered, and struggled to free himself while the lotion smeared the front of his shirt. “I’ve gotten more pussy in the last week than you’ve had in a lifetime.”

“Get out!” Misha screamed, lurching from her chair and pointing toward the door. “Get the fuck out. Do you hear me? Go away and don’t come back.”

Tom glared at Misha. “You’re such a fucking whore. I’m done with you. I’m fucking done with all of you.” He teetered from side-to-side while he waved his finger wildly across the sisters. Then he turned to me. “Get the fuck out of my apartment. You’re not welcome back.” Then he turned and stumbled across the pool deck and through the door.

We all watched in silence as Tom stormed off.

“I’ll make sure he doesn’t destroy anything,” Chad said. “Sorry Natalie. I shouldn’t have kept feeding him drinks.” Chad scampered off through the house.

“Is he stupid enough to get behind the wheel?” Natalie asked.

“I have the keys,” Misha said. “He’ll call an Uber.”

Becca laughed. “An Uber won’t drive him back to Chicago.”

“He’ll find a hotel and sleep it off.” Misha sighed. “Then he’ll call me later tonight or tomorrow with an apology.”

“Babe, this has got to end,” Becca said.

Misha nodded. “Yeah. I’m done.”
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Stars lit the night sky, and a warm breeze blew in from across the lake. In the distance, crickets chirped, and the towering trees swayed in the gentle night wind.

Outside on the patio, Becca flicked on the pool lights. “We have to be quiet.”

The pool illuminated with warm, golden light and somewhere in the distance the soft whir of a boat engine broke above the shifting wind.

I slipped in behind Becca and wrapped my arms around her waist, nuzzling in behind her ear before slowly kissing along her neck. Her clean summer scent filled my nostrils, and her hair shifted, tickling my nose and cheeks. “Are you sure skinny dipping is a good idea?” I whispered in her ear.

Becca moaned softly and opened her neck to me, pulling at the sash, holding up her thin robe before peeling it away and letting it fall at her feet. “Baby, skinny dipping is always a good idea. You skinny dip with Sienna. You can spare ten minutes for the love of your life.” She turned around to face me and tugged at my shorts. “Strip for me, slave.” She giggled and edged forward. Her hard nipples dragged across my stomach, igniting a flash fire of goosebumps across my chest.

Moonlight reflected off Becca’s honey colored skin, casting her naked body in lunar shades of silver. Her dark hair tumbled over her shoulders, free and full, and her green eyes haunted me beneath a veil of shadows.

I pulled off my t-shirt and slipped free of my shorts, standing before her naked, my cock already half-hard.

Becca stepped forward and wrapped her tiny hand around my cock. “How hard were you today with Natalie?” She edged forward and pressed her firm tits lightly against my stomach. She dotted my chest with kisses and fondled my cock, rolling it between her open fingers.

“You’re about to find out.” My cock thickened in her palm, and she giggled, gazing up at me, her eyes shimmering in the moonlight.

“Did Misha make you hard?” She smiled up at me, her eyes teasing, and she stroked my cock, squeezing pre-cum from my swollen knob.

“Really? You’re asking me that? What do you think?” I leaned in and found her neck licking and kissing my way up to her ear. I inhaled her scent, lavender and something else, light and sweet I couldn’t place. My cock thickened in her hand, and my breathing turned thick with lust.

Becca gazed up at me, her beauty unparalleled. “Looks like someone needs to fuck?”

“Yes.” I rolled her earlobe between my lips and licked my way up, kissing as I went.

“Then you’ll have to catch me first.” She giggled, released my cock, and darted across the deck before diving into the pool with a shriek, followed by a giant splash. She emerged a few seconds later at the far end of the pool, her hair and naked body glistening under the pool’s alien glow. “The water’s amazing,” she practically shouted. “Get in here.”

“Shhhh…,” I whispered loud enough for her to hear. “You’ll wake the entire house.”

Becca rolled her eyes. “Don’t be such a baby. Come in here and fuck me.”

Unlike Becca, I took the steps into the pool and floated across the surface toward her.

She kicked off with a wild splash, darted under water and away from me before emerging against the wall. “You’ve got to earn it.” Again, she was loud enough to wake the dead.

“Are you crazy?” I asked. “What if Bob comes down here?”

She laughed. “Bob and Natalie are on the other side of the house. So are Amber and golden boy. They can’t hear us.”

Movement came from the curtain above the pool, and I whirled around to face her. “That’s Misha’s room.”

Becca smiled. “It sure is.” She lowered her voice. “Come here, baby. I won’t run away this time.”

I floated toward her, and Becca backed against the wall, stretching out her arms on either side. Her perky tits jiggled at the surface and her long dark hair plastered to her shoulders and chest. Her green eyes smoldered, and she licked her lips, staring me down with wanton desire.

“You want her to watch, don’t you?” I floated between her legs, and she wrapped me tight, drawing me toward her.

“I want her to see my face when you come inside me.” She wrapped one arm around my neck and reached down, circling my rigid cock with her hand. Her smiled widened and her eyes twinkled. “You’re still rock hard.” She drew me closer and nibbled on my bottom lip before letting it go and giggling. “Misha watched you finger fuck Natalie today.”

My stomach swirled, and I cupped Becca’s ass, kneading her firm cheeks. “Did she like it?”

Becca slid my knob along her slippery lips and pushed my cock inside her. Her face contorted with pleasure, and she groaned. She tightened her ankles around my waist and drew me in deeper. “Yesss,” she hissed, moaning in my ear.

Adrenaline spiked in my legs, and Becca’s warm, tight pussy enveloped my cock in a silky-smooth sheath. I squeezed her ass and pulled her down onto my cock, completely impaling her. I throbbed deep inside her as a prehistoric urge to pump swept over me. “Baby, you are so fucking tight.”

Becca squeezed her pussy, clamping down on my cock as she moved her hips and the water swirled around us. She ran her fingers through my wet hair and kissed me on the lips, finding my tongue with hers and softly moaning. “When Misha—” She gasped and moaned, digging her heels into my ass while I split her in two. “I swear to God, you have the biggest cock on earth.” Her words came out breathless and rushed. “I can feel you getting even harder inside me.”

I thrust forward, driving in and out, fucking Becca deep and slow. We kissed again, opening our mouths wide and exploring with our flashing tongues and slippery lips. Fucking her never got old and never would. Every inch of her pussy writhed and wriggled around my massive cock, flexing and squeezing while I sank in deeper, thrusting harder with every penetrating pump.

The water swirled around us, and gentle waves lapped the edge of the pool.

Becca broke off the kiss and pulled herself up my body like a jungle gym, wrapping both arms around my neck. She nuzzled my ear, forcing her tongue inside while her warm breath sent a sharp wave of pleasure rifling along my spine.

“She’s watching us,” Becca whispered before she bobbed up and down on my cock, fucking me hard and fast, grunting and moaning, her face awash with pleasure. “Come inside me,” she said, loud enough for Misha to hear through the cracked window.

Misha’s window was at my back, and I couldn’t see her, but I felt her hungry eyes on my back. I pounded Misha’s little sister harder and faster, grunting and moaning, while Becca’s perky tits bounced off my chest. “I’m close,” I said, my voice husky with lust.

Becca pulled her body flat against mine and writhed, bucking her hips while she moaned in my ear. “I’m coming all over your cock.” Her pussy spasmed, and her body shuddered as she dug her fingers into my back.

I drove in deep and froze. My head flashed and my orgasm hit me. I gushed inside her, flooding her womb with my seed, spurting again and again. “Becca, baby, fuuuck….”

Her breath washed over my neck, and she milked my cock, grinding me deep while she kissed my neck, face, and lips. “I feel you gushing inside me,” she whispered while she ran her fingers through my hair.

I emptied myself inside her until my cock went still and my legs wobbled beneath me. After enduring Misha and Natalie’s teasing, I took it all out on their little sister.

My cock went still, and I stood in the pool with Becca pinned against the wall, my cock buried in her depths. We gasped for breath while we kissed and touched, our hands and lips wandering wherever they pleased.

“She’s gone now,” Becca whispered. “But if that doesn’t push her over the edge, nothing will.”

“What do you mean?”

“The three of us are… competitive?” She frowned as she toyed with my neck hair and rubbed my ass and hamstrings with her warm feet. “That’s not exactly the word I’m looking for, but I’m not sure how else to describe it. When we were little, and one of us got something cool, like a new phone or a pair of shoes, the other two wouldn’t stop until they had it too. It drove our parents crazy.”

“Am I the shiny new phone in this scenario?” I asked.

Becca giggled and kissed me softly on the lips. “You’re way more than that. You’re my person, but in a nutshell, yes, you are.”

“What I did to Natalie at the pool….”

“Drove Misha crazy,” Becca said. “I started it all by getting you first. That kills Misha because I think she’s loved you even longer than me.”

“Love? That’s strong, don’t you think?”

Becca shook her head. “I know my sisters. I see what’s in their eyes. Jack, she loves you even if she won’t admit it to herself.”

“What should I do?” I asked.

“Tomorrow morning, go to her and make your move. Be aggressive. She loves that.”

“You’re telling me how to score with your sister?”

“I want her to be happy.” She gazed into my eyes, her expression serious. “But don’t do it if you think you can’t love her the way you love me and Lolly.”

“It doesn’t bother you?”

“No,” she said. “It would make me happy.”

“Okay.” I kissed her softly. “I’ll do it.”
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Sunlight poured in through the closed venetian blinds. The bedside clock read 7:06 am and Becca’s warm and very naked body wriggled against me.

She wrapped her leg over my waist with her creamy inner thigh rested comfortably against my achingly hard cock. Becca’s dark hair splayed over my chest and stomach, and she rested her head high on my shoulder. Her breaths came in the short, shallow pulls of gentle wakefulness.

I slid my hand down her back and squeezed her tight ass. My morning wood twitched against her thigh. Lust swam through my consciousness, and I leaned down to kissing the top of her head. Her light lavender scent made my head buzz, and I kissed her again, ready for a good morning fuck.

Becca dragged her fingertips down my stomach and moved her leg, freeing my cock. “It’s too early for playtime,” she said groggily.

I didn’t sigh, but I wanted to. She was too fucking hot for her own good. Even after our late-night romp in the pool, I needed more. “Go back to sleep,” I said.

Becca raised her head off my shoulder and squinted through her sleep-filled eyes. “I know you’re horny. Go to Misha. She’ll take care of you.”

“Huh? I just can’t barge into her bedroom.”

“Yes, you can,” she said. “Trust me. She wants you and she likes to play in the morning as much as you do.” Becca rolled over, taking her beautiful body with her. “Now go away and let me sleep.” She let out a sleepy sigh and pulled the blankets up around her shoulder. “Love you, baby. Have fun.”

Even though Becca, Lolly, and I had crossed the great threesome divide a while ago, it was more than strange having my girlfriend push me from our bed to go be with her sister. But my life had turned into a ceaseless series of bizarre, life-altering events, all at the urging of my grandfather. Max Donovan was some kind of sexual savant, and the next time I saw him, I would press him on how he had gained such a strange and wonderful power. For whatever reason, Becca and her sisters were into sharing. Who was I to complain?

I slipped from the bed and found my shorts. Barging into Misha’s room with my rock-hard cock swaying like a divining rod might scare her more than turn her on. I threw on the shorts and quietly made my way from the bedroom, deftly closing the door behind me.

Misha’s room was one door down. The house was utterly quiet except for the distant drone of water passing through the interior pipes, likely from a shower.

I tiptoed across the plush carpet and paused outside of Misha’s closed door with my knuckles perched, ready to knock. What had Becca said? She told me to be aggressive. There was nothing more aggressive than barging into a closed bedroom door. I lowered my hand and turned the knob while my stomach fluttered wildly.

The door was unlocked. My heart pounded so hard it thudded in my ears while my breaths came hard and fast. As I pushed the door open, my legs wobbled with a rush of fresh adrenaline.

Misha’s bed was empty but slept in. A jumbled bedspread and twisted sheets marked one side of the king-sized bed, while the other remained untouched.

Tom hadn’t returned in the middle of the night.

I stepped into the bedroom and closed the door behind me.

A thin streak of light came from the cracked bathroom door, where I heard the distinct sound of running water. Misha was showering.

How bold was too bold? What would Misha do if I climbed into the shower with her? I didn’t want to give her a heart attack, but at the same time, if Becca were right, Misha would love it. It was a move that would end in disaster or triumph. There was no middle ground.

I quietly opened the bathroom door and gazed on Misha’s statuesque body concealed by a nearly opaque layer of steam coating the glass doors. If she turned around, she would see a figure, but deciding who wouldn’t be easy.

Fuck it. Misha Hart was about to get the thrill of a lifetime, and so was I. With my heart thundering, I peeled away my shorts, crept across the bathroom floor, and opened the shower door.

Misha’s golden body glistened beneath the shiny bathroom lights. Her blonde hair, wet and limp, stretched halfway down her back while her thick, heart-shaped ass was close enough to touch. Her big, beautiful tits jiggled and bounced while she ran conditioner through her thick locks.

“Room for two?” I asked.

Misha whirled, her expression shocked. Her blue eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. “Jack. Oh my, God. You scared me.” Her tits were perfect, bouncing into place high on her chest while her nipples glistened with running water. Like Becca and Natalie, Misha shaved her pussy. Her thin slit was barely visible from where I stood in the open doorway.

“Surprise?” I said, flashing a hopeful smile.

“Get in here.” Misha smiled at me playfully. “You’re getting the floor wet.”

My stomach dropped into my shoes, and my head flashed with a wave of dizzy glee. I stepped inside Nirvana, shut the door behind me, and came face-to-face with the girl of my wet dreams. “Please tell me I didn’t miss the body soap.”

Misha giggled and flashed me her straight white teeth. “Nope. You’re right on time.” She curled her arms around my shoulders and mashed her big, slippery tits against my chest.

Her nipples hardened against my ribs, and my cock lurched, thickening against her tummy. I leaned in and found her sweet, ripe lips with mine. My stomach seesawed. Misha’s tongue flashed over mine, and the fresh mint from her toothpaste tingled on my lips. I ran my hands along the soft curve of her spine and cupped her full, lush ass in my palms and squeezed. My cock jumped, growing harder against her soft tummy, where it swayed side-to-side. Her smooth, slippery flesh tickled my knob and curled my toes. I moaned into her mouth, unable to contain my unbridled lust.

Misha wrapped her fingers around my massive rod. She broke off our kiss and gazed up at me, her eyes wide with shock. “Becca said you were big, but wow….” She backed off an inch and gazed down at my throbbing manhood. “You’re twice the size of your brother.”

“Too big?” I cupped Misha’s slippery tit and rolled her nipple between my fingers. Her supple breast filled my palm, and I squeezed, while her soft, warm tit flesh bulged between my open fingers.

She shook her head and smiled at me demurely. “It’s perfect.” Her blue eyes sparkled, and water trickled over her shoulders and beaded her face. “You’re perfect.”

I leaned in and kissed her again. Our tongues weaved together perfectly, as if they had always belonged. I cupped both of Misha’s breasts in my hands and squeezed gently but firmly. Her nipples hardened against my palms, and she moaned softly in my mouth.

Misha stroked my cock, brushing her thumb over my glans and around my swollen knob. The sounds of our smacking lips and meshing tongues competed with the hissing water and the rising steam. She broke off our kiss and squeezed my cock, stroking me in even rhythm while she gazed into my eyes. “Jack, I want you inside me so bad, but….”

My stomach sank, but I concealed my disappointment. “Tom.”

Misha nodded. “I don’t love Tom, and I don’t want to be with him. Never again. I want you. I’ve loved you for so long.” Her voice quivered along with her chin. “But I wouldn’t feel right about making love to you until I end it with Tom once and for all.”

Locks of her wet blonde hair matted her cheeks, and I pushed them away, tucking them behind her ear. “I want you to move in with us. We can talk about it with Becca and Lolly, but you’ve slept your last night in my brother’s bed. I won’t watch the woman I love get treated with such disrespect.”

“You love me?” Her eyes glistened with tears, and a warm smile touched her lips.

“Misha, I’ve loved you for so long I can’t remember when I didn’t.” I let out a deep breath and kissed her lips softly. “The man I’ve become was because of you.”

Her chin shook harder with raw emotion, and she touched my cheek, kissing me again. “Jack, I need you to know… I want your baby growing inside me. Are you open to at least the possibility of —”

“Yes,” I said, cutting her off. “We’ll make a baby together, but if you want a baby so bad, why aren’t you pregnant already?”

“It’s not like that.” She shook her head and rubbed her palms over my muscled chest. “I’ve made Tom wear a condom — always.”

In all their years together, Tom never raw dogged Misha? “Every time?”

She nodded. “At first it was mutual,” she said. “But in the last year, I’ve caught him trying to have sex with me without wearing one. I don’t want him like that. I think I only stayed with him this long so I could be close to you.”

“Misha, I can wear a condom if that’s —”

She put her finger to my lips and shook her head. “Never. Jack, you’re the last man I want. You will never wear a condom with me.” Her voice trembled with emotion. “I love you so much. I want a family with you.” Her eyes glistened with tears.

I kissed her again and ran my fingers up the back of her neck and through her golden locks. “I’ll give you as many babies as you want. Let’s put Tom behind us and we can get started right away, okay?”

She wrapped both arms tight around my shoulders and pulled me into a tight hug. “I’d love that.” She let out a deep, cleansing breath and kissed me along the neck. “That doesn’t mean you have to go away empty-handed.” She stepped back and reached for the bottle of body lotion. “I want to feel your penis against me.” She squirted a dollop of soap in her palm and reached for my cock. Tits jiggling, Misha lathered my shaft and tip until it gleamed with suds.

My cock throbbed in her hand, thickening and extending until it stood rigidly inside her clenched fist. I squeezed body soap in my palm and lathered Misha’s tits, letting them jiggle and bounced while I mashed them together. Her perfect nipples hardened until they stood tower tall, sliding in and out of my open fingers. I kneaded her incredible tits, squeezing and mashing them together while Misha gently stroked my cock. “I could do this all day.”

Misha continued stroking my shaft as it slid easily in and out of her fingers. “I love it when you play with my breasts. I’m so turned on right now.” She kissed my lips, then each of my cheeks, before nuzzling in behind my neck and licking my ear. “Can you get off between my thighs?” she whispered.

Her warm breath curled inside my ear and sent a warm shiver down my spine. The thought of thigh fucking Misha Hart set my head spinning. As a former collegiate volleyball player, Misha had thighs that could crack walnuts and an ass so perfect she deserved her own bronze statue. “Yes,” I said, my voice husky with lust.

Misha turned around and leaned against the tiled wall, presenting me with a breathtaking view of her bountiful ass and orgasm-inducing thighs. Water glistened off her ass cheeks and dripped over her parted thighs. Her pink pussy lips, swollen and thick, looked like heaven on earth, and the thought of impregnating her left me reeling with desire.

As I stepped up behind her, Misha gazed over her shoulder at me, her blue eyes heavy with lust. I slid my cock between her thighs and dragged my tip along her slippery trench, grinding through her sweet pink folds until my hips lightly clapped her firm ass.

Misha moaned and leaned forward, resting her elbows on the tile wall. She squeezed her thighs together, enveloping my cock in a warm, buttery smooth sheath of slippery, soapy tightness.

A surge of adrenaline rushed through my legs, turning to them to gelatin. I steadied myself on Misha’s hips, squeezing her ass, gently rocking forward and backward, sliding my knob along her hot pussy lips.

A gentle clapping sound reverberated across the tile, and Misha’s tits jiggled and swayed from side-to-side beneath her chest. Soapy and wet, her jugs bounced together with a satisfying slapping sound. She tightened her grip on my cock and gyrated her hips faster, increasing the tempo and forcing a throaty moan out of me.

Heat and friction built on my cock’s slippery surface, and I leaned forward, cupping Misha’s firm tits in my hands. I tweaked her nipples and mashed her tits together, pressing the flesh between my open fingers while I pounded her harder, grunting and moaning with the effort.

Misha’s pussy buzzed my shaft like a hot dog in a bun and my swollen knob tripped over her engorged clit like a speed bump. As my cock grew hotter, my head flashed, leaving me on the brink of orgasm.

“That’s it, baby,” Misha said, her voice breathless. “I’m so close.” She reached down between her legs and buzzed her clit with her finger, joining my cock in applying constant pressure.

I squeezed Misha’s tits, and my legs buckled. “Baby, I can’t.” As Misha arched her back and cried out, I grunted and hot cum gushed from my balls.

Misha’s legs trembled, and her pussy spasmed around my shaft. She doubled down with her thighs, squeezing my shaft in a soapy vise while I spurted ropes of thick cum all over her pussy lips and her fingers where she stopped working her swollen clit and squeezed my cock.

As I kneaded her tits and kissed her long, slender neck, I pumped my hips, splattering the legendary blonde with milky loads of my sperm-laden spunk.

Her orgasm faded, and Misha stood upright. She drained the last few spurts onto her pussy lips before my cock went still, and she turned around to face me. Misha reached down and squeezed my cock, pushing the cum trapped in my shaft from my tip while she kissed me softly.

We opened our mouths to each other, and our tongues flowed together. She tasted honey sweet, and I cupped her ass, drawing her closer while Misha moaned softly in my mouth.

We stood under the hissing water, kissing and touching for what felt like an eternity. Finally, we broke off our kiss. Misha wrapped her arms around my neck and gazed up at me sweetly. “I love you.”

I kissed her gently. We brought our forehead together and gazed into each other’s eyes. “I’m going with you to the apartment. I don’t trust my brother. Besides, I need to pack my clothes, and I think Becca has a few things still in my drawer.”

She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me tenderly. “Okay,” she said, offering no argument.

Misha loved it when I took charge, and unlike my brother, I would treat her like a princess. Tom would put up some resistance, but in the end, he would lose. “If he demeans you, I’m stepping in,” I said. “I won’t have him talking bad to you ever again.”

She smiled and nodded, biting her lower lip. “I hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“Me neither.” I kissed her one last time before I cut off the water. “Come on, baby. Let’s go home.”
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On the way back to the city, I phoned Gramps and gave him a very brief summary of what happened with Misha and Tom before he insisted, we stay at the townhouse.

“Jack, I think it’s time for you and the girls to move in,” Gramps said. “There’s plenty of room, and I’ll give you all the privacy you need.”

“Thanks,” I said. “We’ll take you up on that offer.” I planned on talking with the girls the next morning about moving, but for now, our focus remained on freeing Misha from my toxic brother.

When Misha, Becca, and I arrived back in the city, we found Lolly waiting in her apartment. We quickly brought her up to speed and agreed that we should all go into the apartment together. Becca and Lolly would pack up Misha’s things while she broke it off with Tom.

Thankfully, Misha’s key still worked and when we walked into Tom’s apartment, we found my brother sitting sullenly in the family room, staring blankly out the window. He turned toward the door and locked his gaze on Misha.

“Can we talk?” he asked, with no heat in his voice.

He had once again come hat in hand, hoping to play on Misha’s sympathies. Would she fall for it like she had so many times before?

“Yes. We need to talk.” Misha’s voice was firm, her tone resolute.

Becca and Lolly strode past Tom and down the hall toward Misha’s bedroom.

My brother looked after them and frowned. “Where are they going?”

“They’re packing my bags,” Misha said.

My brother wouldn’t bring himself to look at me, and I moved past him into my bedroom. I left the door open and quickly pulled my suitcase from under the bed.

“Why are they packing your bags?” Tom asked. His voice panicked. “You aren’t leaving.”

“Tom, we’re over,” Misha said. Her tone remained confident and strong. “I don’t love you anymore.”

I grinned as I tossed my suitcase atop the bed. I grabbed armfuls of clothing, both Becca’s and mine, and tossed them into my open suitcase.

“We can work it out,” Tom said. “I’ll change. Jack can stay. I promise, things will be different this time.”

I rolled my eyes and moved the closet, tossing my shoes in the open suitcase along with my few pieces of dress clothing on hangars.

“We’re leaving,” Misha said. “Jack and I don’t want to stay.”

“Are you fucking him?” The first tinges of anger touched his voice.

I cleared my personal items off the dresser and zipped up my suitcase. I was packed and ready to go.

“Not yet,” Misha said. “But I love him. It’s only a matter of time.”

“You fucked him,” Tom said, his voice rising with anger. “You are such a fucking whore.”

“Says the guy who’s had more pussy in a week than Jack’s had in a lifetime,” Misha said. “You’re the whore and you’re a little bitch too.” She spoke with anger and authority while I hovered near the door, ready to pounce if needed.

“I’m fucking two women from work and another one I met at the gym,” Tom said. “I don’t fucking need you, anyway. Get the fuck out of my apartment.”

I stepped out of my room carrying my bag while Lolly and Becca appeared from Misha’s room with two packed bags.

Tom whirled on me, his eyes red with rage. “How could you do this to your own brother?”

“We’re brothers by DNA,” I said. “That’s about it.” I wasn’t angry, and I gazed at him calmly while I held my hand out for Misha. “Are we done here?”

She took my hand before she leaned in and kissed me full on the lips, letting it linger before our tongues lightly flashed together. She stepped back and gazed triumphantly at Tom. “Yep. All done. Let’s go home.”

Tom’s face trembled with rage, turning brighter shades of red by the second. A thick angry vein pulsed in his temple, and he glared impotently with murder in his eyes. “You’re dead to me.”

With my arm around Misha, Lolly wrapped her arm around my waist while Becca slid her arms up over my chest from behind. The four of us gazed at Tom with a mixture of pity and contempt.

I leaned down and kissed Lolly full on the lips before turning back to Tom, flashing him a shit-eating grin. “Somehow, I think I’ll survive.”
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That night, the four of us joined Gramps on the rooftop for a night game. With beautiful women surrounding him, Gramps rode on a cloud, pulling out all the stops with wine, drinks, and enough good food to choke a horse.

A warm glow rose over Wrigley field and the steady roar of the crowd droned as the Cubs led 2-0 heading into the seventh inning stretch. The night was end-of-summer cool, and the wind was calm. The humidity had drained away, and the crisp feeling of autumn was quickly approaching.

I had never been happier. I sat with Lolly on one side and Misha on the other, my fingers laced in each of their warm hands.

Becca and Gramps sat in the row below us where Gramps explained to Becca much of the history of the stadium and our family townhouse.

Before the game, Gramps had pulled me aside and promised to leave during the seventh inning so I could work out living arrangements with my harem - his word, not mine. The idea of three women sharing my bed and his roof seemed to excite him to no end, and I couldn’t help but wonder why. Did Gramps have some harem fetish that he was living vicariously through me? One day I would extract the information from him, but that day wasn’t today.

Right on time, he feigned a yawn and stood. “It’s time for the old man to call it a night.” He turned around to face me. “You know where the rooms are. Make yourself comfortable.”

The girls took turns with their gratitude, hugging and kissing him while Gramps soaked up every second with a toothy grin plastered across his old, wrinkled face.

After he ambled off, I asked the girls to join me at the round patio table sitting next to the stadium-style bleachers.

After we settled in, I gazed at them one by one before I spoke. “I need to ask you all an important question, and if the answer’s no, then we’ll figure out our next move together as a family.”

The three of them gazed at me expectantly, each one looking more beautiful than they ever had.

“What do you say about us moving in here together?” I asked. “Lolly’s place isn’t big enough for all of us, and this place has more rooms than we know what to do with. Once Gramps passes, he’s leaving this place to me, which means it would belong to all of us. What do you say?”

The girls glanced at each other and back at me.

“What about Sienna?” Misha asked.

“Or Nat and Lanie?” Becca asked.

“Sienna is currently engaged to another man,” I said.

“Which is a giant mistake,” Misha said. “She and Duncan aren’t compatible.”

I thought back to my mind-bending make-out session with Sienna at the rock quarry and had to admit that adding the lithe brown-haired beauty to the pack ranked high on my list of to-dos. “If Sienna wants to move in here, I wouldn’t stop her.”

“You need to steal her away from Duncan,” Misha said. “But she wants to get married.”

Marriage in a harem would be a problem. I couldn’t marry Sienna, and not the others. “I’ll work on Sienna,” I said. “She and I are competing in a triathlon together soon. I’ll see what I can do.”

“What about Natalie?” Becca asked.

“Nat seems content with Bob,” I said. “I admit she needs a sexual outlet, but other than an occasional romp, I don’t see her moving out of Bob’s house anytime soon.”

“She’s not happy,” Becca said.

“I agree,” Misha said. “Natalie hasn’t been herself in years.”

“If Natalie wants to move in with us, then she’s welcome to do so, but that will take some doing.”

“You should have sex with her,” Becca said. “That’s the way to her heart.”

I cleared my throat. “Right. I’ll get on that. The bottom line is that both Sienna and Natalie are welcome. If they’re interested, that is.”

Becca folded her arms over her chest. “Not Amber,” she said. “I don’t like that girl.”

“Me neither,” Misha said.

“Who’s Amber?” Lolly asked.

“I’ll fill you in later,” Becca said. “She tried to fuck Jack this weekend.”

Lolly’s eyes turned hard, and she spit out an epitaph in French too fast for me to comprehend.

“No to Amber,” I said. “You three are plenty.”

“You mean us five,” Becca said.

“It’s like we’re building a sorority,” Misha said.

“And Gramps is the house mom,” Becca said before the other girls laughed.

“What does that make Jack?” Lolly asked.

“Our fuck toy,” Becca said, drawing a disapproving look for Misha.

“I was thinking more along the lines of our husband,” Misha said.

“Our shared husband,” Lolly said. “Oui.”

“I’m in,” Becca said, and laid her hand out flat on the table.

“Me too,” Misha said, placing her hand on top of Becca’s.

“Moi aussi,” Lolly said, adding her hand to the mix.

“Go team,” I said. “We’ll move in this weekend.”

Becca leaned over and whispered something into Misha’s ear, and Misha quickly nodded. My raven-haired princess blew me a kiss and her eyes glittered before she feigned a yawn and grabbed Lolly’s hand. “Lolls and I have some catching up to do. Have fun kids and we’ll see you tomorrow.”

Becca pulled Lolly up from the table and whispered in her ear before the two of them giggled and came around the table, one on each side.

“Bonne nuit,” Lolly said and kissed me on the lips. “Tomorrow night is for us. Okay?”

I kissed her back and nodded. “Oui.”

Becca wrapped her arms around my neck and hugged me tight, slipping into my lap before she kissed me full on the lips. “Good night, my sweet man.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist, and my cock hardened under her tight ass. “Night, baby. I’ll make you breakfast in the morning.”

“Awesome.” She kissed me one last time before she slipped off my lap. “Get our girl good and pregnant. Okay?”

Misha’s cheeks turned bright red. “Becca. Stop.”

Becca rolled her eyes. “I hope the walls are sound proofed because once you start moaning, you’ll wake the dead.”

“You’re embarrassing me,” Misha said.

Becca leaned down and kissed her sister on the cheek. “I’m kidding because I love you, but all kidding aside, brace yourself for the orgasm of a lifetime. Our guy’s penis is a lethal weapon.”

My cheeks flushed with heat, and I smacked Becca’s ass playfully.

She yelped and jumped, turning on me, grinning. “Okay. We’re leaving.” She picked up Lolly’s hand and the two of them strolled off, chatting a million miles a minute.

Misha and I sat alone on the rooftop gazing across the table at each other.

My stomach rolled with nervous anticipation and my pulse ticked higher, knowing what came next. I pushed my chair back and patted my lap. “Come here, baby.”

Misha came around the table and sat on my lap before she wrapped her arm around my neck and kissed me softly on the lips. “Is everything okay?”

“Never better.” I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her again, longer this time, until her sweet scent washed over me, and my cock hardened beneath her ass.

Her golden hair, shiny and smooth, flowed over her shoulders untethered and free. She wore a black V-necked t-shirt and a pair of white shorts. Her shirt fell open, revealing her legendary cleavage and a hint of her lacy black bra. Misha’s blue eyes, warm and curious, soaked me in and her full pink lips glistened with what I knew was strawberry lip gloss. She barely looked a day over twenty-two and had seemed to shed five years off her face in the last hour alone. Her long golden legs shimmered under the roof top lights, and her open-toed sandals dangled from her petite toes. She studied my face and brushed a lock of my dark hair away from my eye. “I get you all to myself.”

She smelled faintly of buttered popcorn and sweet vanilla, and her big tit pressed against my arm, causing my cock to pulse and shift, thickening against her ass crack. My heart soared, and my stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation. I inhaled slowly, trying to calm my nerves. She was literally the girl of my dreams and had never looked more beautiful than at that moment. “If I’m dreaming, please let me get to the good part before I wake.”

Misha giggled and brushed her lips against mine. “I’m so nervous, I’m shaking. Can you feel me?” She grabbed my hand and her fingers trembled while she tucked a long lock of her hair back behind her ear. “I’ve wanted you forever. And now, I get you all night long.”

“You’re the main reason, I made all my major life changes,” I said. “I wanted to win you over.”

Misha frowned. “I’m glad you’re healthy, but honestly, your weight never bothered me. I’ve wanted you since the night of your high school graduation party.” Her cheeks turned bright red. “I’m a pervert, I know, but that’s the day I fell in love with you. You looked so handsome in your cap and gown and you’re so smart and kind.” She sighed and gazed at me with adoration in her eyes. “Men don’t get any better than you, Jack Donovan.”

“But I was fifty pounds overweight,” I said.

She shrugged. “I never noticed.”

I laughed and inched her closer, kissing her softly. “You could have saved me a lot of hard work in the gym.”

Misha chuckled and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, nearly overwhelming me with her nut-busting scent. “You made those changes for you,” she said. “I’m glad you did because you’re happier now than you were. But I don’t find you any more handsome. You already were the most handsome man I’ve ever seen.”

I sighed and ran my hands down her back, gently cupping her ass. “Man, oh man am I ever going to keep you pregnant.”

Misha giggled and climbed off my lap before she tugged on my hands. “Then let’s get started. Who knows? If we have enough sec, you could knock me up before morning.”
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The cozy bedroom, as I called it, was one of my favorite escapes in Gramps’ sprawling townhouse. The room had a private balcony, a big bay window complete with a reading nook, a stone fireplace, a floor-to-ceiling bookshelf crammed full of classic novels and great literature, and a king-sized four-poster bed where I had some of the deepest sleeps of my life. Now, I was on the cusp of adding sex to the many reasons I loved the space.

I led Misha by the hand into the bedroom and gently clicked the door shut behind us.

“It’s so cozy,” Misha said, turning in a slow circle as she took it all in.

Moonlight shone through the great bay window, and I lit a nearby candle on an antique desk.

“It’s not called the cozy room for nothing.” I continued to move from candle to candle, lighting each one until a gentle, warm glow lit the room.

Misha stood before the bookcase and studied the hundreds of books Gramps had collected over the years. “Have you read any of them?”

“Sure,” I said. “I’ve read almost half of them.”

Misha glanced over her shoulder at me, her eyes wide. “I didn’t know you loved to read. I love to read too.” She turned back to the bookshelf and scanned the spines.

I put down the lighter and stepped up behind Misha. Her shimmering hair shone like spun gold under the warm light, and her light vanilla scent turned my stomach upside down. I curled my arms around her waist and nuzzled in tight behind her ear. Wisps of her hair tickled my nose. I kissed my way down Misha’s neck and drew her toward me. “I can recommend whatever book you like. There are some great romances in there.”

“How did you know I love romances?” She intertwined her fingers in mine and opened her neck, letting me kiss her.

I breathed her in and kissed my way lower. “I know everything about you.” My cock thickened in my jeans, and I slid my hand up Misha’s t-shirt, running my fingers over her flat tummy.

She pressed her ass against my cock and leaned against me. “God, I’ve wanted you for so long.” She turned around to face me and our mouths came together.

Our tongues flashed, and we instantly deepened the kiss, probing each other’s mouths while Misha’s gentle moans turned my cock diamond hard.

Her strawberry-infused lips slipped inside my mouth, and I tugged at the bottom of her t-shirt, eager to free her amazing tits from their dark confines.

Misha did the same, pulling at my t-shirt while she sucked my tongue between her lips and deep into her mouth.

My cock ached for sweet freedom, and my head flashed with wanton desire. The beast in me roared and a raw, overpowering hunger to seed Misha overwhelmed me. I broke off the kiss and stepped back, breathless and eager. “Arms up, baby,” I said, my voice husky.

Misha gazed up at me, her blue eyes wide, innocent, and utterly compliant. She did as I told her and raised her arms while I pulled her t-shirt over her head. I tossed the t-shirt on a nearby chair and feasted on the masterpieces tucked inside her bra.

Misha stood before me wearing only her black lace bra and white shorts. Ripe cleavage burst from her lacy cups and her shiny golden locks spilled over her shoulders and chest. The way her eyes and lips glimmered in the candlelight sent my pulse rocketing into the stratosphere.

“God, baby. You are ridiculously beautiful.” I pulled my t-shirt off, followed by my jeans, leaving both piled on the floor.

Misha stepped toward me and ran her hands over my smoothly muscled chest, down my six-pack abs, and dipped her fingers inside the waistband of my briefs. She found my rigid cock with her warm, probing fingers and wrapped it in her fist. She kissed my chest and gently stroked my throbbing manhood. “I want to feel you inside me,” she whispered.

Her touch felt electric, and I shuddered as a rash of goosebumps spread across my body. I reached behind Misha’s back and unhooked her bra. As I pulled her bra straps clear of her shoulders, I kissed each one and breathed in her sweet scent before the bra fell and her tits sprang free.

Misha tugged at my briefs, pushing them over my hips and past my rigid cock. She continued stroking my manhood while she kissed her way up my chest and found my waiting mouth with hers. Her tongue flashed over my lips, and her warm breath curled over my cheeks. “Jack, fuck me,” she whispered, her voice husky with lust.

“Yes,” I whispered, kissing her with fevered lust. As I popped open the button on her shorts, my fingers trembled with nervous anticipation. I had waited for what felt like a lifetime, never believing my fantasy would come true. My cock pulsed in her warm grip. I pushed Misha’s shorts over the curves of her incredible ass until they slipped free, joining our discarded clothing on the hardwood floor.

Misha tightened her grip on my cock, squeezing clear pre-cum from my tip. She brushed her thumb over my glans and swirled her fingertip over my knob before she worked the cum into my granite-hard shaft.

I slid my fingers inside Misha’s white lace panties and the heat from her pussy slithered up my fingers. She was wet, ripe, and ready for breeding. I wanted to explore every nook and cranny of her incredible body, but I had to have her. The need was too urgent. I dipped my finger in her wetness and lightly explored her swollen lips before I withdrew my hand and guided her panties over her hips where they joined the clothes piled around us.

Misha stood before me, completely naked. She was a golden Aphrodite, completely perfect in every way. Her body was so incredible my head swooned with raw lust. My cock pulsed in her hand, and Misha gazed up at me, her blue eyes awash in desire.

I couldn’t wait another second. I leaned in and kissed her before gently lifting her off the ground and cradling her in my arms.

Misha moaned in my mouth and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, deepening our kiss. Her tongue swam in my mouth and my cock, now free, swayed before me, steel hard and seeking prey.

I turned to the bed and gently lay Misha atop the thick comforter. Her naked body stretched out before me, and we finally broke off our kiss.

Her natural tits jiggled and swayed, circling her chest before finding their center. Despite their natural size, Misha’s tits were firm, round, and perky. Her pink nipples towered over her half-dollar sized areolas, and her chest heaved with the rhythm of her rapid breathing. Misha’s blonde hair splayed out over the pillows, glowing beneath the warm candlelight. She gazed up at me and smiled warmly. “I love you.” She parted her legs, revealing her sex, and my breath caught in my throat.

She gazed down the length of her body and locked her eyes on mine. Misha pried open her legs, forcing her tits together. Her tight pink slit glistened with wetness, and the pink folds of her labia peeked out from her pretty little pussy. Misha ran her finger along her soaking wet pussy and parted her lips, revealing her strawberry pink hole. “Come fuck me, baby.”

“My, God.” My breaths came shallow and fast, and my head went dizzy with unbridled lust. My cock lurched and pulsed, aching for her sweet, sweet pussy. I took a deep breath and crawled onto the bed and between her parted legs.

Misha slithered her feet down my legs and wrapped her arms around my neck, drawing me closer. Her tits jiggled and bounced, and her hard nipples raked my chest. She ran her fingers through my hair and pulled me into an urgent, tongue-fueled kiss.

My cock, oozing pre-cum like a leaky faucet, left a clear streak across her tummy before I reached down and guided my tip through her soaking wet labia. On contact, a spike of pleasure rifled up my spine, my stomach swirled, and I sucked in a sharp breath.

Misha curled her smooth feet inside my thighs and leveraged me forward, moaning in my mouth while she ran her hand down my back and cupped my ass. She broke off the kiss and sucked in a deep, cleansing breath. “Baby, I need you so bad.” Misha edged her hips forward, forcing my cock down her pussy until it rested at the gates of paradise.

My cock throbbed with pure anticipation, and with one slight push of my hips, I slipped inside her.

In that moment, I knew there was a God, and He loved me. I let out a loud moan, and my cock pulsed on the brink of orgasm. Her pussy was warm, soft, and tight, all at the same time. Her wall muscles quivered around my shaft and deep inside her slippery depths, she squeezed my tip, lighting up my pleasure senses with electric joy. It was all I could do not to bust a nut, and I focused on Misha’s tongue swirling inside my mouth.

She groaned loudly and dug her fingers into my ass, squeezing my soft flesh while she ground her hips in tight circles. Her big tits jiggled and bounced off my chest. Her legs writhed inside mine, and her scent lit me up like a pinball machine on full tilt.

Mother Nature built Misha Hart for love, sex and breeding. She was like a top-of-the line Mercedes with all the bells and whistles. She was the woman of my dream’s times a thousand. My heart jack hammered, and my head throbbed. I tried to breathe, but it caught in my throat and made a strange whistling sound. My cock throbbed inside her, growing thicker and harder than it ever had. I couldn’t guarantee that I hadn’t already cum at least a little, but I had plenty left in the tank. With my senses overloaded, I broke off Misha’s kiss and gazed into her crystal-clear blue eyes. “I love you so much.”

Her fingers relaxed, and she loosened her grip on my ass, swirling her fingertips over my bare bottom before caressing her way up my spine. “I love you too, baby.” She kissed me softly and edged her hips, fucking me slow while I drove inside her to the hilt and held still.

Deep inside her depths, my cock pulsed in a steady even rhythm and despite my racing heart, I calmed myself enough to meet her upward push with undulating downward thrusts. The sensation was almost too much, and I backed off slightly to stop myself from coming. I gazed into her eyes and gently kissed her. “I’m sorry. You’re just so beautiful.”

Her eyes softened, then glistened with moisture. “No one has ever looked at me the way you do.” She caressed my cheek and kissed me again. “Come whenever you want. We have all night,” she said.

Her words nearly made me climax, but I held back, holding motionless inside her until my body adapted. I pushed up on the bed, bracing myself on either side of Misha’s shoulders. “You’re sure about this?”

“Positive.” She wrapped her legs around my waist and squeezed, drawing me deep inside her. She moved her hips in circles, plumbing her insides with my massive cock.

My cock pulsed and twitched inside her, but I had steadied myself enough to thrust. I fucked Misha slow and deep, gazing into her deep blue eyes while her tits jiggled and swayed in slow circles.

Misha moaned and bit her lip. She furrowed her brow, and her face contorted with pleasure. She ran her hands over my chest and bucked her hips, grinding me slow and deep.

I gazed down the length of our bodies and watched my cock slide in and out of Misha Hart’s warm, tight pussy. It seemed unfathomable that this was actually happening. I thrust forward, grunting, and picked up steam, fucking her faster and harder.

The bed springs squeaked beneath us, and the bedside table rattled, causing the candlelight to flicker and dance, casting long strange shadows over Misha’s tits and face.

Misha moaned and grunted, her voice warbling while I pounded her harder and deeper. She tightened her legs around my waist and dug her fingers into my shoulders. Her tits circled faster and faster, clapping together before springing back into place.

I drove in and out, fully impaling Misha with every deep stroke. Our grunts and moans mingled like the sweetest melody I had ever heard. Our bodies glistened with a slight sheen of sweat, and my cock glowed with her juices and frothed white with our cream. The end was near, and my head flashed a warning. “Baby….” I barely got out a single word before my breath caught in my throat.

Misha locked her legs around mine, and her hips spasmed in short microbursts. She screamed in ecstasy and arched her back as her pussy spasmed around my pulsing manhood. Her blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders and chest, and a sheen of perspiration glistened on her forehead. Her blue eyes blazed with feral intensity, and her mouth hung open as she lost herself in the throes of a massive orgasm.

I slammed into her, driving my cock as deep as I could, and the biggest orgasm of my life washed over me like a tidal wave. White stars sprinkled my field of vision and I grunted, gushing an ocean of cum deep inside her fertile womb. Again and again, I spurted inside her, depositing hot ropes of thick, milky sperm directly into her cervix. The overwhelming feeling of pleasure was unlike anything I had ever experienced. My cock throbbed, pumping her full of my virulent seed while Misha bucked her hips and met my deep, penetrative strokes.

“Let it all go,” Misha whispered, drawing her fingers over my chest while she loosened her death grip around my waist.

I emptied the last of the biggest orgasm of my life and my cock went still inside her. Her pussy undulated over my shaft, and warm cum oozed over my cock before I relaxed and dropped to my elbows.

Misha relaxed beneath me, sinking back onto the pillows while she gasped, sucking in deep breaths. Her perfect tits heaved and swayed, and she slid her toes down my legs. She gazed up into my eyes and smiled. “That was fun. Let’s do it again.”

I let out a belly laugh and fell forward, kissing her on the lips while her tits mashed up against my chest. “Give me ten minutes and I’ll do you doggie style.”

“After that, I want to ride you cowgirl.” She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and sighed contentedly. “I felt you gushing inside me. I loved it.” Her eyes lit up. “Maybe I’m pregnant.”

“Could be.” I frowned. “But we should probably have sex at least three or four times a day for the next week to make sure.”

Misha giggled and drew me into a soft kiss. “I like the sound of that.”

“I think it’s a good idea for you to go to the race with Sienna and I in Michigan.”

“Oh, I planned on it. You never know when you might need a stress release the night before the race.”

“Definitely.” I kissed her again, and our tongues flashed together.

“Sienna might not like it much,” she said. “But she’ll get over it.”

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

Misha frowned. “She’s crazy about you. You know that.”

“We’ve had some harmless fun in the quarry,” I said. “There’s been lots of skinny dipping and a little kissing. But nothing major happened.”

Misha giggled and kissed me. “You’re so adorably clueless.”

“Huh?”

Misha raised a questioning eyebrow. “Do you think Sienna strips down for just anyone?”

“She seemed pretty free with her body,” I said.

“Other than Duncan and a couple of drunken nights of college sex, you’re the only man who has seen her completely naked.” Misha rubbed my chest. “She hasn’t come right out and said it, but I see the look in her eyes. She’s smitten and well on her way to love.”

“You really want me to pursue her?” I asked.

“Yes. I really do,” she said. “Maybe our babies will even look alike. That would be so cool.”

“I thought she was interested in marriage more than babies,” I said.

“Both, actually. She’s old-fashioned and wants the ring before the kids.” Misha shrugged. “I don’t need a ring to tell me I’ve found the love of my life right here.” She pulled me into a deeper kiss and smiled sweetly. “Are you ready to go again?”

I twitched inside her, and my cock thickened. “Does that answer your question?”

Misha giggled, and I slipped out of her pussy.

A river of cum followed, draining onto the bedspread, pooling beneath her ass.

“That’s a lot of cum,” I said.

Misha gazed down between her legs and smiled. “I wish I could put it all back in inside.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “There’s more where that came from.”

Misha popped up and turned over onto all fours, her tits jiggling as she went. She presented me with an ass straight out of a hentai porn flick. Her pink pussy lips glistened with her juices, and a string of my cum drizzled down her inner thigh.

“Damn.” I whistled low and slow. “That is one fine caboose.”

Misha tucked a thick lock of her golden hair behind her ear and gazed at me over her shoulder. Her blue eyes blazed with sudden intensity, and she smiled wickedly. “Come here and put in a baby in me, Jack.”






IV
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Inside Paolo’s Pasta House, triathletes of every shape, age, size, and gender packed the lobby. Even more sat outside waiting on an open table. Thousands of competitors had descended on the tiny northern Michigan town for the half-ironman competition Sienna and I were all set to race in the next morning.

But we had jumped the line at Paolo’s thanks to my charming raven-haired princess, Becca, and the five of us gathered around a huge circular table near the kitchen, complete with a red and white checkered tablecloth. Becca told us it was the chef’s table, and it offered us a bird’s eye view of the inner workings of the pasta house.

The low rumble of conversation filled the restaurant and provided cover from rattling dishes, chefs shouting orders, piped in Italian music, and the myriad food runners hustling hot plates of veal and pasta out to hungry diners.

How Becca had secured the table remained a mystery. Despite the two-hour wait, she had somehow pulled off the impossible. Her powers of persuasion never ceased to amaze, not to mention she was extremely easy on the eyes.

A giant plate of spaghetti and meatballs arrived before me, with steam curling from the red sauce pooled on top like a small lake. “I can’t possibly eat this whole thing,” I said.

“You wanted to carb load, right?” Misha asked. She sat to my right at the table with her hand resting securely on my knee.

“Right, but this will put me in a coma,” I said.

Our server, a pimply teenager named Dwayne, placed a second heaping plate in front of Sienna, who sat on my other side, holding my hand under the table. “I could eat on this for a week,” she said. “Seriously Mish, we can split this.”

“Just eat,” Misha said. “I ordered an antipasto salad. I can’t eat all those carbs.”

“We can,” Becca said, shooting Lolly a big grin.

“Oui,” Lolly said. “I can’t resist the smell of the pepperoni.”

As if on cue, a pepperoni pizza arrived at the table, and Dwayne placed it between Becca and Lolly. The teenager gazed around the table at the stunning foursome, his expression awed. We had drawn more than a few looks on our way in, or I should say, the ladies had. Nobody paid me much attention until I kissed, hugged, touched, or held the hand of each harem sister during our brief wait in the lobby. Maybe the distraction of the four phenomenal beauties had helped Becca land us our table so quickly. An actual harem was the ultimate unicorn and outside of the big city, it was a generational sighting.

Sienna had taken the harem’s fourth slot like a duck to water. But I was getting ahead of myself. We hadn’t had sex… yet, but we both knew it was only a matter of time. She barely mentioned Duncan and spent all her spare time with me. As the race drew closer, Sienna frequently spent the night at the townhouse. She routinely shared the bed with Misha and me while she cuddled between us.

“Are we good?” Dwayne asked, gazing around the table.

“Looks great.” I flashed him a thumbs up and a smile, but he seemed reluctant to go.

Dwayne folded one arm over his chest and his cheeks turned red. “Ummmm… do you mind settling a bet?”

I raised an eyebrow and gazed up at him.

The girls dropped their conversation and turned to gaze at our young server. “What bet?” Becca asked.

Dwayne kept his eyes locked on me before he leaned in and whispered. “The staff have a pool going, and well, they sent me out here as the spokesperson.”

“Spill it, Dwayne,” Becca said, growing irritated.

A gathering of staff peered from across the kitchen, snickering and pointing. Most of them were teenage girls.

Dwayne’s cheeks turned a deep shade of crimson and he muttered something about a bad tip under his breath. Finally, he let out a heavy sigh. “Are you with….” He drew a circle with his hand, landing on each of my four beauties. “All of them?”

It was Sienna who answered first. “Yes, we are. Is there a problem with that?” Her eyebrow shot up, and she raised our held hands for the gawking staff to see. “We’re all having sex. Satisfied?”

Becca snickered, and Misha frowned.

“Not so loud,” Misha said. “There are kids nearby.”

Lolly brushed away the nosy teenager with an angry glare. “Run along.”

Dwayne grinned with satisfaction. “Thanks, and… dessert is on the house.”

As soon as he left, Becca pulled a map of the racecourse from her purse and spread it out on the table. “I’ve marked the areas where we can see Jack and Sienna tomorrow during the race,” she said. “We can either spread ourselves out or go to every other one as a group.”

“I vote we go as a group,” Lolly said.

“Me too,” Misha said. “I’ll pack snacks and drinks.”

Sienna shot me a nervous sideways glance. “Temps will be abnormally high. Think they have a quarry we can visit?”

I squeezed Sienna’s hand. “You’ve got this. I promise.”

“I don’t understand why Duncan isn’t coming,” Misha said. “He’s still your fiancé, right?”

“Technically, yes,” Sienna said.

“Technically?” Becca raised an eyebrow. “By the way, where’s your engagement ring?”

“My engagement ring?” Sienna glanced down at her hand and shrugged. “I didn’t bring it.”

“I wonder why that is?” Becca asked, grinning slyly while she bit into a slice of pizza.

“Leave her alone,” Lolly said. “She has a big race tomorrow and Sienna doesn’t need you getting in her head.”

“Thank you, Lolly,” Sienna said before she took a bite of pasta. “I’m a nervous wreck as it is.”

“Are your parents coming?” Misha asked before she sipped on her iced tea.

Misha had foregone alcohol in case she was already pregnant, but it was too soon to know. Still, we for the past two weeks, Misha and I had near round-the-clock sex. Not that I minded. I still had to pinch myself every time she climbed into my bed naked.

“I’m not sure,” Sienna said. “I didn’t ask them to come. Why?”

“Uh, oh,” Misha said and grimaced. “Don’t kill me, but I kind of told them about it. I thought they knew.”

Sienna pursed her lips and squeezed my hand tight. “It’s fine.” She forced a thin smile and nervously twisted her fork in her pasta. “They probably won’t come, anyway.”

“Shit.” Misha sighed. “Sorry, babe. I’m such an idiot.”

I slipped my arm around Sienna and stroked her shoulder with my thumb. “What’s wrong with your parents coming?”

As I gazed at her beautiful face, it seemed hard to believe she had any feelings for Duncan. In the past two weeks, we had grown closer, spending nearly every day together training and even more time dating. She didn’t like to call them dates, but that’s what they were. Sienna kissed me frequently, using plenty of tongue, and held my hand everywhere we went. She even introduced me as her boyfriend to every stranger on the street. But she had avoided any mention of her family, including her parents. No, especially her parents. Now I wanted to know why.

Sienna turned to face me and smiled sweetly. “Nothing is wrong.” She leaned in and kissed me flush on the lips. “Now eat your pasta. You’ll need the energy.”

But that was a bullshit lie, and she knew I knew. Sienna turned away from me and piddled at her pasta, barely touching it. I gently caressed her back and frowned, stealing a glance at Misha.

Misha’s eyes told me she knew more than she was letting on. She flashed me a watery smile, then returned to her salad.

The moment passed, and Becca returned everyone’s attention to the race map and the plan for tomorrow. But I couldn’t let go of whatever had Sienna so spooked, and I meant to get to the bottom of it.
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We rented an enormous house that I’m sure I overpaid for, but when the girls had all insisted on coming, the hotels were booked, and the only options were vacation rentals in the absurd price range. Ours overlooked Lake Michigan and came with its own private pool, hot tub, outdoor bar, and even an outdoor projection screen TV.

While those amenities were great, the most important goal for both Sienna and I was rest and relaxation. Before the rest came the relaxation and back at the house, I stretched out naked on the king-sized bed I shared with Misha.

Light from our bathroom spilled into the warmly lit bedroom, and I caught glimpses of Misha’s bouncing tits in the mirror as she got ready to relax me even more.

“Baby, what’s the deal with Sienna’s parents?”

Misha stepped from the adjoining bathroom wearing… well, nothing. She stood before me, brushing out her silky, golden locks that tumbled over her shoulders, stretching halfway down her back. Misha frowned and furrowed her brow. “She’s never told you?”

When I laid eyes on Misha’s naked body, my stomach pitched and spun. Both inside and out, she was a breathtaking beauty. Even Playmates of the year couldn’t hold a candle to her, and that wasn’t up for debate. Yes, I loved her, but I wasn’t blind to the way other people looked at her. She drew eyeballs wherever she went, and not just a few either. Last week a middle-aged woman approached us at the grocery, certain she had seen Misha on her favorite soap opera and asked for her autograph.

In the short time we had spent as a couple, Misha had only grown more beautiful. Her tan was a shade richer and her eyes brighter, with the blue in her irises somehow more vivid. Gone was the look of dread permanently engrained into her expression. When the stress disappeared, so had the years, and she looked every bit of five years younger than she had three weeks ago. Even her body seemed to respond. Her curves deepened and her muscles grew a fraction thicker and firmer. Misha had spiked the voluptuousness scale, then shattered it along with my heart rate. Our sex was a five-star triple-x-rated amusement park with rides that left your legs wobbly and your soul begging for more.

I unlocked my eyes from her incredible tits long enough to gaze into her extraordinary eyes. “Getting Sienna to talk about Duncan or her family is like asking her to sit through a rectal probe.”

The corner of Misha’s lips tugged up into a smile, and she raised an eyebrow. “She might like it if you gave her a rectal probe.”

Misha giggled and tossed her golden mane over her left shoulder before running her hairbrush through her thick, shimmering locks. The motion forced her tits forward and then back again as she stood. Her twin wonders bounced and jiggled before settling back into place high on her chest.

“What’s the deal with her parents?” I asked.

“Sienna is Catholic,” Misha said. “She comes from a big traditional family, and she’s the only girl. Her brothers are all married off, and her mom has put a lot of pressure on her.” Misha kept brushing and gazed at my cock that had slowly risen in the face of her all-out nudity assault.

“That explains a lot,” I said. “She doesn’t love Duncan.” I wasn’t asking Misha. It was a statement of fact. She didn’t love him. She loved me, and we all knew it, including Sienna.

“Baby, we all know who she loves.” Misha tossed her brush aside and crawled onto the bed toward me. Her big tits swayed under her chest, and her nipples stiffened as she came up on my glistening cock. Her long hair spilled over my upper thighs and muscled abdomen, leaving her face partially cloaked by hair and shadow.

My cock twitched and pulsed, swaying from side to side as she hovered above me. “You are so fucking beautiful,” I said, swallowing away the cotton dryness in my throat.

She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock, sending it on a wild twitching spree. “I thought we would start off with a little BJ.” She curled her lips over my swollen tip and gently sucked before she came off with a slight pop. “I know how much you love it when I suck your cock.”

I shuddered and goose bumps flashed across my stomach and legs. I sucked in a sharp breath as she dragged her warm tits and stiff nipples across my rigid cock.

“Do you want to finish in my mouth?” She gazed up at me and slipped her tits around my shaft. “Or maybe you want to blow a load all over my big tits?”

“Holy hell.” I sucked in a sharp breath, and my toes curled involuntarily.

Misha dropped her tits and used the flat of her tongue to lick her way up the back of my shaft. When she reached my tip, she licked away a bubble of clear pre-cum oozing from my slit. “Or I can ride you after I blow you, and you can pump your hot cum deep inside me.” She whispered, her voice sultry and butter smooth.

My cock throbbed in her hand in time with the pounding in my head. She knew how to push my buttons better than anyone, and she knew how I would respond. “I want to nut inside you,” I said.

Misha giggled and licked my cock. “Do you love my pussy, baby?”

My cock twitched in her hand, and Misha slipped my head between her lips and swirled her tongue over my tip. “Yes,” I croaked, my voice husky with lust.

She parted her lips and flattened her tongue, sliding my knob along it while she gazed up at me through those beautiful blue eyes. “I love your cock so much.” She kissed it before lovingly sealing her lips around my shaft. She bobbed up and down while she stroked the base of my cock with her warm hand.

I groaned and edged my hips upward, forcing my cock deep inside her mouth. What surprised me most about Misha was that she loved to fuck. It wasn’t just that she loved to fuck, but she loved for me to fuck her whenever and wherever I wanted. She was a voracious lover with a limitless appetite. She got off on the thrill. Never once had she told me she was too tired or turned me away. She was always in and as sexually adventurous as any woman I had ever met. Last week, I fucked her six times in one day, and Misha had initiated all but one time. She fucked me in the morning, at lunch, at happy hour, dinner, during a movie on the couch, before bed, and most of all she loved to fuck me in the middle of the night. I had pumped more cum into Misha’s uterus than I had in Becca and Lolly combined, and we had been sexually active for two weeks.

I knew for a fact that she and my brother hadn’t come close to that level of activity. She told me she dreaded sex with him and by the end, could barely even look at him. The night I heard them having sex in the apartment had ended prematurely when she had shouted out my name instead of his. She wasn’t kidding when she said she loved me. Misha loved me so much I wondered how she kept it bottled up for so long.

Misha worshiped my cock, sliding her lips, tongue, and mouth over every inch. Her warm saliva coated my shaft, and she bobbed up and down on my cock until my tip slipped inside the back of her throat and she let out a gagging sound.

Her throat constricted around my tip and squeezed, putting me solidly on the brink of an orgasm. I clenched my ass cheeks and slid my hands through Misha’s hair, pulling it aside to improve my view.

Misha came off my cock, sucking in deep breaths while a thick string of saliva and cum stretched from my tip back to her mouth. She gazed up at me and water leaked from her bright blue eyes. She licked up the cum filled saliva string and kept her eyes locked on mine while she licked my knob like a melting ice cream cone on a hot July afternoon. “Mmmm… baby, you taste so good. Maybe you should finish in my mouth? I love the taste of you cum.” She raised a questioning eyebrow.

“I want to watch you ride me,” I said, my voice husky with lust.

She giggled and kissed my tip. “Well, I certainly don’t want to deprive my man.” Misha crawled up my body and straddled me while my glistening cock slapped against her firm, flat tummy. Her tits bobbed and bounced but sprang back and found their true center as she settled atop me. Misha flattened my cock against her stomach, and it easily stretched out to her rib cage. “Can you believe this whole thing fits inside me?”

I rested my hands on her upper thighs and the weight of her body deliciously settled atop me. “I still can’t believe I get to put it inside you.”

She pulled her long hair back behind her shoulders, giving me an unfettered view of her incredible tits. “You love to watch them bounce?”

“There isn’t a heterosexual guy alive who wouldn’t.” My cock pulsed against her smooth, golden skin. The veins on my shaft bulged while my shaft glistened with Misha’s saliva.

“I’m addicted to you and your cock.” Misha raised her hips off my thighs and dragged my tip along her slippery pink pussy lips. “When I think about you fucking me, I get so wet.” She guided my knob to her tight entrance, and her face contorted with pleasure. She let out a soft moan, and her nipples visibly hardened as she sank lower, letting my manhood slip inside.

Her warm, wet pussy enveloped my cock in slippery pleasure. Her walls flexed around my shaft, and I edged my hips higher, driving in deep until my cock disappeared inside her. I groaned and squeezed Misha’s hips. “I love fucking you.”

“I love feeling your cock inside me,” Misha said, her voice coming out breathy and short. Her mouth fell open, and she ground my cock forward and backward, plumbing her insides with my stiff meat. “And I love it when you cum deep inside me.” She arched her back, and her silky blonde hair tickled my kneecaps. As she writhed atop me, her big natural tits jiggled and swayed, and every inch of her pussy squeezed and flexed around my pulsing shaft.

I thrust my cock deeper, pounding her so hard I raised her off the bed. Every time my cock bottomed out inside her, Misha grunted, and her voice warbled with pleasure.

She bounced on my cock and her big tits slapped together before springing apart and starting all over again. My cock glistened with her soaking wetness and the bed springs sang with the rhythm of our fucking.

I held tight to Misha’s hips and with every bounce, her ass clapped off my inner thighs. Her soft moans and harder grunts turned my temperature from hot to burning. As the minutes passed, my cock heated from the friction and wetness of her incredible pussy, and I saw all the signs that Misha was close.

She leaned forward and pressed her hands against my chest, forcing her tits together while she dug her nails into my soft skin. Her shiny blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders and draped my chest. Errant strands plastered against her parted lips, and she closed her eyes, moaning so loud she put the entire house on notice.

I cupped her tits in my hands and tweaked her nipples while my balls tightened, and my head flashed. Deep inside me, a titanic explosion was on a collision course with Misha’s pussy, and my time was near.

“Jack….” She could barely speak to get out my name. “Cominnnnnnggggg.” Her words stretched into a soul splitting moan, and Misha went rigid atop me. Her body shuddered and her pussy spasmed around my cock.

I grunted and thrust upward, exploding inside her. I came hard and fast, spraying her fertile womb with thick jets of milky spunk. I squeezed her tits, kneading them in my hands while I bucked my hips and pumped until I had nothing left to give.

Misha fell forward, breathless, wrapping her arms around me while she buried her head in my shoulder.

I wrapped her tight in my arms, and my cock twitched with the aftershocks. I breathed in the warm scent of vanilla floating from her silky hair and savored the mash of her big tits and hard nipples resting on my chest. My hands drifted up the steep curve of her hips, and I filled my palms with her incredible ass.

Misha flexed her pussy, milking my cock of every drop, depositing it all in her seed bank. She raised her head off my shoulder until we came face-to-face. She kissed me softly on the lips. “Feel better?”

I pushed my hips upward, immersing my cock inside her. Her warm pussy wrapped my cock like a comforting blanket. “Much. The stress is all gone. I’m ready to race.”

She kissed me again. “Good. Now we need to go to sleep.”

“Can you keep your hands to yourself in the middle of the night?” I asked.

She grinned. “I’ll be a good girl, but only for tonight. Tomorrow night, I’ll be making a booty call.”
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I couldn’t sleep. The bedside clock read 2:00 am, and I had a very naked Misha curled up in my arms. But my mind wouldn’t rest. I don’t know if it was the stress of the impending race bothering me or what Misha had told me about Sienna’s family. I felt bad for her. Was she marrying Duncan to appease her mom and dad? It wasn’t like that didn’t happen all the time. Some people lived a lifetime in a terrible marriage. Sienna was making a huge mistake.

I stared blankly at the ceiling fan, slowly whirling overhead. Staring into nothing wasn’t helping me sleep. Maybe a drink of water and a change of scenery would still my thoughts.

I carefully extricated my limbs from Misha’s naked body so as not to wake her. I climbed from the bed, threw on a pair of shorts, and soundlessly slipped from the bedroom. When I arrived in the kitchen, I discovered I wasn’t the only one with insomnia.

Sienna stood before a floor-to-ceiling glass window, gazing out over the moon drenched lake. Her silky brown hair glowed silver in the pale light and fell over her bare shoulders. She wore a flimsy silk nightie that barely covered her tight, firm ass. She held a cup of steaming something I presumed was tea, and a glint of moonlight shone through the thin slip of silk between her slightly parted legs. The shadowy outline of her lithe inner thighs appeared beneath and gave way to an ass so fine it belonged in the Smithsonian.

My cock tugged at my shorts, and I let out a sigh of longing to announce my presence. “Looks like I’m not the only one with pre-race jitters.”

Sienna turned and smiled. “I thought I heard someone creeping through the house. I’m glad it’s you.” The moonlight cast her lips, cheeks, and eyes in a silvery sheen that heightened her incredible beauty.

I stepped into the kitchen and crossed to the sink. “Mind some company?”

“I’d love some company,” Sienna said. “Want me to make you some tea? It’s decaf.”

“No thanks,” I said. “I’ll stick with H2O.” I grabbed a glass from the cabinet and filled it halfway with water before taking a sip and turning to face her. “You nervous?”

She shrugged. “A little, I guess.”

Pre-race jitters weren’t keeping her up any more than me. I crossed the kitchen and stood before her, gazing down into her gorgeous hazel eyes. “What’s wrong, Sienna?” I gently caressed her cheek with my thumb while I held her gaze.

Sienna’s eyes glistened, and her chin quivered slightly. She set the teacup down on the kitchen table beside her and slipped her arms around me, pressing her face tightly against my chest. She squeezed me in her arms and the warmth from her body eased some of the tension in my legs and back, and suddenly I felt a shade more tired than I had a few minutes ago.

I stroked the back of her hair and kissed the crown of her head. “Is it about your parents?”

She nodded mutely into my chest and tightened her grip on me.

“Why don’t you want them to come to the race?”

“Because,” she said, as if that were an actual answer.

I chuckled softly and ran my hands down the soft silk of her flimsy pink nightie. “It might help if you talk about it.”

“It’s my mom,” she said. “And talking about it makes me sound shallow and selfish. Besides, when I’m with you, I feel so alive. I don’t want to taint what we have by injecting family drama into… I don’t know, us?” She sighed and took a step back before gazing up at me.

I set my glass on the table beside her teacup, eased into a chair at the kitchen table, and pulled her onto my lap. “I’m listening.”

Sienna didn’t resist and planted her smooth, firm ass atop my half-hard cock and shifted into place on my lap. She slipped an arm around my shoulder and one of the thin spaghetti straps holding up her nightie fell free, causing the silk material to fall and catch on the soft rise of her natural breast. Sienna did nothing to stop it. Why would she? It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen her naked a million times already.

Sienna picked up my hand and played with my thumb, nervously twining her fingers in and out of mine. She gazed into my eyes and looked both adorable and sexy as hell, sitting there on my lap. Wisps of her brown hair curled over her temples, and a hint of her pink areola appeared where her nightie had fallen loose. “My family means everything to me,” she said. “As much as it sounds like I don’t love my mom, I really do love her. She would do anything for me, and so would my dad. Especially my dad.”

I rested my hand half on her lower back and half on her ass, gently stroking her hip with my thumb. “And your brothers?”

“All older than me. All overly protective,” she said. “I’m the baby in the family and the only girl. But my mom is the queen bee. And ever since I met Duncan in college my wedding has been all she could talk about.”

That’s when the pieces fell into place, and I connected all the dots. Her entire engagement was about pleasing her mother. Hell, her entire life was about pleasing her mother. It was a horrible place to exist. Sienna didn’t owe her life to anyone. Not even her parents. “You don’t love Duncan.”

“No.” She gazed at me, and her chin quivered while tears bubbled in her eyes. “I love you.” She gave me a watery smile, and a teardrop rolled down her cheek before she brushed it away with her thumb.

I let out a heavy sigh and kissed her softly on the lips “Then it’s a good thing I love you back.”

She laughed and hugged me tight, kissing me again before she pulled back. “Canceling the wedding will crush my mom, but eventually she’ll get over it. Us… she would never understand.”

“By us, you mean all of us?” I asked.

“Yes.” Sienna squeezed my hands tight. “I couldn’t even begin to make her understand.”

“Before she can understand all of us, maybe we can make her understand you and me? Do you still think we are just a fantasy?”

“What we have is more real than anything I’ve ever had.” Sienna let go a deep breath. “I’ve fought my feelings for so long, but the first time I laid eyes on you it was thunderbolts and shooting stars.”

“That night in the bar with Becca and Misha?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “I laid in bed half the night thinking about you. That’s when I knew it was over between Duncan and me. The thought of letting him anywhere near me repulses me.”

“Then you have to call off the wedding,” I said.

“I agree,” she said. “I’ve been putting it off and avoiding my mom the entire time.”

“Why?”

“My mom can see right through me,” she said.

“You mean you haven’t seen her since we started dating?” I asked.

“We haven’t been dating,” she said.

I gave her a wry smile. “Let’s see.” I frowned and rubbed my chin. “In the last two weeks you and I have gone to dinner five times, seen two movies together, had a picnic lunch with cheese and wine, and gone clubbing twice — alone.”

“Okay, we’re dating,” she said. “But we haven’t had sex.”

“Yet,” I said.

“Okay, okay. I want to jump your bones. That’s no secret. But I’m engaged and not a complete tramp. I need to break if off with Duncan before you and I cross the Rubicon.”

“Fair enough. So let me ask you again, have you seen your mother since we started dating, or should I say, since we fell in love?”

She shook her head. “And that’s the problem. Once she looks into my eyes, she’ll see it all over my face. Jack, she’ll get it out of me for sure. She’ll figure out I don’t love Duncan and when she meets you, she’ll see the way I look at you and she’ll know. Jack, she’ll just know.” The more she said the faster and more angst ridden she got, “Then she’ll blame you for the whole thing and hate you forever. So, the only way around this mess is to pretend I don’t know you in front of my parents and the thought of doing that is making me physically ill.” Worry lines creased her beautiful face and she squeezed my hands so hard they went numb.

“First, breathe,” I said, inhaling deeply before she did the same and nodded.

The worry lines etching her face receded, but only slightly, while the second strap of her nightie fell off her shoulder, joining the first, leaving her top clinging perilously to the slope of her perky tits.

“You’ve been up all night worrying about this?” I asked.

“Yes.” She bit her lower lip and locked her eyes on mine. “Jack, my family means everything to me. I don’t want them to hate you and at the same time, they will never understand my sleeping with a man who’s also sleeping with three other women. My God, Misha might even be pregnant.”

“Does our arrangement bother you?” I asked.

“Well, no,” she said. “I like it. I wouldn’t be here otherwise.”

“Good,” I said. “That’s what matters most. Do your parents love you unconditionally?”

Sienna gazed up, as if considering the question. “Yes, but Jack, they’re catholic. They —”

I pressed my finger to her lips to calm her. “And your brothers? Have they ever given you a reason to doubt their feelings for you?”

“No, but they’re very protective. And they’re old school, just like my parents. In our family, marriage is between one man and one woman. Not one man and four women. They’ll kill you then they’ll kill me.”

“If they love you, they’ll come around,” I said. “You can’t let your family push you into a life you don’t want.”

“I want both lives, them and you.” She let out a long sigh and pressed her forehead against my shoulder. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Let’s take one worry off your plate,” I said, pulling her in tight on my lap.

Her tits jiggled, and the silk nightie shifted, clinging onto her tits by a thread. Both areolas were half exposed, and Sienna did nothing to cover up. “What?” She searched my face with her hazel eyes.

“No matter what happens with your parents tomorrow, nothing will change between us. If you want to pretend you don’t know me, I’ll help you with the ruse… without judgment.”

“I don’t want that.” She curled a lock of my neck hair around her index finger and twirled it. “I want everyone to know that you and I are a couple.”

“Leave your parents to me,” I said. “I won’t let you down.”

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

“Take the focus off you,” I said before I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips.

She smiled at me sweetly. “How?”

“Stop worrying,” I said and kissed her again, letting this one linger before our tongues flashed together and Sienna sighed contentedly.

We broke off the kiss and she pressed her forehead flat against mine. “I think I’m sleepy now, but I would sleep a lot better with you next to me.”

“Then let’s go to bed,” I said.

Sienna stood and fixed the straps on her nightie before taking my hand and leading me through the house to her first-floor bedroom. She shut the door behind us and turned to face me. “Can we sleep naked?”

In response, I pushed off my shorts and tossed them aside, revealing my half-hard cock. “After you,” I said

Sienna locked her eyes on my cock and pulled off her nightie, revealing her perky C-cups in all their glory. The matching pink silk panties came next before she stood before me, naked.

“I think I’ve seen you naked more than clothed,” I said. “Yet we haven’t gone past first base.”

She giggled and slipped into bed. “I promise you’ll hit a grand slam soon.”

I climbed in beside her, and Sienna nuzzled up against me, spooning with her ass pressed snugly against my cock. “You’re not making this easy.” I cupped her tit in my hand and squeezed, feeling her nipple harden under my palm.

Sienna giggled again and gently caressed my arm that wrapped her tight. “Goodnight,” Sienna said, and sighed contentedly.

“Night,” I said, before lightly kissing her neck.

A few moments passed before Sienna spoke again. “Jack?”

“Yeah?”

“I love you,” Sienna said.

“I love you too, now go to sleep.”
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The next morning, excitement and nervous energy blew past the exhaustion. Exhaustion would find us, but not until later.

At the swim start, Sienna and I stood side by side in knee-deep water. We both wore our racing kits, latex swim caps and goggles, making us barely recognizable among the thousands of racers wading in around us.

Sienna let out a nervous breath and reached for my hand. “Wait for me at the finish line,” she said.

I chuckled. “As if I wouldn’t. And if you beat me, I better find you doing the same.”

Sienna laughed. “Jack, if you see my mom —”

I leaned in and interrupted her with a kiss before pulling back. “Stop worrying.”

She perched on her toes and kissed me on the cheek. “I know. I’m just really nervous.”

I turned to face her and took both her hands in mine. “You’ve put it in all the time and effort to train for this event. Your nutrition is spot on, and your mind is sharp and focused. This is the fun part. Enjoy the day. I promise you’ll do great.” I leaned down and kissed her, drawing jealous stares from two guys beside Sienna.

“Thanks.” She let out a deep breath. “I wouldn’t want to do this without you.”

“You don’t have to do anymore of these without me,” I said. “From here on out, we’ll be together.”

She grinned happily. “I like the sound of that.”

Back on the shore, the starter shouted out some last-minute instructions and fired off his pistol.

Sienna and I trudged forward amid the sea of racers and plunged into the churning froth.

Sienna came out of the water ahead of me and I didn’t catch her until a few miles into the bike. For a few miles, we rode side-by-side and passed Misha, Lolly, and Becca waiting for us at the first major check point.

They jumped and waved, nearly causing a pileup on the course ahead of us. As we passed, I blew them a kiss and grinned while Sienna gave a smile and wave.

With Sienna riding strong, I wished her luck and pulled ahead, leaving her behind to race her own race. My staying with her would only piss her off. Besides, I had my own goals and meant to push the run hard.

Fortune favored us with overcast skies. The temperatures remained cool, and the racing was fast. By the time I hit the second transition, I knew I was onto something special.

I hit the run, setting a blistering pace. I passed the girls three more times on the run course. Misha handed me water while Lolly and Becca whooped and hollered.

“Baby, you’re doing so good,” Misha said, jogging beside me.

“How’s Sienna,” I managed through my high heart rate.

“She’s killing it,” Becca said. “She’s thirty minutes behind you.”

“You’re in first place for your age group,” Lolly said. “Keep it up.”

Had I heard Lolly right? I was too tired to ask, and I wasn’t about to slow down, anyway, so I simply filed the information away and kept my pace.

An hour later, I finished all thirteen miles and coasted through the finish line, crushing my personal best. The girls were there to greet me.

Misha handed me a bottled water even though I already had one after walking through the finisher’s exit. “Keep drinking,” she said. “It’s hot, and you need to rehydrate.”

“Where’s Sienna?” I asked.

Becca glanced at her watch. “At her current pace, she’ll be another forty-nine minutes. No wait, forty-eight minutes.” Becca said.

“How does she look?” I asked.

“She looks strong,” Lolly said.

“She looks hot,” Becca added. “Actually, she’s the hottest girl in the race by far.”

Lolly laughed, and Misha rolled her eyes. “That’s not what he means.”

The girls and I stepped clear of the crowd gathered at the finish line.

Misha curled her arm around my waist. “Baby, sit down,” she said. “You look exhausted.”

“I’m fine,” I said, but Misha wasn’t having it.

She practically pushed me back onto a park bench and slipped in beside me, examining me worriedly. “Just sit and rest. I’ll bring you more water.”

I grabbed her hand so she couldn’t get up. “I have water,” I said. “I just need you.”

Misha smiled and squeezed my hand. “Okay. But you can’t run that hard for that long and not expect to rest.”

“He’s fine,” Becca said. “Mish, you worry too much.”

Lolly stepped up behind me and placed her first two fingers on each side of my head and gently rubbed in shallow, clockwise circles. “How does that feel?”

I let out a truly contented sigh. “Amazing. Don’t stop.” I closed my eyes and rested my head between Lolly’s spectacular tits while she rubbed my head, neck, and shoulders.

“Misha?” a strange female voice said from nearby.

“Mrs. Knight,” Misha said, her tone surprised.

My stomach swooned, and I flashed my eyes open, coming face to face with two middle-aged parents and Duncan Rogers standing between them.

“I thought that was you,” Mrs. Knight said. “Don’t you look beautiful?”

“Thanks, Cindy.” Misha stood and smiled as the Knights approached.

Duncan sneered at me, his expression borderline hostile. The dark patches under his hollow eyes had sunken since the last time I saw him, and his complexion was pastier than ever. He looked like a cocaine addict who hadn’t slept in a month.

Last time I saw him, he looked like he was in halfway decent shape, but now I noticed love handles sprouting from a t-shirt that, at one point, might have actually fit him. His gut had expanded out of that shirt size, but he hadn’t got the memo. Duncan was slowly turning into the shape of a pear, and the way his hairline was receding promised a bleak middle age for the workaholic stock trader.

Mrs. Knight was fit and trim, standing a head shorter than Misha, with brown hair streaked with wisps of gray. She wore a comfortable-looking pair of shorts and a floral print t-shirt. Her sunglasses covered her eyes, but her lips were plump and pink and when she smiled at Misha her teeth flashed white. If Cindy Knight represented Sienna’s future, then the future looked bright indeed. “Hello, dear.” Mrs. Knight leaned into Misha and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “I was sorry to hear about you and Tom.” But there wasn’t much actual sorrow in her voice. If anything, she sounded happy about Misha’s breakup.

It hit me then and I don’t know why I hadn’t thought of it sooner. The Knights likely knew everything about my little harem. Tom and Duncan were best friends, and I could only imagine the broad falsehoods my brother painted about me and the girls. Since Duncan had known the Knights since college, he had, no doubt, spilled all the tea to smear my character.

Mr. Knight stood beside and slightly behind his wife, next to Duncan. He was a tall, handsome man, standing over six feet, with broad shoulders and a strong jawline. He had a lean, sun worn face with shallow age lines streaking his forehead. But overall, he had aged incredibly well and wasn’t anything like the soft, dour, middle-aged man I envisioned.

With his gaze locked on me, Duncan leaned over and whispered something into Mr. Knight’s ear. Mr. Knight nodded and then folded his arms over his chest, giving me an appraising look.

Fuck. This was not what I imagined when Sienna and I spoke last night. I had hoped to get the Knights aside, one on one, and introduce myself. With Duncan’s big mouth, that plan had gone out the window. I had started at a disadvantage and had a lot of ground to make up. I pushed myself off the bench while Becca and Lolly fell in beside me.

Misha and Mrs. Knight exchanged pleasantries before Mr. Knight joined in, giving Misha a peck on the cheek and a warm hug.

I stood there, too stunned to speak. I needed to find my footing, and I fell back on Gramps’ first rule — be honest. Besides, my lifestyle was every bit as legitimate as theirs. I had nothing to be ashamed of. I treated Misha, Becca, Lolly, and Sienna like royalty, and they loved me for it. Love came in many flavors, and who were they to judge? Before I denounced the Knights, I gave them the benefit of the doubt and reserved my judgment. But I wouldn’t back down or pretend that the women I loved weren’t with me. That disrespected them and the commitment they made joining me. They had each made enormous sacrifices in their personal lives to make our relationship work. I would rather die than dishonor them.

Misha turned to me, her smile plastered on, and looked ready to crumble any second. “Cindy and Gary Knight, this is my Jack, and I think you know my little sister Becca.”

With that brief introduction, Misha had joined herself to me more solidly than any wedding ring ever could.

Cindy smiled at Becca with what appeared genuine affection. “I remember. I’m glad you got rid of that baseball player.”

Becca giggled. “Thanks.” She hooked her arm around my elbow and gazed up at me adoringly. “I definitely traded up.”

I had never been prouder of Becca than in that moment. She stood by me no matter what, claiming me as her boyfriend in the face of those who might judge her harshly.

Becca’s comment drew a laugh from Mr. Knight and a glower from Duncan.

“And this beautiful young woman is Lolly Lyon,” Misha said, gesturing towards Lolly. “She’s French.”

“Je parle un peu français et je comprends encore moins,” Mrs. Knight said, which roughly translated to — I speak a little French and understand less.

Lolly’s eyes widened slightly, then she smiled. “Merci. I would be happy to converse en Francais anytime you like.” She slipped her arm inside mine and leaned in close. Her big tit mashed against my elbow, and she made no bones about our relationship status.

“That was one hell of a race,” Mr. Knight said, extending his hand to me. “First in your age group and it wasn’t even close.”

That statement spoke volumes. They knew me and they had tracked me during the race. What else had Duncan told them about me? “Thanks. Sienna and I spent a lot of time training together, and she really helped push me.” I wouldn’t duck or dodge. Like it or not, honesty was the only way out of this mess. But neither did that mean I had to come out and broadcast my feelings from the rooftop. If it came up in conversation, I would address the elephant in the room.

Duncan glared at me with his arms folded over his chest but remained silent. But he looked like a man who had plenty to say, just not in front of his future in-laws.

“That’s what Duncan told us,” Mr. Knight said.

Mrs. Knight hung on every word with her gaze laser focused on me. “I understand you’re graduating this year?”

“Yes ma’am,” I said. “From Loyola with Biology degree.”

“Jack’s graduating early,” Misha said, grinning at me proudly. “With honors, and he scored a 525 on his MCATs.”

Duncan rolled his eyes, and Mr. Knight’s jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Yeah,” I said. “That sounds about right.”

“I’m impressed,” he said. “I scored a 513 and thought that was good.”

“You’re a physician?” I asked.

“I’m a cardiologist,” he said.

Lolly and I exchanged a slight smile before I spoke up. “Lolly is in her second year of med school at Northwestern. I’m applying there as well.”

“With that score, you’ll get in anywhere. Hell, even Harvard would take you,” Mr. Knight said.

“I guess I’m a hometown boy,” I said. “My grandfather is aging, and we like to take care of him.” My use of the word, we, was intentional, and I was sure it hadn’t slipped past Mrs. Knight.

“You’ve built an impressive resume,” Mrs. Knight said.

“Thanks,” I said, stealing a glance at my watch. “Sienna finishes any minute. We should go cheer her on.”

“There’s a perfect spot right down this way,” Misha said. “We can all stand together.”

The Knights fell in beside Misha, while the three of us plus Duncan followed close behind.

Duncan grabbed my arm and held me back a step. “Jack, wait up a sec.”

I turned to him and frowned while Becca and Lolly stopped just ahead of me, giving Duncan the evil eye.

“Go ahead,” I told them. “I’ll catch up.”

The girls moved on, falling in behind Misha and Sienna’s parents while Duncan glared at me out of his Adderall-infused eyes.

“I’m hereby putting you on notice,” he said. “Stay away from my property. I’ve invested far too much to have you swoop in and steal her away.”

His breath smelled like sour apples, and I recoiled slightly at the stench. “Property? Is that what she is to you?”

“Save me the boy scout bullshit. You’re in it for the pussy, just like the rest of us. At least I’m honest about it.”

“Sienna makes her own decisions,” I said. “Besides, we both know she doesn’t love you.”

Duncan let out a short, bitter laugh. “Love doesn’t mean shit. Marriage is about status and appearances. Sienna’s smoking hot and she comes from a nice, upscale family. I have Cindy and Gary in my back pocket, and they don’t look kindly on plural relationships.”

“You came here to tell me this?” I asked. “Or did you come here to support Sienna?”

“Like I said, I came here to protect my investment.” He clenched his jaw and stared at me with murder in his eyes. “She’ll make a dutiful wife and pump out plenty of my kids. And she’s a hell of a nice lay to boot.”

Anger blossomed behind my eyes, but I controlled it, pushing it away. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing he got to me. Instead, I grinned and patted him on the shoulder. “Then it sounds like you’ve got nothing to worry about. Lies and manipulation always work out for the best.” I frowned and then snapped my fingers. “Wait, a second. That shit didn’t work for Tom, and it will blow up in your face, too. Now, if you’ll kindly fuck off, I need to go watch my girlfriend cross the finish line.”

Duncan looked ready to take a swing at me, but with the crowd pressing in around us, he could only clench his jaw and stare after me as I pushed ahead.
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As Sienna ran down the finish chute, her eye widened when she saw her parents. When she spotted Duncan, her entire face fell, and she looked ready to throw up.

She crossed the finish line to wild cheers from us and her parents while Duncan had his phone out, only halfway paying attention. As she disappeared into the cluster of finishers, Sienna’s parents made their way through the crowd toward their daughter, with Duncan straggling behind.

I grabbed Misha and Becca’s hands. “Come on,” I said. “Let’s go find her.” But then I felt the tug of resistance from both women. I let go and turned around to face them, frowning.

Misha, Becca, and Lolly stood side-by-side, staring at me.

“Let’s go,” I said. “Why are you standing there?”

“With Duncan and her parents showing up, Sienna has enough on her plate,” Becca said, acting as the spokesperson. “All of us together with her parents there is too much. You go to her, and we’ll meet you back at the car.”

I frowned. “We don’t have to hide what we have,” I said. “I’m proud of us.”

“We are too,” Lolly said. “But we love Sienna. This isn’t the time or place.”

“We don’t want to hurt her,” Misha said. “When you get back to the house, we’ll have a little victory party.”

“And I’ll give you a full body massage,” Lolly said.

My cock perked up. “Like the one you gave me last week?”

Lolly gave me a lopsided grin. “If you’re lucky.”

“Okay.” I turned my gaze between them. “I’ll meet you ladies at the car.”

The girls embraced me before they left. I set off through the crowd, searching for Becca and her family. A few minutes later, I spotted them at the back of the crowd near a tent selling hamburgers and hot dogs.

Duncan stood beside Sienna with his arm wrapped proudly around her shoulder while Sienna chatted with her mom and dad. Despite her hard-earned victory conquering 70.3 miles of swimming, biking, and running, her expression was flat, bordering on sad.

My stomach sank, and a queasy knot formed in the pit of my stomach. I wouldn’t stand by and pretend she was a casual acquaintance. I loved her. Even if I couldn’t say those words directly, I could show it.

I took a deep breath and approached Sienna, smiling from ear to ear. “You did great.” I held my arms out wide.

Sienna’s eyes locked on me, and she seemed to melt before my eyes. Her eyes filled with tears and her chin quivered with raw emotion. She forgot about Duncan and her parents and ran toward me before leaping into my arms and squeezing me tight.

Her body shook with deep sobs, and she buried her face in my neck. “I’m so happy to see you.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed.

I pressed her in tight and resisted the urge to kiss her. I felt the weight of her parents’ eyes on me, and I knew they were all watching and judging. “You kicked that race’s ass,” I said. “And you finished third place in your age group. That’s crazy good for your first 70.3.”

“Jack, my parents….” Her voice was halting and full of emotion.

“I know,” I whispered in her ear. “We spoke earlier, and I introduced myself.” I gently set her down while Sienna’s parents and Duncan huddled around us.

Sienna stepped back but stood right beside me with tears streaking her face.

“Is everything okay?” Mrs. Knight asked, her expression concerned.

I don’t know if it was the emotion or if Sienna just wasn’t thinking, but for a second, she casually held my hand like she had a hundred times before. But then she dropped it and wiped the tears from her face. “Sorry.” She laughed and shook her head. “They’re happy tears. Jack knows how hard I’ve trained.”

Dr. Knight furrowed his brow and gazed at me, his expression unreadable. “How much time did you two spend together?”

“A lot,” Duncan said, butting in. “Every time I turned around, she was off training with him.” His tone was accusatory, and I didn’t appreciate it.

I ignored him and focused on Dr. Knight. “Training for a race this demanding takes a lot of time and energy. Sienna put in the hours, including a lot of pre-dawn workouts, on top of her day job.” Despite myself, I put my arm around her shoulder and squeezed her tight. “I’m really proud of her. She beat some very experienced triathletes today and really made a name for herself in the sport.”

Dr. Knight smiled on his daughter fondly. “She’s a fighter, just like her mom.”

Mrs. Knight perched her sunglasses atop her head, revealing her own tear-stained cheeks. “Honey, I’m so proud of you.” She pulled her daughter into a fierce, tight hug and whispered something to her I couldn’t quite make out.

Dr. Knight turned to Duncan. “What were you doing during all this training time?”

“Working,” Duncan said. “Somebody has to pay the bills.”

I grimaced and noted the flash of displeasure behind Dr. Knight’s eyes.

“Sienna has a job,” I said, my voice more than a little edgy. “She works her ass off.”

Duncan mumbled something under his breath and forced a smile, as if he knew he’d fucked up. “That she does.” He had a weak chin, and I resisted the urge to knock his fucking block off.

Sienna and her mom separated, each sniffling while they faced each other, holding hands.

Dr. Knight was next, pulling his daughter into a tight hug while mom watched on.

Cindy Knight turned to me next and shocked me by pulling me into a long, affectionate hug. “Thank you, Jack.” She lowered her voice so only I could hear. “You’ve done so much more than you know.”

Sienna stared at her mother in wide-eyed shock. Even Duncan looked thrown off with his jaw scraping the pavement and his eyes bulging.

“Thanks, Mrs. Knight, but it was Sienna who did it all. She’s as tough as she is kind.”

“Call me Cindy,” she said and stepping smiling up at me affectionately. “Sienna’s a special girl. I’m glad you’ve seen that side of her.”

Behind us, Duncan cleared his throat. “Who wants dinner? My treat,” he said, looking far less confident than he had a few minutes ago.

Sienna’s parents looked to her first, before Sienna begrudgingly nodded. “Can Jack come?” She gazed at her parents first, ignoring Duncan.

Panic filled Duncan’s eyes. “Actually, I made reservations for the four of us.” Duncan turned a fraudulent smile on me. “Besides, I’m sure Jack has his own celebration planned with his girlfriends.” He drew out the last word and smirked at me, grinning like an idiot, as if he had played his trump card.

But Sienna’s parents ignored him and focused on their daughter before Cindy spoke up. “Honey, would you rather celebrate with your friends? We can take you out after you get home.”

The look in Sienna’s eyes told me that’s exactly what she wanted, but she didn’t want to let down her parents. “No, mom. We can go out for dinner. Just give me a second to say goodbye to Jack.”

“Sure, sweetie.” Mrs. Knight kissed her daughter on the cheek and stepped away, sliding her hand inside her husband’s.

Dr. Knight gave me a squeeze on the shoulder. “Thanks, Jack. You’re welcome in our home anytime.”

The Knights turned and walked away, leaving Duncan standing there staring at us like a fucking idiot. Finally, Mr. Knight called after him. “Duncan, can you come here, please?”

Duncan shot us a disapproving look before turning and leaving us alone to talk.

Sienna turned to me and laced her fingers in mine. She smiled up at me warmly. “That went so much better than I ever dreamed.”

“I like your mom and dad. I’m not sure what you were so worried about.”

“They really liked you,” she said. Her hazel eyes twinkled with joy. “My mom has never hugged Duncan like that.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Then maybe we can be together and not have your family disown you?”

She squeezed my hands and grinned, flashing her beautiful white teeth. “Maybe.” She bit her lip and stared at me longingly. “I so want to kiss you right now.”

“You’re coming back to the house later tonight?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “Duncan will try to convince me to come back to the city with him, but I’m not going. When I get back to the house, I’m so going to kiss you.”

“Good,” I said. “When you get back come find me and we’ll celebrate.”

She grinned. “It might be late. My mom and I have a lot of catching up to do.”

“That’s okay. You and I also have a lot of catching up to do.”
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Back at the rental house, the girls and I celebrated with carryout pizza and ice-cold beer. We sat around the table and ate with the girls keeping their distance. I badly needed a shower but didn’t want to miss out on anything.

The girls filled me in on what they saw during their long day traversing the racecourse and I told them what happened with Sienna. By the end, Misha had tears in her eyes.

“Jack, you have to bring her home,” Misha said.

“I have half a mind to flog that little pussy, Duncan,” Becca said.

“I think her parents know,” Lolly said.

“Know what?” I asked.

“The way she feels about you,” Lolly said. “They aren’t blind, and I’m sure they don’t like Duncan.”

“Why do you think that?” I asked.

Lolly laughed. “Do you like Duncan?”

“Well, no. I don’t like the way he shits on Sienna.”

Lolly raised a questioning eyebrow. “Sienna’s parents love her, and I would bet any amount of money, they’re hoping and praying she calls off the engagement.”

“We’ll see what she says when she gets back.” I shifted in my seat and groaned from the muscles aching in my back and shoulders. “Damn. I need some ice.”

Misha started to get up, and Lolly stopped her. “I’ll take care of him. He needs a proper massage.”

Becca grinned. “Right.” She giggled and glanced over at Misha before turning to Lolly. “His penis needs a proper massage.”

Lolly rolled her eyes. “I know how to take care of him.” She held out her hand. “Come on, Jack. Let’s go to my bedroom.”

I showered first. I tried to get Lolly to join me, but she insisted on setting up the bed for a proper massage. She took her job seriously, and I wasn’t about to piss her off.

After my shower, I dried off and stepped naked into Lolly’s bedroom, where she had prepped the room for a real massage.

Lit candles danced on the bedside table, and Lolly had dimmed the overhead lights to set the proper ambiance. New age music played from her portable speaker, and she had stretched a long white towel out on the bed.

Lolly stood beside the bed and gazed down at my half-hard cock, never looking more beautiful. She wore her auburn hair back in a messy ponytail, while plenty of errant strands played along her neck and more hair escaped over her temples and curled over her cheeks. Her green eyes shone with intensity and her ripe pink lips were in a full-on pout. But everything paled next to her tiny slip of an outfit.

Lolly wore a plain white wife-beater tank top with her nipples plainly visible through the thin material. A pair of simple white panties formed a tight V-shape over her incredible pussy and barely contained an ass sculpted by the Gods.

“Mon dieu,” I said, licking the dryness from my lips. “Please tell me I’ll get a happy ending.” My cock thickened and rose, swaying before me like a heat-seeking missile.

She giggled softly and crossed the room toward me. “Only if you’re nice.” Her tits jiggled and swayed until she reached me. She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “You smell much better.”

My cock thickened, pressing against her firm, flat tummy. “I feel better too, but not half as good as I’m about to feel.” I slipped my hands over her ass and squeezed, leaning in for another kiss, this one laced with the tiniest hint of tongue. My cock thickened against her tummy and pulsed while waves of lust swept over me.

“Before we play, you need a proper massage.” Lolly grabbed my hand and led me to the bed.

Her ass jiggled and bounced before me while her tits shifted from side to side. She was a tight, compact fucking machine with tits and ass for days. I couldn’t get enough of her.

“Lay face down,” Lolly said, eyeing me with those haunting green eyes of hers.

“Can you massage me naked?” I asked, crawling onto the bed.

Lolly grinned and shoved me face first onto the bed. “I’m calling the shots.”

I chuckled. “So, bossy.” I positioned my body on the towel and let out a deep, satisfying sigh. “I’m so looking forward to this.”

Lolly climbed onto the bed and straddled my hamstrings just below my bare ass. “I’ll take good care of you.” She squeezed a line of massage oil over my shoulders and down my back. “Is that too cold?”

“No, baby. It’s perfect.” I sighed and nuzzled my face into the pillow. “You’re perfect.”

Lolly leaned forward and kissed me in the center of my shoulder blades. “I love you.” The sound of shifting cloth preceded a flash of Lolly’s crumped up wife beater hitting the floor beside the bed.

“I love you too, Lolls… so much.”

She leaned forward and worked her warm fingers into my sore shoulder muscles and the back of my stiff neck. “Enough to marry me?”

Waves of relaxing pleasure rolled over my body, and I felt her fingers all the way down to my toes. “I would marry you tomorrow,” I said.

She worked her thumbs down my back, tracking my spine before she stopped and drizzled massage oil onto my lower back and bare ass. Lolly pressed into the sore muscles on my lower back, and deep massaged my ass before she leaned forward and dragged her full, warm tits across my sensitive flesh. Her nipples hardened against my skin, and she slid her hands upward, working her thumbs into the base of my neck.

The full weight of her body felt amazing atop of me, and I savored the slapping of her full natural breasts beneath my rib cage. My cock stiffened to full mast, growing thick and rigid beneath me. With it pressed tight against the bed, I couldn’t stay face down too much longer. “Baby, I’m rock hard. Can you do the front?”

“Oui.” Lolly slipped off my legs and stripped away her panties while I flipped onto my back.

My cock stood timber straight and tower tall, looming over my midsection like a leviathan. Thick veins bulged along my shaft and m swollen head looked big enough to rip Lolly’s pussy into pieces.

I gazed down the length of my body and drank in Lolly’s naked curves.

Her big natural tits sat high on her chest, jiggling slightly as she crawled atop me. Her tiny, pebble-sized nipples were rock hard, and her pussy looked creamy, smooth, and freshly waxed. Lolly’s warm ivory complexion looked like liquid custard, smooth and thick enough to pour into a pitcher. My cock throbbed as I watched her straddle me and drizzle massage oil onto my chest, stomach, and massive cock.

“Baby?” I asked as I watched her go about the business of pleasuring me.

She shifted her gaze from my chest to my eyes and raised a questioning eyebrow. “Yes?” She was painfully beautiful, with lustrous auburn hair, a perky nose, and full pink lips, and she gazed at me with pure love in her eyes.

“Is marriage on your mind?” I reached for her thighs and gently caressed her while my cock throbbed against her flat tummy.

“Oui,” she said. “It’s on my mind almost every day.” Lolly wrapped her hands around my shaft, working the thin layer of massage oil over my shaft. Massage oil that would soon double as a lubricant when I slipped inside her. She gazed at my cock and licked her lips while she gyrated her bare pussy lips against my balls.

I watched her tits jiggle and sway gently while she coated my shaft with the lubricant and my cock throbbed inside her tight, warm grip. Her touch was electric and if she didn’t move on, I would explode in her hand. After the day’s effort, my sex drive was on overload, and I was horny enough to fuck all night.

Lolly rubbed her palms over my glistening chest and leaned forward, mashing her tits against my ribs while she rubbed my shoulders. The weight of her body settled atop me, and my throbbing cock pulsed against her warm, slippery flesh.

The light scent of coconuts filled the air and enough massage oil had transferred onto Lolly’s tits that her chest glistened under the warm candlelight.

Lolly used my body like a slip and slide, writhing atop me while I kneaded her soft, slippery tits in my hands. Her hard nipples slid between my open fingers, and I tweaked them, gently pinching, forcing soft moans from my petite princess.

She was so incredibly beautiful, and my thoughts drifted back to marriage. We had discussed before, but I didn’t know she was ready to make a move. But Lolls was a few years older than me and seemed to be ready for the next step. While I couldn’t legally marry more than one woman, we could have a wedding with rings and real vows. We could pledge our love to each other in front of our friends and family, and that was as real as it got. I would marry her and make her my wife. I had never pushed the issue, not wanting to scare her away, but it seemed Lolly had thought about little else. How would a proposal impact the rest of the harem? The ladies had tempered their jealousy, but would it hold in the face of an engagement? Once I asked Lolly, I would have to ask them all, and I was eager and prepared to make them all my wives.

Lolly leaned forward and ran her fingers through my hair, massaging my scalp while she peppered my lips and eyes with heavenly kisses. Our unspoken connection was so intense it was palpable. We had bonded body and soul, and I couldn’t imagine living a single day without her.

Lolly oozed sexuality from every pore. From her perfect-ten body, to the way she moved, the way she smelled and the soft lilt of her angelic voice. Her skin moved over mine, slippery and butter soft. Her tits and hard nipples raked my stomach and chest, flattening and bulging out on each side of my body. Heat and friction built between us, and Lolly’s breathing quickened. She was my petite déesse française — my little French Goddess, and our bond had never been stronger.

Her breath, sweet and minty, curled over my nose and lips and wisps of her silky hair brushed my neck, leaving a tickle trail in its path. My cock throbbed with anticipation, aching so hard I was halfway to an orgasm just experiencing her with my senses.

I wrapped my arms around her back and slid my palms lower until I cupped her bare ass as she writhed atop me. We came face-to-face and her green eyes swallowed me whole. I kissed her softly on the lips and brushed a stray lock of her hair away from her eyes. “Lolly, will you marry me?” It was unplanned, off the cuff, and came from my heart before my brain had time to retract it. I had no ring. No prepared words, or even the whisper of a plan. But I loved her and that was enough. The rest would take care of itself.

Lolly’s eyes glistened with tears. “Yes,” she whispered and smiled warmly before she kissed me softly on the lips. “I will marry you.”

I leaned up and met her waiting mouth. Our lips touched and our tongues darted together. Lolly moaned softly into my mouth and ground her hips. The heat from her pussy radiated over my balls, and with her ass filling my palms, I squeezed, and my cock throbbed, trapped beneath her heavenly body.

Without breaking our kiss, Lolly reached between us and circled her nimble fingers around my pulsing cock. She raised her hips high enough off my body to slide my cock over her pussy mound until my swollen tip grazed her warm, slippery lips.

I shuddered with pleasure while Lolly worked my knob up and down her pussy. She was already soaking wet, and when she lined my cock up with her sweet, tight, honey hole, I eased forward, effortlessly sliding inside her.

The feel was pure ecstasy. She was hot and tight, and her pussy thrummed around my shaft, squeezing while she moaned into my mouth.

Lolly gyrated her hips, working my cock deep inside her slippery tightness. She moaned and deepened our kiss, filling my mouth with her tongue and full, ripe lips.

My cock pulsed inside her, thickening and expanding, pushing the limits of her velvety tight pussy. I edged my hips higher, sinking deeper while my head flashed, dizzy with lust. My orgasm was already there, waiting in the wings. I could come at a moment’s notice or hold it in reserve and wait. Now wasn’t the time. I had pleasure to give and receive, and the edging only made the orgasm more explosive.

Lolly broke our kiss, and a thick string of saliva connected our lips. She pushed off my chest and gazed down at me as she gyrated her hips, and her big tits jiggled and bounced. Her abdominal muscles rolled, undulating with the motion of her firm, full hips, and my cock disappeared deep inside her, the base barely visible as she slow fucked me in full cowgirl.

I’d discovered that the girls universally loved riding my cock more than in any other position. Although with Misha, doggy style was a close second. They told me they came faster and harder with the deep penetration the style offered, and I believed them.

My man meat stuffed Lolly’s pussy near to bursting and she picked up her pace, moaning louder as her tits gently clapped together. She leaned forward, resting her palms on my upper chest, and fucked me harder and faster while her sleek auburn hair dangled over my face.

I pounded her relentlessly, hammering her pussy with hard, driving thrusts. My grunts and her groans mixed, floating in the air with the new age music and the sweet scent of the coconut massage oil.

Candlelight flickered over her skin and Lolly closed her eyes and opened her mouth, losing herself in the ecstasy of my driving cock.

Every time, sex with any three of my women was a five-alarm adventure. Fucking Lolly was like picking up the hottest girl in the New Orleans French District during the height of Mardi gras and fucking her blind. She was exotic, sweet, and sensual all in one tight package of pure European dynamite.

She moved atop me with natural confidence, her tits jiggling and her hips writhing. Her soft moans turned louder and hiccupped with the sharp grunts induced by my perpetually pounding.

My cock practically smoldered with heat, and I latched onto her hips, driving her down while I bottomed out inside her.

Her orgasm hit her hard and fast. Lolly pitched her head back and her hair went flying, then she fell forward and ground her hips while her voice warbled an octave higher. Her pussy spasmed, and her big tits dragged across my chest. She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed, barely hanging on while her gasping breath rushed across my ear. “Viens en moi,” she whispered in a rush, and I lost it.

Come inside me, she had whispered, and I drove in deep and pinned her down on my cock while I nutted deep inside her, gushing thick ropes of sperm-laden jizz. Waves of pure ecstasy left my brain in an orgasm induced haze, and nothing mattered except how much I could come inside her.

Lolly’s tongue fluttered over and inside my ear while her hot, sweet breath flowed over my neck like an aphrodisiac. “I love you,” she whispered repeatedly while I spurted inside her, and my orgasm refused to fade.

It was a monster load reserved for my fiancé, one of the hottest women I had ever laid eyes on. I squeezed her ass, kneading her flesh between my fingers as my orgasm dissipated while I continued pumping inside her.

Lolly ran her fingers through my hair and kissed her way down my jawline and around to my lips, milking my cock of every drop. She kissed me softly, licked my lips with the tip of her tongue before I opened my mouth and our tongues met.

She laid atop me for ten minutes, kissing and touching while my cock remained inside her, hard and ready to go again. I would have her doggy style next and reverse cowgirl after that. We would fuck all night and I couldn’t believe the well of sexual energy I had tapped into. I was in the grip of a fever lust, and I couldn’t stop myself.

I started pumping again while my cock expanded inside her. “I want you from behind,” I whispered.

Lolly kissed me and sat upright, her body glistening like a sun-drenched temple. “No,” she said. “But not because I don’t want to.” She bit her lip and sighed. “I want you so much it hurts.”

“Come on, baby. Let’s play. I’ve got a lot more in the tank,” I said.

“Sienna will be home soon,” she said. “You need to be with her.”

She was pushing me into bed with another woman? I knew the ladies loved each other, but that was next fucking level. “But I’m with you,” I said. “Besides, we need to talk about engagement rings. Aren’t you excited?”

Her eyes lit up, and she fell forward again, kissing me feverishly before breaking it off. “Yes. I can’t way to marry you, and we’ll look at rings when we get home. But for now, I must play nice with my sisters. We’re a family — a strange and wonderful family with rules we’re making up as we go. Today was an important day for Sienna, and she loves you just as much as I do. I know how hurt I would be, if I couldn’t share such a momentous night with you.”

I sighed. “You’re right. But can we at least shower together?”

Lolly laughed and kissed me again. “Oui. Let’s go shower.”
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Thirty minutes later, Lolly had shipped me off to my bedroom, where I found a big, sad, empty bed. The house was dark. Becca and Misha had disappeared into different bedrooms for the night. I checked Sienna’s room and found the bed empty and untouched. It was only eleven o’clock, but the day had been a long one and the girls were tired.

Lolly’s massage had truly done the job, along with a major ball draining that should have left me sleepy and ready for bed, but I was up, staring at the ceiling while I lay naked under the sheets.

Another fifteen minutes passed before my bedroom door creaked open. Light filtered through the open crack, and a silhouette appeared in the doorway.

“Jack,” Sienna whispered. “Are you awake?”

“You’re home.” I sat up and flicked on the light, gazing at her from across the room.

She stood in the doorway with her hair damp, wearing a tiny slip of a blue silk robe and a broad smile on her face. “Can I come in?”

“You’d better or I’ll call out the National Guard,” I said. “Get in here and close the door behind you.” I inched over on the bed and peeled back the covers, making room for her.

Sienna giggled and practically skipped across the bedroom. “I got home twenty minutes ago, but I had to shower. You don’t want to go to bed with a stinky girlfriend.” She stopped before me and pulled loose the sash holding up her robe. Her robe fell free, revealing her complete lack of clothing beneath.

“Girlfriend? I like the sound of that.”

She smiled and crawled halfway onto the bed before kissing me softly on the lips. “Guess what?” Her robe fell open and her tits fell out.

“You’re naked under that robe?” I reached out and cupped the back of her legs, and my cock stiffened in anticipation.

Sienna giggled again. “Duh.” She pulled off her robe, revealing her naked body. Her perky tits seemed to have an extra spring in their bounce tonight, and her skin practically glowed with radiance. “But that’s not what I’m talking about.”

“I’m afraid to guess wrong for fear you’ll turn into white smoke and vanish back into your bottle.”

Sienna laughed and crawled atop me, straddling me over the sheets. Her eyes were more alive than I had ever seen them, and she looked like she was on cloud nine. “I dumped Duncan.” She dropped her jaw, grinning, and did a little naked shimmy dance right there on top of me.

“You’re free?” I asked.

“Well, only if you’re not my boyfriend,” she said. “But I feel free when I’m with you, so yes. I’m free!” She bounced on top of me, and her tits bounced with her.

“Oh, I’m your boyfriend,” I said. “Me Tarzan. You Jane. I’ll drag you deep into the jungle and we’ll swing from the trees.”

Sienna looked beside herself with glee. She clapped, then slid her hands up and down my chest. “I know one tree I can’t wait to swing from. I hope you’re not tired, because mama wants to play.”

I sat upright, leaned against the headboard, and whisked her across my body until she settled into my lap. “What happened at dinner?” I squeezed her ass and kissed my way down her neck.

Goose bumps flashed across Sienna’s tits, and her thick nipples hardened. She dragged her fingertips over my shoulders and down my back. “I’ll tell you afterward. Right now, I want you to fuck me.”

I licked her neck and sucked her earlobe between my lips. “Twist my arm, why don’t you?” She smelled like summer flowers and fresh lotion and her skin was warm and soft, having just stepped from the shower. “You smell amazing,” I whispered in her ear.

Sienna wrapped her legs around my waist and drew herself closer, pulling her chest flat against mine while she sucked on my neck. Her damp, brown hair fell froward over my shoulder, and she gently ground her hips against the sheets separating her pussy from my throbbing cock. “I’ve wanted you for so long.” Her words came out airy and breathless. “I almost fucked you during our first trip to the quarry.”

“Next time we’ll inaugurate our rock.” I found her mouth and kissed her before our tongues lashed together, hot and hungry.

Sienna was ravenous, sucking my tongue into her mouth and rocking against my rigid cock. Her nipples raked my chest, and she tugged away at the sheet until she freed my cock and wrapped her hand around it. “I’ve got off so many times dreaming about having this big monster stuffed inside me,” she said between kisses.

“Birth control?” I asked.

She pulled away from me and grinned, her eyes swimming with lust. “You think a Catholic girl is on birth control?”

“Well, are you?”

She giggled. “Yes. I’m on birth control, but maybe not for long.” She ran her fingers through my hair and sat back, gazing at me with her hand wrapped around my cock. “Baby, your cock could pound nails.”

“I hope you’re ready,” I said, cupping her tit in my hand and softly squeezing.

“Your cock is easily twice the size of Duncan’s.” She grinned mischievously. “But I’m up for the challenge.”

“Oh, I know you are,” I said. “We should make fucking a post-race ritual.”

She giggled. “And a pre-race ritual. Misha stole my thunder this trip.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her about Lolly. But next time, she would get it coming and going. “What’s your favorite position?” Would Sienna finally break the streak?

“I’ve dreamed of riding you, but I want you to dominate me for our first time,” she said, slowly stroking my cock. Pre-cum oozed from my tip and Sienna squeezed, mopping it up with her index finger before licking her finger dry. “Yum. I can’t wait to taste your cock.”

“It’s like winning the Golden Ticket,” I said. “So much to see and do.”

“I want to do you again and again.” She leaned in and sucked my lower lip between her teeth while she gazed at me through those exotic hazel eyes.

Sienna stroked my cock while I slid my hand over her tummy and dipped my middle finger inside her slippery, wet crack. I swirled my finger over her pussy, loosening it until I found her clit and buzzed my finger over the top.

Sienna gasped and her eyes turned glassy with lust. She let out a soft moan and bucked her hips into my hand. “Baby, that feels so good.”

I slid my middle finger along her lips and dipped inside her tight, wet hole, and her pussy pulsed. I brushed my thumb over her clit and gently swirled while I finger-fucked my beautiful brown-haired, newly minted girlfriend. “Come for me.”

Sienna whimpered, and her breath caught in her throat. It was as if she tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t come. She nodded and dropped her jaw, moving her hips hard and fast, while I added a second finger inside her and increased the pressure on her clit.

She gyrated on my fingers, and her eyes rolled back in her head. She let out a throaty gasp and tightened her legs around my waist as her pussy spasmed with orgasm. Sienna shuddered on my lap, and her juices flowed over my fingers. “Ohhh fuuccck, baby. Oh, my God.” she cried out.

I worked my fingers inside her until her body relaxed and her orgasm faded. I leaned in and kissed my way from her neck up to her ear before I whispered. “Get on all fours. I want to pound you from behind.”

“Yes, baby,” she said without a hint of hesitation or reservation. Sienna climbed off my lap and lined up on her hands and knees, presenting me with an ass one might normally find on a supermodel. Her legs, hips, and ass were simply flawless. Hell, her whole body was flawless. Without so much as a dimple of fat, her lines were sleek and smooth like a top end sports car with its engine revved.

It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen Sienna’s ass a million times before but having her present it to me so blatantly with her swollen pink pussy still leaking her juices was truly a sight to behold.

I crawled up behind her and came up on my knees with my fat cock swaying behind her juicy pussy. I lovingly caressed her ass, and Sienna moved her hips in a slow circle, gazing back at me over her shoulder.

“Fuck me, baby,” she said, wagging her perfect-ten ass from side to side while she widened her legs and showed off a pussy made for pounding.

I peeled apart her pussy lips and gazed on her slit that fermented in her juices. Her prefect pussy, mouthwatering by any standard, looked ripe, tight, and ready for hard core fucking. I sank my tip into her velvety pink abyss, lined my cock up with her entrance, and slid inside the beautiful Sienna Knight.

Sienna let out a throaty moan and leaned forward on her elbows while she drove her ass backward, impaling herself on my manhood.

The heat and tightness enveloped my cock like a blanket, and I moaned with primordial pleasure as I watched my cock disappear between her twin bubbly ass cheeks. “God, baby….” I groaned and sucked in a shallow breath. “You are as tight as it gets.”

She sucked in a series of short, shallow breaths, as if trying to adjust to my massive girth. Her legs trembled and her pussy spasmed. “You’re huge. Give me a second,” she managed to say before she closed her eyes and ground her pussy in slow clockwise circles. Once her breathing returned to normal, she pushed up on her hands and smiled at me over her shoulder. “It hurt a little at first, but now you’re stretching me out so good. Your cock feels amazing inside me.” She squeezed her pussy, and her muscles undulated in waves over my shaft.

I shuddered, and Sienna giggled.

“You like that?” She asked.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “Are you ready for me to go deep?”

“Pound me,” she said. “I like it a little rough.”

I snuggled my cock in deep and pulsed inside of her, savoring the flex of her pussy around my thick meat. “How does that feel, baby?”

“So good, daddy,” she said, pitching her voice an octave higher.

Daddy? My stomach seesawed, and my heart leapt into my throat. Was Sienna the submissive type? She showed all the signs. She asked me to dominate her and quickly did everything I asked. Not to mention asking me to pound her and telling me she liked it rough. My cock thickened inside her and turned harder than it ever had.

“I feel you growing inside me.” Sienna giggled. “Do you like it when I call you daddy?”

“Yes.” My voice came out in a throaty whisper, and I edged my cock deeper, tapping her cervix with my swollen tip.

She dropped to her elbows and pushed back on my cock before gazing back at me from under her body. “You can use me as a fuck toy whenever and wherever you want.” Her voice cracked between broken grunts.

I couldn’t believe my ears, and my heart beat so fast I thought it might burst. “And if I wanted to fuck you in your parents’ house with them in the next room?”

“Yessss,” she hissed and let out a low moan, and her pussy squeezed my cock before a fresh sheen of wetness coated my shaft. “Daddy, I would fuck you in front of them if you told me to. When it comes to our sex life, you’re the boss.”

“You like it when I take charge?” I fucked her harder, increasing the tempo while she moaned loudly.

“I do as you say,” she said, pushing back against my thrusting cock.

“You’ll be my little slut?”

She groaned, and her pussy spasmed. “I’m your cum slut, daddy.” Her voice grew husky with lust.

Fuck me, that was hot. I slapped her ass, and Sienna yelped, gushing her juices onto my steel-hard cock.

“I’ve been a bad girl,” she said. “Spank me, daddy.”

I fucked her harder, splitting her in half with my thick cock, grunting as I pounded her pussy hard and deep and slapped her other cheek, harder this time. But not too hard. I didn’t want to abuse her.

Sienna groaned with pleasure and thrust backward, grinding my meat in her slippery, hot tightness. A red handprint flared on her ass cheek. She pushed her face into the pillows and screamed with ecstasy.

She was full of surprises. We would have a hell of a time together. Sienna got off on the submissive role and although I wasn’t much into power trips, the thought of dominating her left my heart pounding, my throat dry, and my balls on the brink of an explosive orgasm.

I smacked her ass again and left another red mark on her perfect little bubble butt. With hard grunts, I plowed her pussy, fucking her harder and faster and Sienna groaned beneath me while her pussy juices flowed like a leaky faucet.

My cock glistened with her wetness. Her juices dripped from her pussy onto the bedspread, and her legs trembled with excitement.

“Daddy, you’re fucking me so good,” she screamed into the pillow.

I smacked her ass again and again, switching between her jiggling cheeks until both were bright red with my handprints. Then I grabbed hold of her hips and relentlessly pounded her.

Her ass slapped off my thighs, and her tits moved in a blur of motion beneath her chest. She groaned and tried to speak, but her words came out as a twisted, indecipherable jumble of sounds.

My cock flexed inside her, and my head screamed at me for release. I couldn’t hold it much longer, and my balls spasmed, ready to erupt.

“How many times have you come?” I asked, trying hard to maintain the illusion of composure.

“Three,” she said, gasping for breath while I rammed her hard and steady.

“Good girl.” I leaned forward and grabbed hold of her perfect tits. “Where should daddy come?”

“Wherever daddy wants,” she said mewling beneath me.

“That’s my girl,” I said before I drove in deep, held still inside her, and grunted, coming so hard my vision blurred. I gushed a torrent of cum and my head spun dizzily with the release. I squeezed Sienna’s ass and moaned long and loud while I came again and again, filling her pussy with sticky cum. With each thrust, her body rocked, and the bed squeaked. She was mine now, body and soul, and the thought of fucking her wherever and whenever I wanted left me drunk with lust.

She took every drop, flexing her pussy and milking my shaft while she cooed softly beneath me.

I caressed her ass cheeks, soothing the redness from my spanking. Most of the marks were already fading, and I had done no actual damage. God help me if I ever truly hurt her. My cock stilled, and I went motionless inside her, squeezing off my cock and draining the last droplets of my cum into her pussy.

Sienna closed her eyes and breathed deeply, as if savoring the feeling of my seed flowing through her. Or maybe it was my fat cock still pulsing again her tight walls.

I leaned forward and kissed the middle of her back. “Did I hurt you?”

“No,” she said in her normal voice, and smiled. “It felt amazing.”

I slipped my cock from her pussy, and a river of cum flowed in its wake. Thick, gooey strings of milky spunk drizzled from her ravaged hole and pooled on the sheets between her legs. “I should probably get a towel. You’re leaking my junk.”

“You came so much,” she said. “I loved it.”

I leaned down and kissed her again, this time on her ass cheek. “Don’t move. I’ll be right back.” I returned with a towel and mopped her pussy and the bed beneath her.

Sienna rolled over on her back and gazed down the length of her body at me. “Thanks, baby.”

I crawled up beside her and propped up on my elbow while I gently caressed her tits. “That was… unexpected.”

She propped on her side to face me, and her cheeks flushed red. “Too much?”

I shook my head. “It was super fucking hot. I loved it. Did you mean what you said or was that sex talk?”

She frowned. “About fucking me whenever and wherever?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“I meant it. It’s my kink. I hope you’re not weirded out.”

“I hope you don’t mind if I take full advantage. Do we need a safe word?”

“It’s probably a good idea,” she said. “How about….” She scratched her chin and frowned. “Raspberry?”

I chuckled. “Okay. Why Raspberry?”

She shrugged. “I can’t imagine saying raspberry during sexy time. Can you?”

“Oh, baby you have the hottest raspberry.” I grinned, and Sienna giggled. “Okay. Raspberry it is.”

She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said. “Was the spanking too hard?”

She shook her head. “You could have gone a little harder, but not much. I really got off on it.”

“You had three orgasms? Seriously?”

“Oh, yeah.” Her eyes widened. “I’ve never got off so hard in my life. I give your cock the full five-star Yelp review.” She held up five fingers and giggled.

I slid my hand over her hips and caressed her ass cheeks. “It was hard to hit you like that. I’ll feel better with a safe word.”

She kissed me again. “Duncan didn’t like me to go submissive. He went soft on me whenever I tried.”

“Wow. It had the opposite effect on me,” I said.

“I know. I felt you grow harder inside me after you figured it out. It was unreal.”

“The name calling is okay? Because I wouldn’t normal call you a slut or a fuck toy or anything like that.”

“It’s okay if it stays between me and you only,” she said. “I work hard and train hard. I’m the boss at my job and I don’t want to be anything but your fuck toy when it’s just us. When you tell me what to do, I get crazy wet, and I come almost instantly.”

I sighed. “Okay. It will take some getting used to. If I wake up in the middle of the night horny?”

“Fuck me awake,” she said.

“Drunk sex?”

“You have my permission.” She giggled. “Jack, I’m yours. You don’t have to be all polite. Treat me like you own me. Even when we’re not in the bedroom, it’s okay to let other people know I’m your girl. It makes me feel loved.”

My cock stirred, and I gazed into her beautiful, exotic eyes. “Christ. Am I dreaming?” I laughed.

She wrapped her arm around my neck and drew me in tight. “Nope. Not dreaming. And I’m glad I’m not scaring you away. I won’t be shy to let people know you’re my man.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

She grinned mischievously. “You’ll find out soon enough. And I hope you like it. Duncan hated PDA.”

“He hated PDA with you? He lost the best thing that ever happened to him. The guy is a fucking weasel.”

“Yeah. I just couldn’t take it anymore. After we left the restaurant, he tried to come onto me, and it felt wrong and gross. I pushed him away, and he got angry.”

“Did he hurt you?”

“No,” she said. “Duncan’s apathetic, not abusive. Anyway, I called off the engagement right then and there. He barely put up a fight.”

“What did your parents say?” I asked.

“They don’t know,” she said. “I’ll tell my mom tomorrow. We’re having lunch together when we get home.”

“That’s good. It sounds like you and your mom are getting back on track.”

She sighed. “We’ll see. Though, I’m really worried about how she’ll take you and me. I can’t see it ending well.”

“Then take me with you, and we’ll tell your mom and dad about us together. Is next weekend too soon?”

Her eyes lit up. “You would do that for me?”

I drew her into me and kissed her long and slow. “Baby, I would do anything for you.”

“Wow.” She searched my face with her eyes. “You really love me, don’t you?”

“Yes. I really do.”

“Then I’ve never had someone truly love me.” She kissed me softly. “You are incredible, Jack Donovan. But….”

“Uh, oh. I don’t like that word. But what?”

“This coming weekend, we’re having a family reunion. Catholic families are big. I’ll have lots of aunts and uncles and cousins there. It might not be the best venue for our… coming out party.”

“Are you ashamed of us?”

“Baby, no.” Her eyes widened, and she kissed me again. “I’m part of you now and you’re part of me. I’m in it to win it.”

“Then there’s no better time,” I said. “We’ll tell your mom and dad first. Hopefully, there’s no violence.”

Sienna giggled and kissed me again. “Don’t worry. I’ll protect you.”

“Speaking of violence,” I said. “Roll over on your back. I’m ready to pound you again.”

“Yes, daddy,” she said and eagerly followed my instructions.
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Three days later found Becca and me eating sack lunches with Natalie and Lane at the Lincoln Park Zoo. We sat together on a bench outside of the lion exhibit, where Natalie fed Lane a jar of baby food.

I don’t know which version of Natalie was hotter. The black cocktail dress version with makeup and high heels, or poolside bikini Natalie with the giant floppy hat and dark sunglasses, or the casual MILF Natalie who sat beside me wearing a pair of cut-off jean shorts, a loose white tank top, and tennis shoes.

My oh my, did she ever fill out the jean shorts and tank top. As she leaned forward to feed Lane, I stole casual glances down her top where her tits jiggled inside the tight confines of a white lace bra. Her cleavage was full-on insane and piled higher than a lake effect snowdrift in the middle of January.

Natalie wore her golden hair back in a casual ponytail and her dark ray bans completed her five-alarm look. In the end, I couldn’t decide which version I liked most, and it didn’t matter. She was a smoke show wearing anything, including a burlap sack.

Natalie crossed one of her long, sleek legs over the other. Legs that were both firm and soft in all the right places. The way her calf muscles bulged, and her thighs jiggled slightly when she casually kicked her toe left me so hard, I discreetly shifted my erect cock to a safe place inside my shorts.

For a random Wednesday afternoon, there weren’t a ton of dads at the zoo, but the few surrounding us stared Natalie down like they owned her. One lady even got pissed at her husband for constantly checking out her and Becca, who looked every bit as smoking hot as her big sister.

“So, Becca told me you won the triathlon?” Natalie asked, glancing at me over her shoulder while she scooped a bit of applesauce into Lane’s mouth.

“I won my age group,” I said. “Not the whole thing.”

“But his age group was the fastest in the field,” Becca said, her voice filled with pride. She rested her hand on my inner thigh and, like her sister, crossed one of her firm, golden legs over the other.

Becca wore her dark hair back in a long braid. She wore a red, V-necked t-shirt with black shorts and open-toed leather sandals. Her dark sunglasses hid her green eyes, but her full pink lips glistened beneath the bright afternoon sunshine.

“I would love it you trained me,” Natalie said. “I’m getting ready to fire my personal trainer.”

“I don’t know much about personal training,” I said. “But if you’re interested in running, swimming or biking, then I’m your man.”

“I like to do a little of everything,” Natalie said.

“Baby, you’re selling yourself short,” Becca said, before turning to her sister. “Jack’s great in the weight room. He trains me all the time.”

Natalie elbowed me playfully. “What gives, Donovan? You train my little sister, but not me? I’m not that scary, am I?” She smiled at me, flashing me her gleaming white teeth between her naturally plump lips built to suck cock.

Becca told me that Natalie had no cosmetic surgery done, and I couldn’t tell if that was true or not. I had no reason to believe Natalie would lie to her sister, but she was just so fucking perfect. Between her face and her body, nobody could argue she was anything less than a solid ten.

Lane cooed in her stroller and blew raspberries at Becca.

“Lanie, are you flirting with Aunt Becca?” Becca asked, leaning forward and tickling the little girl.

Lane burst out laughing and drooled while Natalie mopped her face up with a clean white cloth.

Natalie smiled down at her daughter and then snapped her fingers before turning to face Becca and me. “I almost forgot. Can you babysit on Thursday night?”

“As in tomorrow night?” Becca asked.

“Yeah. Sorry for the short notice, but I promised Amber I would go out with her and one of her friends for some drinks.”

“Is it Chad?” I asked.

“She broke up with Chad,” Natalie said. “Or I should say Chad broke up with her after the weekend at my house.”

“You mean Chad didn’t like it when his girlfriend solicited Jack for sex?” Becca said sarcastically. “Color me shocked.”

Natalie glanced at me, then back at Becca. “Can you blame her? I mean, Jack’s pretty fucking hot.”

“Uhhh… I’m right here,” I said.

“And don’t act like your ego doesn’t love every single compliment,” Natalie said.

Becca inched toward me and added her second hand to her first, resting both of her palms high on my inner thigh. “I can’t babysit. On Friday morning, I have a presentation in Indianapolis. I’m driving down there on Thursday after work.”

“Shit,” Natalie said. “I hate asking teenagers and Sophia quit on me.”

“Weren’t you planning on firing her, anyway?” I asked.

“Yes… no. Fuck, I don’t know,” Natalie said.

“Nat, don’t curse in front of Lanie,” Becca said in an admonishing tone.

“Babe, it’s too late for that.” She laughed and turned to Lanie. “Right, baby girl?”

Lane kicked her feet and giggled.

“I can babysit,” I said.

Both women turned to me at once and stared as if I had horns growing out of my head.

“What?” I glanced between them. “I’m good with kids, and I’ll take awesome care of Lanie.” I smiled down at the toddler, and Lane’s smile faded.

“You know what? Fuck it,” Natalie said. “Sounds great. I won’t be out late, anyway. Thanks, Jack. Can you swing by about seven?”

“I’ll be there,” I said.

Becca kissed me sweetly on the cheek. “That was nice of you.”

“It will be fun. Right Lanie?” I said, smiling down at her.

Lane grinned at me and clapped her hands. “Jack,” she said, and pointed to me.

“Right,” Natalie said, her voice tinged with excitement. “That’s a good sign.” Natalie leaned in and gave me a sisterly peck on the cheek. “Thanks, Jackie. I’ll make it up to you.”
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When I arrived at Natalie’s house on Thursday evening, I rang the doorbell and a familiar but unexpected face greeted me.

“Evening, Jack,” Amber said, grinning from the open door.

Bob Madden’s nineteen-year-old granddaughter looked even hotter than I remembered. Her lustrous red hair hung over her shoulders in silky waves, and her green eyes popped with unabashed excitement. Amber wore a tight black top and a pair of painted-on blue jeans, faded with holes covering her thighs. Her cleavage bulged from her top’s swooping neckline, and red lipstick adorned her plump lips and perfectly offset her pale, creamy complexion.

“Good to see you again, Amber.” I grinned, doing my best not to stare at the impressive cleavage swelling from her top.

She smiled at me demurely and inspected me from head to foot and back again. “You are a sight for sore eyes, Jack Donovan. Come on in.” She stood aside and held the door open.

Her eyes tacked me as I stepped through the open doorway. “Where’s your friend?” I asked.

“Huh?” Amber said as she closed the door behind her.

I turned to face her. “Natalie said you were bringing a friend out with you tonight.”

“Oh, that. Yeah. We’re meeting her there,” she said.

Amber stepped up before me and gazed up, her face a beacon of innocence. But I knew she was anything but innocent. The fiery redhead clasped her hands before her, forcing her tits together where her already deep cleavage swelled to the point of bursting.

There was no doubt in my mind that the move was intentional, but I wasn’t complaining. She had great tits, and I didn’t blame her for putting them to work. I towered over the petite redhead, and from my vantage point, I saw straight down her top. A hint of her pink areola appeared near a thin slip of her black satin bra buried deep in the valley of her pale, mouthwatering flesh.

“When I heard you were babysitting, I offered to pick up Natalie.” She shrugged “I wanted to see you again and apologize for the way I acted at the lake.”

If her current performance was any indicator, she was anything but sorry. In fact, I would call this act two. “Thanks. No harm. No foul. I’m sorry to hear that you and Chad broke up.”

“Let’s be honest, Chad was a royal douchebag. And he’s not innocent. I caught him cheating so many times.”

I would have been more surprised if she told me Chad was a loyal and loving boyfriend who had treated her like the princess that she knew she was. “I’m sure better days are on the horizon,” I said, trotting out a lame-ass, half-hearted response. Although I wasn’t lying.

Amber edged closer and twirled a lock of her silky hair around her index finger and shifted from one foot to another while she fucked me with her eyes. “So, Nat tells me you have a few girlfriends, including Becca and Misha?”

My stomach soured. I didn’t feel the need to discuss the inner workings of my love life with Bob Madden’s granddaughter, no matter how hot she was. “Okay,” I said, conceding nothing.

“It’s true?” She raised her eyebrows expectantly, and her smile broadened to include her perfect white teeth.

“Why do you want to know?” I asked.

“Are you holding auditions?” She giggled. “I’m asking for a friend.”

“Uhhhh….” I stammered, buying time while I searched for a way to let her down easy.

That’s when Natalie came down the steps carrying Lane.

“Hi, Jackie,” Nat said, flashing me a genuine smile.

I turned to her, and my stomach seesawed. Natalie looked hotter than I’d ever seen her. “Hi Nat.” I shifted my gaze to Lane and gave her my best paternal smile. “Hi there Lanie. Remember me?”

“Jack.” Lane said and clapped her hands.

“That’s right,” Amber said. “You’re so smart.”

I turned my gaze back to Natalie and found her ice-blue eyes locked on mine, causing my heart to thud in my throat.

It was a fresh look for the stunning young MILF and one I liked more than any of the others. Natalie wore her golden hair down. It tumbled over her shoulders, healthy and full, glimmering like spun gold. She went light on the makeup, which gave her a casual, fresh-faced look that drew me in like an alcoholic to an open bar. Her blue eyes sparkled with what appeared to be actual happiness, and her shiny pink lip gloss left me feeling faint.

As beautiful as she was, Natalie’s outfit left my jaw scraping the ground. She wore a loose blue tank top with a swooping neckline that revealed the bountiful cleavage of her braless tits. Her nipples pierced the fabric, and the way her tits jiggled left no doubt that the only thing separating her magnificent orbs from me was a thin layer of cotton fabric. The tank top ended with a pair of white shorts that offset her glistening, bronzed legs to perfection. My gaze followed her long legs down to her feet, capped with pink toenail polish and open-toed sandals with crisscrossed straps that ended around her ankles. Natalie Hart was femineity, boiled down to its raw essence. Femineity potent and powerful enough to spawn a million wet dreams, mine included.

I must have been gaping because Amber giggled before she said, “I wish he looked at me that way.”

Heat washed through my cheeks. I snapped out of my blatant ogling in time to catch Natalie studying my face with the same intense curiosity as I had shown her. “Sorry,” I said and let go of a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

Amber laughed. “Maybe you two should get a room, and I’ll babysit.”

Natalie turned to Bob’s granddaughter and smirked. “Go warm up the car. I’ll be right out.”

Amber stared at me through her big, beautiful green eyes. “Bye, Jack. You can DM me later if you want to talk.”

Natalie rolled her eyes. “My sister will kick your ass if you keep hitting on her man.”

“Which sister?” Amber laughed again. “I’m kidding.” She held up her hands. “I’ll meet you in the car, but if you take too long, I’m coming back in to join you.”

With that, Amber turned and headed out the door, leaving Natalie and me alone.

“Sorry about her,” Natalie said. “She’s such a fucking flirt.”

“It’s fine.” I held my arms out for Lane. “Can I hold you Lanie?”

“Jack,” she said and leaned toward me, extending her little arms.

“Hey.” I grinned and held her tight. “Would you look at that? Someone is warming up to me.” I smiled at Nat and caught her staring at me again with unexpected intensity.

Lane wrapped her arms around my neck and hugged me tight.

“We’ll do all your favorite things,” I said. “And load you so full of sugar your mom won’t know what hit you.”

“Uhhh… no,” Natalie said, grinning as if picking up on my sarcasm.

“I’ll take good care of her, Nat. You have fun.”

She sighed. “I won’t be late. These girls are way more into partying than me. You know where everything is, right?”

“Yep. And I have your number so no worries there.” I smiled at her warmly and noticed a look of genuine affection in Natalie’s eyes.

“Jack….” She lowered her gaze for a fraction of a second before returning to my eyes. “About what happened at the lake.”

Shit. Was she upset about the finger bang? I thought she liked it. “Nat, I’m sorry. It just sort of happened. I —”

She shook her head and smiled, cutting me off. “No. I’m not upset.” She let out a deep breath. “This is hard for me,” she muttered under her breath. “I wanted to thank you. It was the first time in a long time, and I’ll leave it at that.” She forced a smile.

I didn’t want it to get awkward. “Anytime,” I said. “Really. I enjoyed it.”

Her eyes lit up. “Me too. Big time. I have to be careful what with the pre-nup I signed. If Bob catches me cheating, I lose everything.”

Careful as in next time we had to be careful? What she left unsaid intrigued me, but I wouldn’t push it. Especially not in front of her daughter. “I should’ve been more discreet. Will Amber keep quiet?”

“I think so,” she said. “That’s why I agreed to go out with her tonight. I want to feel her out and make sure she’s cool with what she saw.”

“I feel terrible, Nat. I put you in a horrible position.”

“I could’ve stopped you,” she said. “But it felt so fucking good.” She let out a long forlorn sigh then perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “I better go before Amber comes back and tries to bang you. I’ll see you later tonight.”

My stomach swooned, and a thick lump formed in my throat. She smelled like jasmine, intoxicating, exotic, and intense, and my head buzzed with carnal lust. As she stepped back, I tasted her minty flavored lip gloss on my lips and swirled it around in my mouth. I wanted her… bad. “Okay,” I said. “Have fun.”
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I did my best to live up to Becca’s high babysitting standards, and I thought I faired pretty well. Lane was happy all night long. We played with her favorite toys, and I taught her how to play hide and seek. I fed her the dinner Nat left me and when I put her to bed, I read her stories until she fell asleep in my lap.

I kissed her atop her little blonde head and placed her gently in her crib. “Night Lanie Lou. Sweet dreams.” I made sure the baby monitor was on and crept silently from her room.

When I made it back downstairs, I was shocked to find Natalie sitting on the leather sectional in the family room.

I frowned and checked my watch. “Nat, it’s only 9:30. Is everything okay?” The baby monitor sat beside her where the gentle sound of Lanie shifting on her bed came through.

“You’re very sweet with her,” Natalie said, faintly smiling.

I crossed the room and stepped up to the couch before her. “Thank. She’s a terrific kid, Nat. And she has an equally terrific mom.”

There was a veil of sadness behind her eyes that wasn’t there before she left. It was a familiar sadness I had come to recognize whenever I saw her. Happiness was the exception, not the rule.

“Becca’s right. You’ll make a great dad.” She patted the couch beside her. “Come sit with me and let’s chat for a while.”

My stomach fluttered with nervous energy, and I sank into the couch beside her. She wasn’t the slightest bit tipsy. In fact, she was stone cold sober, and I wondered if she and Amber had crossed words. I gazed into her haunting blue eyes and frowned. “Did something happen between you and Amber?”

Natalie curled her bare feet beneath her and turned slightly to face me. “No. I never even brought it up.” She propped her elbow on the arm of the couch and rested her head in her hand.

Her legs glistened, thick and firm, curled up beneath her. I found myself once again ogling her before I shook myself out of it. “Did they get too wasted or something?”

“No… well, they were on their way,” she said. “I told them I wasn’t feeling well and took an Uber home.”

“Why?”

“Jack….” She studied my face for a pregnant heartbeat before she spoke again. “Becca and Misha… they’ve told you about my… situation, right?” She searched my face with the same intensity I had seen earlier that night.

“With Bob?” I asked, but I already knew. “Yeah. They told me.”

“Good. I thought so, but I wanted to make sure you and I are on the same page. But I’ll spell it out for you anyway — Bob and I don’t have sex — ever.”

“Why? I mean… is he fucking crazy or something? You are crazy hot.”

Natalie laughed and reached for my hand, sliding it inside hers. “No. He’s impotent and has no sex drive whatsoever. The man is only in his sixties, but he might as well be ninety.”

I could only imagine the sexual frustration so much pent-up energy must produce. And after what happened between Natalie and I at the lake, I could take a guess where the conversation was headed. “I don’t want to be presumptuous, but are you looking for a repeat performance of what happened at the lake?”

She smiled demurely and squeezed my hand, brushing her thumb over my fingers. “You’re quick, and you’re on the right track. But that’s not nearly enough. Jack, how would you like to fuck me?”

My stomach dropped, and my head swooned. I struggled not to blurt out — hell yes. My cock thickened in my jeans and strained against my tight boxer briefs. I tried my best to even out my breathing before speaking. “The pre-nup —”

“I’ve thought about that,” she said, cutting me off. “I want you for sex. Bob trusts you to come into our house. Your presence won’t raise any red flags. As far as he’s concerned, you’re already marred off to Becca. The only way we get caught is if he catches us in the act, or one of us talks. Bob hasn’t stepped foot in my bedroom since the day we got married, and I can keep my mouth shut if you can.”

I already knew the girls didn’t care what I did with Natalie. In fact, they wanted me to rescue her from her lonely marriage. Transactional sex with Natalie wasn’t what I had envisioned, but it was a start. Besides, I would have been crazy to turn down the once in a lifetime offer. “I can keep my mouth shut, but I can’t lie to my tribe.”

She grinned. “Is that what you’re calling them? A tribe? It looks more like a harem from where I’m sitting. I don’t care if you tell them. Hell, I’ll tell them myself.” She leaned in close and came face-to-face with me.

Her feminine floral scent put my head in orbit, and my heart beat so fast, surely she could hear it. Natalie’s lips glistened before me like sugar-coated strawberries drizzled with glazed icing, and the heat from her body turned my cock diamond hard.

“I just want to feel that big fat dick of yours pounding me hard.” She closed the distance between us and touched her lips to mine, sending a jolt of electric sex rifling up my spine.

I swallowed the lump in my throat, and my cock pulsed in my pants. “Is Bob home?”

She smiled playfully and crawled onto my lap, straddling me. Natalie draped her arms over my shoulders and kissed me again while she ground against my raging cock. “Bob’s not here and even if he was, I would fuck your brains out one room over.” She leaned in and kissed me again, this time parting her lips, and our tongues swirled together.

She tasted minty and fresh. Her lips were as soft and succulent as warm apple pie. My head swam with lust, and my consciousness floated somewhere high on a cloud. She was way better than any drug, but even more addicting and ten times as lethal if we got caught. I had the undeniable queen of the Hart sisters grinding my cock. She was the all-time heavyweight champion of MILFs everywhere and in a league all her own. To say that Natalie Hart was out of my league was a severe understatement.

I ran my trembling hands over the soft arch of her spine and her body heat left my hands tingling. I dared to slide my palms lower, riding the sleek curves of her hips until my palms rested on her exquisite heart-shaped ass. My cock pumped so hard in my jeans, I thought for certain I had blown my load.

After what felt like a fraction of a second, Natalie broke off the kiss and slid her fingers through my wavy brown hair. “I really don’t want to fuck you on the leather sectional. Let’s go upstairs to my bedroom.”

I nodded dumbly while Natalie climbed off my lap and gazed down at my cock severely tenting my jeans.

She licked her lips and ran my finger over the spot where my knob pressed against my shorts. “It looks like the equipment works just fine.” She extended her hands, and I took them before she helped me up and off the couch.

She led me through the house toward the stairway. Her ass was perfect, swishing from side to side as she walked, filling out her shorts like a dream. The many times I had sex with Becca, Lolly, Misha, and now Sienna felt like a lead up to this moment. If Misha was my dream girl, Natalie was the girl I didn’t dare to even dream about. She was nine years my senior. Hell, when she was heading off to college, I was nine years old. This was fucking crazy. How I had navigated the back roads of life that led me to her bed, I couldn’t fully comprehend. But here I was, on the brink of greatness.

Natalie led me into her bedroom before she shut and locked the door behind us. “No need to take any chances.” She picked up my hand and led me to her king-sized bed.

I followed her in a haze and when we reached the foot of the bed, she spun around to face me.

Natalie stepped in tight and ran her hands over my chest. “You look nervous.”

I laughed. “I’m fucking terrified. Can you feel my heart pounding?”

Natalie rested her hand over my heart, and her eyes widened. “You won’t have a heart attack, will you?” She laughed nervously.

“No. At least I hope not, but it’s just… wow, I mean… you are so beautiful. I never thought I’d get the chance. You know?” I sounded like a fucking dope and laughed nervously. “I’m nervous. Yes.”

“I feel flattered,” she said. “Do you know how many times I’ve got off thinking of you while using my toys during the past month?” She laughed. “Never mind. Don’t answer that. It’s too embarrassing.”

I wrapped my arms around Natalie’s waist and gazed down the front of her loose tank top. Her deep cleavage disappeared into the shadowy abyss, and my cock throbbed with eager anticipation. “When I saw you today….” I shook my head. “That outfit really works.”

Natalie laughed and gazed up at me. She ran her hand down my chest and slipped her hand inside my t-shirt. “You’re really tall. It’s one of your many features I find attractive.” She ran her fingers lightly over my six-pack abs and sleek, muscular chest. “Amber would be so jealous right now.”

I leaned down and kissed Natalie’s shoulder before slipping the spaghetti strap of her tank top over her shoulder. But her big tits easily held her top in place. “Amber can get in line.”

Natalie raised my t-shirt over my head and tossed it aside, revealing my bare chest and stomach. Her eyes roamed my chest, and she slid her fingers over my nipples while she licked her lips. “Damn,” she whispered. “You are male model material. No wonder Becca and Misha hog you all to themselves.” Natalie leaned in and kissed my chest while she lowered her fingers to the button on the front of my jeans. “What do you have behind door number two?”

“A brand-new car,” I said in my best game show host voice. I kissed her other shoulder and removed the strap, leaving her tits with the sole job of keeping her top in place.

Natalie chuckled. “Do you want to see my tits, Jackie? I notice the way you look at them. Did you like the top I wore just for you at the zoo?” She smiled up at me and raised her eyebrow.

“I’ll pretend you did that for me even if I know you didn’t.” I cupped her braless tits in my hands and squeezed them together, forcing her tank top between her incredible melons. A mountain of cleavage blossomed from her top and pushed above the low swoop of her neckline, forming two scoops of mouthwatering perfection. “Holy, Christ. I can’t believe they’re real.” Her nipples hardened under my fingertips, and I could already tell they would be thick and juicy.

“Oh, they’re real,” Natalie said, grinning wickedly. “And if you’re a really special boy and make mommy come, I’ll let you jizz all over them.” She slid her hands over mine and pressed my palms hard against her tits. “But coming inside me is a strict no-no.”

My cock thickened and pulsed, twitching against my boxer briefs. “You aren’t on birth control?”

She raised an eyebrow and dropped her hands back to my zipper, leaving me free to knead her tits together. “What for? I’ve fucked no one in nearly two years.”

“I can wear a condom.” I pulled her tank top up over her taut belly and watched, fascinated, as the thin cotton top slithered over her eraser-thick nipples.

“The fuck you will,” Natalie said. “I want to ride you bareback.” She licked her lips and curled my jeans over my hips, letting them fall to the floor in a heap. “Besides, doesn’t raw dogging your girlfriend’s big sister sound exciting?”

“What do you think?” I ran my thumbs over her nipples and watched them grow even harder under my touch.

Natalie grinned. “I’m trusting you to pull out. Can you do that for me Jackie?” She brushed her lips against mine and a wave of her feminine floral scent flooded over me, leaving my legs wobbling like warm Jell-O.

“Yes,” I said, my voice husky. I gazed into her ice-blue eyes with my hands trembling atop her incredible tits.

“Good boy.” She kissed me again and my cock throbbed, hungry for a pussy straight out of my deepest, darkest fantasies.

My hands were so limp with adrenaline I could barely form a fist, but I pulled Natalie’s top higher until the only part of her upper body not exposed were her sensational breasts. The fabric caught on the swell of her under-boob and resisted, pulling her tits higher until I yanked the top free and her perfect mounds dropped like twin atomic bombs, bouncing and jiggling with their newfound freedom.

I let out a sharp gasp, and a wave of dizzy lust swept through my head. My throat was cotton dry, and I gazed on the perfection of her motherly tits, completely mesmerized by their springy bounce and intoxicated with feral desire.

Natalie’s tits were textbook perfect. Big and round with flat, pink half-dollar sized areolas and fat, hard nipples, crisp and round without so much as a blemish or imperfection.

“Mother of God,” I whispered under my breath, causing Natalie to chuckle.

“Glad to see I’ve still got it,” she said. “But it’s not like I don’t know my tits are incredible.” She hefted her tits from the bottom and squeezed them together before she let them bounce back into place. “And they’re all yours. Does that turn you on, Jackie?”

I nodded dumbly and gawked, utterly hypnotized by her legendary tits. My cock throbbed in my pants and my swollen tip pushed higher, slipping past the waistband of my briefs and drawing Natalie’s wide-eyed attention.

“My oh my, what do we have here?” Natalie stepped closer and wantonly eyed my diamond-hard prick while she slipped her hand inside the waistband of my briefs. “That will do just fine.” She wrapped her hand around my throbbing cock, engulfing it inside her warm, supple fingers.

I groaned with satisfaction and my cock pumped under her velvety grip, oozing copious amounts of pre-cum onto her fingers and palm. My legs trembled beneath me, and I resisted the urge to come. Natalie’s incredible body and her slow-stroking hand job supercharged my carnal lust, and I wasn’t sure how I would find the mental fortitude to last outside of ten seconds fucking her.

Natalie inched closer until her warm, spearmint-infused breath rolled over my nose, lips, and chin, and she pressed her tits flat against my chest. She slowly stroked my shaft and kissed her way up my neck until she reached my ear and whispered, “You have a big, beautiful cock.”

Natalie’s lips and breath conspired to send a shiver down my spine. Her body heat oozed over me, kicking my pulse into high gear while I nuzzled in tight behind her ear and inhaled her exotic floral scent. Her golden curls tickled my nose and sent a warm shiver racing down my spine.

Natalie kissed softly behind my ear and squeezed my cock, slowly stroking it while the feeling left me soft and gooey on the inside.

I reached for the button on her shorts and twisted it free. My breaths came shallow and fast, and my fingers trembled while I worked her zipper down.

Natalie shimmied her hips from side to side until her shorts slipped free, leaving her standing before me topless, wearing a white silk G-string. She released my cock long enough to push my briefs off, where they joined my jeans piled around my ankles.

My rock-hard cock sprang free, swaying from side to side where my tip nuzzled the warm, soft skin just above Natalie’s pussy.

Coming face to face, her eyes met mine, and she kissed me slowly and deliberately, taking her time. “I want to taste that big cock for myself. Someone has to verify my sisters’ wild claims.”

“What claims?”

“You don’t know?” Natalie raised an eyebrow and grinned. “Becca and Misha told me your cock tastes like a cross between bananas and strawberries.”

I chuckled and grinned broadly. “What the fuck?”

“Maybe it’s your body soap?” Natalie asked, dropping to her knees. She eyed my rigid monster with thick veins crisscrossing my meaty shaft before she wrapped her hand around the base and squeezed it softly.

“I just use plain old soap,” I said while I gazed down at her beautiful face and jiggling tits.

Pre-cum oozed from my tip, forming a translucent drop atop the crown of my manhood.

“Hmm,” she said, frowning, with her moist lips poised above my throbbing knob. Natalie stroked the base of my cock while my shaft glistened beneath the warm bedroom lights. She leaned forward and puckered her lips around my tip, and I felt her tongue dart outward and lap up the pre-cum.

Her lips and tongue sent a shiver down my spine, and I inhaled sharply, resting my hands on Natalie’s shoulders.

Nat pulled back and smacked her lips together before grinning with satisfaction. “It’s your cum,” she said. “It’s slightly salty but sweet and they’re right. You taste tantalizingly tropical.”

Bananas and strawberries were a key component of my diet. “I eat a lot of fruit,” I said.

“Keep it up and I’ll never have to make another smoothie again.” Natalie chuckled softly before she licked her way around my knob, using the flat of her tongue.

A wave of pleasure rolled through me, slackening my muscles and leaving my legs feeling heavy and soft. I moaned softly and gently squeezed Natalie’s shoulders.

Natalie parted her lips and edged forward, sliding my tip over her tongue. Using her incredible cock-sucking lips, she formed a perfect air-tight seal around my shaft. Like an octopus, her tongue swirled over my tip and shaft as if it were in ten places at once. She sucked gently, drawing more cum from my rigid shaft while she kept up the pressure with her hand, slowing stroking my base.

If I thought the other girls were masters at cock sucking, I had just met the Jedi master herself. Natalie inhaled my cock, easily taking it down her throat, sucking and licking with genuine gusto.

Warm, wet softness enveloped my cock in a cocoon of pure ecstasy. My body shuddered and I let out a long, low groan while I slipped my fingers inside Natalie’s hair and resisted a powerful urge to come.

Natalie moaned, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth while her ripe lips glistened, and her expression warped with pleasure. She came off with a pop and strings of milky saliva drizzled from my tip back inside her awaiting mouth. She gazed up at me and swirled her tongue over the tip of my knob and eyed me with lust. “Your cock is a dangerous addiction and I’m already hooked.”

“I’m very close to blowing my nut,” I said. “I can’t take much more.”

She grinned mercilessly. “Good.” She locked her lips around my knob and sucked it like a straw. Her tongue swirled over my tip, and she inched lower until just my head disappeared inside her mouth.

Natalie leaned forward, taking my cock all the way in until it disappeared down her tight throat and bulged in her neck.

My legs buckled, and my head flashed. “Fuck. Coming.” I let out a feral groan and erupted down the back of her throat.

Natalie slipped my cock from her throat, grinned, and parted her lips while she extended her tongue.

I bucked my hips forward and gripped her head as I pumped thick loads of hot jizz inside her mouth and onto her lips. Hot jizz sprayed like a geyser, filling her mouth and streaking her chin, but Natalie soaked up every drop. A narrow lake of cum pooled on the flat of her tongue while more shot out and lapped over the top.

Natalie swallowed it whole, grinning while she did so. She leaned back into my orgasm, sucking my cock dry while I drained my balls in the gorgeous blonde MILF’s awaiting mouth. She licked and cleaned every drop, and when I emptied the last of my seed, her mouth came away clean.

My chest heaved, and I sucked in deep breaths while my head spun. My legs barely held my weight, and if not for my hands resting on Natalie’s head, I would have certainly toppled.

She released my cock and used her fingers to clean errant strands of cum off her lips and chin before licking the sodden fingers clean and smiling up at me. “Now we can fuck without you coming too soon.”

She was right. Before, I could barely see straight and almost came in my jeans before we even started. But now, basking in post nut clarity, I could play my part without fear of disappointing her. “How do you want me?”

My cock, still rock hard, swayed from side-to-side, glistening with Natalie’s saliva. She stood and peeled off her panties, revealing her tight, shaven pussy and the thin slit barely visible beneath. “I want to wrap my legs around you while you pound me hard.”

Natalie crawled back onto her bed and grinned up at me. Her tits barely moved, falling just slightly off to the sides while she edged backward until her head met the fleet of pillows lining her headboard. She spread her legs, revealing her tight, wet slit, and her pink labia appeared before me like sweet cotton candy, ready to be licked. “Come here, baby. Mama wants that big fat cock stuffed deep inside her.”

Her golden hair billowed over her shoulders and spilled back on the pillows behind her. Her blue eyes twinkled with desire, and her tits rose and fell with the steady rhythm of her breathing.

I crawled onto the bed toward her, and Natalie licked her lips, eyeing my cock like a hungry feline predator. She parted her legs wider and squeezed her tits together, forming a breathtaking valley of cleavage so deep I could ski down her majestic slopes. Her stomach was smooth and firm without an ounce of extra fat, and I saw no trace of the c-section scar left from Lane’s birth.

Natalie tweaked her nipples between her fingers, pulling and pinching them until I reached her parted legs and gazed down at her perfect pussy.

She had a tight, thin slit, slick with wetness. Her labia peeked out, as if winking at me. But it was only the tip of the veritable treasure chest that lucked below. Even if she wanted my cock inside her right now, I couldn’t pass by Natalie’s Hart spectacular pussy without giving it a little taste.

I gazed up at her with a lopsided grin stamped across my face. “I wonder what she tastes like?”

Her eyes widened slightly, as if in surprise, and the rhythm of her breathing quickened. “You tell me.” Her voice came out breathy and nervous, as if she were a shade less confident than before. Natalie’s eyes washed over with desire, and she licked her lips before pinning back her thighs, allowing me unrestricted access to her legendary pussy.

Her pussy was a picture-perfect mound of wet, glistening softness, with her fat porcelain lips giving way to her sweet pink center.

My mouth watered with anticipation, and I lowered my face, breathing in her sweet, exotic scent. “Nat, you’re perfect,” I whispered, then used the flat of my tongue to lick my way up her pussy and test the waters.

Natalie moaned softly and undulated her hips, edging her ripe mound between my parted lips. “That feels so fucking good,” she said, before she moaned softly.

I placed my hands high on her inner thighs and pried apart her pussy until her sweet pink meat appeared inches from my nose and tongue.

My mouth watered with anticipation, and I leaned in, using the tip of my tongue to explore her rich, wet trench from top to bottom. I probed her tight honey hole and licked my way back up, sliding my tongue over her labia while Natalie’s moans intensified.

Her juices flowed, coating my lips while I explored every inch of her pussy, gently probing and licking as I went. She tasted sweet and fresh, like mountain-fed sugar water, and I lapped her up, swallowing down her juices before I reached her clit. I moved my hands from her thighs to her ass, propping up her hips while I went hog wild, feasting on her pussy like it was Thanksgiving.

Natalie bucked her hips off the bed and let out a throaty scream. She grabbed fistfuls of my hair and squeezed her thighs tight. “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she repeated, her labored breaths coming short, fast, and furious.

As if I would stop. I grinned to myself and pried her sweet, tender bud loose and flicked it with my tongue.

Natalie went crazy, bucking her hips and thrashing about. Her juices flowed like a river, coating my cheeks, lips, and chin. She squeezed my head so hard between her powerful legs, I thought it might pop, but even with the sound muffled, her delicious screams sounded like the sweetest song I had ever heard.

But I wasn’t about to stop. I guided her clit between my lips and gently sucked while I worked my tongue feverishly over her springy bud.

“Unnnnggghhhh….” Natalie groaned. Her legs tremored and her body stiffened. She let out a loud, high-pitched wail and gave birth to the mother of all orgasms. Her legs buckled, and she held on tight while her pussy spasmed inside my mouth.

Her juices flowed over my tongue, and I licked up every drop, swallowing it all while I backed off her clit and licked my way up and down her pussy.

As her body slackened, I softly kissed her pussy lips and worked my way up her inner thigh, kissing and licking as I went.

Natalie’s breathing returned to normal, and she loosened the death grip on my hair.

I came up for air and gazed up the length of her body. I caressed her inner thighs and came up on my knees, my cock throbbing with naked anticipation.

Natalie’s eyes swam with satisfaction. “Nobody has ever eaten my pussy that well. You’re hired.”

I crawled up between her legs and stopped at her bare tits. “I thought you already hired me?” I kneaded her tits in my hands, tweaking her nipples to hardness and squeezing them together, filling my palms with her warm tit flesh while my cock twitched against her pussy.

Natalie wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me into a kiss. “I wanted your cock, but now you’re just showing off.” She kissed me again, parting her lips, and our tongues flashed together, hot and hungry.

I reached down and grabbed my cock, sliding my knob through her wetness until it hovered over her slippery entrance.

Natalie moaned in my mouth and gyrated her hips, dragging my cock through her pussy lips. She ran her fingers through my hair and spoke through broken, tongue-fueled kisses. “Fuck me.” She coiled her legs around my waist and hooked her ankles together.

With one easy push, I slid deep inside Natalie Hart and groaned. Her tightness sent a shock wave through my consciousness, but I don’t know why it came as a shock. I thought having given birth, Natalie would have lost that aspect of her physicality, but she had given birth through c-section. Her pussy was as tight as Becca’s ever was and made even tighter, with an extreme lack of use. “God, Nat, you are so fucking tight.” Her pussy rolled over my cock in waves and clamped down with a warm, velvety grip. I sucked in a sharp breath and gazed into Nat’s eyes.

Natalie furrowed her brows and moaned softly, locking her eyes on mine. “You’re in so deep. I feel everything.”

Her icy exterior vanished, and a flash of vulnerability shone through those cold blue eyes. In that moment, she looked as young and innocent as a virgin, and I leaned in and kissed her tenderly while my cock pulsed inside her. I brushed a lock of her hair away from her face and pushed deeper until my cock bottomed out at the entrance to her cervix.

That Nat wasn’t on birth control didn’t bother me, but we were playing with fire. If any sperm leaked out or I accidentally came inside her, she would lose everything and blame me. But she was so fucking hot. I desperately wanted to nut behind enemy lines. Damn the consequence.

Natalie clenched my ass cheeks in both hands and squeezed. “Your cock belongs to me now.” She nibbled on my lower lip and dragged me in for a kiss. Our tongue met and Natalie moaned, pushing me in deeper while I started fucking her with slow, deliberate strokes.

She tightened her legs around my waist and pulled me in, meeting my downward thrusts with synchronous upward pushes. Our skin slapped together, and Nat’s headboard banged against her bedroom wall.

I broke off the kiss and pushed up on my arms, leveraging my body for deeper penetration. I thrust forward, grunting and pushing hard, causing her entire body to rock forward and backward with the motion.

“Ohhh….” Natalie locked her eyes on mine, and she parted her lips while her breaths came fast and shallow.

I picked up steam, fucking her harder and faster, driving my cock in and out of the stunning blonde beauty with ferocious intensity. I fucked her like I owned her, because in my mind, I did.

Her tits swayed on her chest, gently slapping together while she let go of my ass long enough to roam my muscled chest with her open fingers. She dug her nails into my pectoral muscles and gasped for breath while she bucked her hips, meeting my driving thrusts one for one.

I rammed her hard and fast, plowing into her pussy with reckless abandon. The bed springs sang in sweet protest and the headboard pounded the wall like a battering ram. We fucked for what felt like an eternity until our bodies glistened with a light sheen of perspiration.

My orgasm hovered in the wings, and I couldn’t put it off for much longer. I gazed down the length of our bodies and watched with deep satisfaction as my fat cock slid in and out of the tight little mommy. My head thrummed, begging for release, and the heat and friction from her pussy led me to the brink of annihilation. I would have to pull out or blow my load inside her. “Nat….”

Natalie arched her back, and her eyes took on a glassy faraway look. She let out a throaty, high-pitched cry and her body shuddered, wracked with her second massive orgasm of the night. She tried to speak, but the words came out garbled, and I continued hammering her until her body went limp beneath me.

My orgasm overwhelmed me, and I pulled out just in time to fire a geyser of cum that arched high in the air and landed, hitting her chin before it stretched like a rope across her jiggling tit and halfway down her stomach. A second spurt blasted her throat, then coated her tits, and I edged forward, stroking my cock while I emptied load after load on Natalie’s big natural jugs.

She squeezed her tits together, working my cum in her cleavage while she smeared the mess across her tits until they glistened. “That’s it, Jackie. Good boy,” she whispered. “Come on mommy’s tits, baby.”

That made me come even harder, and I stroked my cock, groaning as I emptied myself onto Natalie’s incredible tits. When my orgasm faded, I collapsed onto the bed beside her and breathed in deep, restorative breaths.

Natalie propped herself on her elbow and gazed over at me, grinning from ear to ear. “Now you’ve officially earned the job, and you’ve set a high bar for future success.”

“Does it come with paid benefits?” I asked.

“Besides fucking me whenever you want?” she asked.

I chuckled. “Whenever I want or whenever you want?”

“Okay, whenever I want, but I want it whenever you can give it to me.”

“Maybe you should go on the pill,” I said.

“It makes me gain weight,” she said. “Besides, playing Russian Roulette is half the fun. I come harder.”

“Until you get pregnant,” I said.

“Then you better not come inside me,” she said. “Or my next baby will call you daddy.”

“Would that be so bad?” I asked.

She leaned over and kissed me. “Yes. Now drop it.” She rolled off the bed and held out her hands while her tits jiggled and swayed to a stop. “Come on baby, mommy wants to fuck her baby boy in the shower.”
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I pulled my car to a stop outside of Sienna’s parents’ big suburban home. Audis, BMWs, and Mercedes hugged the curb and filled the driveway. Towering oak and maple trees lined the quiet street while a cluster of middle-aged parents and their teen-aged children walked inside the front door. Balloons floated from the mailbox next to a sign that read, Knight Family Reunion. Come on in.

In the passenger seat beside me, Sienna sat prim and proper, wearing a beautiful blue cotton knee-length dress that showed off her tight legs and perfectly conformed to her lithe athletic form. Her natural C-cups formed a mouthwatering valley of modest cleavage just above her scoop neckline. She wore her long brown hair straight back over her shoulders, but she had crisscrossed and woven together an intricate weave of braids that hugged the back of her head. The gold flecks in her hazel eyes sparkled, and the vibrant deep green color in her irises played well under the bright September sunshine.

Her makeup was as elegant as the rest of her, applied modestly to enhance her natural beauty. Sienna’s lips glistened with a light coating of lip gloss, giving them a vibrant sheen that made me want to kiss her.

“Ready?” she asked, taking my hand.

“What if they don’t like me? Or worse, give you an ultimatum?” I asked. “Your lifestyle won’t play well with the church crowd.”

“I’m with you, Jack. Forever and always. You’re my person. Okay?” She squeezed my hand.

“Is that so?” I looked her over and rubbed my chin.

“Yes,” she said, slightly irritated.

“If I’m your person, take off your panties.”

She raised an eyebrow while the corner of her lip tugged up in a slight smile. “Okay.” She hovered over the seat, hoisted up her skirt, and pulled off her blue silk panties. “What should I do with them… daddy?” She grinned mischievously as she sat bottomless beside me, with the thin slit of her bare pussy barely visible above my leather seat.

I eyed her pussy, licked my dry lips, and held out my hand. “If you’re a good girl, I’ll give them back to you later.”

Lust simmered in her eyes, and she looked ready to fuck me all over again. “Are you already horny? Do you want to fuck me in the car again?”

We had sex less than an hour ago in the parking garage across from my grandfather’s townhouse. She had simply looked too good for me to ignore.

Sienna handed me her panties, and I stuffed them in my pocket. “I’ll fuck you when I decide to fuck you.” I leaned over and kissed her tenderly on the lips, grinning from ear to ear. “You look stunning. Now, let’s go.”

“Thank you, daddy,” she said, her tone one of pure satisfaction.

As we walked up the driveway, Sienna laced her fingers in mine and inched closer to me, stepping slightly behind as if making herself submissive.

I obliged and opened her front door without knocking.

Conversation bubbled from the kitchen and two people standing in the family room turned as we walked in.

“Sienna, it’s good to see you.” A middle-aged man with white, thinning hair gave a friendly smile.

A younger man, closer to Sienna’s age, stood beside the older man. He eyed her wolfishly. He gazed directly at her blossoming cleavage and then lowered his eyes to our clasped hands before finally meeting Sienna face to face.

Sienna squeezed my hand more tightly than ever and smiled at the old guy. “Uncle Eric. It’s good to see you.” She came in for a brief hug before she turned to the younger man. “Hi Glenn. It’s been a long time.” Her tone was subdued, and she acted like she didn’t much like the guy.

Glenn was handsome by any measure, with lush, wavy brown hair and piercing blue eyes. It seemed everyone in Sienna’s family had cornered the market on good looks, most of all her.

Glenn smiled and came in for a hug, stealing another glance down Sienna’s top. “Wow, look at you.” His hug was a bit too firm, too friendly, and far and away too long.

Sienna latched onto my hand, using it as a lifeline. I briefly considered calling him off or dousing him with cold water before he finally broke off the hug and stepped back, eyeing Sienna with unabashed lust.

“I heard about Duncan. I’m glad you finally kicked him to the curb. He wasn’t worthy of you,” Glenn said.

“Thanks,” Sienna said, avoiding eye contact. She turned back to me. “Jack this is my Uncle Eric, my dad’s brother and his son, Glenn Knight.” She turned back to her uncle and cousin. “This is my boyfriend, Jack Donovan.”

Uncle Eric extended his hand and smiled warmly. “It’s nice to meet you, Jack. Cindy and Gary said that they met you up in Michigan. I’m glad you came.”

Glenn’s face fell. “That was quick. I wanted to introduce you to a few of my single friends.”

That was the thinnest lie I ever heard. He and Duncan would have got along great, but for the fact that Glenn clearly wanted to fuck his first cousin. “Too bad,” I said. “Maybe there are some other cousins floating around the party you can set up?” I laughed humorlessly while Glenn gazed at me with murder in his eyes.

“Right,” he said, nodding and drawing his lips into a thin, straight line.

Sienna turned back to her uncle. “Uncle Eric, have you seen my parents?”

“Your mom was in the kitchen the last time I saw her,” he said.

“Great.” She smiled at her uncle and avoided her cousin. “Let’s catch up later.”

“Sure thing,” Uncle Eric said, and nodded at me. “You’re a lucky man, Jack. Treat her well.”

Sienna and I said our goodbyes and walked down the hallway toward the kitchen. Once we were out of earshot, she clutched at my hand before leaning in close and whispering. “Glenn is so fucking creepy. I caught him peeping through my window when I was sixteen.”

“How old is he?” I asked.

“He’s thirty-two,” she said.

“He was twenty and window peeing a sixteen-year-old?” I asked. “I’m surprised your parents let him through the front door.”

“For a long time, they didn’t, but five years ago, he apologized to them and me and claimed he had gone through extensive counseling and that he was suicidal during that time in his life.”

“If he actually went through counseling, it didn’t stick,” I said.

“He never went through any counseling. It was all complete bullshit,” she said. “Misha wanted to shiv the fucker in his sleep.”

“We’re two relatives in and one of them is a sexual predator. I can only wait to see who’s next.”

Sienna giggled. “Every family has skeletons in the closet.”

“How do you think Glenn would react if he knew you weren’t wearing panties?”

Sienna giggled again. “If you knew I was soaking wet and not wearing panties, what would you do?” She eyed me curiously, her smile never fading.

“Is that a challenge?”

“Sienna?” Cindy Knight’s voice startled both of us, and we whirled to find her standing in the hallway before us.

“Hi, mom,” Sienna said and hugged her mother with affection. “We just got here. Sorry we’re late. Jack had to take care of a last-minute errand.”

I plastered on a grin. The errand was our thirty-minute sex session in the front seat of my car.

“Hi, sweetie.” She hugged her daughter and smiled at me over Sienna’s shoulder. “Jack, I’m so glad you came.”

“Hi, Cindy. Thanks for inviting me,” I said.

Sienna’s mother back away from her daughter before she pulled me into a tight hug. “Anytime, sweetie.” She let go of me and stepped back, glancing at us. “Before the party gets away from us, your dad and I want to talk to you and Jack. I’ll find him and we can chat in his study.”

“Is everything okay?” Sienna asked. “Are you guys sick or something?”

Cindy laughed. “No, baby. This is about you and Jack. Nobody is sick.”

My stomach dropped, and Sienna’s face fell flat. “You know about Jack and me?”

Cindy laughed. “Sweetie, we saw it all over your face. No more questions until I find your father. Go to the study. We’ll be right there.”
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Sienna closed the study door behind us. The room was quiet with a wall of books, a big oak desk and a picture window overlooking the backyard where the Knights hosted dozens of guests on their patio and backyard.

“She didn’t seem upset,” I said.

Sienna’s expression was nervous, and she wrung her hands together. “That’s good right?”

“Right.” I took her hands and pulled them apart before squeezing them gently in mine. “We love each other and that’s all that matters.”

Sienna relaxed and let out a deep breath before she gazed up at me and smiled. “You’re right. We have each other and my harem sisters.”

I laughed. “Are we officially a harem?”

“Yes,” she said. “Well, we will be when Natalie comes to her senses.”

The study door opened, and Gary Knight strode through, with Cindy following him close behind. He smiled at me warmly and extended his hand. “Jack, it’s good to see you again.”

“Thanks for opening your house to me,” I said. “You’ve both made me feel so welcome.”

“Our house is your house.” He turned to his daughter and his smile never faded. “I’m glad you brought Jack. Now let’s talk before you waste another seven years of your life over a misunderstanding.”

“Waste my life?” Sienna shot me a worried expression and squeezed my hand. “Daddy, I love Jack. It’s not a waste. I —”

He held up his hand to cut her off. “Easy tiger. I’m not talking about Jack. Sit and let’s talk.”

“Let’s hear them out,” I said, gently guiding Sienna to a leather love seat where we both perched on the edge, holding hands as if in defiance.

Sienna sat on the edge of the couch with her knees pressed together. One slight slip, and her parents would get a show they would never forget.

Gary and Cindy sat side-by-side on the long leather sofa facing us. They exchanged a brief look, and Cindy nodded before Gary turned back to us and let out a deep breath.

“Sienna, you don’t know how relieved your mom, and I were when you told us it was over with Duncan,” Gary said.

“I can’t tell you how many sleepless nights I’ve had worrying about the whole thing,” Cindy said. “I only wish I had the courage to speak up sooner. But we thought it was your life and your decision. If you loved him, then that was enough for us.”

Sienna furrowed her brow. “You don’t like Duncan?”

Gary shook his head. “Never have. He’s a major asshole, pardon my French.”

I smiled and caught Dr. Knight smiling back.

“I thought you wanted me to get married,” Sienna said. “Mom, when I was a little girl, it’s all you ever talked about.”

“I know, honey, and I’m sorry for that. That was wrong of me. Marriage is wonderful when you marry someone you truly love.” She glanced up at Dr. Knight and smiled warmly. “But it’s a disaster when you marry just to please other people.”

“People like your parents,” Dr. Knight said.

Sienna glanced over at me and tightened her grip on my hand. “I love Jack.”

Cindy laughed. “Baby, we know. We would have to be blind and dumb not to see the way you light up like a firefly around Jack.”

Sienna smiled sweetly at me, and I smiled back. But I was biting my tongue for the questions I knew were coming.

“Good,” Sienna said. “Because he’s my person.” She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

The Knights turned to face me, and I braced myself for the looming inquisition.

“Jack, Duncan provided a rather startling account of your lifestyle, and knowing what I know about Duncan, how much of that story was bullshit?” Gary asked me.

“Sir, I don’t know what Duncan told you,” I said.

“He told me that besides Sienna, you are currently having intimate relationships with three other women, including Misha and her sister. Is that true?” Dr. Knight asked while he and his wife leaned forward, hanging on my answer.

It was the moment I had long dreaded. A simple lie would bring me into their good graces, and we could all go about enjoying the party until inevitably the truth revealed itself. Or I could deal with reality now and risk losing Sienna forever. Despite Sienna’s assurances, family bonds were strong, and the Knights were a very traditional and tight-knit family.

I glanced sideways at Sienna, and she gazed at me expectantly before I turned back and faced her parents. “I believe it’s possible to love more than one person. Duncan’s claims are true, but it in no way diminishes the love I have for Sienna. I don’t fall into bed with any woman who happens by. These relationships were born of honesty and trust. I never deceived Sienna or any of the others, and she knows everything.”

To their credit, the Knights never flinched and held tight to their poker faces. Dr. Knight turned to Sienna. “Is that all true?”

“Yes, daddy,” she said. “They’re like family to me. Jack isn’t a player if that’s what you ‘re worried about.”

“You’re okay with that lifestyle?” Mrs. Knight asked. “I’ll admit, it’s not a life I would choose for you.”

“Mom, I’m more than okay with it,” Sienna said before she let out a deep breath. “Since we’re airing out all our dirty laundry, I might as well come out and say it. I’m bisexual. I have a relationship not only with Jack but with Misha and the others as well.”

“Misha.” Dr. Knight nodded and furrowed his brow. But he didn’t act surprised.

“I’ve been with Misha off and on for years,” Sienna said. “But I love Jack more than anyone else.” She squeezed my hand and smiled at me. “I want to start a family with him if traditional marriage is out of the question.”

Gary and Cindy exchanged a long look before Cindy spoke. “It’s a lot to take in, but we’ve suspected for a long time something was going on between you and Misha. In fact, I walked in on you once.” Her cheeks turned red.

Sienna’s jaw dropped. “Mom? What the hell?”

“You were in high school,” she said. “We thought it was a phase, and honestly, we didn’t care either way. Your dad and I assumed you were a lesbian.”

I couldn’t help myself and laughed out loud, causing Sienna to slap me playfully while her cheeks flushed red.

Sienna turned back to her parents. “Well, I’m not a lesbian. I want children and I want you both in my life. That goes for Jason, Jeremy, and Matt as well. I love you all and I want Jack and I to be part of this family forever. That is, if you’ll accept us for who we are. But if you can’t, then… well, I hope you can.”

The Knights traded a long look before they turned back to face us.

“Honey, we just want you to be happy no matter what that looks like,” Dr. Knight said. “Families come in all shapes and sizes.” He turned to face me. “So long as you love and respect my daughter, you are welcome in this house and our family.”

I didn’t think the time was right to bring up Natalie, although the girls had all the gory details of our arrangement.

“And that goes for Misha and Becca,” Mrs. Knight said. “They’re welcome here too.”

“Lolly is the third woman,” Sienna said. “She’s in medical school at Northwestern.”

“Her too,” Dr. Knight said. “Maybe we can plan a smaller family get together with just us and all of you? We’ll ease into this thing slowly.”

“We love you, sweetie,” Mrs. Knight said. “You can come and talk to us about anything. Okay?”

Sienna’s chin quivered, and her eyes turned wet. She nodded and came off the couch before falling into her parents’ arms. “I love you both so much.”
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That afternoon, I met dozens of Knights including Sienna’s brothers and their wives and their kids. I met more cousins and uncles and aunts and everything in between. After two hours of pressing the flesh and grazing on the Knight’s catered buffet, I slipped inside the bathroom to relieve myself.

After washing up, I left the bathroom to find Sienna and her mother standing over the kitchen sink chatting amicably while they washed and dried dishes.

Sienna’s long legs glistened under the kitchen light, and her ass looked spectacular in her tight dress. I had waited all day to nail her, and if I could time it right, I wouldn’t wait much longer.

I hovered outside the kitchen when Dr. Knight popped his head in through the back door. “Cindy, can you come here for a second? Fred Johnson is asking about your sister, and I can’t answer the question.”

“Sure,” she said. “I’ll be back to help in a second, sweetie.”

It was as if a prayer had been answered. I smiled to the heavens and turned back to eye my girlfriend with feral desire.

“Take your time,” Sienna said. “I’ve got this.”

I grinned mischievously, and my cock thickened with anticipation. I still had Sienna’s panties in my pocket and now that the drama was over, how far she would go? My cock grew harder by the second, and I quietly unbuttoned my pants and lowered my zipper. Using as much stealth as possible, I crept across the kitchen and stepped up behind Sienna. Without asking, I tugged her dress up and over her waist, revealing an ass so perfect it belonged in a museum.

Sienna gasped and started to turn when I locked my hands on her bare hips before sliding my palms up the front of her dress and over her tits. “You’ll fuck me here and now,” I said, my voice stern.

She moaned softly and relaxed, gripping the side of the sink while she gazed out the kitchen window at her family milling about in the yard. “You want to fuck your little girl right here in the kitchen? What if mom finds out we’re having sex?”

My cock throbbed, and I stepped forward, sliding my rigid manhood between her ass cheeks. I dredged my tip through her soaking wet pussy. “Then you better make daddy come fast,” I growled, mauling her tits. I slid one hand inside her dress and bra before tweaking her hard nipple between my fingers.

Sienna moaned louder and pressed back, forcing my cock inside her tight, slick hole. “But I’m not on birth control, daddy. What if you get me pregnant?”

Her warm tight pussy squeezed my cock, and Sienna rocked backward, grinding her tight little hips in quick circles.

I groaned and thrust forward, impaling Sienna on my rigid cock until she let out a squeak and a grunt. “Then you’ll have my baby,” I said, pounding her harder. “How will you explain that to your mother?”

“I don’t know, daddy,” Sienna said through grunts and moans. She rocked forward and backward, fucking me faster and harder. “But I’m keeping our baby.”

My thighs clapped her tight, firm ass and my cock glistened as it slid in and out of Sienna’s soaking wet pussy. The heat and friction combined with the thrill of getting caught amped up the pleasure by tenfold.

Sienna groaned and grunted, shoving aside a dirty plate while she spread her arms and leaned forward. “Fuck me harder, baby,” she said, dropping the role play.

I plowed her hard and fast, my cock nearly a blur while I hammered my beautiful brown-haired princess like I owned her. I kept a wary eye out the window and caught the sight of Cindy Knight chatting with a bald middle-aged man with her husband standing beside her.

Glenn sat at a round table with a group of girls I knew were eighteen-year-old seniors in high school. He tipped his head back and laughed as the girls seemed to crowd around the other side of the table, steering clear of him.

Sienna bit her lower lip and her hair spilled forward over her shoulders while she ground her hips and squeezed her pussy. “Oh, baby. I love you so fucking much.” Her breaths came fast, and her ass cheeks jiggled while I relentlessly pounded her pussy. “I’m close. Jack, don’t stop.”

Sienna’s soft moans and the sounds of our slapping sex mixed and fueled a fever lust that washed over me and brought me to the brink of orgasm.

Through the window, Cindy smiled and waved back at Dr. Knight and the old man still talking. She crossed through the tables, past Glenn, and toward the deck, which led to the back door.

Sienna let out a primal groan, and her pussy spasmed while her body shuddered with total ecstasy. She gripped the side of the sink and bit her lower lip, stifling her orgasmic screams.

With Sienna in the throes of her orgasm, Cindy Knight stepped onto the deck, a few feet from the back door. Glenn called out her name, and she whirled to face him. They exchanged words I couldn’t hear and didn’t care about. All I cared about was nutting inside my beautiful girlfriend.

It was now or never, and my orgasm cooperated. I groaned and thrust forward, pinning my cock deep inside Sienna when my orgasm hit me like a truck. I exploded insider her, pumping load after load of sticky semen deep inside Sienna’s womb. Again and again, I spurted, watching my cock slide in and out, slowing down as it glistened with a rich mix of her juices and my cum.

Cindy waved off Glenn and turned back to the door.

“Baby, my mom’s coming,” Sienna said, her voice worried. “Hurry.”

I spurted the last drops of jizz into Sienna’s pussy and pulled out, dragging a thick string of cum with me. It drizzled from the tip of my cock and splattered on the kitchen tile while I hastily pulled up my briefs and my dress pants with them.

Just before she touched the door handle, Mrs. Knight stopped, bent over, and picked up a plastic cup.

Sienna stood and smoothed her dress, popping in her tit before whirling toward the door and using her body as a shield to cover me. “You came so much,” she whispered. “It’s leaking down my leg.”

I laughed nervously and pulled up my zipper before securing my pants. “The role play gets me every time,” I said in a rush.

Cindy Knight opened the back door and stepped inside. She locked her gaze on me and smiled. “Jack, I didn’t see you come in.”

She caught me washing a dirty plate over the sink while Sienna stood beside me with a dish towel in hand.

“I came in to go the bathroom and thought I’d help Sienna with the dishes,” I said.

Sienna leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “Thank you, baby.”

“That’s very thoughtful of you,” Cindy said.

I glanced down at Sienna and noticed a thick string of cum oozing down her inner thigh. “Thanks. Why don’t you go enjoy the party and we’ll clean this up?”

Cindy put her hands on her hips and smiled. “Are you sure? I don’t mind. I hate to put you to work at your first family party.”

“It’s not work when I’m with Sienna,” I said.

“Awww….” Sienna kissed me again before turning to her mom. “We got it, mom. Really.”

“Well, okay.” She turned to leave and glanced down at the cum splattered on the floor. “Looks like someone made a mess.”

“I’ll get it,” Sienna said, whipping around.

“No,” Cindy said. “I’ve got a napkin right here. It looks like melted ice cream.”

She knelt and mopped up my cum stain while heat flashed up the back of my neck and through my cheeks. I sort of froze, staring down at Mrs. Knight while Sienna glanced over at me and burst out laughing.

Mortified, I turned and stared at Sienna, wide-eyed and vigorously shook my head.

“There,” Cindy said, and stood before tossing the napkin in the garbage can. She turned back to Sienna and glanced between us. “What’s so funny?”

“Jack spilled the ice cream,” Sienna said. “He’s worried you’ll get mad at him.”

I stared at Mrs. Knight, speechless, and forced a smile. “Yeah. It was my fault. Sorry.”

“Honey, it’s no big deal. You can spill all the ice cream you want,” Mrs. Knight said.

Sienna burst out laughing again, this time so hard she shook with silent laughter.

Cindy frowned at her daughter. “It wasn’t that funny.”

I shrugged. “We had a long run today.” I turned to her and glared. “She’s probably a little light in the head. Maybe she could use a little ice cream herself.”

Cindy sighed and shook her head. “You two are made for each other.” She patted us both on the cheek and grabbed a bottle of wine on the way out. “When you’re done, come out back and have some wine. Jack, you can stay all night if you want. Sienna’s bed is big enough for both of you.”

After she left, Sienna burst out laughing and fell into my arms while I pulled up her dress, grabbed her bare ass, and stared at the cum leaking down her leg.

“Looks like you’ve got some ice cream melting right down those long, pretty legs of yours,” I said.

Sienna wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in tight, kissing me long and hard. “Baby, you can spill ice cream on me anytime.”






V

Melting the Ice Queen
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Autumn had arrived in Chicago. The bloom on Gramps’ purple autumn crocuses had faded, and the last few leaves of his Japanese maple had drifted onto the dried-up mulch beds.

But winter never stopped Gramps from enjoying his outdoor garden terrace. The forecast called for the season’s first light freeze, and Gramps’ prized bonsai trees couldn’t take the cold. It was because of his bonsai trees that Gramps had long ago commissioned a custom greenhouse with custom-made glass panels to protect his precious plants all winter long.

There was only one problem with the greenhouse. Installing the panels required heavy lifting and manual labor. I made for cheap help, and Gramps loved putting me to work.

I stood atop the extension ladder, straining beneath the weight of the heavy glass panel. “Which way,” I managed to eke out through heavy grunts of exertion.

“A little to the left,” Gramps said.

I nudged the panel to the left until it clicked into place. The heavy weight vanished, and relief flooded through my aching shoulders. My arms trembled and sweat glistened off my shirtless chest. Thick veins crisscrossed my biceps and forearms giving me the look of a gladiator ready for battle. Despite the cool early November afternoon, the strain of hoisting so many panels left me drenched with sweat.

“Good,” Gramps said. “Only three more to go.”

“Next year we hire this out,” I said. “I’m done.”

“Nonsense,” he said. “Someday when I’m gone, you’ll know exactly how to winterize the place for yourself. You should thank me.”

“I’ve done this lousy job every year for the last five years,” I said. “Believe me, I’ve got it. You only make me do it because you’re cheap.”

“Money doesn’t grow —” He waved himself off wearing a sour expression. “Fuck it. You’re right. I’m cheap. And I enjoy watching you bust your ass.” He cackled and slapped his knee.

Becca appeared on the terrace from inside the house. She stepped through the open door and crossed through the garden, carrying what looked like a large glass of iced tea.

I grinned and mopped the sweat from brow while I tracked her progress toward me. I could almost taste the icy sweet tea rushing down my throat.

Becca gave me a sweet smile and a flirty wave before she stopped beside Gramps and leaned over. “Here’s your iced tea, Gramps.” She kissed Gramps adoringly on the cheek and handed him the tall glass beading with condensation.

“You are an angel,” Gramps said, taking the tea from her. “I’m glad that boy finally put a ring on your finger.”

Becca held up the fat diamond ring sparkling on her left hand and smiled. “Did Jack tell you? We’ve picked a date. It’s the first week of May.”

“Hey, Beck,” I said. “What about me?”

Becca cocked her head toward me and frowned, as if confused. “What about you?”

“Babe, I’m a little hot up here in case you didn’t notice,” I said.

“I’m not a mind reader,” Becca said, glaring up at me.

Gramps cackled from his plush seat beneath the warm autumn sunshine and held up the iced tea in a mock salute. “You just have to ask, my boy.”

Becca put her hands on her hips and tilted her head sideways, studying the assemblage of panels. “Baby, I think that second panel over there is a little off center.” She wiggled her finger toward the panels I attached hours ago.

Adjusting one panel meant adjusting all the ones that followed. I turned and followed her hand then frowned. “It looks right to me.”

Gramps squinted and nodded, patting Becca’s hand that she had rested on his shoulder. “You’ve a wonderful eye, my dear. You’re right. It’s crooked.”

Becca smiled with satisfaction and tucked a lock of her long raven hair behind her ear before glancing up at me.

I shot Becca a hard glare and gritted my teeth. “You better bring me a whole pitcher of that iced tea.”

Becca chuckled nervously. “Sorry, babe. Better now than in the dead of winter, right?”

“Right,” Gramps said. “Jack’s lucky to have you.” The old man turned back to me and narrowed his eyes. “Leave the last two where they are. Go back and fix your mistakes first.”

Two hours later, I plopped down onto the chair beside Gramps and gazed up at my handiwork. “They’re perfectly straight. I used a level this time.”

“Good,” Gramps said. “And next year you’ll start out using the level. Experience builds on itself.” He slid his arm around my chair back and squeezed my shoulder fondly. “You’re a good man.”

I gave him a sideways look and frowned. “Why are you being so nice to me? Did you put something on my back?” I reached behind me, and Gramps chuckled.

“There’s nothing on your back. Can’t I be proud of my grandson without causing a national crisis?”

“Yes, but it’s odd. Normally you’re lecturing me on how to land hot babes. Now, it’s greenhouse panels and iced tea. What gives?”

Gramps let out a deep sigh. “I don’t need to lecture you any longer because you’ve done it. You’re engaged to four beautiful women and Misha is having your baby. You’re living what I only dared to dream.”

“What about Natalie? Did you forget about her?”

Gramps scowled. “Having sex with a woman doesn’t impress me. To her, you’re nothing more than a male prostitute. Jack, it’s not about the sex. It never was. It’s always been about love.”

I sighed. “Here comes the lecture.”

“Raw fornication with Natalie Hart disrespects the relationships you’ve built with Becca, Misha, Lolly, and Sienna. They deserve better. If Natalie won’t open her heart to you, then it’s time to cut bait and call it a day.”

“You’re telling me I should dump the ice queen?”

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you. The arrangement serves her, not you. The time you’re spending at her house is time you’re taking away from me and the women who truly love you. Jack, you’ll be a father next year. They won’t put up with it forever.”

“We sat here last summer, and you told me to be honest with each woman. I’ve been honest. In fact, I never stopped telling the truth. I enjoy spending time with Natalie, and she enjoys spending time with me… I think.”

“Then Natalie can leave Bob Madden and join the party here,” Gramps said. “I’ll welcome her with open arms.” He paused and stared at me appraisingly. “Do you love her?”

“I can’t answer that,” I said.

“It’s a simple question. Either you feel it, or you don’t.”

“It’s not a simple question because I don’t know her. I mean, I don’t know the real Natalie. She puts on a front, and I can’t break through. I’ve seen glimpses, and those glimpses are pure gold. The woman hiding under that icy exterior is a woman I can easily fall in love with.”

“If you want to melt away that icy exterior, then you’re going to have to bring the heat,” Gramps said. “Call it off. If she wants you, then she’ll come for you.”

I sighed and picked up my half-empty glass of iced tea. “I need to sleep on it,” I said.

“Fine, but don’t wait too long.” He clapped my shoulder. “Now come with me, I have some important business to discuss with you.”
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A weathered mahogany desk occupied the center of Gramps’ cozy home office. A thin MacBook sat atop the otherwise spotless desk and a pair of shiny black filing cabinets sat beside a mahogany bookcase filled with books, knickknacks, and family pictures, most of them of me and Gramps. I noticed a recent addition. It was a framed picture of our entire family, including Becca, Misha, Sienna, and Lolly.

“Sit,” Gramps said, pointing to a chair opposite the desk. He ambled to the nearest filing cabinet and fished out a key from his jeans pocket.

I sat down and eyed the dark MacBook screen on his desk. “What’s this about?”

Gramps unlocked the top draw in the cabinet and withdrew a plain manila folder. “Patience, my boy. Patience,” he said with his back facing me.

“If this is about the credit card charges, you told me —”

“Hush,” Gramps said, cutting me off. He turned and sat down in his desk chair before placing the folder on the desk’s shiny surface. He pushed it toward me. “Take it.”

I frowned and picked up the folder. “What’s this?”

“It’s a high-level summary of the assets both liquid and non-liquid we own,” he said.

“We? They’re not my assets.” I frowned. “You’re not sick, are you?”

Gramps eyed me as if in consideration for a long moment before he spoke. “Jack, I’m elderly. I don’t have any disease or affliction, but death or dementia will find me soon enough. When my time comes, I want to make sure you’re armed with all the information you need to protect our fortune. The folder contains the bank account numbers, passwords, and contacts you’ll need to ensure a smooth transition. But you and I will need to spend some time going over the details.”

“Can I open the folder?” I asked.

“That’s why I gave it to you,” Gramps said, “Have a look.”

I opened the folder, and the first page contained a generalized summary of the various stocks, bonds, cash, and real estate holdings Gramps owned. What caught me was the bottom line — one hundred and two million dollars. My jaw dropped, and I whipped my head up, staring at him wide-eyed. “How is this possible?”

“A lifetime of smart investment choices,” Gramps said. “Jack, I need to teach you how to make those same smart choices. As of today, you are the executor of my estate. I’m leaving you everything.”

I shook my head. “Gramps, I can barely manage my checking account. This is ridiculous.”

“Relax,” he said. “I’ll teach you. That’s why we’re doing this now while I’m healthy and sane. We’ll navigate these waters together. I only have one caveat.” He held up his finger.

I raised an eyebrow and waited.

“Finish medical school,” he said. “You’ll save a lot of lives, and you’re too smart to let all those zeros cloud your vision.”

“Yes,” I said. “Of course.” I let out a deep breath. “You’re sure you can trust me with this?”

“The fact that you’re asking me that question, tells me I made the right decision. The contacts in that folder are my most trusted advisers. I’ll introduce you to all of them.”

I nodded. “You’re sure you ‘re not sick?”

Gramps cackled and smacked his hands on his desk. “I’m still a pervert, so I’m sick of the mind. But I’ll be around for a few more years. Now, let’s get started.”
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I rang Natalie’s doorbell and stepped back, letting out a held breath. The last thing I wanted to do was throw out some of the best sex of my life, but Gramps was right. I wanted more from Natalie than to play the role of a living sex toy. It wasn’t like I had a shortage of beautiful women in my life, all eager to explore their sexuality. If Natalie wanted me for more than sex, then I was all in. But so far, she had shown zero interest in forming any long-term attachment.

I tucked the gift I bought for Lanie under my arm and waited.

A minute later, the door opened, and Natalie appeared, holding Lane on her hip.

“Right on time, as usual,” Natalie said, flashing me a toothy grin.

At the sight of the stunning young MILF, my stomach swirled with jittery nerves. She always left me feeling inadequate, and today was no exception. As I gazed on a body that easily could have come straight from the pages of a Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition, my fortitude crumbled. Was I crazy? She was a solid eleven, and she enjoyed having frequent sex with me, of all people. I licked the dryness from my lips and forced a nervous smile. “Afternoon, Nat.”

Natalie wore a tight white yoga top with thin shoulders straps and bulging cleavage. the top clung to her curves and lay flat against her stomach, showcasing her incredible body. She also wore a pair of black yoga pants that hugged every soft curve of her thick, heart-shaped ass and long, powerful legs. She wore her golden hair back in a loose ponytail, and her blue eyes simmered with fire and ice.

Like Pavlov’s dog, my cock stirred in my jeans and thickened, pulsing with the influx of blood.

“Jack.” Lane squealed with delight and threw herself toward me, causing Natalie to stumble forward and catch Lane to make sure the toddler didn’t launch herself into a free fall.

I caught Lanie in midair and laughed as I scooped her up before giving her a quick kiss on the cheek. “I bought you something.”

Lane wrapped one arm around my neck and peered down at the gift-wrapped package under my arm.

Natalie stepped back inside the entryway and shivered, folding her arms over her chest. Goosebumps crisscrossed her bare shoulders and arms, and her thick nipples went erect before my watchful gaze, piercing the thin Lycra material of her yoga top. “It’s freezing,” she said, “Get in here.”

I handed Lane the gift-wrapped package and stepped inside while Natalie shut the door behind us.

“Please tell me it’s not candy or, even worse, another plastic toy,” Natalie said as she passed by me in the hall, her tits gently bouncing before her. “Come on into the kitchen. I’m cleaning up lunch.”

“Give me some credit,” I said, following Natalie down the hall. “I’ve seen the sea of plastic in her playroom.”

Her ass shifted in front of me, filling out the pants like a wet dream. She sashayed from side to side, causing her ass cheeks to rise and fall in perfect unison.

Once again, my stomach swirled and my cock pulsed, inducing an achingly hard erection in my briefs. Could I actually go through with it? I wanted nothing more than to spend all afternoon violating her body in a hundred different ways. What’s more, she not only expected it, but she also demanded it. How would she react when I called it off?

In the kitchen, Natalie pulled Lane’s messy tray off her highchair and carried it to the sink. “Can you give it to her after her nap?” Natalie asked.

“I’d like to give it to her before her nap,” I said.

Natalie put the tray in the big stainless-steel sink and sighed. “If you insist. But it’s on you if she won’t go down.”

I frowned as I watched her work. “I thought you were a hiring a new nanny?”

Natalie glanced over her shoulder at me. “I decided not to.” A slight smile tugged at her lips, and she gazed at Lanie lovingly. “I kind of like doing the small stuff. Right, baby girl?”

Lanie grinned and pounded on the gift I brought with both hands.

“Looks like someone is softening,” I said. “If it’s any consolation, I enjoy doing the small stuff too.”

Natalie rolled her eyes. “I already knew that you big softie.” She washed off the tray and turned to face me while she reached for a hand towel. “Open it up and let’s see.”

“It’s nothing great,” I said, “But I thought Lane would get a kick out of it.” I tore at the paper until a picture book emerged with a giant cuddly purple cat on the cover.

“Kittie,” Lane said, and pointed to the cover. She gave me a big, sloppy grin and pulled open the book.

Natalie’s face softened, and the ice queen receded into the shadows. “That’s very thoughtful of you, Jack.”

“I thought I could read it to her and put her down for a nap, if you don’t mind,” I said.

Her eyes misted over, and she shook her head. “Lanie, can Jack put you down for a nap?”

She shook her head and frowned. “No nap.”

“I’ll read you the new book,” I said. “How about that?”

“Kittie,” she said again, pointing to the big purple cat on the cover.

“That’s right,” I said before glancing up at Nat. “I’ll meet you down here in a minute?”

“Meet me in the bedroom,” she said, grinning at me seductively. “I need to shower, and you look like you could use one too.”
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After Lane drifted off to sleep, I steeled my resolve and made my way along the upstairs hallway to Natalie’s bedroom. I stood outside her closed door and took a deep breath. It would take every ounce of self-control and determination I had in me to resist her overwhelming charm and sexuality. She was like a walking bag of pheromones, and I was nothing more than a giant spongy gland, eager and ready to soak her in.

I pushed open the door and stepped inside, shutting it behind me.

“Took you long enough,” Natalie said from across the room.

I turned to find her stretched out on her bed, still wearing the tight white top and black yoga pants. My head filled with lust and blood rushed to my cock and pulsed, stiffening all over again. “We need to talk,” I said, swallowing a dry lump that had formed in my throat.

Something about Natalie drove me fucking crazy in a way no one else could. Maybe it was her pretty princess bitchiness that drew me in, but I got off on fucking her like no other. I came so hard with her I had nearly blacked out, and considering I had pulled out every time, that was no easy feat. She was a demon in the sack and worshiped my cock like she was born to blow it. It was easy to confuse love and lust and sometimes in the heat of battle she had slipped and let her emotions come through. I was sure she was forming an attachment to me, even if she would never admit it.

Natalie pushed up on her elbows, and her tits jiggled as she gazed at me, her expression sour. “We can talk after we fuck. Now come over here and take off my top.”

My cock strained my jeans, already rock hard and tenting my jeans like a circus. She was a magnet, and I was a giant chunk of raw iron. I could no more resist her than I could stop breathing. I lumbered toward her, my head spinning with raw desire.

She sat up and raised her arms, reaching behind her head before pulling off her ponytail holder. Her biceps, shoulders, and smooth white armpits were the purest essence of raw femininity. Natalie leveled her ice-blue eyes on me, and her pretty pink lips drew up in a smirk. “I saw the way you looked at me.” She shook her blonde hair loose until it flowed back over her shoulders like a waterfall of spun gold. “You like this outfit?” She mashed her tits together and her nipples hardened, piercing the thin material until her nipples and the crisp round edges of her areolas came into sharp focus.

“You know exactly what I like,” I said. “That’s why you wore it.”

She grinned with satisfaction. “I’ve got a surprise for you,” she said. “It’s a big day.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You went on the pill?”

She laughed and leaned back on the bed, propping herself up on her stretched out arms. The action forced her tits out, giving me an incredible view of her jiggling mounds of perfection. “No. You can forget about me ever going on the pill.”

I rubbed my chin and frowned. “You’re divorcing Bob, so we can be together?”

“Strike two,” she said. “But if it makes you feel any better, I like you way more than Bob.”

I sighed. “Then I give up,” I said. “Listen, there’s something —”

“Today is a special day,” she said, raising her voice to cut me off. “Because it’s a rare time of the month where you can freely come inside me and not get me pregnant.”

My stomach dropped along with my jaw. “What?”

She laughed and sat upright. “I thought that would get your attention.” She curled her finger inside the front of my jeans and pulling me closer. “I’ve been planning it out for weeks because I want to feel your cock pulse deep inside me. I want to feel your cum fill me up. The thought of it has made me soaking wet all day long. The only question is, how many times can you fuck me before I drain you dry?”

Fuck my life. I couldn’t very well fuck her, then dump her. That was the ultimate dick move. Then again, I had wet dreams about coming inside Natalie Hart ever since the first day I laid eyes on her. “Nat, I can’t do it.”

She frowned and rubbed the hard outline of my cock bulging in my jeans. “Your penis says otherwise.”

“I want more,” I said. “Is that too much to ask?”

Anger flared behind her eyes. “You know it’s too much to ask.”

“I’m falling for you, and I can’t keep going this way.”

“So, you’re cutting me off?” She asked, but her smile and her tone told me she didn’t believe me. Her eyes softened, and she smiled demurely. “Well, if this is our last day together, then we should go out with a bang. Don’t you think?”

Part of me wanted to tell her about Gramps’ fortune and give her an easy exit off the Bob Madden freeway. But I couldn’t do that. I needed to know that Natalie wanted me for me, not for money. “I’m serious,” I said. “If you call me up after today, then I won’t come. No more babysitting for Lane unless you want to drop her off at the townhouse.”

“Mm-hmm.” Nat unbuttoned my pants and pulled them down over my hips, taking my underwear with them. “Fuck the shower,” she said. “I want to ride you first.”

My hard cock sprang free, bouncing and swaying before her eyes. “Nat, I’m serious.”

Nat’s tracked my cock with her gaze, and her eyes turned glassy with desire. “You have the best cock on the fucking planet.” She raised her arms over her head and gazed up at me, flashing her blue eyes innocently. “Take off my top.”

Butterflies swarmed my stomach. There were moments when her beauty and raw sexuality left me dumbstruck. This was one of those moments.

Natalie held her arms straight up over her head, the action forcing her tits together. Errant wisps of her blonde hair fell over her forehead and cheeks. Her lips glistened with moisture, and her overall expression felt soft and pouty. But it was her eyes that haunted me the most. It was a rare moment where her veil slipped, and her intoxicating eyes drank me in with an intensity I could only describe as love.

I wanted to tell her I loved her because I did. But I couldn’t say it without pushing her away. Walking around her emotional insecurities was like traipsing through a live mine field. The wrong word or even a glance could set her off and she would send me packing. “How do you do that to me?” I leaned forward and reached for the bottom of her tank top.

“Do what to you?” She asked, keeping her arms held high.

“You know exactly what.” I kissed her softly on the lips while I drew her tank top over her stomach. As I raised the shirt higher, it caught on her big tits. A gentle tug forced the shirt higher until it slipped free, and her legendary tits bounced into view. I soaked in her big, beautiful tits while I tossed her shirt aside.

She shot me a knowing smile. “I just know how to push your buttons.” She pushed off the bed, then pulled my t-shirt over my head and tossed it aside. Nat ran her hands over my muscled torso, then leaned in and kissed my nipple. “It’s like your muscles grow more muscles. I don’t know why you won’t let me set you up with a modeling agency.”

“My hands are full,” I said, cupping her soft, warm tits in my palms and tweaking her fat nipples to hardness.

Natalie chuckled and kissed me softly on the chin. “Lay back on the bed, baby.” She kissed my nose, cheeks, and finally my lips. “Mama wants to ride her big boy’s giant cock.”

My cock pulsed, twitching against her stomach, leaving a glistening trail of pre-cum over her belly button. “This is the last time,” I said.

“Whatever you say, baby.” Natalie pushed me back onto the bed. “After this, let’s fuck in the shower.”

I stretched back on the bed and reclined against her fluffy mound of pillows. “Has there ever been a time when you don’t get what you want?”

Natalie shimmied out of her yoga pants, revealing her perfect pussy. “Nope. Let’s face it, baby boy. You’re at my mercy.” She grinned like a predator, then crawled across the bed toward me. Her heavy tits swayed beneath her chest, capped with her stiff, juicy nipples.

With the bed moving beneath me, my cock swayed from side-to-side. Natalie crawled atop me, taking my cock in her hand. “God, I need you inside me.”

I slid my hands up Natalie’s thighs and grabbed her ass in both hands, filling my open fingers with her warm, silky flesh. “You’re sure about me coming inside you?”

“Yes,” she said. “Stop worrying so much.” Natalie guided my knob along her pussy lips and pleasure rippled through my body. Locks of her blonde hair cascaded over her tits, and she eyed me, smiling.

When we first started our arrangement, I thought Natalie would have a tough time with intimacy. What I discovered turned that theory upside down. Sex was the tool she used to express her true feelings. It was how we emotionally bonded, even if she wouldn’t admit it. When Natalie and I had sex, the world fell away, and we were the only two left.

She slid my cock inside her and moaned with pleasure. Goosebumps rose over her creamy flesh and her nipples hardened, growing stiff enough to scratch glass.

Her warm, tight pussy enveloped my cock, and my toes curled involuntarily. “Fuck,” I moaned while I ran my hands over her stomach and up to her ripe tits. I squeezed and mashed them together while I edged my cock higher, pushing deep inside her.

Natalie’s eyes glazed over, and she parted her lips with a steady moan. She ground her hips, forcing my cock deeper, using a slow, grinding front-to-back motion. “God, your cock is magic.”

Her bed creaked slightly with our movement and Natalie moved faster, leaning forward and bracing her hands on my chest.

My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing and twitching as I stuffed her pussy full of my rigid meat. I loved stretching her out and the feeling of her tight, smooth pussy squeezing my cock left my head spinning and my mind churning with an urgent need to come.

I wanted more. I wanted to share my soul with her, and I wanted her to reciprocate. Was that asking too much? My next move surprised me as much as it did her. I sat upright, careful to keep my cock nestled deep inside her. I cupped Nat’s ass and placed her squarely on my lap while she wrapped her legs around my waist.

Her eyes widened with surprise, and she licked her lips. “What are you doing?”

“The view’s better from up here.” I leaned in and kissed her softly.

She nibbled on my lower lip and brushed her tongue over mine before she sat back and ground her hips into my cock.

We sat face-to-face with her nipples raking my chest and her pussy pulsing around my cock. Her full lips glistened under the lamplight, and she searched my face with her cool blue eyes, as if memorizing every line.

“The first time I come inside you, I want to stare into those baby blues,” I whispered.

Her eyes glistened with wetness, and she smiled at me sweetly, nodding as if fighting back tears. She leaned in and found my mouth with hers.

Our tongues flashed together, and Natalie moaned softly in my mouth. Her kiss was warm and inviting, her lips soft and sensual. We rocked together, fucking slow and deep.

Natalie tightened her legs around my waist and broke off the kiss, gazing into my eyes while she started bouncing on my cock. Her tits lightly slapped my chest, and her hard nipples dragged over my soft skin.

I had never been so deep inside her. Her pussy undulated over my cock, squeezing and flexing. I nuzzled her neck, kissing my way toward her ear and inhaling the faint hint of warm vanilla. My instinct to come was so strong it nearly overwhelmed me.

She gyrated her hips, fucking me faster, and I met her rhythm, thrusting inside her while the bedsprings sang their sweet song.

Natalie kissed my neck and ran her fingers through my hair. When she reached my ear, she kissed me softly and whispered, “Promise you won’t leave me.”

She was playing dirty. It was a question she already knew the answer to. Natalie wasn’t stupid. She knew I loved her. Hell, I knew she loved me too, but she was way too stubborn to admit it. Sex or no sex, I wasn’t ever ditching Natalie or Lane. It was an easy promise to make. “I promise,” I whispered before I kissed her tenderly behind her ear.

Natalie’s body relaxed, and she settled in for a long ride. She wrapped her arms around my neck and ran her fingers through my hair. She brought my face around to hers and kissed me, lovingly exploring my mouth with her tongue.

The minutes rolled by with our lovemaking intensifying by the second. Natalie groaned and grunted, bouncing up and down on my cock while her big tits slapped together.

I cupped her ass cheeks and squeezed, thrusting deep inside her while I lifted and lowered her pussy on my steel hard cock. “Baby, I’m close.”

“Don’t pull out,” Natalie said breathlessly. She slid her hands down my chest and kissed me. “Ten more seconds.”

I bucked my hips higher, fucking her harder and faster. My head thrummed and my cock pulsed. I had reached the point of no return and thrust deep inside Natalie and froze, locking my eyes on hers.

She let out a primordial groan, dug her fingers into my chest, and gazed deep into my eyes. “I lo—” She cut herself off mid-sentence and moaned while her eyes glazed over with orgasmic bliss. Her pussy spasmed, flexing and squeezing around my cock before I grunted and exploded deep inside her.

With my eyes locked on hers, I blasted hot rivulets of cum deep inside Natalie’s fertile, unprotected womb. A wave of dizzy pleasure washed over me, and I spurted again and again, coming harder than I ever had. I kept my eyes on Nat’s and kissed her, my cock still going as she moaned inside my mouth and swirled her tongue with mine.

Natalie slid her hands up my chest, behind my neck, and through my hair. She edged forward, pressing her voluptuous body tight against mine. Her big tits bulged from either side of my chest, and her pussy spasmed with the aftershocks of our orgasms. She kissed me sensually, and our connection felt thick enough to touch.

“Nat, why won’t you be with me?” I asked, gazing deep into her eyes.

“I am with you,” she whispered. “You have my body, and you have my heart.” She kissed me softly and searched my eyes with hers. “Please don’t leave me.”

I pulled her into a hug and sighed. I kissed her shoulder while I caressed the nape of her neck. There was no point in pushing her further. Doing so would only piss her off. That conversation could wait for another day. “I hope you’re right about your fertility calculations,” I said. “I just unleashed a tsunami of sperm inside you.”

Natalie sighed contentedly and relaxed into me. “I can feel it inside me. It’s wonderful.” She rested her head on my shoulder and played with the short hair at the nape of my neck.

“How much time do we have?” I asked.

“Another hour and a half until Lane wakes from her nap,” Nat said. “But you don’t have to run off, do you?”

I ran my fingertips down her spine, tracing her lean muscles. “No. It’s the opposite. When are you kicking me out? I don’t want to leave.”

“Oh,” she said and shrugged before she came face to face with me. “Never leave. Is that too soon?” She raised an eyebrow and smiled at me uncertainly.

“Bob might have a problem with me playing husband to his wife.”

“Fuck Bob,” she said.

I grinned. “I’m pretty sure that’s what you just did to me.”

Natalie chuckled and shifted her weight on my lap. “And I’ll fuck you again soon.” She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me softly on the lips. “He won’t be back tonight. Can you stay?”

“As in all night?” I had never actually slept with Natalie. This was a first, and it meant I had made a dent in her armor.

“Don’t read too much into it,” she said. “The fertility window closes in the morning, and I want to take full advantage.”

“You know, that’s not an exact science,” I said. “What happens if you get pregnant?”

“I won’t,” she said before she climbed off my lap.

A thick string of cum connected the tip of my cock to her pussy where more cum trailed out, dripping onto my cock while more slithered down her inner thigh.

I laughed. “That’s a lot of cum. I hope Mother Nature doesn’t throw us a curve ball.”

She looked at me, slightly annoyed. “Would having a child with me be so bad?”

“No, but your husband won’t buy an immaculate conception,” I said. “I’ll keep you pregnant and happy for years if you let me. Does that answer your question?”

She crawled to the edge of the bed and glanced over her shoulder at me. “Come on Romeo. Let’s shower. You can bust another nut inside me.”
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Two nights later found Lolly and I celebrating a major milestone.

The night was crisp and chilly. A light wind stirred in the air, carrying the sounds of horns and sirens as traffic flowed past. I held Lolly’s hand as we walked down the street, her high heels clacking on the pavement beside me. On each exhale, our warm breaths hovered in the air before dissipating. A gust of wind kicked up and the bare tree branches lining the street clattered together.

The restaurant’s red awning appeared on the sidewalk ahead, where valet attendants parked cars for the arriving diners. The sign out front glowed with blue neon light — Gibson’s Bar and Steakhouse. It was the best steakhouse in Chicago and Lolly’s father, Rene Lyon, had made the reservations himself.

I squeezed Lolly’s hand as we approached Gibson’s Bar and Steakhouse. “I’m nervous,” I said, stealing a sideways glance at my pixie princess. “What if they don’t like me?”

Lolly looked radiant, with her sleek auburn piled high atop her head, done up in a complicated facet of braids and intricate weaves. She wore ruby red lipstick and her green eyes shimmered under the bright city lights. Her creamy complexion bordered on porcelain, as her summer tan had quickly faded, and she had spent an increasing number of hours between studying and working at the hospital.

“Don’t be,” she said. “You have more in common with my father than you know.” She averted her gaze and turned away from me.

I turned Lolly back around to face me. “Lolls, is there something you’re not telling me about your parents? You speak of your grandfather all the time, but I rarely hear you speak about your mom and dad. Why is that?”

Lolly sighed, filling the chill air with her steamy breath. “Oui. There’s something. I love my parents, but I spent most of my youth embarrassed to speak or talk about them to my friends.”

“Why? What exactly am I walking into?”

She took my other hand in hers and squeezed both, gazing up at me with our eyes locked together. “I love you with all my heart, and next month, I will proudly marry you.” She smiled up at me, and I gazed down at the diamond ring sparkling on her finger.

“I love you too, but that little speech made me more nervous than anything. What does that have to do with your parents?”

“It’s what you and my father have in common,” she said. “It’s part of my past I’ve hidden away and don’t speak of. But with you of all people, I should have told you sooner.”

“Baby, what is it?”

“My father married two women. His second wife is my mother’s younger sister, Danielle.”

“Oh. I see.” I now understood why she reaffirmed our love. She was trying to preempt a discussion about her being ashamed of our relationship. I smiled warmly. “Well, I’m not marrying your sister.” I left out the part where I was potentially marrying three sisters.

“You might when you see her,” Lolly said. “But you already have your hands full. Got it?”

“Right.” I leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips, taking precaution not to disturb her carefully applied lipstick. “Does your father know about… all of us?”

“Oui,” he knows. “They all know.”

“All?” I asked.

“Danielle, my aunt, will be here tonight as well. She’s like a mother to me.”

“Does your father have children with her?”

She nodded. “Two. They’re twins. One boy and one girl. They’re fifteen years old.”

“Okay. I wish you would have told me sooner,” I said.

She shrugged. “It’s not something I’m eager to share. But with you, I suppose it’s natural.”

“What if they don’t like me?” I asked.

Lolly frowned and shook her head. “Then I’ll have to call off our engagement.” Her tone and expression were serious.

Adrenaline spiked in my legs, leaving them rubbery and weak. “What the hell?”

Then she smiled, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me on the lips. “I’m joking. They’ll love you as much as I do. Stop worrying.”

I let out a deep breath and shook my head. “You French girls have a strange sense of humor.”
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The hostess led Lolly and I through the crowded restaurant, where the succulent scent of sizzling steak mingled with the low drone of conversation. At every table we passed, wine flowed, and candles danced, filling the dining room with a warm, inviting glow.

Lolly and I found her parents already seated at a table in a private alcove near the back of the restaurant.

As Lolly approached, her father stood, spread his arms, and flashed his daughter a warm smile that touched his eyes. “Ma douce fille.”

I had learned enough French to get the gist of what Rene Lyon had said to his daughter. He had referred to Lolly as ‘my sweet daughter’. Rene was a handsome man with brown hair and a few streaks of gray. He wore a short beard and had kind, green eyes that reminded me much of Lolly’s.

“Bonjour, Papa,” Lolly said.

Two beautiful women flanked Rene. The woman to his left had long red hair and a smooth, flawless complexion. I recognized Camille Lyon from the framed picture Lolly kept on her bedside table. Except she was even more beautiful in person.

The second woman looked younger than the first, with flowing blonde hair and warm blue eyes. She smiled at Lolly as she stood and approached, rattling off a line in French that was way too fast for me to understand.

“English please, Danielle,” Lolly said while she wrapped her arm inside my elbow and gazed up at me adoringly. “Jack speaks some French but I’m the only he can practice with.”

“Oui,” Danielle said and smiled. “Yes. I’m sorry, Jack.” She laughed adoringly and smiled at me, flashing twin dimples set in her cheeks.

Lolly’s Aunt Danielle must have been over forty but looked closer to thirty-five while her mother barely looked older.

“Jack, welcome to our family,” Camille Lyon said and stood, opening her arms wide to me. Like her daughter, Camille was a petite woman with a thin waist, big tits, and curves that filled out her black dress to perfection.

My cheeks turned warm, but I slid into her easy embrace, savoring the feeling of her tits mashed against my chest. “Merci,” I said, trying out my French.

Lolly’s father scooped her up and hugged her tight, spinning her in a tight circle while he laughed out loud. “I missed you, little one.”

“Papa, put me down,” Lolly said and giggled before Rene set her down and turned to me.

Like his wife, he smiled broadly and opened his arms wide. “Jacques. Such a strong and virulent name. Do you mind if we hug?” He laughed, and my cheeks turned a shade warmer while Lolly protested.

“Papa, Jack doesn’t want to hug you.”

“Nonsense,” Rene said and embraced me, slapping me warmly on the back. “You’re the one who stole my pixie lion’s heart. That’s not easy to do.”

“She stole my heart first,” I said. “You’ve raised a wonderful daughter, sir.”

“Please, call me Rene. Sir makes me feel so old.” He stepped back and squeezed my shoulders, soaking me in from head to toe. Rene glanced at Lolly and nodded his approval. “He has a firm chin and brown hair like mine. But best of all, he has kind eyes.” He nodded his approval again, this time more emphatically. “Oui. He’s the one.” Rene’s eyes misted over, and he hugged me again. “Bienvenue dans la famille, mon bon fils.”

Over my shoulder, Camille sniffled, and Danielle smiled warmly.

“Merci, Monsieur Lyon,” I said

“Papa, leave Jack alone,” Lolly said. “You’ll scare him away.”

“I’m fine, Lolls.” I scooped up Lolly’s hand and squeezed it reassuringly.

Rene stepped back and wiped the tears from his eyes. “Sit and we’ll discuss the wedding.”

It turned out I had already won over the Lyon family before they ever arrived. Throughout dinner, Rene and his wives were a buzz of conversation and clearly overjoyed that their daughter had found a fiancé. They knew all about me, including my recent acceptance to Northwestern’s medical school and my penchant for running, biking, and swimming. Rene was an avid cyclist and insisted that I train with him during the coming spring.

Camille was already pushing her daughter for children while Danielle quizzed us about our upcoming wedding. The Lyons were staying in Chicago until we all returned to France together a couple of weeks before Christmas. Rene outlined in detail the Christmas festival in the village and the myriad of holiday related activities we could partake in.

“We don’t have to do any of that,” Lolly whispered to me.

I smiled back at her and kissed her softly on the lips. “I love your family, and I love you even more. We’ll do it all, right down to stringing popcorn on the tree.”

Lolly’s green eyes swam with pure love, and her smile lit up the room. She kissed me with sudden furious passion and slid her arms around my neck. I had never seen her happier, and it was as if all the pieces had fallen firmly into place.

Following our kiss and my words, Rene gave us a standing ovation, and Lolly blushed while Camille looked on wistfully with her eyes teared over.

“Asseyez-vous, René,” Danielle whispered.

“I don’t want to sit down,” he told his wife before he raised his glass to the table. “I want to make a toast.”

We held our wine glasses high, and Rene spoke. “To Jack and Lolly, may their love last forever.”

We clinked glasses and Rene finally sat down before he leaned over and hit me with a double-barreled question. “Will you bring all your fiancés to the vineyard?”

“Papa,” Lolly said, nearly crushing my hand under the table. “Now isn’t the time —”

“It’s okay,” I told Lolly, cutting her off before I turned back to Rene. “If they’re welcome, then I would love for them to attend the wedding and get to know our family.”

“Oui.” Rene’s eyes glistened. “Our family indeed. Of course, they’re welcome. They are your family which makes them our family too.”

Lolly sank back into her chair with relief and released the pressure from my hand.

“Then it’s settled,” I said. “They’re all coming.”

Rene fished something shiny out of his breast pocket. “Jacques, I want to give you something.”

I gazed at the shiny object in his hand and frowned. “What is it?”

Rene opened his palm and held out a key.

Lolly gasped and leaned forward. “Papa is that….”

“It’s the key to our private wine cellar. Jacques, give me your hand.”

I held out my palm and Rene carefully placed the key in the center before pushing my fingers back to cover it. “Any wine you wish to drink or share, you take. You are my son now. Should you ever want to move your family to France, we will build you a house on the vineyard. That is my solemn promise to you.”

I thanked Rene for his generous gift, and we sat for another hour discussing grape growing, his favorite wines, and his pursuit of a third wife with the first two wives having already given their blessing.

“I have to keep up with my new son-in-law,” he said, and slapped me fondly on the shoulder.

After dinner, we made breakfast plans for the following morning and put Rene and his family in a cab back to their hotel.

As they drove off, I picked up Lolly’s hand. “Does he treat all your boyfriends with such… zeal?”

“Papa has never talked to one of my boyfriends,” Lolly said.

I looked at her and raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“I’ve loved no man until I met you.” She smiled sweetly and pulled me down into a passionate, tongue-laced kiss.

“Speaking of keys,” I said, producing a thin plastic card from my pocket. “This one grants you full access to the honeymoon suite at the Hyatt. I hear they have a spectacular jacuzzi.”
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In the honeymoon suite, Lolly and I stripped down and tried out the jacuzzi. I positioned the stand filled with ice and champagne beside us and filled our champagne flutes while a naked Lolly seeding the running bath water with soap crystals.

Ten minutes later, a wall of soap suds billowed from the jacuzzi tub, nearly hiding the pixie petite Lolly who sat on the opposite side of the tub. The auburn-haired beauty had left her hair up and her makeup on, which spiked my already highly aroused state.

We sipped on champagne and Lolly, using her tiny toes, playfully massaged my cock to hardness before turning her soft feet on my massive cock. She eyed me lustily while she stroked the soles of her feet up and down my steel-hard shaft.

Lolly let out a contented sigh and gazed at me with her eyelids half-closed with pleasure. “After I finish medical school, I think we should have a baby.”

I raised an eyebrow and traced my toes along her smooth inner thighs until I met her warm, slippery pussy lips beneath the water. “I thought you wanted to put your career first. Why the sudden change of heart?”

She curled her toes over my swollen knob and squeezed, causing my cock to pulse under her velvety grip. “It’s not a sudden change. My priorities have… shifted. Once I dive into my career, having a baby will become more daunting. I don’t want to put it off, which is why I’m bringing it up with you now. Do you not want to make babies with me?” She raised a questioning eyebrow and tilted her head while her lips took on an overall pouty expression.

“How many are we making?”

She giggled playfully. “One at a time.”

I rolled my eyes and continued massaging her pussy, intent on discovering her clit. “You know what I meant.”

“Two,” she said. “Maybe three if we have two boys.”

The thought of knocking up the stunning French beauty spiked a wave of exhilaration through me that left my cock impossibly hard. “We need plenty of practice to refine our girl-making technique.”

Lolly giggled again. “If only I had a willing fiancé who loved me for my body.”

I unburied her clit with toe and swirled it over her bud, causing Lolly’s face to warp with pleasure. She let out a gentle moan, bit her lip, and gyrated her hips, using my toe as an impromptu sex toy, pleasuring herself as she set her champagne glass aside.

“If only,” I said, eyeing her big, perky tits barely visible beneath the mountain of fluffy soap suds. “What I need is a fiancé who loves to have sex as much as I do.”

Lolly dropped her foot from my cock and floated through the suds, smiling as she approached. “I volunteer.”

I set aside my champagne flute and opened my arms as Lolly appeared before me. “Such initiative,” I said. “What if my sperm breaks through the concrete wall of your birth control?”

Lolly positioned herself on my lap and guided her pussy against my rigid shaft. She wrapped her arms around my neck and shrugged. “Then we have a baby. Besides, the wall isn’t all that solid.”

Our lips met, and we kissed, our tongues swirling together. Lolly tasted of champagne and strawberries. She moaned softly, and my cock pulsed against her soft, slippery pussy.

We broke off the kiss, and Lolly leveled me with her simmering green eyes. My stomach swirled with anticipation before I spoke again. “Lolls, are you still on your birth control?”

“Maybe not?” She grinned at me playfully.

I cupped her big, bouncy tits in my palms and pushed away the suds, squeezing her soft flesh between my open fingers. “What about medical school?”

She reached down and wrapped her tiny fingers around my swollen manhood. “I wouldn’t be the first married and pregnant medical student in the world.” She pushed a lock of my brown hair away from my eyes and studied me carefully. “Do you have a problem with it?”

“Nope,” I said, never hesitating. “I’ll put a bun in your oven right now if you let me.”

“Oh, I’m not only letting you,” Lolly said, and kissed the tip of my nose. “I’m holding you to it.”

I tweaked her tiny nipples between my fingers, and they sprouted, wet and slippery, under my thumbs. I edged my hips higher, sliding my pulsing knob through Lolly’s slippery pussy.

Lolly moaned softly, coming in for another kiss while she stroked my cock faster, forcing the jacuzzi water to slosh around us. She flashed her tongue inside my mouth and gently explored while I squeezed her tits, mashing them together until they glistened with water and soapsuds.

“Baby, I need inside you,” I said, moving my hands from her tits to her hips and gently raising her off my lap.

Lolly dragged my cock along her swollen pink lips and slipped it inside her tight, wet hole. With a shuddering moan, she lowered herself onto my fat cock until she fully impaled herself. Her thighs quivered and her eyes took on a hazy, unfocused stare. Heat from the jacuzzi formed a light sheen of perspiration on her forehead and locks of her still dry hair curled over her eyes and cheeks.

Her tight pussy squeezed my cock, and I hardened inside her, stretching her out like a drum. I groaned with intense pleasure and guided her hips forward and backward, fucking her slow and deep while her pussy undulated over my shaft. “That’s it,” I whispered, nuzzling in behind her ear and breathing in her exotic jasmine scent. “Does that feel good?” I asked.

“Ohhhhhh….” Lolly whimpered and moaned, her throat warbling with pleasure. “Fuck me, Jack,” she whispered, flashing her warm breath along my neck.

I felt her hot tongue and breath inside my ear, and I moaned louder while goosebumps washed over me. I pumped my hips, thrusting deep inside her, lifting her up while the water sloshed around us. Her pussy flexed, squeezing my cock in a velvety sheath while her tightness and the hot water conspired to make her pussy feel like a wet dream. When my orgasm came, I wouldn’t be able to stop it and I pumped my hips, sliding in and out at a faster tempo.

The water sloshed and splashed, hitting the sides of the tub like a hurricane at high tide. Lolly’s moans and loud grunts intensified. She dug her fingers into the soft flesh of my shoulders. Her big tits slapped my chest, and she bucked her hips, grinding my cock like the grand prize winner of a twerking contest.

Her auburn hair tickled my nose, and her wild, lusty scent drove me to the brink. I squeezed her ass, thrusting deep and holding my cock inside her while it pulsed. I made a silent prayer that I wouldn’t bust a nut before she came, and I pulled out and thrust in, fucking her harder while our bodies clapped together.

Lolly’s hard, rubbery nipples raked my chest, and her tight, firm ass bounced off my thighs like a pinball machine on tilt. Her breaths came short and ragged, and she moaned in my ear while her pussy spasmed around my cock. “Mets un bébé en moi,” she whispered and groaned, her body shuddering under the force of an explosive orgasm.

My will crumbled, and I thrust deep inside and froze. With a primal grunt, I came hard and my cock spasmed, gushing out a torrent of thick, hot cream. I forced my cock deeper, spurting inside her, whitewashing her fertile womb with my potent seed. Her French phrase meant put a baby inside me and lit me up like a Roman candle.

Even when she spoke English, Lolly’s silky-smooth voice and heavy French accent were like sexual napalm to my libido. When she tossed in hot French phrases, she was launching nukes. I had no chance, and she knew it. She could make me come on a dime and she wanted me to make her pregnant.

I brought my face around and even with hers and gazed into her eyes, grunting and pumping her full of cum until my cock went still.

We sat together in the warm water, locked in a soapy embrace, kissing, touching, and exploring until our skin became pruned. We got out of the tub and dried each other off while I watched Lolly jiggle and shake.

“It’s still coming out of me,” she said. “Look.” She parted her legs and revealed a pearl droplet of cum oozing from her tiny pink hole.

“He’s got a job to do,” I said. “We better send in some help. You know, just to make sure the pregnancy takes.”

Lolly smiled up at me while she pulled an array of pins and clips from her hair. “Do you really think I’m pregnant?”

I stepped up before her, and my cock thickened, growing harder while it nestled against her flat stomach. Fully stretched out, my cock nearly touched the bottom of her tits. And it was well on its way to reaching those dizzying heights. “Don’t get disappointed if it takes a couple of months. Are you ovulating?”

“Oui,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow. “So, the whole waiting until after medical school thing was total bullshit?”

She grinned. “Yes. I was feeling you out. You know, in case you didn’t want to make a baby with me.”

I laughed and shook my head. “I’m marrying you in a few weeks. Of course, I want a family with you.”

She pulled the braiding loose and her auburn hair, shiny and full, fell silky smooth down around her shoulders, ending halfway down her back. Lolly stole a glance at my cock and gazed back up at me. “You’re already hard.”

“Oui,” I said, swiftly and confidently scooping her up and off her feet. I cradled her in my arms, and the towel fell away while I whisked her out of the bathroom.

Lolly giggled and wrapped her arms tightly around my neck. “What are you doing?”

I carried her to the bed and tossed her playfully in the middle. “Putting a baby in my bride.”
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A couple of days later, Sienna, Lolly, and I rushed home from the gym in time for me to catch a shower for Becca and I’s night out on the town. Or I should say, it was our night out with Natalie and Amber, which I simultaneously dreaded and looked forward to.

Despite leaving Natalie on good terms, I hadn’t spoken to or texted Nat in nearly a week. I had texted her once, and she left me on Read status. I didn’t bother calling. She wouldn’t answer. It was the longest we had gone without communicating since our arrangement began. I knew her well enough by now to know that she was playing games with me. This was a pure power play — a game of chicken, where she held the wheel tight and dared me to flinch first.

After my ultimatum last week, she didn’t want to appear needy. She thought she was stronger than me. She thought she was in control. I wasn’t her puppet, and there were no strings attached to my body. I didn’t want to play her dumb games, I just wanted her. If she wanted to play stubborn, then I would play stubborn. Thankfully, I had Becca to back me up. She was the perfect buffer between me and her big sister. Plus, with Amber there, I doubted Nat would make a play. She would act like everything was fine, even if it wasn’t.

I left Sienna and Lolly in the kitchen, where they chatted happily and blended up their fancy post workout protein shakes. I bounded up the stairs two at a time and headed straight for Becca’s bedroom, where I pushed the closed door open wide before my stomach dropped.

Becca stretched out in our king-sized bed with her thick comforter pulled up tight around her shoulders. She had pale skin and sunken eyes.

Misha sat on the edge of the bed beside her, wearing her workout gear. She looked at Becca with concern etched on her face and one hand spread across her baby bump, pushing out her yoga pants.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, rushing in.

Becca turned to face me and gave me a sickly smile. “Babe, I’m not feeling good.”

“She has a low-grade fever,” Misha said while she leaned forward and brushed Becca’s raven hair off her forehead. “Sissy’s not going anywhere tonight.”

“I’ll get the Tylenol,” I said, crossing toward the bathroom.

“Already gave it to her, baby,” Misha said. “It’s just a bug.”

I knelt on the ground beside Becca and felt her forehead. She was cold and clammy, yet hot at the same time. “Are you drinking plenty of water?” I asked.

“Yes,” Becca said, and let out a weak cough.

“I’ll call Nat and tell her we’re not meeting them,” I said.

“No,” Becca said. “She’s been looking forward to this all week. Today alone she’s reminded me about it twice.”

It was more confirmation of Natalie’s game playing. Those texts normally would have gone to me. “Does she know you’re sick?” I asked.

Becca coughed again. “No. It just came on this afternoon. You have to go. Don’t cancel.”

“Beck, I —”

“Jack, she wants to see you,” Becca said. “Don’t fight me on this. I’m not feeling well, and you’ll only piss me off.”

“Babe, just go talk to Nat,” Misha said.

“Will Amber be there?” I asked.

“Yes,” Becca said. “Now go. We’ll see you when we see you.”

“Oh, I’m coming home,” I said. “I’m done being Natalie’s fuck toy.”

“You are way more than her fuck toy and you know it,” Misha said. “Jack, she might not say it out loud, but she loves you.”

“Then why won’t she leave her loveless marriage? If she really loved me, she would do it.”

Misha searched my face for a few pregnant seconds, as if there was something she wanted to say. Finally, she let out a frustrated sigh. “It’s way more complicated than that.”

“What aren’t you telling me?”

“Stop talking,” Becca said. “I just want to sleep.”

Misha pulled me away from the bed and took me aside. “Baby, it’s Natalie’s story to tell. Not ours. That’s all I’ll say.” She leaned in and gave me a sweet kiss on the lips. “We’ll see you tomorrow.”

I sighed. “Okay. I’ll go, but I’m not having sex with her.”
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Clubbing wasn’t my scene — not even close. I wasn’t into loud music, taking Ecstasy, or the fast lifestyle that came with it. Natalie wasn’t either, which meant meeting them at Club Candy was all Amber’s idea.

Becca messaged me on my way downtown and said that Natalie and Amber had a table on the second floor and to come on up whenever we got there.

I waited alone in a short line before I paid the cover and went inside.

A huge heart-shaped bar took up the front of the house. Throngs of beautiful twenty-something’s packed every inch of the floor space around the bar. A tier of tables, all beyond packed, surrounded the bar. Past the bar was a dance floor, lit up with flashing lights and dancers clad in as little as they could get away with it.

The music thumped loud enough to give me a headache, and I squeezed past a group of scantily clad women lined up for drinks. I climbed a winding circular staircase to the second floor, where I found a second smaller bar and tables clustered around a railing that wrapped the dance floor below.

The upstairs was just as packed as the downstairs, if not more. More of the young and beautiful crammed the upstairs tables, and there was a long line at the bar. Harried cocktail servers carried trays through the crowd of drunkards, and I didn’t see any sign of Natalie or Amber.

I was about to give up when I spotted a flash of red hair and a silver sequined dress behind a group of six women crowded around a table meant for four.

“Excuse me,” I said as I slipped past a tall brunette wearing a sleek red dress and glitzy high heels. I jostled her slightly, and she glared at me as if I had committed a cardinal sin. Hatred wasn’t a strong enough word to describe the way I felt about dance clubs.

Amber spotted me first. She whirled around to face me and waved excitedly. “Jack. Over here.” Her silver dress barely contained her big firm tits, and her white teeth seemed to glow under the muted black lights The dress ended a millimeter below her tight ass cheeks and black silk stockings covered her creamy legs. Her silky red hair hung in bouncy curls extending just past her shoulder blades. She wore heavy mascara and red lipstick and looked slutty-hot in a dance club sort of way. But she wouldn’t even make the cut as the water boy for my team of dazzling beauties.

“Hey, Amber,” I said unenthusiastically as I stepped into the space outside of their little booth. That’s when I spotted Natalie. My stomach took a nosedive and my cheeks flushed hot.

Natalie looked soul-crushingly beautiful. She sat in the booth with a glass of red wine in her hand and looked like she would rather be anywhere but Club Candy. Her blonde naturally wavy hair shimmered like golden silk under the crazy house lights, and her ice-blue eyes soaked me in and swallowed me whole. Unlike Amber, Natalie wore her makeup with understated elegance and simple perfection. She let her natural beauty do the heavy lifting and looked like a Hollywood movie star out for a night on the town. Her lips glistened with a clear, glossy sheen, and her complexion was smooth and utterly flawless.

Nat wore a tight black sleeveless dress, and her big tits pushed the cups supporting them, forming a swell of cleavage I would happily drown myself in. The table concealed the lower half of her body. But I knew from personal experience, the reality exceeded the fantasy.

Natalie fixed her gaze on me and then looked away, not sparing even a smile. What happened to the self-assured sex kitten I had seen last week? It seemed my ultimatum got to her, after all.

“Hi Nat,” I said with enthusiasm.

She glanced back at me, forcing a hostile smile.

Amber took my hand and laced her fingers in mine as if we were long-lost lovers. “Where’s Becca?” She glanced past my shoulder, her expression confused.

Natalie’s gaze tracked Amber’s hand, and a flash of anger touched her eyes. She picked up her wine and took a sip while glaring at her husband’s granddaughter with open hostility.

“She’s sick,” I said. “I’m flying solo.”

Amber’s face lit up, and she practically squealed with delight. “That’s awful.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Nat rolling her eyes before she leaned forward. “I just talked to her. If she’s sick, why didn’t she cancel?”

I couldn’t very well blurt out why Natalie’s sisters wanted me to come, and I had to think fast to make up a plausible excuse. “She called me on my way here,” I lied. “I showered at the gym, and we were meeting here. I’m surprised she didn’t tell you.”

Amber took my other hand in hers and caressed the back of my hands with her thumbs. She put on her best sad-not-sad face and gave me a pouty faux frown. “Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of you tonight.” She deepened her grip on my hands and leaned in, giving me a clear view down the front of her top.

Apparently, Amber didn’t get the memo that Natalie and I had an ongoing sexual relationship. I wasn’t about to take the bait and had no intention of sleeping with Amber Madden. But if Natalie wanted to play games, then games we would play. “Thanks,” I said. “It feels like forever since I really cut loose.”

Amber squealed with delight and practically bounced up and down before me. “Just what I want to hear.” She leaned in close and rubbed her thigh over the bulge forming in my pants. “Maybe I can convince you to add me to your harem.”

Natalie looked on as if amused, but the anger in her eyes betrayed her. She wanted to slit Amber’s throat, which pleased me to no end.

A frazzled-looking server appeared behind Amber and glanced at us. “Can I get you guys something to drink?”

Natalie declined. Amber ordered something fruity and slushy while I ordered a vodka tonic.

Amber ran her hand over my chest and gazed up at me, her green eyes simmering with lust. “I’ve got to potty. But when I get back, you and I are going to dance.”

I hated dancing and forced a thin smile. “Sure.”

Amber slipped off through the crowd, leaving me alone with Natalie, who had no choice but to acknowledge my presence. “Mind if I sit?” I asked.

Without speaking, Nat inched over, and I slipped into the curved booth beside her.

“Why do I get the feeling that Becca isn’t really sick?” Natalie asked.

“You think I’m lying?”

She pursed her lips and glared at me. “I wouldn’t put it past you.”

“Why would she need to lie?” I asked.

“Because she wants you and I to talk,” Natalie said.

“When I saw you last week, we were on good terms. What would we need to talk about?”

“Don’t act like you don’t know,” she said.

“Fine. If you want to act like a spoiled brat, then I’ll treat you like a spoiled brat,” I said.

Anger flashed behind her eyes. “Fuck you.”

I bit my tongue before she slapped me. Telling her — been there, done that — was likely a bridge too far. “Why are you so upset? You left my text on Read and you did it on purpose.”

For the first time, a slight grin touched her lips. “I don’t like ultimatums.”

“I didn’t give you an ultimatum.” That technically wasn’t true, but I was on a roll.

“You said no more sex. That’s an ultimatum.”

I ground my teeth and stewed. “I said I would never leave you and I meant it.”

“I don’t need a babysitter.”

“Then what the fuck do you need?” I said with heat rising in my voice. “Because you won’t tell me.”

“I made our arrangement perfectly clear,” Natalie said, her tone icy. “I can’t help it if you got too close.”

“I can’t help it if you want to keep lying to yourself.”

Natalie huffed and tipped back her wine glass. “I never should have agreed to come here tonight.”

“You came because you wanted to see me. Can you at least admit that?”

She glared at me with fire in her eyes. “Why couldn’t you just….” Her eyes glistened with tears.

“Because I’m falling in love with you,” I said, taking all the heat out of my voice.

Her chin quivered, and she averted her gaze. “Don’t say that.”

“Why?”

“Jack, we can’t be together.” She touched the corners of her eyes, dabbing at the tears.

“Why, Nat? What aren’t you telling me?”

She shook her head and let out a long sigh. “It’s —”

“I’m back,” Amber said, voice bubbly.

I spent the next hour with my body on the dance floor and my heart back up in the booth. Natalie wasn’t in the mood to dance, and Amber did everything but strip for me out on the dance floor. Between the grinding, the grabbing, and the groping, she somehow downed two giant fruity drinks and could barely stand. I hadn’t even touched the one drink I ordered and was stone cold sober.

I practically carried her back to the booth and found Natalie. “I think she’s had enough for one night.”

“Noooo…. I wanna have sex with Jack,” Amber said as she wobbled on her feet before us.

I turned my gaze on Natalie. “Where are you parked? I’ll put her in your car.”

“She drove,” Natalie said.

“Right.” I sighed. “I’m parked in the garage next door. Come on, I’ll drive you home.”
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We loaded Amber in the backseat of my car and drove her back to Natalie’s, where she could sleep it off. After putting her in one of the guest rooms, Natalie got her undressed while I waited out in the hallway.

Natalie came out a few minutes later and sighed. “She can’t hold her liquor.”

“She weighs nothing,” I said. “You didn’t lay her on her back, did you? If she gets sick….”

Natalie gave me a this-isn’t-my-first-rodeo look and shook her head. “I left a puke bucket next to the bed. She’ll be fine once she sleeps it off.”

“Good.” I leaned back against the wall, looking for an excuse to stay. “Where’s Bob?”

She shrugged. “Who cares?” She stood in the shadows, devouring me with her eyes.

I knew that look well, and my stomach dropped. I held her gaze for two heartbeats. “Nat, I —”

She closed the distance between us and slid her hands over my chest before kissing me flush on the lips.

Our tongues twined together, and my stomach rolled. She tasted like sweet red wine and my head turned dizzy with lust.

“Don’t leave,” she said between broken kisses. “I need you.” She peered up at me through those big, blue, beautiful eyes, and I melted.

Without a word, I scooped her up, cradling her ass in my hands while Natalie wrapped her legs around my waist. She came in for a kiss and our lips met while the world slipped away.

As I carried her down the hallway toward her bedroom, Natalie wrapped her arms around my neck and smashed her body against mine. Her gentle moans blended with the sounds of our smacking lips and swishing tongues. I breathed in her soft, sensual scent, and my cock stiffened.

We feverishly kissed as I kicked her door open and carried her toward the bed. I laid her out in the middle of her billowy soft comforter and followed her down, kissing her feverishly while I worked my hands up her thighs and inside her dress.

Natalie fumbled with the buttons on my shirt, her hands trembling. She moaned into my mouth and probed deep with her tongue, practically insatiable with desire.

“Just tear it off,” I said between broken kisses, easily lifting her off the bed before tugging her silk panties over her hips and down her legs.

Natalie pulled at my shirt, popping off the buttons before she ran her hands down my smooth hairless chest. As she gazed down my chest, her breath caught in her throat and her eyes looked haunted with desire. “Fuck me right now, Jack.”

I pulled down the top of her dress, freeing her braless tits and cupped one in my hand, palming her warm flesh while I tweaked her nipple to hardness. “Turn over,” I said, my voice coming out in a low growl of command.

Natalie did as I told her and rolled over onto her stomach before coming up onto all fours and gazing at me over her shoulder. Her pussy peeked out from beneath her short skirt, glistening with her juices. The tender pink of her pussy lips looked as plump and sweet as a prized peach at the height of juicy perfection. She tossed her blonde hair over her shoulder and bit her lower lip. “Hurry, baby. I need you inside me.”

I peeled off my pants, taking my briefs with them, and tossed them aside. My rock-hard cock throbbed and swayed before her pussy like a king cobra ready to strike. I rested my hands on her hips and softly caressed her before giving her ass a hard swat.

Natalie half yelped and moaned, gazing back at my cock. Her eyes glazed over with pure lust. “Fuck me,” she said, gyrating her hips in tiny circles while her pussy visibly spasmed. Without laying a finger on her pussy, her juices dripped from her sweet pink flesh and onto the comforter — a sight I had never seen.

I grabbed my cock and easily dredged it through her slippery pussy lips, eliciting moans from Natalie, who leaned forward onto her pillows and thrust her ass back against my cock. She parted her legs and pushed down her dress, completely freeing her tits that gently swayed beneath her. “Jack, baby, never ever stop fucking me.”

I lined my cock up with her honey hole and slipped inside, letting out a moan of ecstasy. I squeezed her thick, heart-shaped ass in my hands and sank deep inside, pulsing against her spasming walls while her warm, soft pussy enveloped me like a velvety dream. My head spun with desire, and I dug my fingers into her sweet flesh while I watched my thick cock split the stunning young mommy in half.

Natalie groaned and sucked in a sharp breath, arching her back while she pressed backward, forcing me deep inside her incredible pussy. “Unnnnnnggghhh….” She closed her eyes and parted her legs before she rhythmically pumped, fucking me slowly and driving my cock deep inside her.

I thrust forward, squeezing her ass while I thrust deep and pumped my hips, fucking her faster while her tight pussy clamped down on my cock and squeezed.

The way the light shone off her smooth skin and the subtle feminine curves of her shoulders lit me like a torch. Ringlets of her blonde hair spilled over her face, neck, and back, and I wanted her more than I ever had.

The bed rocked, squeaking in protest, and the headboard bumped against the wall. Fucking Natalie Madden-Hart never got old, and I gave up any hope of resisting her. If she wanted to use me for a fuck toy, I was powerless to say no.

Natalie’s soft grunts and long, high-pitched moans rose above the noisy bed while her big tits swayed beneath her, clapping together before bobbing outward from each side of her chest. She ground her hips, fucking me in quick circles while driving back her hips, her ass slapping my thighs.

I fucked her harder and faster, my cock a blur as it sizzled with the heat and tightness of her pussy. Natalie’s juices glistened on my cock and formed a creamy sheen that made me wonder how much cum had already leaked out.

My orgasm prodded at my consciousness, and my toes curled with the sudden rush. “Baby, I’m really close,” I said, struggling to speak through my ragged breaths.

“Don’t pull out,” she said, and fucked me harder and faster. She pushed up on her arms and arched her back a moment before her body shuddered and she let out a deep orgasmic moan.

Natalie’s pussy squeezed my cock and spasmed, pushing me over the brink. Instead of pulling out, I thrust forward until my tip met her cervix and I gushed thick jets of cum deep inside her, pumping and moaning while the sweet release washed over me. My legs went limp, and I squeezed Natalie’s ass, prying apart her pussy while I watched my cock slide in and out, spurting jets of milky cum into her ovulating womb.

Natalie ground her hips in circles, milking my cock while she eased back and glanced over her shoulder. Her blue eyes sparkled with an intensity that caught me off guard. “I love feeling you gush inside me.”

My cock went still, and I ran my hands over her ass, gently caressing her smooth flesh. “You’re ovulating?”

“Yes,” she said. “I’ll take a morning-after pill. It’s fine.”

I pulled out, and a river of cum followed, draining from her ravaged hole onto the bedspread below. “Shit. We made a mess.”

“Leave it,” she said, turning over onto her back. “Come cuddle with me.”

Cuddle? That was something Natalie didn’t do. Was it another chink in the armor, or had she removed it once and for all? I crawled up beside her and drew her toward me.

Natalie twined her legs in mine and ran her hand up my stomach before resting her head on my shoulder. “This feels right.” She sighed contentedly and kissed my chest before drawing in closer. “Spend the night?”

“Yes,” I said, wrapping my arm around her shoulder and caressing her back with my fingertips. “Nat?”

“Hmm?” She turned her gaze upward and met my eyes.

“I meant what I said at the club. I’m in love with you.”

She smiled and crawled up my body until she met me face to face. “I love you too, but you already know that.” She kissed me softly and brushed a lock of my hair away from my eyes. She searched my face, as if memorizing every line. “There’s a provision in my pre-nuptial agreement with Bob.”

My pulse ticked higher, and I froze, not wanting to break the spell. “I’m listening.”

“It’s not the lifestyle or the money that’s keeping me here,” she said. “I don’t care about the money. Well, I used to care about the money until I fell in love with you.” Her eyes glistened with tears, and she kissed me again, softly. “The provision is about Lane.”

My stomach dropped. “What is it?”

Her chin quivered. “If I break the terms of our agreement, Bob gets full custody of Lane.”

“Oh, Nat.” I drew her into a hug, and she broke down, sobbing into my neck while I held her tight.
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The next morning, I drove Amber home, then came back to Natalie’s. She was busy feeding Lanie breakfast in the kitchen.

“Jack,” the little girl squealed, and held out her arms for me to hold her. What was left of her breakfast sat on her highchair tray and she wriggled to free herself from the straps holding her in.

Natalie stood in the kitchen smiling at her daughter, then up at me. “If you keep this up, she’ll think you’re her daddy.”

I chuckled and pulled off the tray before handing it to Nat. “Where’s Louisa?”

“I sent her home,” Nat said. “I think I’m done with the nannies.” She smiled at me and Lane as I hoisted the little girl from her highchair.

“I thought you liked her,” I said.

Natalie shrugged. “She’s doing a great job, but I enjoy taking care of Lane.”

Lanie wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a slobbery kiss. “Love you,” she said

“Aww….” Natalie’s eyes turned watery, and she set the tray aside. “She’s really bonded with you.”

“I love you too, Lanie bear.” I hugged her tight and sighed while I glanced up at Natalie. “Can you get me a copy of the pre-nup?”

Natalie nodded. “I have one, but it’s ironclad. I’ve checked.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“My lawyer told me.”

“Nat, who paid for the lawyer?”

A light bulb seemed to go off in her head. “You think….” Her face tightened, and then she sighed. “Lawyers are expensive. I don’t have the money to fight him. Neither do you.”

“Yes, we do,” I said. “Don’t worry about the money.”

“Are you sure?” Nat looked worried, but she had never looked more soft or feminine than in that moment.

I tucked Lane tight against my hip and stared at Nat, awestruck.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, suddenly looking self-conscious.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I said. “It’s just….” I shook my head and swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “You’re so beautiful. You and Misha could be twins.”

Natalie blushed. “I haven’t heard that in years.” She gazed up at me, her eyes soft. “But thank you, Jack. That’s a genuine compliment.”

“Grab a copy of the agreement and let’s go back to the townhouse. We can check up on Becca, and I’ll call our lawyer.”

“You mean she’s really sick?”

“Yes… well, if she’s not, she fooled me.”

“I wouldn’t put it past my sisters. Let me pack a bag for Lane and we’ll go.”
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Two days later, I held Misha’s hand as we strode side by side across the medical building’s mezzanine floor rich with green plants and an indoor waterfall.

“The ultrasound room is on the second floor,” I said, squeezing her hand softly.

“I’m so nervous.” She pressed in tight and gazed up at me, her eyes filled with both excitement and nerves.

“So, we are finding out the gender?” I asked.

“Yes.” Misha frowned. “No.” She sighed. “I don’t know. What do you think?”

I glanced at my watch. “I think we need to make up our minds really quick. The tech will definitely need to know.”

She rolled her eyes at me and folded her arms beneath her ample breasts. “You know what I mean.”

Radiant was the word her sisters had used to describe Misha. I wholeheartedly agreed. She glowed with an internal, healthy, vibrant aura that heightened her already incredible natural beauty. Her lustrous blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, exuding a sheen most women would kill for. She smelled like spring flowers and fresh baby powder, making me ache for five minutes alone with her. She wore a pink sweater that did little to hide her big, beautiful breasts and stretchy yoga pants wrapped tight over her growing baby bump. Her blue eyes sparkled with joy, and she embodied a healthy, stunning young mommy in the making.

“Okay. I’ll bite. Let’s find out,” I said.

“But that will spoil the surprise,” she said.

“Then let’s not find out,” I said.

“Don’t you want to know?” She gazed at me, eyes pleading.

I laughed and picked up her hands, kissing her knuckles just below her engagement ring. “I love you. That’s what I know.”

She gave me a warm smile and pulled me into an even warmer kiss. “We’ll do whatever you say.”

“Hello,” a familiar voice said from behind us.

Misha and I turned to find my brother Tom standing before us. Or at least I thought it was Tom. He had changed so dramatically I couldn’t be sure.

Tom smiled affably, without a hint of anger in his eyes. He had ditched the slicked back hair and the three-piece suit. His hair was longer and shaggy like mine and his eyes had a clarity that left me stunned. He wore a pair of jeans, tennis shoes, and a Northwestern t-shirt, standing before us with his hands in his pockets. “You two should see yourselves.” He grinned and nodded toward Misha’s baby bump. “I heard you were pregnant. Congrats. You always wanted to be a mom.”

Misha and I traded a shocked look before she picked up my hand and smiled at Tom. “You look good,” Misha said.

“That happens when you give up the booze and start exercising,” he said.

“You stopped drinking?” I asked.

“Yep,” he said with an air of pride in his voice. “There’s a treatment center in this building. I just came from a counseling session.”

“That’s great,” I said, hoping his seeing Misha and me together wouldn’t throw him off the wagon.

“That’s a relief,” Misha said with sincerity. “I hope you find peace.”

He nodded. “I’m finding it, but I have bad days. Losing your job, your girlfriend, and your apartment will do that to you.”

Ouch. “Sorry to hear that,” I said.

“It’s okay. I made the mess myself,” he said. “I’ll be living with the regrets for the rest of my life.” He leveled his gaze at Misha. “Congrats on your engagement.” He pointed toward the diamond sparkling on Misha’s finger. “I would be lying if I said it didn’t sting. I wish it were me and not my little brother, but you picked the good one, and you deserve to be happy.”

Misha frowned. “Tom, I —”

Tom raised his hand, cutting her off. “Don’t. I’ll live.” He turned to me and let out a long sigh. “We should talk at some point. But I’m not ready yet. I’m sorting through a lot of… baggage.”

“Understood,” I said. “I’m here when you’re ready.”

Tom said his goodbyes, and we watched him disappear across the mezzanine before Misha turned to face me.

“Let’s not find out the gender,” she said.

I frowned. “Why?”

She smiled up at me and wrapped her arms around my waist. “What’s life without a few surprises?”
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After the ultrasound revealed a whole and healthy baby, Misha and I spent the rest of the day shopping for baby furniture and registering for a shower her sisters were throwing for her. After a light dinner, we went home for a movie night-in with just the two of us and a slew of pregnancy related rom com’s Misha picked out.

Misha changed into a loose baggy sweatshirt and a pair of pink oversized pajama bottoms with white hearts covering them. It wasn’t an outfit I would normally find sexy but watching her big braless tits jiggle underneath and running my hands over her growing baby bump left me hard enough to split stone.

We sat on the big leather sectional in the movie room with a blanket covering us and Misha nestled up in the crook of my arm. She had one hand down the front of my shorts, casually playing with my stiff cock while we watched the Seth Rogen movie Knocked Up.

“You realize that I’m incredibly turned on right now,” I said. She wasn’t alone with her wandering hands. I had spent the better part of thirty minutes with my hand up the inside of her sweatshirt, playing with her big, soft tits and thick nipples.

“I’ve been horny all day,” she said, pushing back the blanket and lowering my shorts. She pulled out my cock and rested her head on my chest while she curled her warm fingers around my shaft and squeezed a dollop of pre-cum from my swollen tip.

“Your pregnancy is doing things to me I didn’t expect,” I said as I rolled her hard nipple between my thumb and forefinger. “I think it might be a kink.”

Misha gazed up at me and raised her eyebrow, grinning. “Really?” She kept her hand wrapped around my shaft, gently stroking the base.

“Yeah,” I said. My breaths came faster, and I licked the dryness from my lips. “You are crazy hot. I mean off the charts, break the thermometer, nuclear meltdown hot. Do you see the looks you get when we’re out in public?”

“Yeah. They’re looking at the fat girl in the stretch pants,” she said. “You’re biased because you love me.”

“My cock doesn’t lie,” I said. “It’s the great truth teller and right now I’m hard enough to saw lumber.”

Misha giggled, then leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock. “Will he still get hard when I’m thirty-five and hauling our children around in a minivan?”

“Duh,” I said. “You’re a total MILF.”

She frowned. “What’s a MILF?”

“Come on, Mish. Really?”

She squeezed my cock and grinned. “Tell me what it means, or I’ll hurt you.”

“You haven’t seen the movie American Pie?”

“No,” she said. “Isn’t that the one where the guy has sex on the kitchen counter with an apple pie?”

I laughed and nodded. “Yeah. That’s a great scene.”

“I guess,” she said. “So, what’s a MILF?”

“It means mom I’d like to fuck.”

Misha’s eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. “Jack Donovan. I am not a MILF.”

“The fuck you aren’t,” I said. “Well, technically you aren’t until you have our baby but then you’ll be a MILF — no doubt about it.”

“Is Natalie a MILF?” she asked.

“Natalie is a MILF legend,” I said.

“I’m telling her you said that.”

“Oh, I’ve already told her. She knew what it meant and liked it.”

“Of course, she did.” She gazed down at my cock and stroked it softly, glided her fingers over my glans. “Do you really think I’ll be a MILF?”

“You’ll be the hot mom that all the teenage boys lust after,” I said. “Only you’re all mine.”

She laughed. “Our house will be a MILF paradise. Especially after Lolly and Sienna get pregnant.”

My cock pulsed in her hand, and I tugged at her sweatshirt. “Can you take off your top?”

“You want to have sex right here on the couch, don’t you?” she asked.

“Yeah. I’m not gonna make it to the bedroom,” I said. “There’s something about impregnating my dream girl that lights my fuse.”

“You never told me I was your dream girl.” She sat up and pulled off her top, revealing her big, natural tits swollen by the surge of hormones infusing her pregnant body. They jiggled and swayed while Misha pulled her blonde hair together and tossed it over her shoulders.

“I must have jerked off two hundred times dreaming about having sex with you,” I said.

“Ewww….” She made a disgusted face, but the grin touching her dazzling blue eyes gave away her genuine feelings.

“It’s true.” I shrugged and reached out, cupping her tits in my palms, squeezing them together while my cock twitched in her hand.

“You should have made a pass at me,” she said. “I would have had sex with you.”

I groaned and let out a deep sigh. “Now you tell me. You were my Katy Perry back in the day.”

She laughed and tugged at the bottom of my t-shirt. “You mean I was your teenage dream?”

“You were my teenage, everything,” I said. “In my wildest dreams, I never imagined you would someday agree to be my wife and the mother to our children.”

“Hmmmm….” She slipped off the couch, knelt before me, and tugged off my shorts. “Lift your hips up.”

My heart thundered in my chest, and I sucked in an involuntary breath that caught in my throat. I did as she asked, and Misha slid my shorts off and stood before me topless, her tits gently swaying from side to side.

“How bad do you want me?” She wriggled her pajama bottoms over her hips and pulled them down over her swollen belly.

My cock pulsed, jerking from side to side. “More than you could possibly know.”

The pajama bottoms fell away and pooled between Misha’s legs. She stepped out of them and towered over me, naked. Her sweet pink pussy lips peaked out from her tight slit, and she grinned at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Too bad you can’t knock me up again.” She eyed my cock greedily and licked her lips. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t practice for round two.”

I drank in her heavenly body with my lecherous gaze and grunted an unintelligible response. I reached out and ran my hands over her baby bump, then leaned in and kissed her pregnant belly. My cock throbbed, and I ached to be inside her.

Misha rested her hands atop mine and caressed my wrists with her thumbs. “I love you, baby.” She climbed onto my lap until my rigid cock rested snugly against her pregnant belly.

“I love you back.” I reached up and cupped her heavy, swollen tits in my hands and squeezed, kneading her smooth flesh between my fingers. Her hard nipples stiffened against my palms, setting my cock twitching. Warm and soft, I mashed her tits together while Misha ground her ass into my lap. Her slippery pussy nestled up against my steel hard shaft and I pressed my cock deeper into her warm, wet slit.

She gazed at me, her soft blue eyes radiating love and maternal femininity. She was the goddess of fertility embodied as a busty, blonde mortal, determined to live the rest of her life feeding on my never-ending cream pies.

Misha leaned forward, forcing her tits against my chest. She found my mouth with hers and our tongues flashed together.

Like Natalie, Misha’s body was all curves with what seemed like miles of firm, supple flesh. Her hard nipples raked my chest, and her warm breath curled over my upper lip. Her soft lips melted into my mouth, and her tongue swirled across mine like a strawberry lollipop. My cock throbbed, pressed tight against her baby bump, leaving behind a glistening trail of pre-cum in its wake. I ran my hands down her back and cupped her thick, firm ass cheeks in my open fingers.

Misha placed her knees on each side of my lap and raised her hips high, freeing my cock as she took it in hand and dragged my tip through her slippery, warm trench. She worked my throbbing knob up and down her sweet pink pie, moaning gently while undulating her hips.

My head spun, and I let my hands roam. I squeezed her tits and ran them down to her hips, holding her tight while Misha guided my cock inside her tight pussy.

I thrust upward, sinking my cock deep inside my blonde goddess. Her warm, soft pussy enveloped my manhood, pulsing in rhythmic waves while she squeezed, tightening her pussy around my rigid shaft. I groaned and adrenaline spiked, setting my legs quivering.

Misha’s breaths came shallow and fast, and her tits rose and fell in rapid succession while her face contorted with pleasure. She wrapped her arms loosely around my neck and gazed deep into my eyes. “Baby, your cock is stretching me out so fucking good.”

I pulsed inside her, savoring her warm, velvety flesh while my toes curled in ecstasy. I spread hands over her pregnant belly and gently caressed her soft skin. “Am I hurting the baby?”

Misha chuckled sweetly and shook her head. “You’re big, but not that big.” She ground her hips in a forward and backward motion, fucking me slow and deep. She closed her eyes and parted her lips, moaning softly. “God, that feels amazing.”

I ran my hands along her thighs and squeezed her hips, fucking her slow and deep, stuffing her with as much of my rigid cock as she could take.

Behind Misha, the movie played on the flat screen TV and the leather couch, squeaked and groaned. We moved faster, and Misha bounced on my cock, grunting and moaning with the amped up intensity. Her big tits slapped together while her ass clapped off my thighs.

I met the rhythm of her undulating hips and filled my hands with her tits. I gazed at her pussy, intoxicated with lust, while my glistening cock slid in and out of my pregnant dream girl. The heat and friction from her tight pussy ignited a kernel of lust deep in my brain, and warm pleasure spread up and down my legs and throughout my body. My cock throbbed, pulsing inside her as Misha’s soft moans and broken grunts played like music in my ears.

Misha leaned forward, wrapping her arms tightly around my neck and pressing her tits flat against my chest. She ground her hips, fucking me faster and deeper, and buried her face in my neck as her warm vanilla scent washed over me.

I thrust again and again, driving my cock deep, grunting and moaning.

Misha wrapped her lips around my ear, and her warm breath washed down my neck and tickled my inner ear.

She ran her hands up the nape of my neck and grabbed fistfuls of my hair in her fingers. Her breaths came in short, ragged bursts, and she moaned while her pussy spasmed around my cock. “Baby… I’m coming,” she said breathlessly.

I thrust deep inside Misha, lifting her body off the couch, and erupted inside her with a soul-crushing orgasm. I grunted, squeezed her ass cheeks, and gushed inside her, spurting my potent seed into her already pregnant womb. Her warm vanilla scent rolled over me, and I buried my nose behind her ear, spurting again and again until I had nothing left to give.

Misha sat on my lap, motionless, sucking in shallow breaths while she released her grip on my hair and slowly kissed her way along my jaw until we met face to face.

Wordlessly we kissed, our tongues gently swirling together while Misha flexed her pussy and squeezed my cock, milking it of every drop.

I caressed Misha’s ass cheeks and savored the feeling of her hard nipples grazing my chest. Her warm body and comfortable weight settled on my lap like a dream ride in a Ferrari. I ran my hands over every inch of her body I could get my hands on, squeezing and stroking while my cock pulsed with aftershocks. Misha and I kissed, unhurriedly exploring each other’s mouths with our soft, probing tongues until our breathing returned to normal.

Misha broke the kiss and sat upright, gazing into my eyes. “Feel better?”

“Much.” I sighed contentedly. “That should get me through the rest of the movie.” I ran my hands over her baby bump and softly caressed her warm skin. “She’s okay?”

“She?” Misha asked. “Did you bribe the ultrasound technician without telling me?”

I laughed. “I think she’s a she. It’s just a hunch.”

“Is that so?” She placed her hands on mine and gazed down at her womb. “Have you thought about names?”

“I like the name Brooke,” I said.

Misha grinned. “That’s my middle name.”

“I’m aware,” I said. “What’s wrong with naming her after her mama?”

Misha giggled, leaned forward, and kissed me softly on the lips. “You’re crazy.”

“I’m crazy about you,” I said.

Misha kissed me again, this time letting the kiss linger while she flashed her tongue inside my mouth. “Let’s ditch the movie and go straight to bed. I want to fool around some more.”

I squeezed her ass, and my cock thickened inside her. “That’s the best idea I’ve heard all day.”
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The next day I met with Gramps’ lawyer, Clive Erickson, and gave him a copy of Nat’s pre-nuptial agreement. He gave it a cursory glance and frowned at the section outlining the provisions surrounding Lane’s custody. He shook his head, and his frown deepened. Clive told me that the language surrounding the agreement was unusual but thoroughly done. He asked if he could spend more time with the document before providing his feedback and we agreed to meet at the end of the week to go over what he discovered.

Later that night, Becca and I dressed to impress as we made our way to a holiday fund-raising gala hosted by her company at the Ritz hotel downtown. The proceeds went to a local children’s hospital, and I had made a substantial donation in Becca’s name. The event had attracted many local celebrities, politicians, entrepreneurs, and a myriad of rich philanthropists. Rubbing elbows with the rich and powerful wasn’t exactly my cup of tea, but it was for a good cause. Becca had worked hard organizing the event, so it was worth every penny.

When we arrived, I took Becca’s coat and checked it with mine before returning to her side.

She looked devastatingly beautiful. She wore a knee-length, form-fitting black dress with a plunging neckline revealing the ample swells of her natural C-cups and the sleek lines of her jaw-dropping curves. Her rich, black hair cascaded over her shoulders in glossy shimmering waves and her full plump lips glistened with a bright scarlet sheen. Her green eyes sparkled under the dazzling array of holiday lights shining from Christmas trees, garland, and wreaths decorating the lavish room. But the diamond engagement ring on her finger glittered even brighter, making it hard to miss by even a casual observer.

Becca scooped up my hand and pressed in tight, forcing her cleavage to swell in all the right places. “I’ll introduce you to my boss first,” she said. “Then my co-workers.”

“It’s past time I meet these people,” I said, leaning in to kiss her affectionately. “I’m just glad you got over your bug.”

“It was one of those twenty-four-hour things,” she said. “But it worked out with you and Nat, right?”

“Why do I smell a rat?” I asked.

She giggled and kissed me again before rubbing a smear of lipstick off my bottom lip. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

We collected glasses filled with champagne. Then Becca led me around the room, introducing me to her boss, co-workers, and a head-spinning array of local celebrities she called friends. Thirty minutes later, we came up for a breath along with empty champagne glasses.

“How do you know all these people?” I asked.

“Before I met you, I frequently rubbed elbows with the rich and famous,” she said.

“Babe, I’m not holding you back. I —”

She leaned in and kissed me hard, cutting me off before she stepped back and smiled. “Shut up. You don’t hold me back. I’m so happy.” Her chin quivered, and her eyes glistened. “You don’t even know how much I love you. Now, stop your nonsense and go get us some champagne. I’ll wait here.”

I stole one last kiss before I left her standing by an enormous Christmas tree, where she promptly drew the attention of a young couple I didn’t recognize.

After clawing my way through the crowd for ten minutes, I collected two more champagne flutes, then found my way back to the Christmas tree. The young couple had vanished, and a familiar face hovered before Becca. It was none other than Robbie Hammond, first-baseman for the Chicago Cubs, and Becca’s ex-boyfriend.

I made my way around the gargantuan tree and stopped short when Robbie spoke.

“She meant nothing to me, babe. I’ve been celibate as a monk. Why won’t you return my calls?”

“I’m engaged,” she said. “Don’t tell me you didn’t notice.”

“I heard something about it,” he said. “He’s a college kid, right? Come on, Becca, you can do better than him. Can he give you the lifestyle I did?”

“He loves me, which is more than I can say for you,” she said. “Jack is starting medical school at Northwestern next month, which makes him way smarter than you ever were. I love him and nothing you can say or do will change that.”

I grinned to myself and came around the tree when a male voice came over the loudspeaker.

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming.” The speaker was Becca’s boss, who stood on a stage near the front of the room. He held a card in his hand and reeled off the names of the big-ticket donors thanking each one.

One of those names was Robbie Hammond, and he grinned down at Becca. “You see what I did for you? That’s what love means. Love is spending your own hard-earned cash to support those you care about most.”

Becca gave him a sour look as I came up beside her and handed her the glass of champagne. “What did I miss?” I asked.

“Absolutely nothing,” she said, not sparing Robbie a glance.

Up on the stage, Becca’s boss gazed down at the card in his hand, frowned, and then smiled, scanning the crowd. “Ladies and gentlemen, the largest donor of the evening is one of our own. Becca Hart where are you?”

Becca’s eyes widened, and the crowd turned to face her.

Beside Becca, Robbie Hammond stiffened as if caught flat-footed.

Becca’s boss glanced down at the card. “This young lady apparently doesn’t need a raise.” The crowd laughed, and Becca eyed me with her jaw agape.

“Jack, what did you do?” she whispered.

I shrugged and squeezed Robbie’s shoulder, giving him a friendly slap on the back. “Robbie said it best. I’m showing you how much I love you.”

“Ladies and gentlemen, Becca Hart donated one million dollars for the children’s hospital,” he said. “Let’s give it up for Becca.”

As the crowd cheered and clapped, Robbie stared straight ahead, too stunned to speak.

Becca wrapped her arm inside mine and smiled up at Robbie. “Not bad for a college kid. Right, Robbie?”
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An hour later, after shaking hands and thanking those who donated, Becca offered to take me on a private tour of her nearby office building, to which I wholeheartedly agreed.

She held my hand and led me through the empty office. The halls were dark, and the only lights came from muted night lights and strings of Christmas lights decorating desks and artificial trees scattered throughout the open office space.

“This is my office,” she said, leading me into a spacious office with floor-to-ceiling glass windows overlooking the city scape and stunning Chicago skyline.

I stepped inside her office and took in her surroundings.

The furniture was modern yet comfortable, with an expansive black desk devoid of paper or any odds and ends. Two pictures sat on her desk, one of her and we took on a trip to the Caribbean last October and another was a childhood picture of Becca, Misha, Natalie, and their late parents who, like mine, died way too young.

On her twin flat-screen monitors, the company logo floated as a screen saver and her black leather office chair looked as comfortable as it did elegant. A Christmas tree sat in one corner of her office, flickering with holiday lights, while the rest of the office remained dimly illuminated by task lighting from her desk and a nearby bookshelf.

I stood before the immense glass windows and gazed across the city skyline. “So, this is what all your hard work gets you. I’m impressed.”

Becca came up behind me and slid her arms around my waist. “Thanks, baby. Sorry for not inviting you sooner.”

I turned around to face her and smiled. “You’re a busy woman. I get it.” I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips.

“Jack, can I ask you something that probably isn’t any of my business?”

“Beck, we’re engaged to be married. My business is your business.”

“Where did the money come from?” She gazed up at me, her expression as serious as it was curious.

“It’s nothing nefarious, if that’s what you’re worried about,” I said. “Gramps is a very wealthy man, and he’s leaving it all to me. The donation is a tiny part of my inheritance.”

She smiled sweetly. “I thought that might be the reason. Is it a secret?”

“Not exactly,” I said. “I’ve kept it under wraps until I sort things out with your sister.”

“I can keep a secret,” she said, frowning at me.

“Which is why we are making such a substantial donation,” I said emphasizing the word we. “Would you mind keeping it to yourself until I resolve things with Nat? It’s not that I don’t want her to know, but until the situation with Lane’s custody plays out, I’d rather not muddy the waters.”

“I get it,” she said. “Can I ask you another question?” She bit her lip and frowned as if suddenly nervous.

“Yeah? What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing is wrong,” she said. “I want to ask you about children.”

“You want to have a baby too?” I asked.

“Well… yes, but not now,” she said. “I’m not ready to have kids. Does that upset you?”

I chuckled with genuine amusement. “Becca, I’m marrying you, not your uterus. We’ll decide together when the time is right.”

Her shoulders relaxed, and she smiled, letting out a held breath. “That’s a relief. I’m cool with playing auntie… for now.”

“You still want to get married, right?”

She slapped my chest playfully and frowned. “Don’t ask dumb questions.”

“Just making sure.” I slipped my hands around her waist and leaned in, kissing her while I squeezed her firm ass through her dress.

She parted her lips and leaned into the kiss, finding my tongue and moaning softly while she slid her arms around my neck.

My cock stiffened, and I tugged at her dress, pulling it up and over her ass before sliding my fingers inside the waistband of her black silk panties. Her soft, warm flesh filled my open fingers, and I squeezed, drawing her toward me.

Becca broke off the kiss and gazed up at me, her green eyes smoldering with electric lust. “You know… we’re alone in the office.” She picked up my hands and grinned, squeezing them playfully.

“What do you have in mind?” I asked, although I already knew.

Becca stepped backward, leading me by the hand, until her hips touched the edge of her desk.

Effortlessly, I picked her up and sat her on the edge of her desk before stepping between her parted legs. “Is that mistletoe hanging from the ceiling?” I asked, glancing upward.

Becca giggled and drew me toward her, wrapping her arms around my neck. “It’s a very special type of mistletoe.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What kind would that be? Is it the kissing kind?”

Becca giggled louder and kissed me while she pushed away my suit jacket. “It’s definitely not the kissing kind.”

“Oh?” I hiked her dress up her thighs, revealing the top edge of her black silk stockings. “It’s not the fabled North Pole mistletoe, is it?”

Becca worked the buttons on the front of my shirt, unfastening them one by one. “You’re familiar with it? Legend has it the North Pole Mistletoe requires a ritual bonding ceremony between an engaged couple in order to bestow its full blessing.”

I tugged at her skirt, pulling it up around her waist. “That sounds serious. What happens if we don’t complete the bonding ritual?”

She unfastened the last button on my shirt and pushed it away before tugging on my belt buckle. “Five years of bad luck.”

“Hmmm… I see.” I frowned and scratched my chin, igniting another round of the giggles from Becca. “Far be it for me to tempt fate.” I slipped her panties over her hips and down her legs, leaving her sitting bottomless on her desk before me.

“Then you better make sure you fuck me good and hard,” she said, leveling me with her smoldering green eyes. She tossed aside my belt and unfastened my pants, letting them drop to the floor around my ankles.

“I can definitely arrange for that.” My rigid cock throbbed with anticipation, and I pushed Becca’s dress over her shoulders until her perky tits popped free and goosebumps flashed across her chest. I filled my palm with her bare breast and squeezed, tweaking her taut nipple between my thumb and forefinger, eliciting a moan from Becca.

With her eyes locked on mine, Becca plunged her hand down the front of my boxers, circling her fingers around my swollen manhood. She gently stroked my cock, milking pre-cum from my swollen tip until a fat drop dribbled onto her knuckles. Becca withdrew her hand and gazed at me seductively while she licked the pre-cum off her finger. “Yum,” she said, and smacked her lips.

I pushed down my briefs and stepped out of my pants, kicking them aside while I feasted on her firm body splayed out before me. My cock swayed before her, stiff and pulsing. Twinkling white Christmas lights lit up my rigid, meaty shaft, fully engorged and twitching like a racehorse at the starting gate.

Becca leaned back on her desk, opening her legs wider while her tits jiggled and bounced. She leered up at me and tucked a lock of her dark hair behind her ear, smiling seductively. Her smile morphed into a knowing grin, showcasing her perfect white teeth. She licked her lips and beckoned me closer. “Come fuck me, baby.”

I stepped between her parted legs and Becca inched forward, hovering on the edge of the desk. Her tight slit glistened with her juices, and I fed her pussy with my thick knob, guiding it up and down her rosy slit until her pink pussy lips gripped hold. A spike of pleasure pierced the back of my brain and rippled down my spine, curling my toes.

Becca kicked off her high heel shoes and wrapped her legs, clad in silk stockings loosely around my waist. She moaned softly and bit her lip while she gazed up at me and gyrated her hips, working my cock deeper inside her slippery trench.

The tightness of her pussy never ceased to amaze me, and tonight was no exception. I slipped my swollen tip inside her sweet honey hole and shuddered. Her warm, slippery pussy consumed me, and my cock throbbed, thickening as I pushed deeper. Halfway in, I paused and sucked in rapid breaths while her pussy undulated in waves over my shaft. “Fuck,” I said, my breaths coming hard. “Did that magic mistletoe tighten you up?”

Becca giggled and undulated her hips, forcing me in deep while she leaned back on her elbows. “I’ve been doing special exercises.”

I ran my hands along her inner thighs, savoring the feeling of her silk stockings. “Pussy tightening exercises?” I thrust deeper and groaned as her pussy flexed around my throbbing shaft.

“Yep,” she said. “Another month and I’ll be a virgin all over again.”

I grunted and pushed forward, burying my cock completely inside her. “I’d say you’re already there.”

Becca’s eyes washed over with lust, and she licked her lips as her pussy spasmed. She let out a mewling moan and gazed down at my cock. “Done talking,” she said, as if struggling to speak. She wrapped her legs tight around my waist and pushed herself up, grinding her hips as if loosening her pussy with my rigid shaft.

I squeezed Becca’s tits, kneading them in my palms while I started fucking her slow and steady. My cock glistened with her wetness, and the lights from her Christmas tree illuminated us with a hazy white sheen. I drove in deep and savored the feeling of her tight pussy gripping my cock in a warm, slippery, softness.

She was breathtakingly beautiful, with her long black hair draped over her shoulders and her green eyes shimmering with life. As I fucked her harder and deeper, Becca’s body jerked with the motion. She grunted between soft moans and tightened her legs around my waist.

Beneath us, the desk groaned, and Becca’s computer monitors vibrated with our pounding assault.

I increased the rhythm, fucking her harder and faster, laying into her like it was our first time.

Becca’s tits jiggled and undulated in high, tight circles, gently slapping together as I pounded her harder and faster.

I slipped my fingers down her stomach until they reached the soft folds of her pussy, where I unburied her clit with my thumb.

Becca gasped, and her eyes widened. She licked her lips and moaned, “Yes, baby, please touch me.”

I relentlessly pounded her pussy. The desk shook violently under my relentless assault. I swirled my fingertip over Becca’s clit, and she cried out, digging her heels into my ass before she arched her back and shuddered with her climax.

Becca’s legs quivered, and she dropped her head back over her shoulders. Her dark hair spread across her desk, and her eyes rolled back in her head. Her pussy quivered around my cock and spasmed, igniting an orgasmic ember smoldering in the back of my brain that rapidly expanded until my head swam with desire.

I grunted and thrust deep inside. My orgasm steamrolled me and I cried out as I gushed inside her, filling her with an ocean of cum. Again and again, I spurted, spray painting Becca’s pussy with my potent seed while she spread out across the desk and gazed up at me, her eyes awash with sated lust.

Becca’s pussy spasmed and she rocked her hips, fueling post-orgasmic shudders that rocked me to my core.

My cock went still, and I hovered over her with my arms pinned on either side of her shoulders. My breaths came quick and shallow, and I leaned in to kiss her.

Becca wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me in tight, kissing me softly while she squeezed her pussy, milking the last dribbles of cum from my cock. She broke off the kiss and grinned up at me. “That’s five years of good luck.”

I returned her smile and gazed up at the imaginary mistletoe hanging from the ceiling. “We’ll have to make this an annual Christmas tradition.”

Becca giggled and kissed me again. “I never thought I’d have sex on my desk. I may never look at it the same way again.”

“Maybe next time we can try the couch or even the company bathroom? I can imagine the look on your boss’s face when he hears you moaning in the bathroom.”

She grinned and raised an eyebrow. “Next time, I want you to press me up against the big window and fuck me from behind while I look down on the city.”

I slapped my forehead. “Well in that case, we may have to go for round two before we go home.”

Becca searched my face with love in her eyes. “You really love me.”

I laughed and kissed her. “Yes, you dork. Isn’t it obvious?”

She sighed contentedly and caressed the back of my neck with her fingertips. “I don’t think I understood the full scope until just now. The way you looked at me….” Her eyes glistened. “No one has ever looked at me the way you do.”

“Just so long as I’m the last guy that ever looks at you like that.” I kissed her nose and then her lips.

She nodded and wiped away the tears rolling down her cheeks. “Let’s go home and save round two for our bed. I want to look you in the eyes the next time you come inside me.”

“Deal,” I said, and kissed her again. “But if you hog the blankets one more time, I’ll have to get nasty.”

She giggled and sat up, kissing me forcefully, until our tongues flashed together.

I ran my hands over her back and drew her in tight until we broke off the kiss and Becca gazed deep into my eyes.

“I love you, Jack Donovan, and I always will,” she said, and smiled sweetly.
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Early the next evening, my cell phone buzzed with an incoming text from Nat.

Nat: Hey babe. I’m not feeling so hot. Can you come over and keep an eye on Lane?

I frowned and typed a quick reply.

Me: Sure thing. Can I get you something on the way?

Nat: Just yourself. If I have to chase Lane around the house, I’ll puke again.

Me: Sit tight. I’m on my way.

Nat: Thx babe. C u soon.

I grabbed some flu medicine from the cabinet while I informed Sienna and Becca, who were busy cooking dinner for the crew.

“I was sick a few days before Becca,” Sienna said.

“And I saw Nat a couple of days ago,” Becca said. “Maybe I was still contagious?”

“I hope that’s all it is,” I said. “It was a twenty-four-hour bug?”

“Yep,” Sienna said. “She’ll be good as new by tomorrow.”

“Or even later tonight,” Becca said.

I kissed the girls goodbye, packed an overnight bag, and headed off for Nat’s. Forty-five minutes later, I pulled into her driveway, punched in the garage code, and walked into the house.

I found Nat standing over the kitchen sink, holding Lane. Her complexion was ashen, and her eyes looked woozy with sickness. She forced a weak smile in my direction. “Hey there handsome.”

“Jack,” Lane squealed and practically leapt from her mother’s arms.

Nat put Lane down as I shut the garage door behind me.

“Hey there, Lanie bear,” I said, grinning. I set my overnight bag down on the ground and held out my arms. The toddler scrambled forward, and I scooped her up before she wrapped her arms tight around my neck, embracing me in a fierce hug.

I hugged her back and made my way across the kitchen, where Nat leaned against the kitchen counter and smiled at our reunion.

“At least Lane’s not sick,” Nat said and eyed my overnight bag. “You’re staying?” She asked, her voice hopeful.

I stopped before her and gazed into her eyes. “I am unless you don’t want me to. Do you have a fever?” I touched her forehead, but her skin felt normal to the touch.

“Oh, I want you to,” she said, leaning into me and resting her head against my chest. “I feel like shit.”

She may have looked a little peaked, but she was still gorgeous. Nat wore her hair in a loose ponytail and had on a baggy gray sweatshirt and a pair of black yoga pants.

I wrapped my arm around Nat’s shoulder and drew her in tight, kissing the top of her head. “Has Lane had dinner?” I felt her braless tits mash against my chest and my cock unfurled in my briefs, having a mind all its own.

“Not yet. The thought of smelling her food makes me want to hurl.” She wrapped her arms tightly around my chest, leaned into me, and let out a contented sigh. “But everything is better now that you’re here.”

I ran my hand down her back and patted her ass. “Why don’t you go lay down and I’ll make Lane some dinner. Is there anything I can get you?”

She lifted her head and gazed up at me before perching on her tiptoes and kissing me softly on the lips. “You’re already doing it.” Her eyes sparkled for the first time since my arrival.

It was the first time she had openly kissed me in front of Lane and my stomach seesawed. “Pick a movie. But don’t start it without me.”

Her entire face lit up, and her eyes glistened with moisture. Her hard demeanor had vanished, replaced by the softer, kinder version of Nat. “I love you,” she said, and sniffled.

“I love you,” Lane said, mimicking her mother before she gave me a sloppy kiss on the cheek.

I laughed and nuzzled Lane tight. “I love you too, button.” I kissed Lane on the forehead and turned to Nat. “And I really love your mommy.” I leaned down and kissed Nat not once but three times in quick succession, letting each kiss linger a little longer than the last.

After Lane started demanding her dinner, I shooed Natalie from the kitchen and put Lane in her highchair. I cut up some strawberries and bananas and put them on her tray. As I prepared her dinner, I talked to Lanie, telling her about her food and asking her to repeat the names. Twenty minutes into Lane’s dinner, the back door opened, and Bob Madden strolled through.

“Evening, Bob,” I said, waving from the kitchen island.

The old timer looked like he had just stepped off the golf course and stared at me as if he couldn’t immediately place me. Then it seemed to hit him, and a wide smile broke across his face. “Jack? What the devil are you doing here?”

I nodded, as if I had expected Bob all along. “Natalie isn’t feeling well and asked Becca to come over to watch Lane. She and Misha were busy. So here I am. Right Lane?” I held out my hand in a high five and Lane smacked it, happily blowing bubbles while she stuffed crackers in her mouth.

“What’s wrong with Natalie?” he asked.

“It’s a twenty-four-hour bug,” I said. “Becca had it last week. She probably gave it to Nat.”

“Have you had it?” he asked, his expression growing concerned.

“Nope,” I said. “I’m as healthy as a horse.”

“But you could be a carrier,” he said.

I shrugged. “I suppose so. There’s no telling, really.”

“I’ve got an important negotiation happening this week,” he said. “I can’t be sick.”

“Okay.” I frowned. “What can I do to help?”

“I’m staying at the club,” he said, turning on his heel. “Tell Natalie I’ll be back in a few days.” With that, he walked out of the house without sparing his daughter the faintest glance.

Lane blew raspberries at the back door as it shut, and I laughed.

“I feel the same way,” I said. “How about another high five?” I held out my hand, and Lane smacked it.

After I cleaned up dinner, I checked on Nat to find her sound asleep, stretched out on the couch in the den. The TV was on, and she was curled under a blanket. I left her alone and took Lanie upstairs, where we played in her room.

An hour later, I had bathed Lanie, put her in a fresh diaper and her most comfy pajamas. I nestled her on my lap and rocked her in her room while I read her a bedtime story. It was a story about a little girl and her daddy and their adventures in a park. After I finished reading, Lane pulled her thumb out of her mouth and pointed at me with her tiny little finger.

“Daddy,” she said.

I leaned over and kissed the crown of her head. “I’m Jack,” I said.

Lane shook her head and pointed at me again. “You are my daddy.”

I wasn’t about to argue with a two-year-old’s logic and smiled. “Maybe someday, sweet girl,” I said and stood, rubbing her back while I carried her to her crib.

Lanie found her thumb and rested her head on my shoulder while I kissed her cheek and laid her down in the crib. “Good night, my angel.”

“I love you,” Lane said before she curled up in a ball and closed her eyes.

I turned to leave and found Natalie standing in the doorway with tears streaming down her face.

Natalie sniffled and wiped her cheek with the back of her hand and smiled at me sweetly while I tiptoed out of Lane’s room and shut the door behind me.

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to confuse her.”

Natalie stepped in close, wrapped her arms around my neck, and drew me into a kiss. “I love you more than you could ever know. I wish you were Lane’s daddy.”

I curled my arms around her waist and drew her into a tight hug. “So do I.”

We held each other for a long minute while Natalie’s sobs faded. Finally, she stepped back and took my hands in hers. She gazed up at me, and the love in her eyes caught me off guard.

“Jack, will you marry me?” she asked.

I stared at her, too stunned to speak. My jaw hung open, and my eyes widened with shock. I wanted to answer her question with a million questions of my own but when I went to speak the only word that came out was, “Yes.” I picked up her hand and noticed, for the first time, that she had removed her wedding band.

“Jack, I’m leaving Bob,” she said and shook her head. “I can’t stay here another day. I married him for all the wrong reasons. It took falling in love with you to show me what I’ve been missing.”

“What about Lane and the custody?” I asked. “We have a meeting the day after tomorrow with our lawyer. There are no guarantees.”

“We’ll fight him in court,” Nat said. “We’ll prove that he’s an absent father. I’ve kept records and I have plenty of documentation.”

I nodded. “Okay. We’ll fight it together,” I said. “What about the lifestyle? You’re walking away from a lot of money.”

She shook her head and laughed. “I have a college degree, and I’m only thirty-one. I can work. But I can’t live another day without you.” Her eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered. “No more wasted time.”

I pulled her into a hug. “I don’t think you have to worry about getting a job anytime soon.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“I’ll explain everything later. The short version is that money isn’t a problem.” I stepped back and gazed down at her. “We’ll stay one more night and then I’ll take you and Lane home with me tomorrow?”

Natalie nodded, her expression emotional. “That sounds amazing.”

“It looks like you’re feeling better?” I asked.

She nodded. “I think the sleep did it. But now we need a shower.”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll wait downstairs and we can watch our movie.”

She shook her head. “Fuck the movie. I said we need a shower.” She pulled off her sweatshirt and her big, firm tits sprang free. They jiggled and swayed before finding their center high on her chest. Natalie grinned at me sheepishly. “Unless you’re going to turn me down.”
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The warm water hissed, raining down from Natalie’s fat shower head, and the glass doors turned opaque with steam. The large walk-in shower was big enough for a football team, but Natalie and I didn’t require even half that much space.

I stood behind Natalie, lathering her tits with soap while she pressed her thick, firm ass into my stiff cock. Her golden hair swept over her shoulders, wet and straight, extending halfway down her back. I roamed her body freely, exploring every nook and crevice. From her big bouncy tits to her soaking wet pussy and an ass I could camp in for a week. She was the crown jewel, and I had melted her icy heart once and for all. With my cock wedged in her ass cheeks like a hot dog in a bun, I ground my hips, sliding my slippery cock deeper with each stroke.

Natalie moaned and pressed her ass back against my throbbing cock. She reached behind her back and clutched my ass. “Fuck me, Jack.”

With one hand cupping Nat’s fat tit, I guided my monster down to her slippery hole and sank in deep. Warm and velvety smooth, her pussy swallowed my cock and pulsed, putting me on the brink of orgasm before we even started.

Natalie let out a soft moan and moved her hips in a slow circle, steering me deeper as she leaned forward and braced herself against the tiled wall.

I groaned, and my legs shuddered. A feeling of pure pleasure warmed me like a blanket. As I slid my cock deeper, my breath caught in my throat and I squeezed Nat’s fat tit, filling my fingers with her soft, slippery flesh. I rolled her fat nipple between my thumb and forefinger, tweaking it, and pumped, driving in and out of Natalie’s pussy in slow strokes.

“That’s it, baby,” she said. “Harder.” Natalie pushed backwards with her hips and bounced off my thighs. Her plump ass made a loud smacking sound, sending water splashing while her creamy smooth flesh jiggled and bounced.

I let Nat’s tit go and grabbed her hips, plowing her harder and faster. My legs trembled as her warbling moans and loud grunts ignited waves of pleasure that pulsed through my body like an electric current. I watched my cock slide in and out, heated by the friction of her tightness. The veins crisscrossing my shaft bulged and the soft pink skin of her pussy lips clung to my cock like a silky smooth second skin.

Nat’s tits bounced under her chest, swaying from side-to-side before they smacked, connecting on each driving thrust before circling back outward, only to start the circuit again. Hot water streamed down her back and her golden blonde hair flowed down the riverbed of her spine.

Her soft, feminine curves, lilting voice, and exquisite beauty reminded me so much of Misha. She was in rare company, and I meant to fill her with my seed unless she told me to pull out. I fucked her harder and faster while Natalie cried out, her body shaking with my pounding thrusts.

“Baby, that’s it. Don’t stop.” She leaned forward, resting on her elbows against the wall and driving her ass backward, forcing my massive cock to the entrance of her cervix. “So fucking deep.” She groaned and arched her back. Her legs shook, and she tossed her head back, sending her golden hair flying.

Her pussy spasmed and I let out a primal groan a moment before my vision flashed and I exploded deep inside her, gushing hot cum into her warm, fertile womb.

“Fill me up,” she repeated over and over, bucking her hips backward and squeezing my cock with her pussy.

I came again and again, spurting so hard my vision flashed with a field of white stars. My cock pulsed inside her, twitching until my legs trembled beneath me. I leaned forward and cupped Nat’s big, beautiful tits, squeezing them in my hands and held on tight until I had nothing left to give.

Nat’s body relaxed under me, and she leaned forward, resting her elbows and forehead against the shower wall.

I pulled out. Thick strings of cum trailed from the tip of my cock to Nat’s ravaged pussy. More cum leaked down her inner thighs, and her pussy pulsed in the absence of my swollen cock. I kissed each of her shoulder blades and ran my hands down her back before she turned around to face me.

She gazed up at me through her soft blue eyes and kissed me, parting her lips as she did so. Our tongues gently twined together, and our hands roamed, exploring each other while the hot water cascaded over our naked bodies.

After our shower, Nat and I dried off and went to bed. She curled up beside me, naked, and sighed contentedly. “Do you think the lawyer will have good news?”

I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her in tight. “Sure, he will.” My lie was unconvincing, even to myself.

“You’re worried, aren’t you?” she asked.

I kissed the top of her head. “Let’s just wait until the meeting. There’s no need to spin up over something we can’t control.”

“What if Bob takes her away from me?” She sniffled, and her voice trembled with emotion. “I mean Lane’s not even his real daughter.”

“What?” I stared down at Nat, and she met my gaze. “Baby, why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t want anyone to know,” she said. “Besides, the pre-nup is ironclad. That Bob isn’t her real father doesn’t matter. I had it verified.”

“I thought Bob donated the sperm?” I asked.

“He did, but it wasn’t viable,” she said. “I didn’t have the heart to tell him, and I wanted a child so badly, I found another donor.”

“Who’s the father?” I asked.

“No one you know,” she said. “He’s a friend of one of my girlfriends. I barely even know him. He just donated sperm. It was all very clinical.”

I let out a deep breath. “That is a big deal,” I said. “We might be able to use that against him.”

“Not according to my lawyer,” she said.

“You mean Bob’s lawyer,” I said. “I’ll call the attorney tomorrow and see if we can get the meeting bumped up. He needs to know about this.”

“You think it’s good news?” she asked.

“I think it’s great news.” I kissed her forehead and drew her in tight. “Let’s get some sleep.”








  
  
  Chapter 70

  
  




The next morning, Natalie and I arrived at the townhouse. Misha and Becca descended on Natalie, hugging and kissing their sister while I hauled in their luggage from the car.

Lolly was at breakfast with her family, and Sienna approached me not long after I finished hauling in Natalie’s bags.

Sienna tracked me down in the hallway outside Natalie’s room. “Baby, can we talk?” She bit her lower lip, and her eyes betrayed her nervous energy.

“Uh, oh. Is something wrong?” I asked.

She picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine. “No. It’s nothing like that.”

“Okay. Let’s talk.”

She led me to her bedroom and closed the door behind us. “Sit down on the bed.”

My heart rate ticked higher, and a feeling of doom sat heavily inside me. “Sienna, what’s going on?” I perched on the edge of the bed, and Sienna sat down beside me.

“I’m nervous,” she said, and let out a deep breath. “I want this so bad, I’m afraid to look.”

“For fear of sounding like a broken record, tell me what this is about.”

She turned slightly to face me and picked up my hands. “I’m late.”

I let out a deep breath and relaxed. “Thank God,” I said.

She frowned. “What did you think I was going to tell you?”

I ran my fingers through my hair. “I thought you were sick, or you were going to break up with me.”

Sienna giggled and slipped her arm around my shoulder. “Nothing so dire as that, but I am late, and I took a pregnancy test but I’m afraid to look at the results.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Jack, I want to be pregnant so bad.” She wrung her hands together. “I’ve tried to not get my hopes up, but it’s hard.”

“Where’s the test?” I asked.

“It’s sitting on the bathroom sink.”

“Do you want me to look?”

She nodded. “Do you mind?”

I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. “As many times as we’ve had sex, I’ll be more shocked if you’re not pregnant.”

“You think?” she asked, raising her eyebrows.

“I know so.” I stood and crossed the room. Inside Sienna’s bathroom, I found the pregnancy test lying face down by the sink.

Sienna followed me close behind and stood a few paces back with her fingers crossed. “If it’s bad news say nothing.”

I picked up the test and turned it over before I turned my gaze on Sienna.

She stood motionless, her body rigid, and gazed at me expectantly.

I let out a deep sigh and grinned. “Looks like we’re going to be parents.”

Sienna shrieked and threw up her arms, grinning from ear to ear. She lunged at me and wrapped her legs around my waist. She squeezed me around the neck and kissed me all over my face. “I can’t believe it.”

I laughed and held her tight. “Believe it. You’re going to be a mama.”








  
  
  Chapter 71

  
  




Later that day, Natalie and I arrived at Clive Erickson’s law office. He sat patiently behind his desk while Natalie explained the details surrounding Lane’s paternity.

“Natalie, did you tell Mr. Madden’s attorney about the paternity?” Clive asked.

“No,” Natalie said. “I was too afraid. If Bob ever found out… well, let’s just say it wouldn’t have ended in my favor.”

“This changes everything,” Clive said. “There’s good news and bad news.”

“Let’s here the bad news first,” Natalie said, taking my hand and squeezing it hard.

Stress and anxiety lined her face. She sat rigidly beside me and gazed at Clive as if she were heading to the gallows.

“The bad news is that you violated your pre-nuptial agreement,” Clive said. “You’ve given up any rights to Bob’s fortune.”

“We already knew that,” I said.

Natalie breathed a little easier and nodded. “I’ll take full responsibility for my affair. I don’t want Bob’s money.”

“It’s not the affair with Jack I’m talking about,” Clive said. “Which brings me to my good news. The moment you used another man’s sperm to conceive Lane, you violated the terms of the pre-nuptial agreement, thus nullifying everything that comes after.

Natalie gasped. “Everything? As in the custody clause?”

Clive grinned. “That’s right. He has no paternal rights to Lane and even if the agreement included that amendment, there are custody laws that would supersede the pre-nuptial agreement. In other words, Lane isn’t going anywhere.”

Tears welled in Natalie’s eyes, and she threw herself at me, sobbing into my shoulder. She wrapped her arms around my neck, and her entire body trembled with relief. “Thank you,” she whispered and kissed me behind my ear.

“I hope those are tears of joy,” Clive said.

Natalie turned to face Clive and nodded. “They definitely are.” She smiled. “Thank you.”

I squeezed Nat’s hand and gazed between her and Clive. “There is one more thing,” I said. “And I haven’t asked Nat, but I think she’s okay with it.”

Clive raised an eyebrow. “That would be?”

I turned to face Natalie and took both her hands in mine. “I want to adopt Lane. I want to be her real father. Would you be okay with that?”

Natalie threw her arms around me again, starting up with a fresh round of tears. “You’re sure?”

“Completely,” I said, squeezing her tight. “I love you and I love Lane. She’s already calling me daddy. We may as well build a marriage around it, right?”

She laughed and cried in my shoulder, and her body shook with relief. “Yes. That’s the best idea I’ve ever heard.”








  
  
  Chapter 72

  
  




A week later, the six of us plus Lane and Gramps traveled to France with Lolly’s family. True to their word, the Lyon’s pulled out all the stops and the key to the wine cellar worked as advertised.

Lolly and I married in the village chapel on a snowy December day with Christmas lights lining the streets for the annual holiday festival. At our reception, Lolly announced her pregnancy and Rene was so happy I thought he might stroke out. I met Lolly’s grandparents and her cousins. Her sister was just as beautiful as Lolly, and we promised she could come back to the states with us in January for a long visit.

We found an engagement ring for Natalie in Paris and Rene sent us home with enough wine to fill a swimming pool.

In February, I married Misha and Sienna within two weeks of each other. Lane’s adoption cleared in March, the same month Natalie and I married in a small ceremony with the family.

I married Becca in June in a big wedding blowout, complete with all the bells and whistles. By the end of my first year in medical school, she was pregnant with our son.

Misha gave birth to a little girl we named Brooke and was pregnant again three months later. A few months later, Sienna gave birth to our son we named Max after Gramps. Lolly gave birth to a little girl we named Rose.

It turned out Natalie’s sickness was morning sickness, and she had never taken the morning-after pill liked she claimed. She told me she couldn’t bear the thought of snuffing out a baby conceived with love. She gave birth to our daughter, Grace, less than a week after Sienna.

As the big rambling townhouse filled with life, Gramps soaked up every second. Rather than his health deteriorating, he seemed to get younger over the following year and showed no signs of slowing.

I married five women who were all out of my league, and I had a lifetime to spend with them.
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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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          Beach House Babies: Complete Five Book Box Set
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            Paradise found in the hands of a young harem…




Thirty-nine-year-old workaholic Matt Snow is picking up the pieces of his shattered life. On the heels of a divorce from his wife of eighteen years, Matt quits his job and retreats to his Florida beach house to reassess his life choices.




He craves a simple, quiet life filled with home repair projects and relaxing with a cold beer under a warm Florida sun. What he discovers instead promises to change his life forever.




Matt finds himself confronted with a bevy of twenty-year-old beauties including his best friend’s voluptuous and drop-dead gorgeous daughter Krista Lane who visits Matt along with her boyfriend Jason.




But Krista didn’t visit Matt for the surf and sun, she came to fulfill a lifelong fantasy, and won’t leave until her lust is sated.

But a chance encounter with beautiful, blue-eyed lifeguard, Amanda Anderson, leaves Matt spellbound, and when he comes face to face with his neighbor’s grown daughter, blonde goddess Clementine Summers, he truly has his hands full. Matt’s simple life becomes exponentially more interesting.




Can Matt wrestle Krista away from her boyfriend while leaving Amanda and Clementine in play? Or will it all blow up in his face?

Beach House Babies contains the entire original five-book series! Read the entire story from beginning to end that follows handsome divorcee Matt Snow on his journey of sexual enlightenment in the hands of a group of beautiful bikini-clad coeds, all searching for their paradise.




18+ Only!
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          Luck Be A Mommy: Five Book Box Set
        

        

        
          
            
              https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08W9BVHSM
            
          

        

        
          
            With one roll of the dice, a young man’s luck changes forever…




Twenty-one-year-old math and statistics genius Matt McCoy dreams of making a killing at the poker table. There’s only one problem — he’s on a losing streak that won’t end. On top of that he discovers the love of his life has been cheating on him with another man.




But Matt’s luck is about to change. With the help of his best friend Matt visits a psychic and a fortune teller who shows Matt the path to a happy and wealthy future. A path that involves making five stunning young MILFs fall head over heels in love with him.




Now it’s up to him to discover who. Will it be his ex-girlfriend’s older sister and Matt’s long time fantasy crush, blonde bombshell Samantha Baker? Or will he find his winning streak with his brother’s voluptuous raven-haired wife, Lacy McCoy?




Matt gets more than he bargained for when Lacy’s buxom, red-hot little sister, Stella, fulfills the fortune teller’s prophecy. Can he win big with all the ladies or will his house of cards come crashing down?




With so many options, only Matt can decide which sexy young mommy will deal him the winning hand. Will Matt choose correctly or will he let fate decide?

Five stunning women, five crucial choices. A journey that ends with Matt betting it all on the flip of a coin.




Luck be a Mommy box set contains the complete five-book series that follows twenty-one-year-old Matt McCoy as he unravels his destiny and forms the harem of his dreams.




18+ Only!
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