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T
 he rhythmic sounds of sloshing water and clapping bodies rose above the noisy hiss of the shower head. Steam billowed inside the shower stall, turning the glass door opaque while hot water rained down on Daisy’s naked, suds-soaked body.

Daisy leaned forward with her hands pressed against the sleek, marble tile and her popcorn-tight ass thrust back as I jack hammered her from behind.


Clap. Clap Clap.


Pleasure buzzed in the deepest recesses of my brain. With my hands resting firmly on Daisy’s lithe hips, I drove deep inside her, my manhood sizzling with her body heat. The end was drawing near and the visual feast before me guaranteed an orgasm of seismic proportion.

Daisy’s breasts rolled beneath her, jiggling from side-to-side, covered in a creamy broth of shampoo and body wash. Her ass, an objective national treasure, rode high, meeting the onslaught of my churning cock. The sleek curve of her hips dipped, forming an eye-popping valley at her lower back before rising to form the subtle curves of her exquisite back and shoulders.

Her raven hair glistened, streaking her back and shoulders while clear water ran down the groove of her spine. With every pump of my hips, her ass slapped off my thighs and her breasts quivered in time with the pace of our feral rutting. Crisp, clean bikini lines crisscrossed Daisy’s hips, earned beneath Colorado’s sunny June sky.

Daisy and I had spent the last two weeks at Katie’s place in Denver, and we had taken to each other like a burning fuse to raw dynamite. Copious amounts of sex hadn’t quelled our sexual inferno. Like love sick teenagers, we had christened every room in Katie’s spacious house, incapable of keeping our hands off of each other for longer than five minutes.

“That’s it, baby. Mmmm… don’t stop.” A breathy moan punctuated Daisy’s words.

Her legs trembled as I hammered her fast and deep. My cock sizzled, sliding in and out of the voluptuous brunette, slick with her wetness. Her inner muscles clamped down on my manhood, plying me with a velvety grip. It was a sure sign, signaling her looming orgasm.

I grunted, plowing my stunning girlfriend while I swatted her ass playfully. Her glorious breasts jiggled beneath her, swaying from side to side, proving too tantalizing for me to pass up. Like a big-mouthed bass jumping at a shiny fishing lure, I leaned forward, grinding my hips and plumbing her insides while I scooped up her bountiful breasts. Her swollen nipples dug into my palms, and I tweaked them between my fingers, eliciting a high-pitched moan as Daisy’s legs buckled beneath her.

Daisy arched her back as her pussy convulsed around my rigid cock. “Yessss… God… coming. Baby… fuck me… gnnnghh.” Her words came out garbled, as if the act of speaking was too much. Body trembling, she leaned forward, bracing herself with her forearms. Her body stiffened and her pussy spasmed around my white hot rod while I plowed into her with reckless abandon.

It was Daisy’s third violent orgasm of the day, and I was right on her heels. My mind went blank, and my skull pulsed with waves of concentrated pleasure. Deep inside Daisy, my cock throbbed, and my balls tightened. I grunted and released. White-hot jizz gushed from my balls, making a bee-line for Daisy’s womb. My cock pulsed as Daisy milked my cock, draining me dry while we pushed the theoretical limits of her IUD.

My orgasm crested, and I came down the other side. With my legs on the verge of collapse, I leaned back against the shower wall, taking my cock with me.

A pearl of cum oozed from Daisy’s puckered hole, then drizzled lower, forming a sticky string that broke off before splattering on the white tile and disappearing down the drain with a swirl of water.

Her rear end was a visual smorgasbord. As Daisy’s legs trembled, her comic-book-perfect ass quivered with orgasmic aftershocks, and my load continued its arduous journey along the treasure trail formed by her bubblegum-pink pussy lips.

Daisy propped herself up on her elbows, panting for breath as she took a moment to collect herself.

I gazed down at my junk, still twitching with the aftershocks, as my breathing came in hot, rapid pulls. Even now, gazing at the sight of her incredible body, my insides churned with the possibility of yet another round.

Daisy was no less insatiable, instigating sex wherever and whenever the mood hit her. We had done it inside a fancy restaurant when Daisy pulled me into the women’s bathroom. Earlier in the week, she had forced me to the side of the road before mounting me in the driver’s seat. We even had sex at her parents’ house in Daisy’s childhood bed during a lull in a dinner party.

Part of me wondered if I was substituting one addiction for another. Was I turning into a sex addict? Or a Daisy addict? Neither addiction posed a health risk, and for now, I didn’t fight it. With the next Daisy fix right around the proverbial corner, alcohol was the last thing on my mind.

We spent the next ten minutes showering for real even though we groped each other with our body wash coated hands. When the water ran lukewarm, we rinsed off and Daisy climbed out of the shower first.

Snagging a white cotton towel, Daisy dried her body and had just wrapped the towel around her hair when she tilted her head at an angle and frowned. “Babe, I think your phone is ringing.”

I stepped from the shower, still dripping wet. “Can you grab it? It might be Katie.”

Naked except for the towel circling her head like a makeshift turban, Daisy pranced out of the bathroom and returned a moment later with my still ringing phone in her hand. She held it out for me to see. “It’s Savannah. Should I answer?”

“Yeah. Put it on speaker.” I grabbed a fresh towel and swabbed my body as Daisy hit the answer button and set the phone down on the bathroom counter.

I dried off my hair and spoke into the phone resting on the counter. “Hey there.”

“I thought you were going to call me back?” Irritation edged Savannah’s voice.

Daisy smiled at me, giving me a you’re-in-trouble-now look. She shook the towel loose from her head and stood naked before the mirror, running her fingers through her damp hair, her expression amused, as if she enjoyed watching me squirm.

“Right. Sorry. I just got out of the shower. Can I call you back?” I inwardly winced, preparing for her response.

“You may not call me back.” Savannah’s tone teetered on the brink of outright hostility. “As soon as I hang up with you, I get to spend the next twelve fucking hours on a fucking set.”

Daisy shook her head, gazing forward into the mirror, happy to let me dig myself a deeper hole.

It was me who called her first, so rather than waste anymore of Savannah’s time, I got right to it. “Our tour kicks off the day after tomorrow, and we have dates for all our shows. We’ll be in LA for a big show at the end of July. I want you to be there.”

“By ‘we’ and ‘our’, do you mean you and Daisy?”

Savannah’s clipped words bit into me like a stinging slap across the face. I grimaced and Daisy silently laughed, causing her breasts to jiggle playfully.

After the video of me and Daisy performing at the Little Dipper went viral, it took Savannah a hot second to connect the dots that Daisy meant more to me than just some woman I dragged onto the stage. Rather than pushing a lie, I came clean and told her all about Daisy, how we met, and what she meant to me. It took a week before Savannah spoke to me again when she called me back in the middle of the night, crying.

Savannah asked me if she still meant something to me. I spent the rest of the night convincing her that my feelings for her hadn’t changed. Savannah wasn’t convinced, but she wasn’t ready to give up on me, either. She wanted to see me sooner rather than later and pushed me on visiting her in LA.

I withheld nothing from Daisy, who was not only unbothered by Savannah’s interest in me but had encouraged me to pursue the blonde starlet. That news surprised me until I came to understand Daisy’s insatiable sexual appetite and her kink to bed the women closest to me. It was a kink we shared.

During the past week, Savannah called me daily, and as much as my growing relationship with Daisy bothered her, we were at least talking.

“By we and our, I mean me, Daisy, Katie, and Katie’s boyfriend, Mark,” I said. “Along with the rest of the band and crew following in another bus.”

Savannah let out a short, humorless chuckle. “I bet Katie can’t wait to spend two months traveling across the country trapped inside a tour bus with the woman who stole her boyfriend. I thought they were best friends? How is that okay?”

Daisy and I shared a worried glance before I spoke into the phone. “First, Daisy didn’t steal me from anybody. I didn’t even know her when Katie and I split. Second, it’s not like that.”

“Then why don’t you tell me how it is, JD? And stop dancing around the fucking subject. Every time I bring up Daisy or Katie, you wilt like last week’s lettuce.”

Daisy glared at me as if taking Savannah’s side, but I knew her true ulterior motives. I hit the mute button and focused on Daisy. “What?”

“Tell her,” Daisy said.

“I can’t tell her that. She’ll think I’m a perv.”

Daisy rolled her eyes. “Well… you are a perv. If you’re worried, tell her it was my idea.”

“It was your idea.” I didn’t mask the frustration rising in my voice.

Daisy grinned, her eyes twinkling with mirth. “Do you want a harem or not?”

“No.” I shook my head to reiterate my point. “You’re the one who wants a harem.”

“Hello? JD?” Savannah’s voice crackled between us. “You there?”

I sighed and unmuted the phone. “I’m here. Just trying to process your question.”

“Never mind,” Savannah said. “It’s clear you don’t want to tell me what’s really going on in your life. Send me the list of dates, and I’ll get back to you when I can.” Her tone made it clear she had run out of patience.

“No. Wait. I’ll tell you. But when I tell you, can you promise not to judge?”

A long pause later, Savannah answered. “Why are you making this weird?”

Ignoring her question, I plunged forward. “Katie is okay with our living arrangements because Katie has a boyfriend who will be by her side twenty-four-seven. Also, she’s moved on. She doesn’t care that Daisy and I are together.”

Savannah barked out a short laugh of disbelief. “Daisy doesn’t mind you sleeping in the same tour bus with your ex-girlfriend?” Savannah asked. “Is she not even the tiniest bit jealous? You and Katie were… well… you were practically engaged.”

I glanced over at Daisy, and she nodded, as if encouraging me to speak up. “Daisy isn’t really the jealous type. In fact….” I paused and swallowed hard, trying to calm my racing heart. “Daisy wants me to get with Katie. She wants both of us to get with Katie.”

Daisy smiled, folding her arms over her ample chest, grinning like the cat who swallowed the canary. Meanwhile, I slumped back against the bathroom wall, towel forgotten.

Daisy mimed a clapping motion as she jumped up and down, smiling like a lottery winner. Watching her bare breasts bounce was more than a little distracting.

There was a long pause on the call before Savannah replied. “What the fuck? Really? Is that what Katie wants?”

“No.” I was quick to respond. “Katie doesn’t know a thing about it.”

Daisy leaned forward and hit mute before meeting my gaze. “Tell her the rest before she hangs up on you.”

“Isn’t that enough for one call?”

“Rip off the band-aid,” Daisy said. “Trust me. I know how people tick. It will freak her out at first, but once she’s had time to process, she’ll come around.”

Savannah seemed to force a chuckle. “Wow… okay. Next thing you’ll tell me is that Daisy wants the three of us to hook up.”

Daisy’s eyes widened, and she hit mute again. “Tell her, yes.”

“Stop.” I yanked the phone away from her, glaring at her. “Why don’t you tell her?”

“Stop being a big baby. What’s the worst that can happen? She’ll say no?”

“Fine. But stop being so pushy.” I ran my fingers through my damp hair, inhaled a calming breath, and unmuted the phone. “Actually—”

“Oh, my God. She does.” Savannah’s astonished voice cut me off. “Daisy wants a threesome with me, you, and her. Doesn’t she?”

I glanced at Daisy, who bounced on her heels, reverberating with excitement. “Yes.” I held my breath and waited.

“Are you two swinging all over town?” Savannah asked.

I groaned. Why had I agreed to go along with this? I knew why, but Daisy was so brazen about it. We both wanted Katie and Savannah, but Daisy pushed for it to happen. “Of course not. This isn’t an open invitation. You and Katie are the only two names on an exclusive list of invitees.”

Daisy nodded and winked at me while giving me a thumbs up.

“Wow… uhhh… I’m not sure I’m that kind of girl.” Disbelief had replaced the annoyance in Savannah’s voice. “Is this what you want?”

There it was — the million dollar question, floated out into the ether once and forever. Whichever way I answered, I couldn’t take it back, and it may well cost me my relationship with Savannah. Who would I pick if I could only pick one? There was Daisy who I had fallen in love with. And Katie, my soul mate whose heart I shattered but had since moved on with her life. Last but not least, there was Savannah, my best friend’s little sister, who I had secretly desired for years. Could I love only one of them and find happiness? Yes. But what would it look like if I could be with all three of them at the same time? That would be… Nirvana.

I gazed into Daisy’s eyes, shining with mischief. I spoke into the phone while I held Daisy’s chin and stared into her shimmering, bright-green eyes. “What do I want? I want you.”
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B
 y the end of our call, things had returned to normal. While Savannah wasn’t about to jump aboard the threesome train, she seemed to take the offer with muted enthusiasm. Her earlier hostility had vanished, and the happy-go-luck Savannah I knew and loved had returned. Daisy wasn’t kidding when she said she could read people.

With Savannah temporarily appeased, Daisy and I focused on the day at hand. A day that included dinner, drinks, and swimming at Katie’s backyard pool. It was our first chance to meet Mark Miller, Katie’s boyfriend.

I knew Katie and Daisy well enough, but I was leery of meeting Katie’s boyfriend. I would spend the next two months of my life trapped on a tour bus with the guy. What if we didn’t get along? Would he hold my past with Katie against me? Regardless, I was less concerned with Mark than I was with Katie. I had one goal, and that was to prove to Katie that she could trust me. That wouldn’t happen in a single day, but brick by brick, I would earn back her trust.

The day started out well enough. I, along with Daisy, Katie, and Mark, spent the afternoon swimming and relaxing by the pool. We made small talk, reacquainting ourselves while I got my first measure of Katie’s boyfriend. I wasn’t impressed.

Mark was a thirty-nine-year-old freelance accountant. He had a receding hairline, a beer belly, and a farmer’s tan earned by avoiding anything having to do with the outdoors. Those were his words, not mine. But physical attributes alone don’t define a man, and Mark was no exception.

Yes, he had the complexion of soft-service ice cream and droopy man boobs. But, Mark was even-tempered and genial. Unlike the current me, Mark drank beer, but one drink hadn’t turned him into a raging asshole. He handled his alcohol and drank in moderation. Or at least that was the impression I had after spending an hour with him. Time would tell.

Mark was reliable and loyal to Katie. His job gave him the flexibility to travel with Katie from coast to coast, and he was home every night, wherever that might be. That he didn’t verbally abuse or cheat on Katie after a bender was another feather in his cap. Mark was fourteen years older than Katie, which made him a serious cradle robber, but I could hardly blame the man. Katie was as smart and kind as she was beautiful. Who wouldn’t want to be with her?

At twenty-five, Katie had truly blossomed during the year since I’d last seen her. She sat beside me at the round patio table wearing a black bikini top and a matching, see-through sarong wrapped loosely around her waist. Her alabaster skin was as taut and smooth as a fresh-faced teenager, without a single blemish in sight. She wore her glossy, auburn hair piled up in a tight bun, and errant strands floated along her neckline. A pair of dark sunglasses sat perched atop her button nose, and her plump, pink lips looked softer and fuller than I remembered.

Then there was the beauty mark I loved so much. The brown dot on her upper lip right near the corner of her mouth. It was the only blemish on her otherwise flawless face. In my opinion, it was a blemish that escalated her from the ranks of mere mortals into the stratosphere of a goddess. She had the face of a Vogue fashion model and the body to go with it. How an ordinary guy like Mark Miller had managed to date her for so long was beyond me.

Katie’s fitness level was on par with Daisy’s and her toned legs looked like they belonged to a dancer. She faced me, sipping on an iced tea with one of the aforementioned legs crossed over the other. A pair of open-toed sandals adorned feet so petite I wondered how she found shoes in her size. Her ruby-red toenails were polished to a glossy sheen, matching her fingernails, and a thin, silver crucifix, affixed to a matching chain, sat nestled in the mouthwatering curves of the tight, creamy cleavage. Her breasts lived up to the hype of my memory, pushing her bikini top to its limits.

Through my dark sunglasses, I stole intermittent glances at Katie’s lush curves while trying to focus on the schedule she had placed before me. “This is a lot of dates,” I said. “You’ve booked at least two shows a week and every weekend between now and the end of July?”

“The goal is to not only create a buzz, but a movement,” Katie said. “We need your faces showing up daily on the socials. I want labels to get into a bidding war for you and Daisy. But, if the schedule is too much, we can find a show or two to cut? I need both of you fresh, focused, and excited for every show.”

“The schedule is fine. I want to get back to work. Daisy feels the same way. You’re investing a lot in us. We won’t let you down. For what’s it worth, you have my word on it.”

Katie smiled at me and picked up a copy of the schedule lying on the table in front of her. “I believe you, JD. Trust me, if there were an iota of doubt in my mind, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.” She snapped her fingers and sat up, her eyes widening with excitement. “There’s one more thing I forgot to mention and that’s streaming. As we tour, I’m uploading your live tracks to some of the top streaming services for monetization. Honestly, I don’t expect to make a lot of money from it, but it will help build your brand.”

Streaming services weren’t something I considered much. That sort of thing had always been Chris’s specialty. “Chris used to upload our music on some of those services. I have no idea whatever happened to the accounts linked to those streams.”

Katie frowned and scribbled a note on the back of a tour schedule. “I remember. Chris turned over uploading duties to me when I became the official band manager. I know I have the login information somewhere.”

“We’re ten minutes out,” Mark said. He stood to my right, tending the steaks on the grill while he kept one eye on us. Or was he watching the pool where Daisy swam beside us?

“Thanks, babe,” Katie said. “I’ll get the table set.”

As if on cue, the water sloshed beside me and Daisy emerged from the pool, hoisting herself up a nearby ladder. Her body cascaded with water, leaving her white bikini clinging to her natural curves. Her taut nipples strained her bikini top, and the slight outline of her dark areolas appeared through the wet material.

Daisy stood tall on the edge of the pool and tossed her wet hair back over her shoulders, gathering it together in her hands. Water dripped from her face and body as she wrung the water from her raven hair and gave me a playful smile. “Did I miss anything?”

“Nothing you don’t already know.” I drank in her exquisite face and let my eyes roam every curve of a body I knew so well.

Daisy’s golden, perfectly tanned skin provided a sharp contrast to the sheer white of her bikini, and her body got more perfect by the day. Daisy’s plump, all-natural breasts jiggled inside her tight top, and the diamond stud piercing her navel flashed under the day’s waning sunshine. Her bikini bottoms rode higher on her hip than her normal pair, revealing a thin strip of creamy flesh that crisscrossed both hips. For a guy who was into tan lines, she put on quite a show.

Daisy had a figure straight out of a men’s magazine, and her beauty was impossible to ignore. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Mark gawking at her, the forgotten steaks sizzling on the grill. I could hardly blame him. After all, I had spent the last hour ogling his girlfriend. To judge him for doing the same thing would be hypocritical. Besides, Daisy loved the attention.

She leaned in and kissed me, then stood up to wring out her hair again. “Baby, can you hand me my towel?”

“Sure.” Daisy’s towel rested on the chair behind me. I sat up and grabbed the towel before passing it over to her.

Katie gazed at her best friend, seeming to be as caught up in her impromptu performance as the rest of us. “I swear your boobs have gotten bigger.”

Daisy’s jaw dropped as she smiled at her best friend, feigning shock. “Katherine Ann, what would your mother say?” She patted herself dry as she giggled, not doing much to hide her assets. Her taut nipples stiffened under the cool evening breeze, rising inside her bikini top, turning rock hard before our eyes.

Katie chuckled. “I mean… you’ve always had big ones, but… wow.” She shook her head and smiled over at me. “No wonder you fell for my best friend.”

My cheeks warmed, and I squirmed in my chair. There was no way around it. This was an awkward conversation. Given the history between the three of us, the topic was one I’d just as soon avoid. “She’s drop-dead gorgeous. There’s no denying that.”

Daisy giggled. “Look at his cheeks. They’re bright red.” She leaned over and kissed me again, causing her breasts to jiggle inside her top. “Baby, you are absolutely adorable.”

Mark continued his unabashed adoration of Daisy’s rack, gawking like a pimple-faced teenager. I was more concerned with our dinner than Mark’s lecherous gaze. If he wasn’t careful, he would burn our steaks.

“That’s a side of JD Summers I haven’t seen before,” Katie said.

Daisy wrapped the towel around her waist and sat down on my lap. She leaned up against me, slid her arm around my shoulder and ran her fingers through the hair on my neck. “He’s so sweet when he gets all ruffled like that.” She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, pressing her soft breast against my chest.

Katie folded her arms over her chest and scrutinized her best friend, tapping on her chin as if in thought. “It’s not only your boobs. Your entire aura is… glowing. I don’t know how else to describe it. Are you pregnant?”

Daisy laughed. “Lord, no. I’m not pregnant.” She shrugged. “I can’t explain in. I’m in love. What else can I say?”

Katie sighed and sat back. “That must be it.” She turned around to stare over her shoulder at Mark. “You’re drooling and the steaks are starting to burn.”

Mark stood motionless, still staring at Daisy with a beer in one hand and a spatula in the other.

“Mark!” Katie blurted out his name, causing the accountant to jump and spin on Katie.

“What?” Mark stared at her bug-eyed.

“Stop checking out my best friend and take care of our dinner.” Katie’s tone conveyed her annoyance.

“I wasn’t….” Mark licked his lips and turned back to the grill as if the last three minutes had never happened.

Katie shook her head in disgust and turned back to her friend. “Stop being the hottest girl in the room.”

“You are way hotter than me.” Daisy slid deeper into my lap.

Katie leveled her friend with a gaze. “Whatever. Help me set the table.”

“Fine.” Daisy stood, then leaned back to face me. She lowered her face to mine and kissed me softly on the lips. “Baby, do you want iced tea or water with your dinner?”

With her leaned so far forward, my eyes were naturally drawn to her swaying breasts, barely contained inside her top and mere inches from my face. Daisy smiled at me, well aware of the impact she was having on me. I cleared my throat. “Iced tea, please. Can you add a fresh wedge of lemon?” I handed her my glass and Daisy took it before leaning in to kiss me again, this time letting her lips linger before backing away.

Daisy turned to face Mark. “What about you?”

Mark jumped as if snake bitten before whirling on Daisy. “What about me?”

“What do you want to drink with dinner?”

Mark’s eyes flickered to Daisy’s chest, then back up again. “Beer please.” He hoisted his bottle up as if toasting. “Thanks.”

Daisy and Katie disappeared into the house, leaving Mark and me alone for the first time all day. Mark turned back to the grill and prodded at the steaks while a few awkward moments passed.

I searched my mind for a conversation starter before settling on something safe. “So… how did you and Katie meet?”

“I did her taxes.” Mark shuffled the steaks onto plates and brought them over to the table. “They were a mess before I got a hold of them. Now she has plenty of write-offs, what with starting her own agency.”

A deep dive into Katie’s financial situation wasn’t what I had in my mind when I asked the question. I knew she had left her old agency after the debacle with me and my blown recording contract. Whether she went on her own or they fired her wasn’t clear. That she had struck out on her own and had plenty to write-off meant she was likely in the red. It was more information than I felt comfortable knowing. Hopefully, Mark didn’t go around blabbing about Katie’s tax situation to anyone who asked.

Mark sipped his beer and stared at me as a shit-eating grin rose on his face. He stole a glance back toward the kitchen and leaned in conspiratorially. “I bet Daisy’s a real wild one in bed, huh?”

What the actual fuck was this guy getting on about? “Uhhh….” I chuckled awkwardly, trying to find a delicate way to tell him to mind his own fucking business.

Mark grinned and nodded as if I had confirmed his suspicions. “She got some crazy kinks? I bet you’ve got some real war stories… Am I right?” He cackled like a cookie-cutter villain, and I squirmed in my seat.

“No war stories,” I said, forcing a smile. “All’s quiet on the western front.”

Mark laughed louder, nodding as if sharing an inside joke. “You two ever swing?”

My jaw dropped but before I could answer, the calvary arrived to bail me out.

“We’re back.” Daisy smiled at us, strolling toward the table carrying a tray of drinks, napkins, and silverware.

Katie followed close behind, carrying plates, bread, and a giant salad bowl.

I jumped up and helped the ladies set the table, grateful for the distraction, while Mark turned off the grill and opened another bottle of beer.

As I placed the napkins at each setting, Daisy leaned in and whispered. “Did I hear him ask you if we were swingers?”

I glanced at her, grimaced, and nodded. “Unfortunately.”

“Eww… that’s just gross.”

“What are you two whispering about?” Katie asked as she placed the salad and sat down.

Daisy turned to face her friend. “JD was asking about the hot tub.”

Katie frowned. “What about it?”

Daisy turned to me as if I should figure out how to answer.

Without thinking, I blurted out the first thing that popped into my head. “I… uhhh… was wondering about getting into the hot tub after dinner.”

“Sounds wonderful,” Mark said, holding up his beer while he leered at Daisy’s chest.

Katie shot Mark a sideways glance before smiling at me. “You beat me to the punch. I was going to suggest the same thing. We have a lot to celebrate.”

Dinner passed without further incident. I helped Katie and Daisy with the dishes while Mark prepared the hot tub. By the time we were ready to get in, night had fallen, and a cool bite hung in the sweet summer air.

While Mark was inside helping Katie with drinks, I slipped into the hot tub and Daisy followed close behind.

The hot water soothed my muscles, and a wave of relaxation settled over me. I sank back onto the underwater bench and sighed with pleasure. “That feels amazing.”

Daisy dipped low, crouching in the center of the hot tub, letting the bubbling froth swirl around her chest. She eyed me with a seductive smile as she climbed onto my lap and wrapping her long legs around my waist. She leaned in close, settling the weight of her breasts against my chest. “You know what else feels amazing?” She inched closer until our lips met and our tongues swirled together. As we made out, she worked her fingers through my hair and ground her hips in my lap, arousing my slumbering giant.

A long moment later, we broke the kiss and Daisy eyed me, still grinding my achingly hard cock. “I want you so bad.”

As she spoke, her warm breath tickled my upper lip, and my head flashed with a sudden, urgent need to take her. I peered over my shoulder toward the house and lowered my voice to a whisper. “Baby, they’ll be here any minute. We can fuck all night long, but not in front of Katie. And especially not in front of Mark.”

“That guy gives me the creeps,” Katie said. “Remind me to check and see if he’s a registered sex offender.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and cradled her ass in my hands, pressing her tight against my bulge. “I don’t know what Katie sees in him.”

Daisy shrugged. “Katie is way out of his league. She looks amazing, don’t you think?”

There wasn’t a jealous bone in Daisy’s body. Besides, I knew what she wanted. “She looks incredible.”

“Can you imagine the three of us fucking right now in this hot tub?” Daisy bit her lip and her eyes registered full-tilt lust. “You would stuff us full of your giant cock. I’m getting wet just thinking about it.” Daisy dipped her hand lower, sliding her fingers inside the waistband of my swim trunks. She cradled my throbbing cock, rolling my tip through her nimble fingers. “Baby… please fuck me. Just for a second?” She circled her fingers around my shaft and stroked, humping me with renewed vigor, causing the water to slosh around us.

“Daisy, we can’t do this.” I stole another glance toward the house.

The sound of Katie and Mark’s voice came from the back porch and Daisy sighed, sliding back on my lap. Her shoulders sagged with disappointment. “Okay. But I’m not giving up on the threesome idea.” She glanced past me toward the back porch. “When they get out here, follow my lead.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What do you have planned?”

“Nothing sinister. I just need to push the right buttons.” She gave me an evil grin, leaned forward, and nibbled on my lower lip before finding my tongue with hers. As we deepened the kiss, Daisy stroked my cock with one hand and ran her fingers through my hair with the other.

The sound of the door to the house squeaking open brought us back to reality.

Daisy released my cock and slid off my lap, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Remember. Follow my lead.”

“Be good.” I barely got the words out before Katie appeared beside the hot tub, carrying a tray laden with champagne flutes.

Mark followed close behind with a small cooler in one hand and a fresh beer in the other. I hadn’t been tracking Mark’s alcohol consumption, but he was easily on beer number five or six since we sat down to eat. He wasn’t exactly wasted, but he was well on his way, and he would undoubtedly fail a Breathalyzer if he was stupid enough to drive.

Katie set the tray down on a table beside the pool. “A little bubbly for us to celebrate”.

“Katie, I can’t drink champagne,” I said.

“Same goes for me,” Daisy said as she squeezed in beside me on the bench. She slid her palm along my inner thigh before settling her fingers on the outline of my rock hard cock.

“Good,” Katie said. “That makes three of us.” She turned to face us. Her gazed settled on me before she next spoke. “I haven’t had a drop since the night Chris passed. The champagne is really sparkling grape juice.”

My stomach dipped with a fit of butterflies. Katie gave up booze the same day as me? She didn’t even have a drinking problem. “In that case, keep the coming.”

Mark, who had become more brazen with his open ogling of Daisy, climbed into the hot tub and took the seat nearest the buxom brunette.

“Does my drinking bother you?” Mark asked while he stared at Daisy, slightly slurring his words.

Daisy pushed even closer to me, and I wrapped my arm around her waist, giving her a tight squeeze. She gazed at me as if deferring the question.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I was never much of a beer guy, anyway.”

“Good.” Mark smiled and hoisted his beer bottle. “Should we toast?”

“Wait,” Katie said. “Let me hand out the drinks first.” Katie distributed the filled flutes to me and Daisy before she removed her sarong and climbed into the hot tub, drink in hand.

Channeling my inner Mark, my gaze drifted to Katie’s tight ass ensconced in a glossy black bikini bottom every bit as form fitting as Daisy’s. Her lithe hips gave way to a trim waist and a flat, toned tummy. Unlike Daisy, Katie’s skin tone was more coconut than honey, but every bit as sweet.

Katie sank down onto the bench beside me, leaving Mark on the other side of the hot tub. She raised her glass and smiled. “To fresh friendships and new beginnings. May we find prosperity and excitement.”

Daisy chimed in next. “And to a summer where anything is possible.”

The ladies turned to me, and I kept my champagne flute raised while I locked my eyes on Katie. “And to a chance to make right with the past.”

Katie smiled sweetly and nodded.

Mark chimed in, turning his gaze on Daisy. “Bottoms up or bottoms off if the mood strikes.”

Katie rolled her eyes. The four of us leaned in, clinked our glasses, and toasted to the future.

Mark floated closer to Daisy, sliding along the bench until inches separated them.

“I have an idea,” Daisy said. She used her question as cover to float away from Mark, stopping in the middle of the hot tub while she took us in. “Let’s play truth or dare.”

Mark’s eyes lit up, and he grinned like a lottery winner. “Best idea I’ve heard all night.”

Katie raised an eyebrow. “Seriously, Daisy? No offense, but I really don’t want to watch you and JD have sex in the hot tub. Besides, aren’t we a little old for truth or dare?”

Daisy rolled her eyes. “Who said anything about having sex? And nobody said you had to take a dare. You can do a truth instead.” She floated toward me, sliding between my legs before turning around and guiding my arms around her waist. Daisy perched on the edge of the bench while pressing her ass backward against my still hard cock.

Daisy was up to no good, but with our goals aligned, I saw no reason not to jump in with both feet. I held her tight, snuggling her back against me. “I promise to keep my pants on, and so does Daisy. Right Daisy?” I tightened my hold on her, and Daisy giggled.

“Fine,” Daisy said. “We will keep it PG… mainly.” She grinned back at me over her shoulder.

Mark frowned at Katie. “What’s the harm if clothes fly? It’s not like JD hasn’t seen you in your birthday suit a million times before.”

Katie glared at Mark. “We aren’t dating, and why would you want another man to see me naked?”

“It’s harmless fun,” Mark said.

Katie gazed at her boyfriend, clearly annoyed. “You haven’t seen Daisy naked, and I want to keep it that way. Even if my best friend is a bit of an exhibitionist, I’m sure JD doesn’t appreciate you ogling his girlfriend like you’ve been doing all day.” Her eyes simmered with heat.

“Easy kids,” I said. “No need for all the angst.”

Daisy pulled my arms tighter around her chest until her back rested, flat against me. “Sorry, Katie. I thought we would all have a little fun. I didn’t mean to stir the pot.”

Katie’s expression softened, and she turned to face her friend. “Fine. But I get to go first. And the top stays on. Got it?”

Mark deflated beside me as his smile faded, but only slightly.

Daisy grinned with satisfaction. “Agreed. The top stays on, and you can go first. You’re up.”

A satisfied smile appeared on Katie’s face as she surveyed each of us, as if figuring out who she wanted to target. When her eyes settled on me, I wasn’t surprised.

“JD, truth or dare?” Katie’s grin widened and Daisy giggled, squirming her rear-end against my perpetually hard cock.

I wouldn’t have put it past Katie to make me perform some sort of humiliating dare. After all, I deserved it. At this point in my life, I couldn’t afford any secrets. I was an open book. The only secret I held was the one Daisy and I kept regarding our mutual desire to bring Katie into our little family. If she asked me that question, I wouldn’t lie, but I doubted that would come up. “Truth.”

Katie nodded. “Good.” She frowned and stared at me as if thinking. “Hmm… what to ask?” Finally, she blurted out her question. “After everything that happened between us, did you ever really love me?”

“That’s what you want to know?” Daisy chuckled with disbelief. “I know the answer to this question, and I’ve told you this a million times.”

Katie glared at her best friend. “I want to hear it from JD. Especially now that’s he’s sober.”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and stole a sideways glance at Mark. “No offense. Okay?”

Mark raised his beer and nodded as if consenting. “No skin off my nose, mate.”

Katie waited, her expression expectant. She leaned forward as if she had pinned all her hope on how I answered.

I gazed directly into Katie’s bright, beautiful, hazel eyes. “Are you sure you want to hear the truth?”

Katie furrowed her brow as a look of worry passed over her face. “Yes. I need to know.”

I sighed and found Daisy’s hand before lacing my fingers with hers. “A day hasn’t passed without me thinking about you. You were my first true love. Yes. I loved you.”

Tears welled in Katie’s eyes, and she gave me a watery smile. “Thank you. For a long time, I doubted myself. I wasn’t sure what with everything that happened.”

By everything,
 Katie meant the women I used as fuck puppets whenever I got loaded on the road. “I’m sorry, Katie. Truly, I am. I can’t change what I did, but if I could go back, I promise you I would make different choices.”

Teardrops rolled down Katie’s cheeks and her chin quivered. “Thank you,” she said, meeting my gaze. “I forgive you.”

It felt as if I’d checked the last box on Chris’s task list. “In Chris’s last letter to me, he asked me to make up to you for my past mistakes. I promise that I’ll do my best to make that happen this summer and beyond.”

“Well put,” Mark said. “I appreciate you apologizing to Katie. It means a lot to her and to me.” His words came out slurred. He floated across the pool and awkwardly draped his arm around Katie’s shoulder. He patted her shoulder like one would a dog who had performed a trick. If it was a sign of affection, it said a lot about the state of their intimacy.

The cringe-inducing moment left me searching for a segue. I cleared my throat and was about to speak up when Daisy chimed in.

“Who’s next?” Daisy asked.

As if seeking an out from his awkward mauling of Katie, Mark raised his hand. “I’ll go.” He floated away from Katie and took up his spot an inch closer to me and Daisy than he was before. To no one’s surprise, Mark turned to Daisy. “Daisy, truth or dare?”

Daisy squeezed my hands — hard. This game was her idea, so I opted for silence. Daisy was a big girl. She could handle Mark without me intervening.

Katie groaned and covered her eyes with her hand. “God, Mark. Please don’t embarrass yourself.”

Mark glared at Katie. “I’m playing the same game as you. Don’t worry.” His words had turned into outright slush.

“Truth,” Daisy said, to no one’s surprise.

Mark’s jaw dropped as he leered at Daisy, not trying to hide his disappointment. “I thought this was truth or dare. Isn’t anyone going to take a dare?”

“Leave her alone or move on,” Katie said. Her irritation with Mark was on full display.

“Fine,” Mark said. He gazed upward for a moment as if thinking before his smile widened and he turned his full attention to Daisy. “Have you ever been in, or would you ever consider, an open relationship?”

“That’s just gross,” Katie said. “Daisy, don’t answer him. He’s drunk.”

Mark rolled his eyes. “Why do you have to be so fucking sensitive? Isn’t the idea of this game to provoke?”

“I don’t mind answering,” Daisy said.

Katie folded her arms over her chest and glared at Mark. She remained silent, but her clenched jaw told me she was on the edge of punching her drunken boyfriend.

Mark turned back to Daisy, gazing at her with rapt attention.

“I have never been in an open relationship,” she said, before settling the full weight of her gaze on Katie. “And I would never open my relationship with JD to another man. But if the right woman came along, we might have some fun.”

Katie’s cheeks turned bright red, and she averted her eyes, suddenly finding great interest in the hot tub’s churning surface.

Mark ran his hand over his face as if he couldn’t believe his ears. “So, you two have had threesomes? Good God.” He blurted out the words as if he weren’t thinking.

Daisy’s blatant proposition seemed to have passed right over Mark’s half-bald head. “We have not had a threesome,” I said, quickly putting an end to whatever fantasy Mark had concocted in his head.

Katie seemed so lost in embarrassment that she either didn’t register what Mark had said or didn’t care.

Rather than let Mark continue to make an ass out of himself, I jumped in to ask the next question. I really didn’t want to ask anyone anything, but I was afraid if I didn’t appease Mark, the situation could quickly unravel. In my attempt to control the chaos, I turned to Mark. “Mark, truth or dare.”

“Dare,” Mark said without a hint of hesitation as he eyed Daisy greedily.

As soon as we started the game, I knew I would use my turn on Mark. I also knew he would choose dare. The trick was to construct a dare that would satisfy him without embarrassing Katie or the rest of us.

“Mark, I dare you to slam an entire beer.” Mark was already drunk, so one more beer wouldn’t do much except to speed him along the road to unconsciousness.

“That’s it?” He frowned. “Dude… I can do that in my sleep.” He went to his cooler and pulled out a fresh beer, popping it open before turning back to face us. “Bottoms up, kids.” He tipped back his beer and guzzled it, taking it down in a matter of seconds.

Katie smiled at me, thanking me with her eyes while Daisy nuzzled in tighter against me, looked up, and kissed me softly on the chin. “You’re a good man.” She whispered the words so only I could hear before turning back to watch Mark finish his chugging dare.

Mark finished with a smile. He stretched out his arms and took a bow, grinning from ear to ear. “Round one complete. Bring on round two.”

“I haven’t gone,” Daisy said.

Mark’s eyes flashed with lecherous desire. “That’s right. My bad, little lady. Are you asking me truth or dare?”

Daisy ignored him and turned to Katie, her eyes glimmering. “Katie, truth or dare.”

This entire game was a setup for this question. Daisy had to know that Katie would opt for the truth. Would her question spark a fresh fight? Surely, she wouldn’t embarrass Katie, would she? I gazed at Katie, my curiosity fully aroused.

“Truth,” Katie said, smiling at her friend. “I swear to God if you make me regret this, I’ll kill you.”

“I’ll be good,” Daisy said.

Katie leveled her gaze at her best friend as if daring her. “Ask.”

“What’s the one thing you want more than anything in the world?” Daisy asked her.

I frowned. That was a complete softball question. This entire game was a setup for that question? Whatever. I trusted Daisy to know what she was doing.

Katie held Daisy’s gaze for a moment before Katie’s eyes flickered to me and her cheeks once again blossomed red. “A family.”

“You have a family,” Daisy said, pressing her.

Katie’s eyes locked onto met mine, holding for a long second before she answered. “A baby. I want a baby.”

My stomach dipped, and my head swooned. She wanted a baby? Then it hit me. She wanted my baby. Holy shit. The revelation left me reeling.

Mark snorted and mumbled something under his breath.

Katie turned on him. “What did you say?”

Mark turned his ire on his girlfriend. “I said we would have to have unprotected sex in order for you to have a baby.” He spoke slowly and clearly, as if making sure his drunkenness didn’t impede her understanding him.

“I didn’t say I was ready to have a baby this minute.”

Mark turned back to Daisy and me, ignoring Katie. “It’s condom city with this one.” He thumbed in Katie’s direction. “We have never once had unprotected sex.”

“I’m allergic to the pill, you ass,” Katie said, her voice rising with anger.

“You could get an IUD,” Mark said. “Just once, I’d like to….” He let his words trail off before he turned back to face us. “We’ve had sex one time in the last three months. She wants a baby without sex. Can you imagine? I bet you two did it more than that this morning alone.”

Tears welled in Katie’s eyes, and she angrily stood before sloshing her way out of the hot tub. As she strode across the deck, she ripped her towel off the back of the chair and headed for the house. The door slammed behind her, leaving the three of us alone in the hot tub.

What we just witnessed was the same level of toxicity she had experienced with me. She didn’t deserve it then, and she didn’t deserve it now.

“I should go apologize,” Mark said as he set aside his beer and gazed toward the house.

The door to the house abruptly opened and Katie came out, her eyes red with tears. “JD and Daisy, I’m sorry the evening ended this way. The bus will pick us up tomorrow morning at nine. Be ready.” She turned to Mark. “You can sleep on the couch. I hid your keys.” With that, she turned and disappeared.
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A
 s dawn’s first light seeped through our bedroom blinds, I crawled out of bed. With the tour starting, I was too excited to sleep. Even if that was true, my daily routine included rising early to meditate, work out, and drink a pot of coffee. Occasionally, I would skip the meditation or the work out, but the coffee bean was my spiritual anchor.

I quietly dressed and left Daisy curled up beneath a mountain of warm blankets, her bare ass out as she sprawled, face down, across the bed.

The house was quiet except for the low, rhythmic rumble of Mark’s snores coming from the couch in the family room. As I passed him on the way to the kitchen, I eyed him stretched out using a couple of throw pillows and a sofa blanket. Hopefully, the sounds and scent of the brewing coffee wouldn’t wake him. Making small talk with Mark Miller wasn’t how I imagined kick-starting my day.

I had grown to love the magic of mornings when twilight turned into a brand new day. As quietly as possible, I moved through the kitchen, preparing the coffee as I assembled all the fixings the ladies liked to put in their brew. Just as the coffee maker percolated its last drop, a familiar voice greeted me.

“JD? What are you doing up so early?” Katie whispered, stealing a glance over her shoulder toward the family room as if she didn’t want to wake Mark.

When I looked up, my eyes fell on Katie standing in the kitchen. She wore a baggy gray t-shirt with a faded Mickey Mouse on the front and a pair of over-sized shorts that looked big enough to fit me. She had drawn her long auburn locks into a messy ponytail, and her hazel eyes registered surprise.

From her polished red toenails to the tip of her button nose, all five-feet-two inches of her looked adorable. I resisted the urge to scoop her up, plant her tight little bottom on the kitchen counter, and ravage her with kisses like I’d done a million times before. That old familiar ache of longing woke inside me, growling like a hungry, hibernating bear eyeing a red steak. An involuntary grin spread across my face. “Good morning to you, too.”

Katie smiled and relaxed, stepping closer. “Sorry. Good morning. I’m just… well… I’m surprised to see you up before noon.”

I glanced over her shoulder at a still slumbering Mark, then leaned in and whispered, “I’ll meet you out on the deck with a cup of coffee? We can catch up. Just the two of us.”

Katie glanced at the coffeepot and the mix of creamers I had arranged on the countertop. She frowned. “I like it —”

“I know how you like your coffee,” I said, cutting her off. “Give me a little credit.”

Katie flashed me a conciliatory smile and nodded. “See you out back.” She turned on her heel and headed toward the back door. I swore she gave her ass a little twist, like she knew I was watching.

I poured two extra-large cups of coffee and fixed Katie’s mug just the way she liked it. When I arrived out back, I found her reclining in a chair at the round table, gazing toward the sunrise breaking over the horizon.

I handed her the over-sized mug with steam curling from the top. “Just the way you like it. And it’s extra hot.”

Katie smiled up at me and took the mug with both hands. She pulled it to her lips and sipped. “Mmmm…. Yours is way better than mine.”

I pulled a chair up beside Katie and sat to watch the sunrise with her. “To be fair, I’ve devoted a lot of time to craft the perfect pot. I’m sort of obsessed with coffee.”

Katie’s laughter played like an old favorite song I hadn’t heard in a very long time. I reclined, stretched out my legs, and sipped my coffee. “Remind me where we’re heading first.”

“Tomorrow afternoon we’re in Hutchinson, Kansas. You and Daisy are playing the state fair.” She gave me a sideways glance. “I promise there’s a method to my madness.”

I shook my head and gazed at the rising sun. “Whatever you say, boss. I trust you, and honestly, I’m just happy to perform.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Katie gazing at me, sipping her coffee as her smile remained. “Where’s Daisy?”

I turned to her with my eyebrow raised. “You know her better than me. She’s not exactly an early riser.”

Katie laughed, and her amusement touched her eyes. “The old you wasn’t an early riser either. I wasn’t sure if you had rubbed off on her that way.”

I held her gaze. “She gave up booze for me. I’m not about to push my luck.”

“She was never much of a drinker. It wasn’t an enormous sacrifice.” Katie seemed to lean in toward me as she pulled her knees up tight against her chest.

Katie had made plenty of sacrifices to support me, including her heart and her career. “Daisy isn’t the only one who gave up drinking.”

Katie turned away from me, staring out toward the sunrise as if embarrassed. “After watching the disease consume you, it was an easy decision.”

My heart ached for her. I had put her through hell. “Katie….” My voice trembled unexpectedly, and my vision blurred with tears. The sudden shift in my emotion caught us both off guard.

Katie frowned, gazing at me with concern etched on her beautiful face. “JD, what’s wrong?” She picked up my hand in hers, giving it a comforting squeeze.

Her touch was electric, and I slid my hand in hers, holding it like a lifeline amid a raging storm. “Words can’t express how sorry I am for my abhorrent behavior. A lifetime isn’t enough to make up for my past. But —”

“Stop.” She cut me off and inched toward me, deepening our hand hold. It was her turn for watery eyes. “I told you last night that I forgive you. You’re alive and that’s all that matters.” Her voice quivered as her chin trembled.

Her next move surprised me. She sat up and leaned in, kissing me softly on the lips. Just as abruptly, she broke off the kiss and brought her lips to my ears. She whispered, “I never stopped loving you.”

She sat back and waited, gazing into my eyes to see if she’d gone too far. She hadn’t. “I never stopped loving you, either. I still haven’t.”

Katie sniffled and averted her gaze, turning back toward the sunrise, but she held my hand tight. “If you tell Daisy, I’ll deny I ever said it.”

I chuckled. “Daisy doesn’t care. Or don’t you remember her hot tub solicitation?”

A faint smile touched Katie’s lips, and she nodded, as if the news didn’t surprise her. We sat in silence, holding hands and watching the sunrise, until Katie spoke again. “I’m sorry about Mark. He’s not normally like that.” She stole a glance at me. “He was so nervous to meet you, and I think he overdid it. I’ve never seen him that drunk or act so brazenly toward Daisy.”

“I understand. It was hard to watch. It brought back memories of my own drunken behavior I’d just as soon leave in the past. Do you two normally get along?”

Katie sipped her coffee and stared down at her lap, brushing the back of my hand with her thumb. She was thinking about something, long and hard, giving her next sentence more weight than I expected. “When I met Mark, he was so sweet and attentive. We went everywhere together and liked all the same things. He was kind, patient, and while not the most handsome man in the world, he carried himself with confidence.”

Her words hit me hard. “He was everything I wasn’t.”

She let my words roll off her as if not choosing to respond. “In the last few months, we’ve spent a lot less time together. He also seems to have an unhealthy obsession with Daisy. Ever since he saw that viral video of you two performing at the Little Dipper, I’ve caught him re-watching it a few times.” She shrugged. “It’s only a music video, but something about the way he looks at Daisy disturbs me.”

That was more than I expected and worrisome. Why the hell was he coming on tour with us? “Should I worry that he’ll hurt her? Maybe it’s not a good idea for him to travel with us.”

Katie clenched her jaw tight and nodded. “I asked him not to come. In fact, I don’t want him to come. But as the key investor in my startup, he’s rather insistent.”

Now things were falling into place. Mark was funneling cash into Katie’s business, and he threatened to pull the plug if he couldn’t come along. What a great guy. “I see.”

“Mark wouldn’t hurt anybody. He’s not like that. He’s just….” She shrugged.

“Creepy as fuck,” I said, getting no argument from Katie. “I don’t think you should share a bed with him. In fact, I insist you don’t.”

“I can handle Mark,” Katie said. “I prefer to keep an eye on him.”

After the predatory behavior she just described, the thought of Mark touching Katie made me sick. “You let him… you know… try to make babies with you?”

Katie laughed, but this time it didn’t touch her eyes. “No. We haven’t had sex in months.”

“Why don’t you break it off with him?” But as soon as I asked, I knew why. He controlled the purse strings.

Katie held my gaze as the light bulb went off in my head. “I’ve tried. It’s been a long few months.”

I gritted my teeth as raw anger swept through me. “If we get the money together, can you buy him out?”

“The provision in our contract gives me one year to buy him out. After that, he’s locked in and owns fifty percent. Every decision will require his approval.” The words seemed to take a physical toll on her.

“Since we signed contracts with you, that means Mark could own a piece of me and….?”

“Daisy,” she said, finishing my sentence. “I’m gambling everything on this tour. I will use the revenue from whatever record deal we sign and buy out Mark’s share of the company. But we need that deal as soon as the LA show. If I don’t make him happy until then, he can pull funding and kill the tour whenever he wants.”

I sighed. No pressure or anything. “Christ, Katie. I’m sorry. How much do we need to buy him out?”

Fresh tears welled in her eyes. “A hundred thousand dollars.”

I covered my face with my hand and winced.

“This is my problem. Not yours or Daisy’s. I’m prepared to tear up the contracts and let you two walk away. We’ll cancel the tour and you’re not out anything.”

“Forget it. I’m not doing that to you, and I think I can speak for Daisy when I say she won’t do that either. We’re here for you through thick and thin. That’s what family does.”

Tears rolled freely down her cheeks, and she nodded. “Thank you. You don’t know how relieved I am to hear you say that. If, for whatever reason, we don’t get the money we need, I’ll dissolve the company and find another way to pay back Mark. You two can sign with another agent.”

That wasn’t happening. I would never let her do that, but now wasn’t the time to argue that point. I turned to face her, holding her gaze. “And leave you at his mercy? Not on my watch. We’ll get the money. I promise.”
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W
 e didn’t leave the next morning. In fairness to Katie, the tour bus, scheduled to arrive at nine, arrived closer to three in the afternoon. Katie started out irritated, but by lunchtime, the blood vessel in her forehead pulsed and her cheeks had turned a bright shade of crimson as she paced the house, unloading on some poor customer service rep.

Meanwhile, Mark spent the morning nursing a hangover before disappearing into the bedroom for a few hours. He emerged fresh-faced and smiling.

Mark then put on a masterclass with an apology tour that started with Daisy before making the rounds to both Katie and me. After what Katie had told me about Mark’s underhanded dealings, the conciliatory man who spent the midday hours falling on his sword didn’t seem like the same man Katie had painted as a wolf in sheep’s clothing. Mark promised that his repugnant behavior was an aberration that wouldn’t happen again.

But I’d been down that road too many times to count, making promises I couldn’t keep on the heels of a bender. While I was sure Mark meant what he said, time and the urge to drink had a funny way of turning promises on their head.

Daisy and I agreed that if his drinking continued, he couldn’t ride in our bus. I couldn’t live with that behavior while maintaining my sobriety. Katie had endured enough for a lifetime, and I wouldn’t have her put up with yet another raging alcoholic.

When the bus finally arrived, it was a far cry from the Thundercat. First and most importantly, the tour bus was an actual bus, not an RV. It was huge with two full sized bedrooms, a bathroom big enough to fit five in the shower alone, and a lush family room complete with every technological gizmo known to man.

Besides the cavernous shower stall, the bathroom came equipped with a soaking tub arrayed with water jets. Visions of Daisy and I immersed in its heavenly waters danced through my head.

Plasma TVs hung in each bedroom, and a mega-sized flat screen hung in the family room. The place was wired with high-speed Internet, surround sound, and it even had its own gaming computer if you were into that sort of thing. A fully functional, gourmet kitchen took up the middle of the bus, providing equal access for passengers riding in the front or back.

King-sized beds fit comfortably in each bedroom, along with a dresser and a walk-in closet. The bedrooms also had adjoining half-bathrooms with dual sinks.

As we took the grand tour, I wondered if Mark’s money was footing the bill or if Katie’s fledgling talent agency was covering the expense. The bus wasn’t cheap. Katie had signed Savannah to a contract, but the ink had barely dried on that deal. Katie had negotiated Savanah’s movie deal. While I didn’t know the specifics, that alone wouldn’t provide enough money to cover the expense of a big-time tour.

Right now, Katie needed Daisy and me more than ever. This was my chance to make things right. I vowed to give the tour everything I had.

Somewhere in Kansas, we stopped for dinner at a roadside diner, and by the time we were back on the road, the sun had long since set. We hadn’t yet arrived at Hutchinson, Kansas, which was our first stop.

Katie assured us she built time into the calendar for these kinds of setbacks, and she promised we would still make our first show with room to spare. The stress lines etched on her pristine face left me feeling gutted. I offered a dozen times to help her with anything, but she refused, telling me this was part of her job. She said the best way I could help was to put on a great show.

Daisy and I vowed to make that happen. We had spent the weeks since our impromptu concert working on our set list and writing new songs. I had dredged up a few songs I’d written years ago that didn’t work for me, but fit Daisy like they belonged to her. It was as if the old me had planned for her entrance into my life.

One of our new songs was an original duet that we weren’t ready to unveil. The song would be a closer that would bring the house down. The format of our shows had Daisy performing as the opening act, then I would perform most of my set solo. There were a few songs where she would join me, as a backup singer, but the duet would be our crown jewel. Even Katie agreed that our new song sounded like a number one hit.

Mark spent the first evening on the bus blending into the background. Unlike last night in the hot tub, he was completely sober and spent most of his time buried in his laptop, leaving Katie alone.

Besides the bus, Katie worked with a tour manager who owned moving our equipment from city to city, including setting up and tearing down after every show. I asked Katie about the possibility of Adam and Jane joining the tour in place of the stand in musicians she had hired to start off the tour with us. It turned out she had already reached out to them before mumbling something about ruining surprises.

From then on, I shut up and did as she asked. It was her job to manage the details, and my job to sing. After we left the roadside restaurant, Daisy and I spent an hour practicing and going over our set list before getting ready for bed.

I sat on the end of our king-sized bed, pulling off my jeans as the tour bus rolled across rural Kansas. It felt strange but good to be back on the road, and I was happy it wasn’t me doing the driving for once. I tossed my jeans aside and pulled off my T-shirt just as Daisy arrived from our bathroom.

Daisy wore a glossy pink silk robe decorated with big, bright tropical flowers. The loosely cinched robe ended just below her ass, revealing her toned legs, tanned to golden perfection. Her lustrous raven hair tumbled over her shoulders, and even though she had removed her makeup, Daisy’s plump lips glistened, practically begging for a kiss.

She picked up the remote control from our nearby dressing and turned on our TV before navigating to an entertainment channel. “Katie said Extra might have a piece on our tour. Do you mind if we check?”

I had never been one to watch entertainment news, but I was happy to let Daisy watch whatever she wanted if it meant I got to watch her. “Sure.”

With a tube of lotion in hand, she sat down on the bed beside me, forcing the front of her loose robe open.

As the TV flickered to life, I stole a glance in Daisy’s direction.

Arousal stirred deep in my loins, and I resisted the urge to tug at the robe’s loose sash and have my way with her. But watching her apply lotion to legs that already looked silky soft always turned me on. I bided my time, watching as she absent-mindedly gazed up at the TV mounted on the wall.

Daisy popped open the large plastic tube of lotion. She squirted a pearly white glob onto her palm and hoisted one of her perfectly tanned legs. As she worked the lotion into her calf muscle, her robe fell open further, revealing most of her natural treasures hidden beneath.

Her bare breast jiggled slightly inside her robe, all but her nipple visible as she worked the lotion up and down her leg. A slight smile quirked her lips, as she caught me watching her out of the corner of her eye.

My cock stiffened in my briefs, pulsing as it unfurled. My nostrils flared, and I licked the dryness from my lips, gazing at the erotic display. The tropical scent of her lotion swirled around me, sharpening my arousal like a surgeon’s scalpel. I wanted her, entertainment news be damned.

Daisy’s hands rode high up her inner thigh, applying the lotion until her leg glistened where the robe barely covered her lady parts. She turned to face me, eyes glittering with amusement as she tucked a lock of her raven hair behind her ear. “Can I help you with something?”

My eyes wandered over her upper thighs where her robe teased the edge of her freshly shaven kitty. The sash on her robe had slipped, fully revealing one of her round, ripe breasts. Her swollen, dark pink areola and stiff nipple looked every bit as hard as my cock, now bulging in my briefs. “Can you blame me? It’s been almost twenty-fours. I’m in dire need of my Daisy fix.”

Daisy pulled free the last inch of her sash and let her robe fall open, revealing her naked body beneath. “Then what are you waiting for?”

A familiar name blared from the mouth of a reporter on TV, breaking the spell. We both turned and stared up at the TV.

“Does A-lister Savannah Adams have a new beau?” The smooth smile of the entertainment reporter gave way to a shaky video featuring Savannah walking hand-in-hand with a tall, muscular, dark-haired man with a five-o’clock shadow and a pair of aviator glasses.

I frowned and sat upright while Daisy did the same. She closed her robe, tightening the sash as the reporter droned on.

“Savannah Adams was spotted out and about with her hunky co-star, Beau Reese. The two are currently filming their upcoming action movie, Gideon’s Gambit.”

My frown deepened. “Savannah never mentioned him to me.”

Daisy glanced over at me, giving me a wry smile. “Someone’s jealous.”

I turned to face her. “I’m not jealous.”

Daisy chuckled, clearly amused by my expression, before she leaned in and kissed me on the lips. “You’re adorably jealous.”

“Why wouldn’t she tell me if she’s seeing someone?”

Daisy’s gaze dropped to my muscled chest before she ran her hands over my shoulders and pecs. “Who says she’s seeing that guy?”

I dropped my gaze to the front of her robe, where it had, once again, fallen open, revealing plenty of deep cleavage. My cock stirred with fresh arousal. I wrapped my arm around her waist and cradling her ass in my palm. “They’re holding hands? Isn’t that enough?”

Daisy floated closer and leaned in, kissing my neck as she worked her way higher. Her warm breath fluttered inside my ear, sending chills racing down my spine. “Baby, you held Katie’s hand this morning by the pool. Are you dating her?”

My cock hardened, pushing against the tight constraint of my briefs. “Not yet.”

Daisy giggled. “Correct.” Using the tip of her tongue, she traced the outline of my ear before she slipped inside with a soft moan. Her warm breath curled down my ear, turning my legs into melted gelatin. “Then how about you turn that frown upside down?” She slid her hands inside my briefs and found my stiff, cock, working it between her fingers as her lips grazed the soft skin behind my ear.

I tugged on the sash to Daisy’s robe, freeing her body for me to explore. I filled my palm with her soft, round breast and gently squeezed, savoring the sensation of her nipple raking my flesh.

Daisy backed off my ear and met my gaze, her eyes smoldering with molten lust. “Baby, I need you.” She stood, retrieved the TV remote, and clicked it off. “Get in bed. I want to ride you.”

I pulled off my briefs, and my stiff cock sprang free. Without another word, I stood long enough to pull back the covers and climb under the crisp, cool sheets.

Daisy smiled at me and started to pull off her robe when the muted sound of Mark’s angry voice carried through the walls.

His tone was angry, but his words weren’t completely decipherable. But the word baby came through loud and clear.

Daisy and I gazed toward the wall as we heard Katie respond, also yelling, but not nearly as loud. Whatever she said was indistinguishable.

Their back and forth went on for another thirty seconds before the sound of a slamming door made Daisy jump. She whirled to face me as she pulled her robe tight. “I’ve got to check on her.”

I started to push myself out of bed as a kernel of anger sparked inside me. “If he did anything to hurt her —” The sound of knocking came from our bedroom door, and I froze.

Daisy whirled toward the door and tugged it open. A sobbing Katie appeared in our doorway, clad in a fluffy white robe. Her red-rimmed eyes were puffy with crying. Tears glistened on her cheeks, and she sniffled as Daisy pulled Katie into her arms.

“What happened?” Daisy held Katie tight and kicked the door shut behind her.

“Mark…he…he…got mad because I wouldn’t….” Katie gazed over Daisy’s shoulder and met my eyes.

I was suddenly aware of how very naked I was beneath the sheets. My cheeks blossomed with heat, and I squirmed under the covers. “Did he hurt you?”

Katie shook her head as she sobbed into Daisy’s shoulder.

Daisy held her friend close, trying hard to console her. “Let’s sit down, sweetie.” Daisy guided her friend to our bed.

The women sat down on the edge of the bed with their backs to me. Katie leaned against Daisy’s shoulder, and her sobs turned to sniffles.

I eyed my briefs piled near the foot of the bed. If I acted fast, I could retrieve them and hustle back to bed, where I could put them on without Katie noticing. Before I put my plan into action, I paused, gazing at the Katie’s back. Why did I care? It wasn’t like she hadn’t seen me naked a million times already. “I’ll leave and let you two talk.”

Katie gazed back at me over Daisy’s shoulder. “No.” The word came out in a rush. As if catching herself, she relaxed and spoke again, this time without urgency. “Please don’t leave. I’ll be fine in a few minutes.”

Daisy didn’t seem concerned one way or the other as she focused entirely on her best friend. She reached for the tissue box on the bedside table and came away with a clump of tissues before handing them over to Katie. “Tell me what happened.”

Katie took the tissues and dabbed her eyes and nose. “He’s hung up on what I said last night about wanting a baby.”

Daisy rolled her eyes. “I’m sorry I brought it up.”

Katie shook her head. “No. It’s fine.” She drew back from Daisy long enough to spin around on the bed where she could face both of us. Clutching the wad of tissues, she took a deep breath as if to calm herself. “Mark asked me about my desire to start a family. I told him I wanted a family, someday, but that day wasn’t today. He pushed me on the subject, insisting that he stop using protection and that we have sex much more often.”

Daisy’s face twisted with disgust. “That’s creepy as fuck.”

Katie nodded. “I told him that with the stress of the tour, sex was the last thing on my mind. He kept pushing me, telling me he had needs that weren’t being met. When he started yelling, I left and here I am.”

I wasn’t sure how much Daisy knew about Mark’s financial hold over Katie. Since it wasn’t my story to tell, I figured Katie would tell Daisy whenever she was ready. “I’ll talk to him.” I started to throw back the covers and climb out of the bed, nudity be damned.

Katie’s eyes widened with desperation, and she tossed herself forward, latching onto my forearm. “JD, don’t.”

I froze with the covers draped around my waist, barely covering my half-inflated cock. “You can’t live like this.” I softened my tone, speaking with as much compassion as I could muster.

As Katie regarded me, our silent secret hung between us before she nodded. “I know.” She lowered her gaze and sniffled as she brought the tissue to her nose.

Daisy leaned forward and drew her friend into another hug. “You’ll sleep here tonight.”

Katie let out a dry chuckle. “Right. I’m not sleeping with you two. There’s a big soft couch in the family room. I’ll take that instead.”

My eyes widened in shock. I met Daisy’s gaze, silently pleading for her to back off.

Daisy only smiled at me demurely, then kissed Katie on the crown of her head. “The bed is big enough for five of us. Besides, we don’t trust Mark not to harass you in the middle of the night. It’s best you sleep here with us.”

Katie gazed up at me with her head resting firmly against Daisy’s chest. “Won’t that be a little…?” She shrugged. “Awkward?”

Despite my hesitance, my pulse quickened, thumping like an energized bunny. Beneath the covers, my cock stiffened with thoughts of my face buried between Katie’s big, creamy breasts, her taut, bite-sized nipples swelling between my lips. I would tease her flesh with my tongue, savoring her sweet buds as her old familiar moans played in my ear.

Daisy’s next words shook me from my revery. “It’s only awkward if we make it awkward.” She turned to me. “Right, baby?”

“Right. You’re more than welcome to sleep here.” My raging cock twitched beneath the sheets, pushing the material slightly as it pulsed. This was going to be a long night.

We spent the next thirty minutes consoling Katie. Eventually, she calmed down and even laughed as she put her run-in with Mark behind her. It wasn’t until shortly before Katie turned off the lights that the ladies fully joined me under the covers. Daisy slept in the middle of the bed, still wearing her robe. Katie only removed her robe after we turned off the lights, denying me the pleasure of eyeing her in her sleepwear.

The ladies snuggled together on the far side of the bed. Daisy spooned Katie while they whispered and occasionally giggled. Meanwhile, I tossed and turned, but sleep wouldn’t come. I was blue-balled after the repeated edging, making slumber elusive. By the time I finally drifted off to sleep, the heavy breathing indicative of sleep came from Daisy and Katie, who seemed a mile away.

As I slept, my dreams turned vivid with tender flesh, both golden and creamy writhing over my body. Daisy and Katie intertwined, their breasts mashed against my chest while my cock slid between Katie’s clamped thighs. Her warm pussy caressed my aching tip while her tongue twined inside my ear. My dream featured Daisy working her fingers in and out of Katie’s tight hole as she lay beside me, kissing her way up and down my neck.

The dream was so real and intense that I arched my back and moaned on the brink of orgasm. My vision faded and my consciousness crossed the boundary back into reality. My cock pulsed on the edge of a wet dream, the first I’d had in at least a decade.

As I blinked and eyed the dark room around me, my cock twitched, nestled inside the comforting space of something warm, wet, and suckling. A tongue slithered over my knob and the sweet sound of lips smacking off my white-hot rod chased away the sleep.

I glanced to my left and eyed Katie’s sleeping form. With her back to me, she appeared to be asleep while Daisy was nowhere in sight. I pulled back the covers and gazed down the length of my body.

Daisy slurped my cock using the flat of her tongue, to lick the length of my shaft like a dripping ice cream cone. With her eyes locked on mine, she sealed her lips around my manhood and bobbed up and down, taking me in so deep, my tip slipped down the back of her throat.

Fuzzy pleasure warped my brain, and I stifled the urge to groan. With my eyes glued on the smoldering brunette, I bucked my hips, fucking her pretty face.

Daisy’s robe was gone. Her bare breasts rode high up my thighs, with her stiff nipples dredging a path along my tender flesh. Her dark hair, draped over her shoulders and face, tickled my stomach and thighs, flowing like an ebony waterfall.

I was already on the verge of blowing a massive wad deep down the back of Daisy’s throat, and I wasn’t sure I could stifle my groans. My head swam with the sweet pulsing sensation of a looming orgasm. The pleasure dial was ratcheted to ten, and with all the edging, my orgasm promised to rock the seismograph. But coming so soon after waking wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted to bury my cock inside Daisy and pump her full of my white-hot seed. But could I pull it off with Katie fast asleep beside me? Maybe it was better just to come now and go back to sleep.

Daisy came off my cock with a quiet pop and smiled up at me, teasingly, as she toyed with my knob using the tip of her tongue. A rope of pearly cum connected my slit to her lower lip until she reached out with her tongue and slurped it up as if it were melted cheese falling off a slice of pizza.

My cock twitched, bucking sideways as I lurched with pleasure. Daisy’s warm breath curled over my shaft and her lips glistened with the moonlight streaming through the skylight above our bed.

As if reading my mind, Daisy crawled up my body, dragging her soft tits over my cock and higher, gliding them over my chest before she settled the weight of her naked body atop me.

We met face-to-face as Daisy worked her hips, gliding her soaking wet slit over my tender knob.

“I couldn’t just leave you blue-balled.” She searched my face with her probing gaze and kissed me softly. “Besides, I’m so horny I can’t sleep.”

I stole a glance at Katie and back up at Daisy. “Need I remind you that your best friend, aka my ex-girlfriend, is lying right next to us?”

As she guided my tip inside her tight, wet hole, Daisy’s face contorted with pleasure, and she bit her bottom lip as if to mute her moans of pleasure. Despite her self-imposed muzzle, a breathy moan escaped her lips as she rested her forehead against mine. “Baby, she sleeps like the dead. Nothing will wake her. I promise.”

Daisy’s breathing turned louder as she worked my cock deeper, taking me halfway inside her as waves of pleasure left me on the brink of blowing a massive load. “Pause.” The word came out forced and a little louder than I wanted. “I’m about to come. Give me a second.”

Daisy stopped churning her hips and kissed me up and down my neck. Her tongue curled inside my ear. “I love you so fucking much.”

My manhood pulsed, stretching her tight inner walls, and I grabbed hold of her ass with both hands, kneading her bubble butt between my open fingers. “That’s not helping.”

Daisy backed away just enough to meet my gaze. “Do you wish you were fucking Katie right now?”

Her teasing tone and mocking smile forced my hand. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. I plunged my cock deep inside her, buried my face in her shoulder and stifled a groan by latching onto her neck with my lips and sucking. The pleasure was nearly unbearable as visions of coming deep inside the creamy, auburn-haired beauty flooded my mind. Would she willingly impregnate herself with our child? The thought alone left me trembling beneath Daisy.

Daisy giggled and matched my pumping cock with her hips, moving in a fast, even tempo. “You don’t know how much it turns me on that you want us both. Would you give her a baby?”

“Yes.” The word came out in a sharp hiss. I pumped my hips, sliding in and out, plunging into her buttery depths as the bedsprings let out a sharp squeaking sound.

Daisy found my mouth with hers. Our lips parted, and our tongues swirled together. She rocked atop me, taking my deep strokes, her face warped with pleasure.

With Katie beside us, our fucking was tamed and measured as if we were on a leash. Yet somehow, it was the most erotic moment of my life. Hungry to control the pace, I clutched Daisy’s ass and flipped her over, doing my best to not disturb Katie.

Daisy moaned her pleasure into my mouth and coiled her arms around my neck. She arched her back and settled her head onto my pillow as I nestled between her parted legs.

I adjusted her body, guiding her up the bed as I brought her hips in line under me. With my hands cradling her ass, I broke off the kiss and gazed into her eyes, pumping her slow and deep.

Daisy’s eyes filled with a hazy lust. She wrapped her long, limber legs around my waist and locked her ankles tight behind me, using her hips to draw me in deeper.

With stifled grunts, I plowed the raven-haired goddess, fucking her to the root as I gazed into her eyes. The bedsprings squeaked, and I backed off slightly until the sound faded. I gazed down between our bodies and watched as my hot cock slid in and out of her tight pussy.

Daisy’s breasts rolled in circles atop her chest, matching the rhythm of our sex. Her face contorted with pleasure, and she held me tight, using the leverage of my body to take me deep inside her. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her body trembled. She tightened her legs around my waist and groaned. With pulsing micro-spasms, she clamped down on my cock and practically chewed her lower as a massive orgasm rolled over her body.

I reached my end, and the feeling of pleasure and relief left my head whitewashed. I came, and the sensation of pleasure was so intense that a field of stars formed in my vision and the world distorted. As I pumped my hips, I gushed, flooding Daisy’s womb with a river of cum. Again and again, I spurted with a fevered intensity so hot my climax stretched on for what felt like minutes.

Daisy continued pumping her hips, milking my cock while the wave of ecstasy consumed us. I felt her lips on my shoulder and her fingertips digging into my ass. As my orgasm faded, I buried my face in her neck, trying to dull the sound of my labored breathing.

There was no way that Katie slept through that. It wasn’t possible. Nobody slept that heavily, and if my memory served, Katie was a light sleeper, not a heavy one. But then again, Daisy would’ve known that about her best friend. Had I caught her in a white lie? If so, I didn’t care. After experiencing the most intense orgasm of my life, I couldn’t fault her for trying to bring me the thing I wanted most in the world.

Eventually, Daisy released the death grip around my waist, and I climbed off of her, letting her naked body settle against mine. She made no attempt at retrieving her robe or bothering with sleep wear of any kind. She slept naked. Why would she let Katie disturb that ritual?

I rolled onto my back, and Daisy stretched out beside me, slinging her leg over my cock. She draped one arm over my chest and nuzzled her face in the crook of my shoulder. With a sleepy yawn, she stretched out and kissed me. “I love you, baby.”

I gave her ass a soft pat and a gentle rub. “I love you too.”

A moment later she was asleep, her breath soft and even where she nestled beside me.

As comfortable exhaustion settled over me, I glanced at Katie and froze.

Had her eyes fluttered closed? Katie now faced us. Her angelic face appeared to be asleep, but where were the sleep rhythms from earlier? Was I imagining it, or had she been watching us? Of course, she was awake. How couldn’t she be? The question was, how would she react? That she hadn’t already run screaming from the room, gave me the faintest glimmer of hope.

I kept my eye on Katie, waiting for her eyes to open, but they never did before sleep finally found me.





Chapter 5
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B
 eside me, the mattress shifted and swayed, waking me.

Was Daisy up already? That couldn’t be, could it? My memory flooded in, reminding me of Katie’s visit and my late-night tryst with Daisy. Curiosity got the better of me, and I fluttered my eyes open, squinting against the daylight streaming through the skylight above our bed.

Daisy’s clean, tropical scent filled my nostrils and her warm, naked body pressed against my side. The steady drone of her sleep breathing confirmed my suspicions. Daisy hadn’t moved, which left only Katie.

A wave of nervous energy flashed through my head while visions of morning sex with Katie flooded my consciousness. I steadied my rapid breathing and dared a glance past Daisy’s sleeping form, where my eyes rested on Katie’s back.

Katie sat on the edge of the bed, facing away from me, where she reached for her robe. Her disheveled auburn hair clung to her back and shoulders. Unlike Daisy, who always slept in the buff, Katie wore a baggy gray T-shirt and a pair of oversized shorts. No sexy time for Katie.

When she and I were together, she hadn’t owned a pair of pajamas. I couldn’t recall a night she wore anything more than a pair of panties to bed, and only then when it was her time of the month. Was that outfit her nighttime armor used to repel Mark? Or had she changed?

Katie rose from the bed with her back still facing me. She wrapped herself in her robe and tiptoed away, careful to open and close the door behind her without looking back.

I was surprised she stayed all night. If I could have, somehow, had her sleep with us every night for the rest of the tour, I would’ve. It would’ve made me feel better, knowing she wasn’t with Mark.

A few minutes later, Daisy shifted her beside me and flung her arm over my midsection, latching onto my cock as if were her pillow. She twined her leg with mine and nuzzled up against my neck, playing with my stiff cock. “What time is it?” Her words came out groggy with sleep.

“Early.” I leaned over and kissed her forehead.

Daisy’s eyes fluttered open, and she smiled up at me. “Is Katie still here?” As her mouth curved into a smile, she uttered the words in a whisper.

I shook my head. “She left a few minutes ago.”

“Good.” Daisy pushed herself up and slid over my midsection, letting her covers fall away. “Let’s take care of that morning wood. It looks painful.”

Her bare breasts jiggled and bounced as she worked my cock up and down her tight slit until she was wet enough to slide me inside her.

Pure pleasure enveloped my fuzzy morning brain. My cock expanded inside her, filling her completely as she rocked atop me, and her face warped with an expression of sexual bliss.

Daisy swiveled her hips, moaning low as she braced herself on my chest and fucked me like she did every single morning since we started sleeping together. Her round, soft breasts jiggled between her outstretched arms where they rested against my chest. Her nipples visibly hardened before my eyes, and her breathy moans turned into stiff, shallow grunts as the bedsprings squeaked.

Twenty minutes and three positions later, I sat up on my knees, palming Daisy’s ass as I plowed into her pussy from behind. Daisy moaned, ass up in the doggy style position, trembling as her body quaked with an orgasm.

Her pussy clamped down on my manhood, pulsing in short, rhythmic bursts, causing me to unload. A surge of pleasure warped my fuzzy brain, and I grunted, gushing hot ropes of cum inside her awaiting womb. The orgasm stretched on for a few seconds before it crested and my legs wobbled beneath me, my body spent.

Daisy collapsed to her elbows, breathing in short, stiff breaths as I slid my cock from her, gazing at the pearly leakage welling in her hole. “Now I can start the day.” Her words came out breathy, with undertones of complete satisfaction.

I gave her bare ass a playful slap. “Good. Because it’s time for us to put on a show.”

We went about the morning, showering, dressing, then preparing our instruments and warming up. We did a sound check and met with our temporary band members, who would play with us for the next few shows. It was a strange sensation working with musicians for hire rather than our own permanent band, but as Katie said, this tour was about putting Daisy and I front and center, both as solo performers and a duet. Whoever backed us up might change from city to city.

Finally, thirty minutes before show time, we made our way backstage at the Kansas State Fairgrounds. Daisy was scheduled to perform at three, play for an hour, and I would come on at four. We weren’t headlining the day, but we weren’t far off.

When it was time for Daisy to go on, the sun blazed, and the humidity made the Saturday afternoon uncomfortable. The crowd was sparse. Here in the middle of Kansas, we weren’t playing to the strength of our fan base, and Daisy was a complete unknown. Not to mention, the day was sweltering, with temperatures soaring near to ninety degrees Fahrenheit, thirty-two Celsius. Other than a few sections of the grandstand shaded by an awning, the crowd sweltered under the unforgiving, late-day sun. A light breeze stirred the nearly dormant flags and banners mounted high above the grandstand, but that breeze didn’t seem to reach the stage and provided little relief.

By the time Daisy was ready to go on, a couple of thousand people scattered the bleachers and the lawn beyond. It wasn’t the homecoming I imagined, but we had to start somewhere. The small crowd gave us a chance to work out the kinks without losing face. Even though the crowd was modest, it was the biggest Daisy had played for and her nerves showed it.

Daisy, Katie, and I stood in the shadows backstage with a clear view of the crowd waiting for Daisy to go on. Daisy shifted nervously from one foot to the other, gazing out over the crowd, her expression a bundle of raw nerves.

“I think I’m going to puke,” Daisy said. She turned to face me. “Is this normal?”

A pack of wild butterflies had spent the morning nesting in my stomach. While I wasn’t as nervous as Daisy, I was nervous and already knew that feeling would intensify until I took stage. “Completely. But once you sing, everything else melts away. After that, you’re hooked. Some performers say it’s better than sex.”

“Let’s not get carried away,” Katie said, drawing a nervous laugh from Daisy.

Daisy shifted back to gaze out at the crowd, wringing her hands. “What if they hate me? Or worse, what if they laugh at me?”

Her old fears rose like bile from the pit of her stomach. “That’s resistance,” I said. “All artists experience it. From the author who thinks people will hate his writing to the painter that believes his work is crap. It’s your mind trying to protect you from criticism. Once you recognize it, you can let it go. I still feel that way every time I write a new song or get ready to step on stage.”

Daisy’s expression softened, and her shoulders relaxed. “That makes me feel better.”

Katie grabbed Daisy by the shoulders and spun her around to face her. “With your voice and your looks, nobody will laugh at you. You will pack them in. Trust me. I wouldn’t go through all this trouble if I wasn’t one hundred percent sure.”

Daisy wore a white, form-fitting tank-top that she swore wasn’t a wife beater, even though it looked like a wife beater. Add in the tight pair of cut-off jean shorts, and she was as good as honey to the hungry bears gathered outside. Despite the sticky heat, her dark hair tumbled over her shoulders in glossy waves. She looked like a pop star and had the voice to back it up. “Katie’s right. You’re ready.”

Daisy turned around again to face me, still nervous but seeming a little more at ease. “You’ll stay right here in case I need you?”

Our eyes met, and I smiled at her. “Don’t worry. I won’t move an inch.” I looked past her and met Katie’s gaze. “Both of us will.”

Daisy nodded and exhaled, letting out a deep breath. “Okay. Let’s do this.”

An announcer’s booming voice rang out on the PA system. “Ladies and gentlemen, turn your attention to center stage and let’s give it up for Daisy Fox.”

A smattering of applause floated from the crowd and Daisy put on her show smile. She strode confidently onto the stage and waved to the crowd. There were whistles and a few catcalls as she stepped up to the mic.

“Hello, Kansas.” She spoke into the microphone before she went right into first song.

The tune was upbeat and catchy, perfectly made for her vocals. When she sang with the full power of a live band at her back, she blew me away. Despite the heat, chills ran along my spine, and the crowd agreed, cheering their approval.

Within minutes, a group of teenage girls gathered in the pit in front of the stage and danced to her catchy, upbeat tune. Others funneled into the grandstands as Daisy found her stride.

Katie stood beside me, gazing at her best friend, her mouth wide open with shock. “I knew she was good… but… wow. It’s like watching a bull stampede through a nitroglycerin plant.”

I nodded, watching her perform with pride swelling in my chest. “She owns the crowd.”

A smile curled Katie’s lips, and she leaned against me, seeming to relax for the first time in days. “We are going to make a lot of money.”

I wrapped my arm around Katie’s waist and drew her close, momentarily forgetting that she wasn’t mine. She didn’t resist. “I’ve got to follow that act.”

Katie laughed and her eyes lit up. She peered up at me, eyebrow raised. “Afraid of a little competition, Summers?”

I grinned. “Ain’t a thing, baby.” Without thinking, I leaned down and kissed her smack on the lips.

It was an off-the-cuff, innocent peck on the lips that came to me without thinking. But when Katie perched on her tiptoes and leaned into the brief kiss, my stomach swooned.

As soon as it began, it ended. Katie backed off and gazed up at me, her cheeks flushed. She smiled as if feigning surprise. “What would Daisy think?”

I smirked. “You need to ask?”

Katie rolled her eyes. “She’s an even bigger horn dog than you.”

“If memory serves, you had quite the appetite once upon a time.”

She gave me a withering look. “That was then. I’ve grown up since then.”

I turned back to Daisy and shot her a sideways glance. “If you say so, but the devil’s in the detail.”

She giggled and gave me a playful tap on the chest. “Are you flirting with me?”

“If you have to ask, I’m not doing it right.”

Katie let out a giggle as Daisy spun around, noticing us. Her smile brightened. She winked at us, then turned back to the crowd, shaking her hips as she launched into the next verse.

By the time her set ended, the crowd had doubled and the pit in front of the stage was packed. Phones were raised, recording every moment, and the audience cheered as Daisy bowed and waved to her new fans.

She jogged off the stage toward Katie and me, a light sheen of perspiration decorating her forehead. Her smile was radiant, and she practically vibrated with energy. When she reached me, she leaped into my arms and wrapped her legs around me as I braced myself.

I held her tight and squeezed, kissing her high on the cheek. “Feels pretty good, huh?”

Daisy let go, dropping to her feet as she gazed up at me. “That was the best hour of my life.”

“You were amazing,” Katie said. “The way the crowd reacted to you….” She shook her head and laughed. “It couldn’t have gone any better.”

Daisy beamed and pulled Katie into a hug. “Thank you for encouraging me and believing in me. I should have done this a long time ago.”

Katie held her friend tight. “I don’t know. Timing is just as important as talent. I should thank you for trying to stick it to my ex. Look at the way things turned out.”

“By sticking it to your ex, you mean what, exactly?” I couldn’t help letting a sly grin creep up my face as the ladies turned to me.

Daisy giggled while Katie put her hands on her hips, glaring up at me. “Not like how you stuck it to her last night with me lying right next to you guys.”

The smile on her face telegraphed more amusement than anger. I raised an eyebrow. “Maybe next time you should join in.”

Daisy picked up my hand and squeezed it in hers as she faced Katie. “I agree with JD. Maybe tonight the three of us can —”

Katie raised her hand, cutting Daisy off as her cheeks blossomed crimson. “Not gonna happen. In fact, that’s the last time I ever sleep with you two.”

Daisy frowned. “Never say never. Would it be so bad if we shared?”

Katie’s jaw dropped. “Please tell me you’re joking.”

Daisy only stared at her suggestively as she leaned into me.

Katie frowned and folded her arms over her chest. “Anyway… we have a show to put on, so… yeah… let’s put this conversation on ice. Better yet, let’s forget we ever had it.”

The way she spoke, and her uncertain expression made it clear that the conversation was not finished. I squeezed Daisy tighter. “She’s right about one thing. I’ve got a show to put on.”

“I swear, you two are perpetually horny.” Katie shifted her gaze between us, as if not wanting to drop the subject.

Daisy reached out and squeezed Katie’s wrist. “No need to invite JD.” She spoke wearing a small, satisfied smile as she looked knowingly at her friend. “And if you two ever have an itch that needs scratching, you hereby have my blanket approval. You’ve been cool about my hooking up with your ex, so don’t think I’ll mind if you want to take a stroll down memory lane. In fact, I want you to.”

There it was, out in the open. Daisy had just signed off on Katie and me, doing whatever we wanted, with or without her. Katie was right about one thing. Her friend was perpetually horny to the point of my wondering if she had a sex addiction issue. If I could recruit Katie to help me quell Daisy’s nearly insatiable appetite, that might afford me a few more hours of sleep every night.

Katie stared at her friend long and hard, the humor gone. “I have a boyfriend.”

Her words carried absolutely no conviction. Was she trying to convince herself? We were already wading into the deep end of this conversation. The less I said, the better, so I thought it wise I kept my mouth shut.

Daisy shrugged. “Suit yourself. Just don’t think I’ll get jealous.” Then she whirled on me. “But don’t think that gives you a hall pass for any bimbo who bats her eyelashes in your direction. Your hall pass extends to Katie only.”

She left Savannah’s name off the hall pass, even though I knew it was already etched in stone.

Katie chuckled nervously. “You act like I’m going to jump straight into bed with your boyfriend. That’s not how this works. He doesn’t need the hall pass.”

Daisy grinned. “Technically, you already jumped into bed with our boyfriend, or did you forget about last night?”

The crimson on Katie’s cheeks spread into a wildfire. “He’s our boyfriend now?”

Even though Katie giggled, her eyes didn’t show any amusement. I recognized the look. She was turned on.

Daisy put her hands on her hips. “I don’t see why not. It’s not like you two have lost your spark.”

Katie started to speak, and Daisy cut her off with a raised hand. “Don’t even try to deny it.”

Katie shifted from side to side, shooting me furtive glances before turning back to her best friend. “I only slept with you guys because Mark was being an asshole.”

“Whatever.” Daisy turned to me, perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips as if she was done humoring Katie’s absurd denials. “They’re all warmed up for you, baby. Now put on a great show.”

Ten minutes later, with that pack of butterflies still running wild in my stomach, I emerged onto the main stage with my guitar slung over my shoulder.

The scent of fried cheese, cotton candy, and hay clung to the stiff summer air. In the distance, heat waves radiated off the blacktop that passed through an army of food trucks. A Ferris wheel turned behind a roller coaster that hit its zenith and plunged, taking dozens of screaming fair goers with it.

Before me, the once thin crowd had swelled and now stood shoulder to shoulder, roaring their approval as I stepped up to the mic. The packed grandstand joined in with raucous cheers, while cell phones came up to record my first song.

The voice of a woman carried above the crowd’s whistles and cheers. “We love you, JD.”

I grinned and relaxed as the butterflies fell away. “I love you too. Thanks for having me back.”

The crowd roared as I strummed my guitar, and the full force of a band joined me for the first time in over a year. I sang, and the words flowed like a frozen river waking up from a long winter. It turned out singing sober was a hell of a lot easier than playing wasted. My guitar work was flawless, and my voice came out crisp and clear. Unlike the old me, I actually remembered all the lyrics and thought of a dozen ways to improve each song. It was as if my time away made me a better musician. This time I cared more about the music than my perceived notion of what a rock star’s lifestyle should look like.

An hour ticked by and then two. By the time my set ended, I stood before a tidal wave of fans, all cheering and roaring. Being back on stage doing what I loved most in the world made me feel whole for the first time in maybe forever.

When I finally left after one encore song, Daisy and Katie stood where I left them, waiting in the wings.

Daisy pulled me into a hug and a quick kiss. “You made that look easy.”

I couldn’t wipe the grin from my face. I gazed down at her and then over at Katie. “It’s like a day hasn’t passed.”

Katie grinned. “That’s good to hear because we’ll be in Kansas City the day after tomorrow. We’re playing a music festival.”

“I love festivals,” Daisy said.

Katie rolled her eyes. “Yeah. You came away from the last one with my ex-boyfriend.”

Daisy grimaced. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

I cleared my throat. “Rather than taking a trip down memory lane, let’s hit the bus. I could use a shower.”

Katie turned her attention to me. “The shower will have to wait. We have zoom meetings lined up all afternoon with reporters.”

I winced. “Really?”

Katie shrugged. “It comes with the job. Get used to it.” She turned to Daisy. “Get ready because you’re next. I’ve got you lined up for a live interview with a reporter in Kansas City.”

Daisy’s eyes widened. “Really? Someone wants to interview me?”

“It gets old fast,” I said.

“Come on,” Katie said. “We need to get going. Our work here is done.”

Katie, Daisy, and I made our way out the back of the stage and past a line of fans looking for autographs and selfies. Daisy and I stopped to sign and pose for photos, while Katie did her best to herd us along.

We were ten steps from the bus when a news camera appeared, followed by a reporter carrying a microphone. The call letters KSN were stamped on the camera.

A moment later, the microphone appeared in my face and the reporter jostled aside a fan to ask me a question. “JD, can you comment on what it’s like to be back on tour following the death of Chris Adams?”

I froze as Daisy and Katie squeezed in beside me. Daisy continued to sign autographs while Katie looked ready to run interference.

Six months ago, that question that would have destroyed me. Back then, I vowed to never sing again, but everything had changed since then. “It feels great to be back. This tour is something Chris wanted me to do. There isn’t a moment that goes by that I’m not grateful for him and everything he did for me.”

The reporter didn’t hesitate to ask a follow-up question. “Is it true that you and Daisy Fox are in a relationship?”

I frowned and turned to Daisy. This wasn’t a question I felt comfortable answering. I didn’t want anyone to get the impression that Daisy was sleeping her way to the top.

Katie jumped in for me. “We have no comment on that.”

The reporter jumped in, this time asking a question directly to Katie. “Your relationship with JD is well documented. How does it feel to watch your best friend date your ex-boyfriend? Some say that violates girl code. What’s your response?”

Katie clenched her jaw tight, and a spark of anger flashed in her eyes. She leaned into the microphone and answered.
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D
 uring the next five days, we performed in Kansas City, St. Louis, and Peoria. Daisy and I gave interviews with reporters in every city and, inevitably, the questions always circled back to my relationship with Daisy. Were we dating? Were we engaged? When would we sing together on stage? A reporter from Peoria even claimed to have physical proof Daisy was pregnant with my child.

When every intrepid reporter hit a dead end asking questions about Daisy, they turned on Katie, asking her the same question as the reporter from Hutchinson. Each time, Katie gave the same canned answer, which harbored a kernel of truth. Katie was my friend and manager. We had a business acquaintance. The same acquaintance she enjoyed with Daisy. She rooted for my happiness in whatever form that took and no — she wasn’t jealous. At first, the questions irritated Katie, but as we steadfastly refused to share the details of our private life, a growing buzz surrounding my relationship status with both women gained steam on social media.

With that momentum, Katie saw an opportunity and seized it. A subtle shift in marketing strategy might draw even more media attention, starting with a Zoom meeting with a reporter from Chicago.

Our bus hurtled up the highway, blazing through an ocean of emerald-green cornfields, swaying in the wind and toward Chicago, our first really big show. Katie and I gathered in our bus’s media center, conducting our first interview since our Peoria show.

The soft strum of guitar chords and Daisy’s melodic voice floated through the open doorway, but Daisy sat out this interview. She was practicing while Katie and I meant to test our new marketing strategy, using an entertainment reporter from the local Fox affiliate as our guinea pig.

On the other side of the computer screen, the perky blonde reporter, Brenda Banks, smiled, having gone through most of the fluff questions that would never see air time. Fifteen minutes into the interview, she asked her first real question.

Brenda gazed down at her notepad, seeming to shuffle a few pages as if searching for her next question. She squinted at a page as if the question might jump out and bite her. She looked up, grinning at me with a smile that didn’t touch her pretty blue eyes. “JD, there are plenty of rumors going around that you’re in a full-blown relationship with Daisy Fox. But for whatever reason, you’ve refused to confirm or deny the speculation. Can your fans finally get a definitive answer? Is there something going on between you and Daisy?”

Without missing a beat, Katie glanced in my direction as she caressed my forearm with her fingertips before resting her open palm on my wrist. “You don’t have to answer this question.”

The reporter’s eye locked on the intimate gesture, and her eyes subtly widened. She leaned forward as if she could peer through the computer to get a better look at Katie’s hand.

I turned to Katie, who had closed the distance between us, gazing up at me with a syrupy-sweet smile, batting her auburn eyelashes at me. “Oh, I don’t mind answering.”

The reporter visibly flushed before she turned and spoke to someone off camera, her mic on mute.

Before she could return her attention to me, I launched into an answer. “The reason I don’t speak about my friendship with Daisy Fox is because it’s our business. When we have something to announce, I’ll let you know.”

The reporter let my non-answer slide as she honed in on Katie like a wasp buzzing forward, stinger out. “Katie, you and JD were once intimately involved. You’ve stated multiple times that you’re his business manager and friend, but there seems to be a spark between you two. Am I reading the room correctly?”

Katie squirmed slightly in her seat, pushing closer to me until she mashed one of her plump round breasts into my biceps. The action caused her seismic cleavage to shift, offering me a blatant, bird’s-eye view directly down the front of her low-cut tank top.

Her outfit, along with her performance, had been planned well in advance. The thin spaghetti straps of her white-tank strained against the weight and girth of her natural breasts.

Katie grinned at me like a star-struck fan girl before turning back to the camera, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “We’re just happy to be back on tour together. JD is more like a big brother to me than anything else.”

I inwardly groaned. Her answer carried undertones of an incestual relationship that would’ve made Freud proud. It was slightly over the top for me, but Katie insisted that the interview would draw clicks and clicks turned into ticket sales.

The reporter raised a lecherous eyebrow. “So, there’s nothing going on between you two?”

Katie slid her hand up and down my arm, grinning up at me, biting her lower lip as if we’d just come off an all-night fuck fest. “JD has always been my best friend.” She turned back to the reporter. “The tour has brought us closer together in ways that neither of us expected.”

Brenda Banks could’ve wiped the drool from her gaping jaw. “So, you two are back together? Is this an official announcement?”

Katie rolled her eyes. “I just compared him to my big brother. Sure, he was my boyfriend once, but that was then. Right now, the three of us aren’t labeling anything.”

Pride swelled in my chest. She had deftly maneuvered around the question while drawing Daisy back into the mix, hinting about the possibility of throuple-infused orgies while we crisscrossed the country. I had to stifle my laughter as I wore a shit-eating grin for the camera.

Meanwhile, Brenda sat back in her chair wearing a gobsmacked expression. Seemed to be at a loss for words. But like a true warrior, she shook out of her daze and leaned forward as if to launch into a barrage of questions.

Before she could ask, Daisy beat her to the punch. “Sorry to cut this short, but we have another interview lined up. If you want to send me your follow-up questions, I’ll do my best to respond.”

Game. Set. Match. I kept on grinning while Katie continued caressing my forearm.

Brenda nodded and sighed. “Great. I think that wraps it up.” She set aside her notes and frowned. “Can I ask you something off the record because my curiosity is killing me?”

“Off the record?” Katie turned to me as if seeking my approval, and I nodded. She turned back to face Brenda and shrugged. “Our personal lives are our own, but you can ask.”

“What the hell is happening on that bus? The chemistry between JD and Daisy is off the charts, and now when I look at you two, you look like you’re head over heels for each other. You know I can’t just let this go. The video will go up on our website later tonight. You’d have to be blind not to see what’s going on between you two.”

Katie smiled knowingly. “Body language is open for interpretation. We’re making killer music, drawing bigger crowds with every show and having a blast on tour. I’m happy.” She turned and met my gaze. Her hazel eyes lingered on my eyes, then my lips. A swoon of butterflies took flight in my stomach before Katie turned back to Brenda. “We’re happy.”

Brenda turned to me. “JD? Any comment?”

I frowned. “I thought we were off the record?”

“Oh, we are. I promise none of this will show up in the video or the article.”

I nodded as an infectious grin spread across my face. “Ditto what she said.”

The answer drew giggles from Katie, while Brenda frowned. “Fine. But don’t be surprised if the three of you are romantically linked until you set the record straight.”

Katie only nodded in response. “Thanks, Brenda. We’ll talk in a couple of days.” She closed out the meeting and the screen went blank.

I sat back and exhaled a held breath. “I hope you know what you’re doing.”

Katie slid her hand up my arm and laced her fingers in mine. She gazed at me, her eyes smoldering. “Trust me. I know exactly what I’m doing.”

My stomach flip-flopped, and a wave of desire washed through me. My cock stirred in my jeans and pulsed, stiffening as I lowered my gaze to the creamy cleavage billowing from her low-cut tank.

The enticing view offered a front-row seat to her lacy bra cups and the clasp in front, holding everything together, straining to keep her big, soft breasts contained.

Heat blossomed in my cheeks as arousal spread through my loins like a wildfire. I cleared my throat and averted my gaze, even though Katie didn’t seem to mind my obvious stare. “Exactly how far are we taking this… illusion?”

Katie shrugged. “Until the end of the tour? Once we’ve signed both of you to labels, you two can officially come out as a couple.”

“Until then, we do what exactly? Flirt?”

Katie’s plump lips perked up in a shy smile. “Would it be so bad to act like you’re into me?”

I chuckled and squeezed her hand tight. “Act? Katie, I am into you. I’ve always been into you.”

Her smile brightened. “That makes us even. All of which means it will be that much easier to sell our blossoming relationship. Plus, if it takes the heat off Daisy, I’m all for it. If people think you and me are an item, maybe they’ll let Daisy’s music speak for itself.”

Daisy’s melodic voice floated in from the other room. She strummed her guitar and repeated the same line, subtly changing a word or two as she tried to pin down lyrics for a new song she was working on.

On the other side of the bus, something thumped against the wall, then a door slammed shut.

I gazed at Katie, frowning. “What was that?”

The sound of heavy footsteps thudding through the kitchen came next, followed by Mark’s voice.

“Hey there, pretty lady,” Mark said, slurring his words.

Daisy’s melodic voice cut off, and a moment of silence followed.

“Where’s your boyfriend and his girlfriend?” Mark asked before he cackled with laughter.

“What the hell is wrong with him?” Katie stood from the desk as if to barge in and run interference.

I grabbed her wrist and stopped her. “Wait.”

Katie turned on me, frowning.

“Let Daisy handle it,” I said. “She’s a big girl.”

Katie bit her lower lip, her frown deepening as she turned toward the open door.

“Aren’t you supposed to be working?” Daisy finally spoke, her voice deadpan.

The sound of feet shuffling against hardwood followed. “I’m working up the nerve to drag you into my bedroom and fuck you silly.” Mark’s slurred words sounded much closer, as if he stood right before Daisy. He chuckled lecherously while Katie and I exchanged eye rolls.

“So, we’re back to this? What happened to the Mark Miller apology tour?” Daisy’s words came out cool, crisp, and completely in control.

“You should be grateful,” Mark said. “I’m the one fronting a huge chunk of the cost of this tour. Not to mention I own half of Katie’s company. If anything, I own that sweet little bubble but of yours. I think it’s time you pay proper tribute to your rightful owner.”

Anger flashed inside me, and I stood, fists clenched.

This time it was Katie who grabbed me, stopping me short. “Wait. I want to hear what she says.”

I gritted my teeth and fumed, glaring at the open door.

Daisy laughed. “Yeah?”

“Oh, yeah.” The oily words oozed from his mouth.

Daisy laughed again, this time mockingly. “You think that three-inch whiskey dick of yours can please me?”

“I’ll show you a whiskey dick.” Mark’s tone was suddenly angry.

“If you take one more step toward me, I’ll knock out your fucking teeth.” All the humor was gone from her voice and her threatening tone hung heavy in the air. “Don’t think I can’t do it.”

Katie and I exchanged a proud grin.

“You don’t have to be a fucking bitch about it,” Mark said. “I wanted to have a little fun. Is that so bad? Or is JD the only one who gets to fuck you and Katie on this bus?”

Katie frowned, staring through the open door.

Daisy’s laughter returned. “What makes you think JD is fucking Katie? Not that he isn’t, but I want to know why you think so.”

“She spent the night in your fucking bed. And I’ve seen the way she looks at him. Of course, he’s fucking her. If they’re fucking, why can’t we?”

“How do you know Katie and I aren’t the ones fucking? Or maybe it’s all three of us? Do yourself a favor. When we get to Chicago, higher a prostitute. That way, you’re guaranteed to get laid. It might even do you some good.”

Mark growled. He stormed off in a huff, footsteps stomping, before the sound of a slamming door sounded from far away.

Katie and I hovered in the doorway for a moment before Daisy appeared before us, grinning from ear to ear. “Now that’s a performance.”

Katie burst out laughing and I joined in. The three of us howled with laughter as we made our way back into the family room.

We spent the evening eating snacks and watching trash TV. Daisy curled up on one side of me and Katie on the other, each of them mashed up against me with my arms stretched out on the couch behind them.

Later on that night, Daisy and I were getting ready for bed when there came a soft knock on our door. We shared a look as Daisy finished brushing her teeth and spit into the sink.

“It’s probably Katie,” she said. “Can you get it?”

“Sure.” Shirtless, wearing only a pair of flannel boxers, I crossed the room and opened the door.

Katie stood in the open doorway, wearing her white fluffy robe. She gazed up at me, giving me her best puppy dog stare. “Can I sleep with you guys tonight?”
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I
 held open our bedroom door and Katie strolled through. Unlike her last visit to our bedroom, she showed no clear signs of emotional distress. Gone were the tear-stained cheeks, red-rimmed eyes, and sniffling. Instead, she wore a slight smile as her eyes twinkled with a bounce in her step.

She strode into the room as if she belonged while I closed the door behind her.

I frowned. “Where’s Mark?”

Katie turned to face me. “Passed out in his room, drunk.”

I rubbed my chin. This was turning into a big problem for me. I couldn’t have an alcoholic riding in our bus, even if he was bankrolling most of the tour.

There was a spark in Katie’s eye that wasn’t there an hour ago, but there was something else, too. Was it disappointment?

“Forget about Mark,” Katie said. “That’s not why I’m here.”

Daisy stepped out of the bathroom, completely topless. In fact, the only piece of clothing covering her entire body was a thin pair of pink lace panties. She stepped up beside me, stifling a yawn as she focused on Katie. “What’s up?”

“I just got off the phone,” Katie said. “We’ve been offered a record deal.”

Daisy squealed, clapping excitedly while she jumped up and down. The action took her very bare breasts for a wild ride as she seemed to have forgotten her nudity.

For a moment, Katie and I gazed at the sumptuous brunette, mesmerized, having forgotten all about the record deal.

I gawked, jaw on the floor, until Daisy took notice. She stopped bouncing long enough to turn on me. “I swear, you have a one track mind.”

“You can hardly blame him,” Katie said. “Can you put those things away for a second while we talk?”

Daisy rolled her eyes and covered her breasts with her hands. “Is that better?”

I cleared my throat and let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding. “Better? No. But at least I can focus on Katie.”

I turned to face Katie. The somewhat deadpan delivery of the monumental news raised fresh questions in my mind. “What’s wrong with the deal?”

Katie shook her head. “Nothing… well… there’s something, but the deal itself seems legitimate.”

Daisy’s excitement faded. She sat back on the foot of the bed. “Seems legitimate? What’s that supposed to mean?”

I folded my arms over my chest and waited for Katie to expand on her statement.

“The label is called Flow Records,” Katie said.

“Never heard of them,” I said.

Katie nodded. “That’s because they’re brand new. They have yet to sign a single artist.”

Daisy leaned back on the bed, propping herself up with her arms, freeing her wonder tits. Her expression soured. “That’s not good.”

“I need to check them out,” Katie said. “If what the producer told me is true, they’re backed by big money. They’re looking to make you two, the centerpiece of their first record deal.”

“I have a lot of questions,” I said.

“Me too,” Katie said before she sighed and sank down on a chair near the end of the bed.

I sat on the bed beside Daisy. “How do the numbers look?”

Katie shrugged. “Good enough, but not great.”

I wanted to ask her if the deal would be enough to buy out Mark, but I wasn’t sure how much Katie had revealed to Daisy. “Why do I feel like there’s more you’re not telling us?”

Katie held still for a long moment, searching first my face, then Daisy’s. “They want to sign you as an act.”

Daisy sat up, frowning. “We are an act.”

I sighed. “She means they want to sign us to sing together, not individually.”

“Correct,” Katie said. “The producer said that he wanted the same magic he saw from your performance together in Denver. Which, to his credit, I totally understand. I would love to see that too.”

Daisy furrowed her brow as if in thought. “I agree.” She swiveled on the bed to face me. “Baby, don’t you want to sing with me? Isn’t that why we started this whole thing together?”

I smiled, then leaned over and kissed Daisy softly on the lips. “Of course, I do.”

“Two deals are better than one,” Katie said. “And you each have enough star power to carry yourselves as solo artists. A deal like this leaves a lot of money on the table.”

“Oh,” Daisy said. “That sucks.”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s not that I don’t want to make a record with you. I just don’t want a label making those decisions for us.”

“Exactly,” Katie said. “How about this — give me a chance to do my homework on Flow Records. We don’t have to take the offer and there is plenty of tour left to go. If we can get a couple of bites from some of the bigger labels, we’ll have a much stronger bargaining position.”

“I’ll do whatever you tell me to do,” Daisy said before yawning again. “Right now, I’m super fucking tired.” She stood up. “This princess needs her beauty rest. Tomorrow is a big day.”

“The biggest,” I said. “With any luck, we’ll have another label show up in Chicago.”

“That’s the plan,” Katie said, seeming to force a smile.

I frowned. “What else is wrong? Did mark do something to you?”

Katie shook her head. “Like I said, he’s passed out drunk. The room smells like a whiskey still.” She averted her gaze, staring down at the floor. “Do you guys mind if I spend the night?”

“Sweetie, of course we don’t mind,” Daisy said, turning to me. “Do we, babe?”

“You have an open invitation to share our bunk whenever you want. There’s no need to ask.”

Katie’s shoulders sagged with relief. “Thank you.”

Daisy smiled and put her hands on her hips. “You know I sleep naked. I hope that won’t be a problem.”

Katie shrugged. “It doesn’t bother me.” She stood and tugged on the cinch holding her robe closed.

My stomach surged with butterflies. Was she naked, too? I held my breath and waited.

Katie shucked off her robe and tossed it onto the chair behind her. She wasn’t naked, but her bedtime attire took an evolutionary leap forward.

Katie wore the same white tank she had on during our interview earlier in the day, but without the bra. Her hard nipples poked through the flimsy cotton material as they jiggled the way only natural breasts do. The tank clung to her shapely torso, ending just above her belly button, showcasing her taut abs.

But the tank wasn’t the only change in Katie’s outfit. The baggy shorts were gone, and, in their place, she wore a pair of white cotton panties, cut high on the hip that hugged her flawless ass. More of her left cheek showed than her right as the material had slipped into her crack, revealing the full form of a rear-end every molecule as spectacular as Daisy’s.

My pulse surged, and my body reacted. My cock thickened in my boxers as my head spun, heady with lust. Was this actually happening? I stood frozen, too scared to move for fear the entire fantasy may evaporate with the ringing of an alarm clock.

Daisy peeled off her pink panties, unveiling her freshly shaven pussy as her breasts gently rocked from side to side. She stifled a yawn before tossing the panties into the dirty clothes bin as if this entire setup was an everyday occurrence.

Katie turned to face me, seemingly unbothered by her tank top, leaving very little to the imagination. The front of her cotton panties formed a tight V-shape, where they disappeared between her shapely thighs. The faint outline of her camel toe appeared just above the bottom of her panties.

Drinking her in, my cock twitched, hardening in my boxers. Desire raged inside me, turning my cheeks warm as I gawked at her like a horny teenager.

Katie gazed at me, her expression a mask of innocence. “Do you still sleep on the left side?”

I licked the cotton from my lips as I tried to steady my breathing. “Uhh… yeah.”

Daisy frowned as she pulled back the covers. “Baby, do you mind sleeping in the middle instead? That way we can both cuddle with you.”

Katie’s cheeks flushed as she whirled on her friend, wide-eyed. “I’m just sleeping, not cuddling.”

Daisy rolled her eyes as she crawled under the covers. “Suit yourself. But you know he’s a giant teddy bear. And he smells so good.”

Katie turned to me, her expression uncertain. “Cuddles are nice, but won’t it be weird?”

“We’re supposed to be in a hot three-way relationship,” I said. “You shouldn’t be shy about hugging me or even kissing me from time to time. Maybe sleeping in the same bed will loosen us up?”

“He’s right,” Daisy said. “Now get your asses in bed. I’m wiped.”

I stepped up to Katie, leaned over and kissed her high on the cheek. “It will be fine.”

Katie sighed. “If you say so.”

I climbed under the sheets, leaving my boxers on. Two scoots later, I found myself in the center of the bed. Katie climbed in after me before Daisy leaned over and turned out the lights.

“Nightie, night you two,” Daisy said. “Feel free to do whatever.” She giggled into the darkness.

Katie shifted under the sheets, inching her way toward me while she remained stretched out on her back, gazing up at the skylight where moonlight filtered in, leaving the covers glowing with a silvery luminescence.

Daisy wasted no time stretching out alongside me while she let out a comfortable sigh. She reached for my cock where her hand met my boxers. “Baby, why are you wearing your boxers?”

Even though she whispered, there was no way Katie hadn’t heard her. “I don’t think Katie wants me to sleep naked right beside her.”

“Please, don’t let me stop you,” Katie said. “You guys have already had sex right beside me. Do you think I mind if you sleep naked? You might as well get comfortable.”

Daisy giggled and pressed in closer, mashing her soft breasts against my chest. “See? She doesn’t mind. Take them off.”

I was already rock hard and the thought of nothing but a thin strip of cotton coming between me and Katie left my cock hard enough to chop down a tree. “It is more comfortable.”

“Then get rid of them,” Daisy said. “They’re scratching against my stomach.”

Without further prompting, I reached under the covers and carefully peeled off my underwear, leaving my stiff cock tenting the sheets. Thankfully, the dark room concealed this embarrassing fact long enough for Daisy to wrap her hand around my cock and fondly it gently between her outstretched fingers.

“Much better,” Daisy said. She nuzzled her face into the space between my shoulder and neck, where she kissed me softly. “Night, baby. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said.

Daisy let out a satisfied sigh while on my other side, Katie remained motionless.

Two minutes later, the rhythmic rise and fall of Daisy’s breathing pattern left it certain that she had fallen fast asleep. Meanwhile, I was wide awake, and I was pretty sure Katie was too.

Katie shifted in the bed beside me, coming closer. But no matter how much I willed it, she still wasn’t touching me. Yet, the heat from her body radiated up and down my side and my concrete-hard cock twitched, shifting the sheets under the silvery moonlight.

Daisy turned on her side, facing away from me with her bare ass pressed up against my side. The unconscious act, freed my cock from her grip, leaving me painfully blue-balled. It wasn’t like Daisy to leave me hanging, and I had a feeling she had made a calculated decision. She hoped my lust would drive me into Katie’s arms.

I let out a simmer of frustration and reached out my right hand, only to find Katie’s hand resting on the bed by my hip.

Rather than shy away, Katie turned her hand over and laced her fingers in mine, giving me a reassuring squeeze as if she was down for whatever happened next. Under the cover of darkness and Daisy’s willing permission, we were both free to make our first bold moves since we had come back together.

My stomach flip-flopped and another wave of lust swept over me, leaving my cock twitching like a flagpole in a hurricane. With my interpretation of Katie’s consent in mind, I turned on my side to face her and reached out, resting my hand on her tummy.

Katie jerked at the touch as if an electric current had passed between us. She shifted closer to me until our legs touched and the sound of her rapid breathing intensified.

I spread my palm out over her tummy, caressing her in languid circles. The action caused me to push the bottom of her tank top higher up her torso, giving me full access to her stomach and ribs. The sensitive tip of my diamond-hard cock brushed Katie’s hip, leaving behind a trail of pre-cum and igniting a maelstrom of lust inside me. My head flashed and burning desire took the wheel, steamrolling my last shred of willpower. To hell with the consequences. I wanted her.

As if reading my mind, Katie turned her back on me and pressed her ass up against my cock, grinding her hips as my tip dug into her ass crack. She pressed her back up against my chest and grabbed my hand, guiding it up and inside her tank top until my palm rested on the bare flesh of her soft, exquisite breast.

I reeled under the influx of sensation. Her nipple expanded under my palm, digging into me as I filled my hand with her pale flesh. I let out a low moan as I dug my cock into her ass, grinding against her as Katie matched my rhythm, moving her hips with mine.

Katie turned her head up to face me and gazed into my eyes before wrapping her hand behind my neck and drawing my face into hers. Hot and hungry, our lips met, and our mouths opened. Our tongues swirled together, and we devoured each other, letting out a year of pent up emotion. Her breathy moans filled my mouth, and the scent of vanilla and strawberries filled my nostrils, fanning the flames of my nuclear-fueled desire.

I slipped my cock lower, guiding it between her thighs and cursing at the panties covering her soaking wet pussy. I palmed her soft breast, kneading her flesh between my open fingers as our lips, tongue and teeth came together in a blur of feral lust.

I came away long enough to whisper. “Can you take off your panties?”

“Yes, but I’m not ready to have sex with you,” Katie said.

My stomach dipped with crushing disappointment, but I just as soon shrugged it off. We were already going way farther than I ever thought we would. “That’s fine.”

As if sensing my disappointment, Katie smiled at me, her eyes dancing. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t both come away satisfied.”

“I’m already satisfied.” I forced a smile, trying not to come off like a complete asshole, even though I wanted nothing more than to slide my stiff cock deep inside her.

Katie giggled. “Don’t sound so grumpy.” Then she surprised me. She sat up and peeled off her tank top, tossing it aside before doing the same with her panties, leaving her as naked as Daisy and me.

My heart jumped into my throat and beat so hard I felt it thunder in my ears. My eyes had adjusted to the darkness and the silvery moonlight streaming through the skylight laid her naked body bare to my hungry gaze.

Daisy’s porcelain skin took on an ethereal sheen, glowing with an otherworldly presence. Her auburn hair settled around her shoulders and chest, taking on a lustrous sheen, making it more brown than red. Moonlight spilled across her body, growing lush shadows among the curves of a body that was a fantasy wonderland begging to be explored. Her tiny pink nipples capped equally tiny areolas, but gave way to firm, bouncy breasts that were anything but tiny.

She was a visual feast, and I was starving. I soaked in every bit of her exposed flesh. “God… you are so beautiful.”

Katie’s lips parted, and her eyes widened with surprise. She leaned forward and cupped my cheeks in her palms, searching my eyes with hers. “You look like you’re seeing me for the first time.”

“I am seeing you for the first time.” I scanned the length of her body, leaning over long enough to kiss one of her swollen nipples before guiding it between my teeth and giving it a nibble and suck.

Katie moaned softly and slid her fingers into my hair, pressing my face into her breasts. “The new you is so fucking hot. I’ve barely been able to keep my hands off of you.”

Her nipple slipped over my lips, grazing my teeth as I inhaled her areola, sucking and pulling her flesh into my mouth. I cupped her free breast in my hand, giving it the attention it deserved.

Katie moaned, writing up against me. She intertwined her silky calf with mine and ground her pussy against my thigh. As if she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled my face away from her chest and up to her waiting mouth.

Our lips met, and we kissed, softly at first, before our mouths opened and our tongues curled together. I pulled Katie down onto the bed where we stretched out, side-by-side, facing each other. Her soft breasts dug into my chest, and I cupped her ass in both hands, drawing her close. My head swam with her scent as I lost myself in our kiss, tasting her tongue on mine as I nibbled her lower lip.

My cock slipped between her thighs, and my tip met the warm resistance of her wet pussy. I groaned with pleasure as Katie worked her hips and clamped down with her thighs, sealing my cock in her heavenly flesh.

Katie broke the kiss long enough to inch her body closer, wrapping her arms around me while her warm breath curled inside my ear. She kissed me high on the neck and licked behind my ear, moaning softly.

She ground her hips, sliding my cock in and out of her clamped thighs. My tip and shaft glided along the smooth, hot expanse of her wet labia, occasionally encountering the speed bump of her clit with longer thrusts.

Katie’s lips and tongue were everywhere, devouring my mouth as her hands explored my backside, roaming up and down my body from my shoulders to my ass. Her nostrils flared and her sweet breath curled over my upper lip, mingling with the intoxicating scent radiating from every pore of her petite body.

I was in heaven. With Daisy on one side and a naked Katie pinned to my chest, the only question was where the ride would take me.

Katie’s tongue found its way to my ear and her secret whispers sent an electric shock racing down my spine. “It’s been so long.”

I squeezed her ass and ground my hips, thrusting harder and faster, spurred on by the lust that had been building between us for a month. Friction built, leaving my cock white hot and my legs rubbery with adrenaline. Katie was so wet that her inner thighs became indistinguishable from actually being inside her.

Waking Daisy wasn’t something I was overly concerned about. First, she slept so hard that her alarm had difficulty waking her, and second, if she was awake, she would have already joined in. It didn’t matter. My orgasm loomed in my consciousness — a hammer ready to drop.

Katie stiffened in my arms, flattening her body against mine as she dug her fingers into my bare ass. She buried her face in my shoulder and groaned, broken by stiff, shallow grunts as her pussy twitched and her legs trembled. She tried to speak, but the words came out as a jumbled, incoherent mess.

My orgasm followed hers, coming swiftly and spiking hard. Pleasure engulfed me. Thought and reason fled as the primordial caveman inside me needed to come. I moaned, squeezing Katie’s ass, as I ground my cock between her thighs and my balls tightened. “Katie, I’m coming.”

I choked out the words with barely enough time to spare. Katie backed off and grabbed my cock as she slid onto her back and stroked my swollen meat until I erupted, grunting. Thick ropes of pearly cum blasted from my cock, painting her tummy and chest white.

Waves of lust sheared off me in waves, leaving my brain fuzzy as I grunted, coming so hard white stars appeared in my field of vision. Moonlight glistened off the thick layer of cum coating Katie’s creamy stomach. One long strand decorated her right breast, starting from her nipple, stretching down the length of her stomach and ending in a mess pooled around her navel.

Katie continued milking my cock, emptying my balls onto her stomach until my climax faded where I hovered over her, bracing myself on one wobbly knee.

“Sorry about the mess,” I said, whispering between laborious breaths.

Katie giggled. “Better on my stomach than in my uterus. I’m not on the pill.”

“I remember.” My leg trembled beneath me as I tried to catch my breath.

Katie squeezed the last drops of cum onto her stomach, gazing at my cock like a long-lost friend. “I forgot how big you are and how hard you get. But I don’t remember you coming this much.”

“It turns out clean living dials a guy’s sperm production up to a hundred.”

Katie giggled again, harder this time, as I collapsed onto the bed beside her. I stretched out on my back beside her, panting as relief washed over me.

Katie pushed up on her elbows and gazed down at the mess coating her chest and stomach. “Bonus is that neither one of us has to sleep in the wet spot.”

“Eww…. Since it would have been me making that sacrifice, I’m doubly glad you took one for the team. Let me get you a towel. I’ll be right back.”

I carefully climbed from the bed, careful not to wake Daisy before I arrived at Katie’s bedside carrying a fresh towel.

Daisy remained motionless on her side of the bed, steadily breathing in and out, her rhythm heavy with sleep.

She reached out for the towel. “Thanks.”

“I got it. Relax,” I said and went to work, mopping up her stomach and spending an excessive amount of time on her breasts, watching them jiggle and sway.

Katie grinned up at me playfully. “You seem to be spending a lot of time cleaning my breasts.”

I grinned sheepishly. “I missed playing with them. You have the breasts of a goddess.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “Okay, Romeo. No need to lay it on so thick.”

I leaned over and kissed Katie flush on the lips, pulling back just enough to gaze into her eyes. “I missed you more than you’ll ever know.”

Katie’s eyes turned watery under the silvery moonlight, and her chin quivered with emotion. “How will we make this work?”

What she left unsaid was how would we make this work between the three of us. I raised an eyebrow and grinned. “We go all in.”
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W
 hen I woke the next morning, I found a naked Katie curled up against me, spooning me while she slept. My palm cupped her sweet, supple breast while my cock pulsed, stuffed inside her ass crack like a hot dog in a bun.

But we were far from alone. Daisy’s naked body hugged me from behind, her long leg slung over my thigh while her arm cradled my chest. Strands of her raven hair tickled my shoulder and back and her rhythmic breaths washed over my neck from behind.

Me, sandwiched between the two beauties, was a fantasy come to life. I wanted nothing more than to push the boundaries of our freshly formed threesome. But a quick glance at the clock informed me we had overslept. With the biggest concert of our lives only hours away, I had to get up.

Carefully, I extricated myself from the warm depths of our king-sized bed and crawled away, careful not to wake the sleeping beauties who had rolled together with my sudden departure.

The bus wasn’t moving and a glance out the blinds confirmed our arrival in the windy city. We were parked behind the concert venue near a set of steel doors.

My stomach fluttered with raw nerves. Today was the biggest day of my life, and I needed my head on straight if I had any hope of landing a major record deal. So far, we had been killing it on tour. Today wasn’t the day to backtrack.

I left the bedroom, closing the door behind me. The bus was silent. Muted light left the hallway shrouded in murky shadows. Mark’s bedroom door was open, and the lights weren’t on. Either he had passed out or he had slipped away after we reached Chicago.

I tiptoed to the open doorway leading into Mark’s bedroom and peered inside. My stomach dropped.

Empty bottles of beer, whiskey, and gin littered a nearby tabletop. Amid the wreckage, I spotted an empty plastic baggie cloudy with white powdery residue. The room stank of alcohol and the faint aroma of weed. It looked like Mark had gone on a bender.

From the first day I met him, I suspected Mark had a problem. The evidence strewn about his room left no doubt. His addiction issues were a threat not only to Katie’s welfare but to my sobriety and livelihood. I could no longer allow him to run roughshod over our lives. He had to go.

As for where Mark was now, I didn’t know and didn’t care. I was simply happy that he was gone. I left Mark’s room behind and made my way to the bathroom. A quick shower later, I returned to the bedroom with a towel wrapped snugly around my waist.

The sound of conspiratorial giggles carried through the bedroom door, and I paused for a moment, preparing myself for whatever the ladies had planned. I pushed open the bedroom door and stepped inside.

Katie and Daisy sat upright in the middle of the king-sized bed, both of them completely topless, with a mess of sheets gathered around their waists. They hovered over what looked like Katie’s phone, peering at the screen, smiling and giggling.

Katie seemed completely unfazed by her blatant nudity. It was as if last night’s secret thigh fuck had flipped a switch inside her.

Katie and Daisy paused as I stepped through the door, grinning up at me before breaking out into a fresh round of giggles.

I frowned. “Why do I get the feeling you two are having a laugh at my expense? Dare I ask what’s on the phone?”

Daisy giggled again, turning her twinkling eyes on me. “I think Katie should be our official band photographer. She’s captured your essence in a single image.”

I shook my head. “You two are trouble with a capital T.”

“Show him,” Daisy said, inciting another giggle from Katie.

I stepped closer, stopping at the foot of the bed. “Now I’ve got to see.”

Katie shrugged and turned the phone around to show me a picture of my stiff cock towering over my midsection. The photo looked like it was taken with a flash beneath the covers that Katie had held up in the middle of the night.

I raised an eyebrow. “Seriously, Katie? Dick pics?”

“You kept jabbing my ass with that thing,” Katie said. “It felt like a spear.”

Daisy rocked on the bed with laughter.

“It’s not like I can help it with you grinding your tight buns against my cock all night,” I said.

“I was horny,” Katie said.

“You should have just climbed on top of that tent pole for a ride,” Daisy said. “That’s what I do.”

“I’m not on the pill,” Katie said.

Daisy rolled her eyes. “I thought you wanted JD to knock you up?”

Katie’s cheeks flushed pink. “We haven’t even discussed that.”

The sudden shift in her tone made it clear this was a subject she wasn’t prepared to discuss. Pouncing on the sudden lull in the conversation, I changed the subject. “You two need to get up and get moving. We have a concert to put on.”

Katie sighed. “You’re right. I’ve got calls to make.” She climbed out of bed, completely naked, not even bothering to grab her robe. She paused at the door and turned around to face me. “Was Mark out there?”

I shook my head. “But he left a collection of booze bottles in his room. He’s got to go, Katie. I can’t have him on this bus for another night.”

Katie nodded. “Agreed. I’ll make sure he doesn’t come back.” Then she turned and left the room.

When I turned back to Daisy, she was sprawled out on top of the covers, legs spread, scrolling through her phone.

“You need to get up too,” I said.

Daisy put down her phone and peered up at me, her eyes smoldering. “Not until you fuck me.”

I grinned. “I suppose there’s always time for that.”

One quickie and another shower later, Daisy was finally getting dressed while Katie was in full work mode, chatting on the phone while I paced the bus, going over my set list.

Daisy and I went through sound checks then rehearsals before we finally hit the stage later in the evening. We performed before our largest crowd so far. It was a packed house, standing room only, over five thousand people strong. Katie told us there was a line halfway around the block filled with people trying to get in.

We were hitting on all cylinders, and Daisy and I weren’t even performing together. After the show, I made my way through the labyrinth of hallways until I reached my dressing room. When I entered, I found a fresh face that brought me up short.

Daisy was there, and so was Katie. Both of them were all smiles. The third person was a black man in his mid-thirties, wearing a casual blazer and jeans. He had a neatly trimmed beard, round eyeglasses, and a pleasant face.

“Great show,” Katie said.

She had on her business face and her business voice. I tipped my head in acknowledgement. “Thanks.”

“I agree,” the man said, as he gave me a friendly wave and a smile.

Katie’s eyes twinkled with excitement, and her entire body seemed to vibrate with positive energy. She turned around and stretched her arm toward the newcomer. “JD, this is Jamie Fitzpatrick from Energy Records.”

My stomach flip-flopped and a surge of adrenaline washed over me. Energy Records was a major label. That this man was standing in my dressing room had to be a good sign. I stepped forward, extending my hand. “Nice to meet you.”

Jamie took my hand and shook it, his smile widening. “The pleasure is mine. That was an amazing set.” He released my hand and tipped his head toward Daisy. “Both of you sounded incredible.”

Daisy beamed, a grin stretched across her face. “Thank you.”

Jamie turned back to face me. “Listen, I’ll keep this short. Energy Records wants to sign both of you.”

My head spun, and I thought for a second it might twist off and float up into the clouds. “Wow. Thanks.” I turned to Katie, looking for some sort of direction.

As if picking up on my cue, Jamie broke in. “Katie and I have talked about a deal in broad strokes. You don’t have to decide anything today. I just wanted to take a minute and introduce myself.”

“If we can do anything to assist you guys during the rest of your tour, just call me.” He handed over a business card and smiled before turning back to Katie. “Let’s talk.”

Katie grinned. “Absolutely.”

We said our goodbyes before Jamie left, leaving the three of us alone.

My legs wobbled beneath me while Daisy squealed excitedly, clapping as she hopped up and down.

“This is really happening,” I said, as if trying to convince myself.

Katie laughed and launched herself at me, pulling me into a hug by wrapping her arms and legs around me. “Oh, it’s happening alright.”

I laughed with her and spun her around, hugging her tight as she let out a little shriek of elation. When I set her down, her cheeks were flush red with excitement and her eyes blazed with an inner joy I hadn’t seen in what seemed like forever.

“Is the deal enough to…?” I paused, stopping myself before I revealed what Katie had confided with me about her deal with Mark.

“Daisy knows all about Mark,” Katie said, turning to her friend with a grin. “And yes, the advance would be enough to both pay back Mark and buy him out.”

I gave Katie a high five and let out a whoop and a fist pump.

“But even better, Energy Records will give us the freedom to pursue solo records and a joint album with you and Daisy.”

“That means we’re taking the deal?” Daisy asked.

“Not yet,” Katie said. “Let’s see if we can get another big fish to bite. We still have big shows to play in Las Vegas and Los Angeles.”

I nodded. “Makes sense.”

Katie grinned, taking my hand as she stepped back and glanced between us. “Right now, you two have some autographs to sign.”
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A
 fter autographs and a celebratory dinner, Katie, Daisy, and I arrived back at the bus by late evening. The engines were running, and the trucks were loaded, ready to follow us west.

We were on the home stretch of our summer tour, stopping only for two small shows before we arrived in Las Vegas next week, the home of our next big stop. For now, it was time to rest and enjoy the fruit of our labor. With our next show three days away, we could finally sleep in and spend an entire day doing absolutely nothing. Those days had been rare, and experiencing a little down time was just what the doctor ordered.

After we boarded the bus, Katie chatted briefly with the bus driver while Daisy and I made our way through the kitchen and toward the bus’s rear section. The cleaning angels had descended while we were gone. Everything was scrubbed clean and neatly arranged. The softa pillows were fluffed and put in their place, the carpets showed the crisp tracks of a powerful vacuum, and the polished granite counter tops gleamed, exuding a lemony freshness that clung to the still air.

There was no sign of Mark. If Katie had spoken to him, she hadn’t let on, and I wasn’t about to ask. We were leaving, and if he wasn’t on the bus, that was one less worry.

As we strolled along the hallway toward the bedrooms, Daisy picked up my hand from behind. “Where is he?”

She whispered the words as if speaking too loudly might draw him out of the woodwork. I shrugged. “Dunno. Did Katie mention anything to you?”

“No. Should we be worried?”

I turned around and gazed into her frowning face. “Now you’re worried about Mark? He’s a big boy.”

Daisy shook her head as she tightened her grip on my hand, stepping closer as she slid her free hand around my forearm. Worry lines creased her forehead. “I’m worried about us. I don’t trust him.”

I sighed, nodding. “That’s valid. He’s probably holed up in his bedroom.”

Daisy glanced over my shoulder toward the bedrooms. “Let’s check.”

We made our way down the back hallway and stopped outside Katie’s bedroom. The door was cracked slightly, revealing a thin crease of darkness while the room beyond was silent.

I pushed the door open and silvery moonlight filtered through the skylight, landing on the smooth surface of the neatly made bed.

“It looks like he’s gone,” I said.

Daisy flipped on the light, and we soaked in the empty room.

The empty bottles and baggies were gone. The room was spotless, with all presence of Mark erased.

Daisy stepped into the room and opened the closet. Katie’s clothes hung neatly in place while the space where Mark’s clothes once belonged was now empty.

“He’s not coming back,” Katie said from behind us.

Daisy and I turned to find Katie standing in the doorway gazing at the empty closet wearing a puzzled expression.

“Where is he?” I asked.

Katie shrugged, her frown deepening. “He left a message with the driver. Mark said we were better off without him and that the three of us deserved each other.”

Daisy grinned. “That’s great news. Why do you look liked your dog just died? Don’t tell me you miss that drunken prick.”

Katie seemed to force a smile. “Hardly. It’s just Mark isn’t the kind of guy to walk away with no questions asked.”

“It’s in his financial best interests for the tour to succeed,” I said. “Even if you buy him out, he’ll come out making a profit. Maybe he’s worried the tour will tank if he sticks around.”

Katie sighed and folded her arms over her chest. “Maybe.” She shrugged. “Let’s hope you’re right.”

“It looks like you’ve got your room back,” I said.

Even saying the words left me feeling hollow. I loved sharing a bed with Katie and Daisy.

“The hell she does,” Daisy said. “She’s sleeping with us.”

Katie’s eyes widened. “You don’t have to do that. I’ll sleep in here.”

Daisy rolled her eyes and stepped forward. She picked up Katie’s hand and held it in bother of hers as her expression softened. “You’re with us now. We’re three — not two.” She leaned forward and tenderly kissed her best friend on the lips.

Katie didn’t resist. She closed her eyes and leaned into the kiss, breathing through her nostrils. Their lips parted and their pink tongues swam together.

My cock stirred in my jeans, awakening as the erotic vision played out before my eyes.

When Daisy and Katie finally broke their lip lock, Katie’s eyes smoldered with smoky lust. “Give me a minute to get changed. I’ll be right there.”

My heart pounded as Daisy led me across the hall and into our bedroom, leaving our door open behind her. She stopped and whirled around to face me. Her eyes glimmered with lusty triumph. “This is it, baby. This is the moment we’ve worked so hard to achieve. It’s threesome time.”

She perched on her tiptoes, wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a short but passionate kiss.

I cupped her tight ass, squeezing as I drew her toward. My cock surged in my jeans, stiffening against her tight tummy as it pulsed to life. When we finally broke our lip lock, Daisy backed away and gazed up at me, her expression amused.

“Are you sure you can handle both of us?”

My head spun sideways as if it might topple sideways off my neck and spin like a top on the bedroom floor. “Fuck, no. I’m completely off balance.”

Daisy giggled and lowered her hand to the bulge in my jeans before tracing the outline with the tip of her index finger. “Your hard enough for me to chip my tooth on. We better be careful.”

The word, we, hadn’t escaped my notice. I licked the dryness from my lips and tried to steady myself. Lust surged through my veins, turning my already hard cock harder by the second. “Are you sure Katie’s into this? She’s always been a little reserved when it comes to sex.”

Daisy rolled her eyes. “Trust me. She’s a bigger horn dog than I am. You just have to massage her kinks.”

“What kinks?”

Daisy smiled. “What fun is there in telling you? Don’t worry. Mama bear will guide her baby cub to the pot of sweet honey waiting between her legs.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s both alluring and disturbing.”

Daisy giggled. “If you think you got off on that thigh fuck last night, just wait until you see what comes next.”

“So, you were awake? Here I thought we had been quiet.”

“I really was sleeping. But I knew Katie couldn’t resist that fat cock of yours completely exposed. Last night was an open recess with your cock as the jungle gym.”

I chuckled. “That’s quite the metaphor. Katie spilled the details?”

“It was more like I milked them out of her. You should have just slipped your cock inside and fucked her brainless. She told me if you had, she wouldn’t have stopped you.”

My jaw dropped. “She told me not to. What was I supposed to do, rape her?”

“Of course not, baby. It all comes back to massaging Katie’s kinks. She just needs the proper motivation. Don’t worry, sweet baby. I’ll soften her up for you tonight.”

Soften her up? “I don’t want to coerce Katie into doing anything she isn’t comfortable with. I’m not Mark, for Christ’s sake.”

Daisy rolled her eyes. “I’m not talking about coercion. She’s my best friend. Do you really think I would do anything to manipulate her in any way?”

“Well… no. Not intentionally.”

“Stop worrying and have fun for once. You get so uptight sometimes.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me. “Now… enough talking.”

I gazed down into her bright green eyes and let out a breath. “You’re right. I’ll just go with it.”

Daisy turned her back on me and headed toward the bathroom, pulling her crop top off as she went. Her bare breasts dropped free of their tight confines, jiggling into view on either side of her back. She gazed back at me over her shoulder. “Don’t bother with the boxers. They’ll just get in the way.” Wearing a mischievous smile, she disappeared into the bathroom, leaving me alone.

I pulled off my clothes, tossing them aside until my fat cock popped free of my briefs, swaying proudly as I peeled back the sheets and slid under the covers.

A few minutes later, Daisy emerged naked from the bathroom. She wore her glossy raven hair down here it tumbled over her shoulders and fell down her back. Her big, upturned breasts jiggled slightly as she closed the distance between us.

Daisy looked like a goddess as she slipped under the covers with me. She slid up beside me and hooked her long, smooth leg over my thigh before gliding it over my swollen cock. Her warm breath collected on my chest as she drew a heart-shaped outline on my pectoral muscles. “Baby, tonight I want you to fuck me so hard I speak gibberish. Okay?”

My cock lurched, coming free of Daisy’s leg and kicking the satin sheets. “Do I need to pull out tonight?”

Daisy nuzzled in behind my ear and she kissed me high on the neck. She coiled her nimble fingers around my towering cock and gently squeezed as her breasts mashed up against my side. “It’s a safe night. But I want you to come inside Katie, not me.”

Her warm breath tickled my inner ear, and I gulped as my cock pulsed inside her warm grip.

“God, babe. You’re even harder than you were a few minutes ago.” Daisy nuzzled in tight, kissing and licking her way up and down my neck. “Little JD can’t wait to plant his seed inside his hot little ex-girlfriend.”

As she slowly stroked me, my cock ached with a longing I had never experienced. My erection bordered on painful. Katie’s arrival couldn’t come soon enough.

“Got room for one more,” Katie said from the open doorway.

I turned my lecherous gaze toward the bedroom door, and my jaw dropped. “Holy mother….”

Daisy giggled and continued tugging on my cock, sliding her thumb over my glans as she rubbed her silky thigh along my leg. “Get your ass in here before JD comes all over my hand.”

Katie wore a pink silk camisole that hugged every curve of her petite frame. Thin spaghetti straps hugged her shoulders and rode the creamy expanse of her pale cleavage, barely able to contain the massive swell of her big natural breasts.

As Katie walked toward my side of the bed, her breasts jiggled invitingly, and her nipples stiffened, poking through the thin layer of silk. She smiled demurely, but her eyes registered uncertainty. It was as if she expected the whole thing to blow up in her face at any moment. Not that I blamed her. She had a lousy track record where men were concerned.

Daisy continued playing with my cock, working my swollen tip through her fingers as she flattened her body against mine, rubbing her breasts across my chest. “Sweetie, you look so fucking hot.”

Katie’s glossy lips glistened, and it appeared as if she had freshened up her makeup. Her auburn hair flowed unrestrained down her back, ending just above the upper curve of her tight little ass.

“Seconded,” I said as I tossed back the covers. “Climb on in.”

The thrown back covers revealed my swollen cock with Daisy’s hand wrapped firmly around my shaft.

Katie’s eyes bulged as her gaze locked on my hard cock. She licked her lips and her eyes turned hazy with lust. “I forgot how big you are.”

“He’s hung like a horse,” Daisy said. “But you knew that already. Come on, Katie. Don’t be shy. You’ll be back in his saddle in no time flat.”

Katie smiled at her best friend and seemed to relax. Her expression softened, and in one smooth motion, she peeled off her camisole and tossed it aside, revealing the lush curves of her petite frame. Her tiny pink nipples stood stiff atop her breasts, tilting slightly upward as her full breasts jiggled freely from side-to-side. “We aren’t even going to pretend to sleep this time?”

Daisy giggled. “Why deny it any longer? We both want him.”

Katie giggled and crawled into the bed beside me. “I admit the threesome idea was just a ploy to get in his pants.” She inched forward until her bare breasts flattened against me, molding to my chest as her nipples dug into my flesh.

Daisy rolled her eyes. “You didn’t need an excuse. JD is so hot for you, I can feel his heart pounding through his cock right now.”

I curled my arm around Katie’s waist, latching onto her creamy ass with my open hand before giving it a playful swat. “That body of yours drives me insane.”

Katie slid her hand down my stomach and moved lower, gently picking up my balls in her hands as she let them slide between her warm fingers. She brought her face even with mine and kissed me. We let the kiss linger before opening our mouths and letting our tongues twined together. Thirty seconds later, we came up for air.

Katie searched my face, her eyes twinkling. “Are you sure you can handle us both?”

Daisy giggled. “I just asked him the same question.”

I grinned. “Maybe not, but I’ll die trying.”

“What I’ve been dying for is to see how hard you can come inside Katie,” Daisy said.

Katie’s smile faded. “I know how hard he comes, which is why I can’t let him inside me. I’m not on the pill. What if I get pregnant?”

Daisy smirked. “Don’t tell me you don’t want JD’s baby growing inside you. Or did you forget I know all your secrets?”

Katie’s cheeks blossomed red. “There’s a time and place for everything.”

“Exactly. Right now, it’s time for JD to fuck a baby into you.”

Katie’s expression soured. “You don’t have to be so graphic about it. I’m not a piece of meat.”

Daisy raised an eyebrow as a smile crept across her face. “We’ll see about that.”

I had silently watched the verbal volley, but now, with the women on the verge of ruining the mood, it was time to step in. “Enough ladies. If Katie doesn’t feel comfortable taking tonight to that level, then we won’t go there.”

Daisy sulked a little but nodded while Katie leaned in and gave me a quick peck on the lips. “Thank you, JD.”

“Now… why don’t you two kiss and make up?”

They both looked at me, then at each other, before grins spread across their exquisite faces. Daisy leaned over my chest and Katie met her halfway. Their lips met, and they kissed, moaning softly as their tongues flashed together. Their bare breasts slid across my chest, coming together in a mesh of hard nipples and soft flesh.

Soft tan lines demarcated Daisy’s bronzed flesh from her creamy interior, nearly matching the alabaster tone of Katie’s round perfections. My cock throbbed under their nimble fingers and stiff nipples, turning impossibly hard with a never ending influx of blood fueled by my lust soaring into the stratosphere.

Katie slipped her leg over mine, twining her feet around my ankle as she ground her wet, warm labia against my hip.

I stuffed my hands full of ass, one on Katie’s cheek and the other on Daisy’s. Both women mashed their pussies against my body, rhythmically grinding and moaning softly until they broke their lip lock and turned on me.

Wordlessly, Daisy crept closer until we came face to face. She angled her head slightly as if to lean in for a kiss, then pressed her lips against mine. Languidly, our tongues twined as she curled her eager hand around my cock. She gave my manhood a light squeeze and gently stroked. As we deepened the kiss, her lavender scent wrapped me in a shroud of pure lust, clouding my head with a wave of dizzy lust.

Katie came in on Daisy’s heels. Katie pressed her firm body up against mine with her pliant breasts gliding over my upper arm and the nubbins of her stiff nipples raking my tender flesh. Her body heat radiated over my chest, generating currents of lust that curled my toes. Katie’s silky smooth inner thigh trailed over my outstretched leg. The sensation of her soft lips kissing their way up my neck and her sweet breath curling inside my ear supercharged my already white-hot desire.

I shuddered as a wash of adrenaline surged through my body, and goosebumps rippled down my chest like a spreading forest fire. During my brief life, I had experienced alcohol infused threesomes, but those paled to this emotionally charged moment with visceral connections with two women I loved more than I loved myself. I was truly skiing in fresh powder.

Katie came around to my mouth, taking over where Daisy left off. Her tongue twined with mine and she moaned softly into my mouth while Daisy kissed her way down my chest and stomach.

Daisy released my cock and slid lower, repositioning her body between my parted legs until she came face to face with my throbbing manhood. Katie came next, breaking off the kiss and releasing my cock as she joined Daisy at the altar of my manhood.

Wordlessly, the women went to work. Daisy stretched out on her stomach between my parted legs. She lowered her mouth to my balls, and slid my sack between her lips, taking one ball gently into her mouth. She puckered, swirling her tongue over my sensitive flesh. Her tongue slithered over my balls, moving between each as she licked me like a melting ice cream cone. Her warm breath curled up my shaft while her tongue crisscrossed my balls and dipped lower, teasing my asshole before retreating.

My toes curled with pleasure, and I groaned, squeezing fistfuls of sheets while I arched my back and rode the wave.

Not to be outdone, Katie joined her best friend. She stretched out flat on her stomach beside perpendicular to my waist, playfully kicking her dainty feet into the air while she gazed on my cock, her eyes hungry. She tucked a thick lock of auburn hair behind her ear and lowered her mouth to my pulsing giant.

Katie sealed her glossy lips around my twitching cock and flickered her tongue, teasing my knob as she sucked. She eyed me with her bright hazel eyes, never breaking contact as she went to work, bobbing up and down, coating my shaft with a glistening sheen of saliva. With her free hand, she stroked my cock at the root, milking pre-cum onto her scouring tongue. Her tits jiggled over my hip, and her stiff nipples raked my flesh, leaving my mind reeling with pleasure as both women put on a full-court press.

My breaths came in halting tugs, and I arched my back, hanging on as the need to come intensified. I groaned, pumping my hips, forcing my cock into Katie’s throat while my cock pulsed in her mouth.

Katie bobbed up and down on my cock, taking me deeper with every pass. My tip glided in and out of her tight throat, sliding along tongue, eliciting mewling, gagging sounds from the auburn-haired stunner.

Daisy was relentless. She practically inhaled my ball sack, taking it entirely into her mouth while her tongue and lips tap danced across my flesh. She let my balls go with a pop, then licked her way higher until the tip of her tongue slithered up against the root of my cock. “Baby, you taste so good.” As she spoke, her breath curled up my shaft, adding to the maelstrom of lust generated by Katie’s expert cock sucking skills.

Thrums of golden ecstasy washed over me, along with the urge to come hard. Visons of filling Katie’s belly with a massive load of creamy spunk danced through my head. I rocked my hips, slowing the pace for fear that I had reached my breaking point. Coming was inevitable. “Fuck.” I hissed the word as I clawed at the sheets and gritted my teeth, trying to hold out as long as possible.

Katie came off my knob with a syrupy pop. A thick string of cum-filled saliva connected her bottom lip to the tip of my glistening manhood. Her eyes watered with her effort, and she paused, her chest rapidly rising and falling as she pulled in the fresh air. She gazed at me with longing in her eye and a fistful of cock in her hand. “Is that too much, baby?”

Daisy giggled as she backed off. She sat up on her knees and locked her eyes on my towering monstrosity stuffed in Katie’s tiny little hand. “You suck that cock like you own it.”

Katie leaned over and kissed the tip of my cock, giving it a pleasant squeeze. “Tonight, this cock belongs to me.” She backed off, her eyes filled with adoration as she surveyed my pulsing manhood as one would a freshly cut ribeye.

“In that case, climb aboard and take it for a ride,” Daisy said. “He won’t bite.” Her eyes met mine, and she smiled triumphantly. “Well… most of the time he doesn’t bite, but he’s developed a taste for my ass.”

Daisy sat up on her knees beside me and continued stroking my cock. She turned her gaze on me, her eyes pleading. “Do you have a condom?”

“We don’t use condoms,” Daisy said, answering for me. “Why would ruin your sexual reunion with the man you love more than anything by wearing a condom?”

Katie faced her friend. “So he doesn’t get me pregnant. I can’t get pregnant right now, and I don’t think you understand how fertile I am. The women in my family get pregnant if their partner sneezes in their general direction. My sister is pregnant with her third kid and she’s only twenty-nine.”

I couldn’t help but grin. Daisy was getting a taste of the stone wall I faced yesterday. “If it makes you feel better, I’ll pull the pin before I launch the grenade.”

Daisy giggled and Katie frowned at me, then turned back to my cock.

“JD, do you see this?” Katie squeezed my cock, milking a dollop of pearly cum onto my tip.

I pushed myself up on my elbows and peered down at my shaft. “I see your tiny hand wrapped around my junk, and it’s really turning me on.”

Daisy giggled, and Katie rolled her eyes. “That’s enough cum to get me pregnant.” She leaned over and lapped up the cum with the tip of her tongue before gazing up at me, swirling her tongue over my tip. “Are you prepared to be a papa?”

“Yes.” I answered without hesitation.

Katie paused, her eyes widening with surprise. She gazed at me, continuing to stroke my cock as if considering the proposition. “Thinking about you coming inside me makes me so wet. But….” She licked her lips and gazed at me, her expression conflicted.

Daisy crawled forward on her hands and knees, hovering over me on all fours, with her arms pinned on either side of my hips. She gazed down at my cock only inches from her lips. She pulled her hair back over one shoulder and lovingly kissed my tip as she eyed her best friend. “Well, if you won’t fuck him, I will.”

Katie glared at Daisy. “I want JD. I do. More than anything, ever.”

Ignoring her friend, Daisy turned around on all fours and presented me with her ass. She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Baby, fuck me, please? I want you to come deep inside me while Katie watches.”

Katie’s eyes simmered with equal amounts of desire and frustration. “You have an IUD. It’s easy for you to be bold.”

Daisy parted her legs, opening her glistening pink pussy lips like a spring flower. “I had my implant removed last week, and I’m not on birth control. We’re playing with live rounds.”

Katie’s eyes widened. “What about your career?”

My stomach dipped, then soared. Daisy had mentioned to me the possibility of getting pregnant, starting with removing her IUD. We were using the rhythm method for birth control, and we both understood the ramifications. Daisy told me the risk made the sex hotter, and I agreed. The primal urge to procreate burned deep inside me, and the thought of Daisy Fox pregnant with my seed drove me crazy with desire.

Daisy leaned forward and positioned herself on her elbows with her ass up. She presented me with her bubble butt and candy cane pussy. I had a sweet tooth, and she was irresistible.

“I can both sing and be a mom,” Daisy said. “Besides, I love JD, and he loves me. Don’t you, baby?”

“You’re damn right I love you.” I came up on my knees behind Daisy, grabbed her round hips, and slid the tip of my cock up and down her pretty pink slit, making sure she was wet enough to take me in. I caressed her ass and gave it a playful squeeze. “You’re sure you want me to come inside you this time?”

“I’m more than sure,” Daisy said. “Breed me, baby.”

Katie went quiet, her expression shocked. She sat back on the bed and spread her legs. Her hand dove to her pussy, where she used her first two fingers to swirl her clit. Her eyes turned heavy with primal lust. “You’re being serious? If I find out you’re lying to me, I’ll never forgive you.”

Daisy moaned and pushed her ass back against me, forcing the tip of my fat cock inside her tight little hole. She inhaled sharply and paused, as if adjusting to the girth of my meaty pole. She glanced back at Katie, her gaze dropping to Katie’s wet slit on full display. “I’ll show you the paperwork from the doctor’s office.”

“All this talk about IUD’s and office visits is seriously killing the mood,” I said.

Daisy giggled and wriggled her hips, pushing the tip of my cock deeper inside her. “Sorry, babe. How about you ram me with that fat cock instead?”

Katie’s eyes turned glassy, and her hand moved faster as she writhed in place, pumping her hips into her probing fingers. “You’re really going to make her pregnant?”

In response, I slid my cock deep inside Daisy, moaning with pleasure as her tight walls clamped down and sealed my cock in a warm, velvety cocoon. The sensation spiked another rush of adrenaline, leaving my legs wobbly beneath me. “Are you jealous?”

Katie bit her lower lip and stuffed her first two fingers deep inside her pussy. She sucked in a sharp breath. Her legs shuddered while her nipples stiffened, and a rash of goosebumps spread across her chest. “It’s so hot.”

I squeezed Daisy’s hips and slowly pumped my cock in and out of her warm, tight pussy, coating my shaft with her glistening juice. Her pussy lips clung to my meat, forming a perfect seal as she met my forward thrust, pushing back with her hips and matching my rhythm. I gazed over at Katie while Daisy moaned with pleasure. “Do you want me to come inside you like this?”

“Yes.” Katie hissed out the word while she bucked her hips, pushing herself off the bed. Her hand moved in a blur, massaging her swollen clit while her breaths came in short, ragged tugs. She moaned and licked the dryness from her lip before stuffing her fingers back inside her pussy. Through glassy eyes, Katie gazed at my thick cock, sliding in and out of her best friend. Her nostrils flared and her jaw dropped open while she moved her hand faster, finger fucking herself with reckless abandon.

I turned my full attention back to Daisy. With a short, powerful grunt and a push of my hips, I plowed deep inside her pussy, burying my cock to the root. I wasted no more time, fucking her with deep, powerful strokes aimed at Daisy’s G-spot. It was time to get her off.

Daisy’s moans were broken by stiff grunts, while every thrust had me bouncing off her tight ass with a satisfying clap. Her big tits swayed from side to side beneath her, where she propped herself up on her forearms and gazed back at Katie as if to savor her friend’s reaction.

Katie sat up on her knees, legs spread while she worked her fingers in and out of her sopping wet pussy. Her breaths came out in husky pulls while her perfect tits rose and fell in rapid succession. Her cheeks were flush with a bright crimson, and while she looked on, her glassy eyes swam hazily in her head, her moans growing louder by the second.

Daisy knew how to make me come hard and fast, and tonight she used every trick in her arsenal. She clamped down and released with her pussy, resulting in never-ending, cascading bursts of squeeze and release. Earthquakes of pleasure reverberated along my cock, igniting every nerve ending with pleasure. As I fucked her harder and faster, the friction and wetness built, blossoming into a primordial need to come.

Daisy’s body shuddered and her legs shook as her pussy spasmed around my cock in short, violent micro bursts. Her moans reached a crescendo and her eyes rolled back in her head. She tried to speak, but the words came out garbled as her orgasm consumed her.

I leaned forward, burying my cock to the hilt, scooping up her fat tits before tweaking her nipples. Daisy’s body tremored beneath me, reaching new heights of orgasmic oblivion. Nipple play was one of her jams and I had discovered that playing with them while she came was like igniting a flame thrower into an uncapped barrel of gasoline.

Beside me, Katie moaned so loudly she drowned out Daisy. With her fingers stuffed inside her pussy, she thrust her hips upward and her legs trembled as an orgasm consumed her. Her face froze in a mask of pleasure as she gazed at my cock stuffed inside Daisy, on the verge of explosion. Her tits heaved with her rapid breathing and her tiny nipples looked hard enough to cut glass.

Pleasure warped my brain, leaving me nothing more than a vessel used to breed my flock. I grunted, coming deep inside Daisy as my cocked pulsed, firing off never ending salvos of white hot cum into the rising music star. My head flashed white as the fever consumed me, but I mustered the focus necessary to draw out my cock, leaving my tip nestled just inside Daisy’s pussy, pumping her full of molten cum. My thoughts were on Katie and giving her a visual reminder of exactly what she was missing.

Cock pulsing, I unloaded thick ropes of heavy jizz, painting Daisy’s insides white. A string of cum leaked from Daisy’s pussy, rolling down her inner thigh while I continued filling her to the brim.

As my orgasm crested and my cock gave out, I collapsed back onto the bed, gazing back at the carnage I’d left in my wake.

Daisy leaned forward, with her legs spread and ass up, her face buried in the covers. As her pussy pulsed, a river of cum leaked from her ravaged hole, running down her thighs and dripping onto the bedspread.

Katie had collapsed back onto the bed beside me. Her legs were stretched out in front of her while she propped herself on her arms. While she caught her breath, she gazed at Daisy’s pussy as if entranced.

I stretched out on my back, pulling in deep breaths as my cock towered above me, still leaking cum. That’s when the unexpected happened.

Kinky Katie crawled over to my cock and wrapped her lips around my pole, sucking greedily as her tongue swirled over my tip. She milked every drop from my spent balls and cleaned my glistening shaft, licking her way up and down from tip to balls, leaving no stone unturned.

When I sat up, I found Daisy had rolled over onto her backside, sitting up and watching us. Her legs were spread wide open and cum oozed from her pussy, pooling onto the sheets beneath her.

“Damn girl, you make me look like an amateur,” Daisy said.

Katie came off my cock with a resounding pop and turned around to face her friend. “I love sucking JD’s cock.” She continued licking and fawning over my cock while she stretched out naked by my hip.

“Am I going to have to fight you for it?” Daisy asked her, smiling.

Katie giggled and kissed the tip of my cock before finally relenting as my cock gave up, deflating into recharge mode. “Maybe.” She peered over at the cum still oozing from Daisy’s pussy and licked her lips. “Did you really have your IUD removed?”

Daisy nodded. “I’ve found the man I want to grow old with. There’s no point in keeping it in.”

Katie frowned. “What if you get pregnant?”

Daisy shrugged. “When I’m ovulating, JD pulls out. I’m not ovulating right now.”

“You can still get pregnant,” Katie said.

“If I get pregnant, then we’ll have a baby. It’s not the end of the world. Like I said earlier, we love each other, and we’re prepared to deal with the consequences.”

Katie sat all the way up and turned around to face her best friend, sitting with her legs crossed, frowning as if lost in thought. She rubbed her chin and looked up. “What if he gets me pregnant, too? Wouldn’t that bother you?”

Daisy raised an eyebrow. “Would it bother me to go through pregnancy with my best friend, where our kids would be siblings? Hardly. It would be like a dream come true. We would be bonded for life. All three of us.”

Katie turned around to face me. “You are really into this harem business? You’ve always had the hots for Chris’s little sister, Savannah. Is she next?”

Daisy and I gazed at each other before knowing smiles stretched across our faces.
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T
 he next week flew by and thankfully we hadn’t heard a peep from Mark. Although it was nice he had steered clear of us, I couldn’t shake an impending feeling of doom. But I wasn’t about to let Mark live rent free in my head, so I went on with my life.

The three of us were inseparable, spending our days rehearsing, watching TV, or playing games that inevitably ended with our clothes in a pile and our naked bodies entwined. Katie was insatiable, exhausting even Daisy while keeping her vagina sealed behind an impenetrable wall. Even so, her resistance had weakened, and I had even bought condoms, hoping to find my way inside her.

It was Katie who had refused the condoms. Our first time back together, she wanted me to go bareback even if it meant getting an implant once we reached Las Vegas.

In between Chicago and Las Vegas, we played two shows, both sold out and standing room only. It was a Friday morning when we reached Las Vegas. The venue was bigger than any we had played, seating ten thousand people before another sold-out crowd.

With greater frequency, our names were popping up on national entertainment news with growing speculation that Katie, Daisy, and I were in an open relationship. We hadn’t hidden our days and nights out together, nor were we pretending to pretend. While we didn’t openly admit to anything, we weren’t denying the rumors either.

My conversations with Savannah had been confined to brief texts. She was planning on attending our Los Angeles show but hadn’t brought up my invitation to a threesome with Daisy. She watched the same news shows we did, yet she had refused to engage me regarding Katie or Daisy.

Maybe it had something to do with the burgeoning relationship she had with her co-star? I hadn’t asked her for details, and she offered none. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that she was hiding something, and that bothered me.

In Las Vegas, our names were plastered high on the casino’s marquee, and we had flown through rehearsals without a hitch. There were rumors of multiple record labels watching us perform, and Katie had spent most of the morning lining up meetings. Now, with a few hours to go until show time, the three of us were tucked away, showering in my dressing room, enjoying our last few moments of comfort before the world descended on us.

Steam billowed inside the cavernous shower. I stood under the showerhead with hot water beating on my back and shoulders.

Daisy stood just outside the steam-covered glass, topless, wearing a white towel wrapped around her waist. She leaned over the counter and applied eye makeup. Inside the shower, things were coming to a head.

Katie sat on her knees before me with my cock buried between her lips. She bobbed up and down, taking my stiff cock down the back of her throat and holding it in place while her throat muscles constricted, tightening around my rigid shaft. Her low guttural sounds echoed off the tiles and my legs trembled as my orgasm bubbled, nearing the point of no return.

Her soaking wet auburn hair clung to her shoulders and back, and her big tits jiggled while water rolled off her nipples and pattered onto the tile.

After a thirty-minute threesome in the shower, my fingers were pruned, and my legs quivered. Katie did something with her tongue around the tip of my cock that sealed the deal. With a grunt, I thrust my hips forward, impaling my cock to the root as I released a hot load inside Katie’s mouth. Moaning, I pumped jets of pearly cum down her throat and over her outstretched tongue.

Katie slurped up every drop, pumping my cock with one hand as she drained my balls onto the flat of her extended tongue. After my climax faded, she sealed her lips around my knob and sucked me dry, licking frantically as if not to lose a drop to the water beating down on us.

With my cock whistle clean, she stood and wrapped her arms around my chest, pressing her naked body against mine while she came in for a hug.

“Now you’re ready for your show,” she said as she gazed up at me, smiling happily.

“I’ll have to coat the big guy with Vaseline if you keep up this pace,” I said.

“Are you two about done in there?” Daisy’s voice carried over the hissing water. “I go on in an hour.”

“Coming,” I said as I slid my hands down to Katie’s bare ass and squeezed her tight.

“You already did,” Katie said before giggling at her own joke.

I chuckled and leaned down long enough to give the petite beauty one last kiss before killing the water and stepping out of the shower.

A topless Daisy stood before me, wearing nothing but a white towel wrapped around her waist. She handed me two towels, perched on her tiptoes and brushed her lips against mine so as not to ruin her makeup.

“Someone is here to see you,” Daisy said.

I handed Katie a towel, where she snuggled in behind me to avoid the cold air.

Katie took the towel and frowned. “You have a visitor? I didn’t approve of any appointments this afternoon.”

Daisy shrugged. “Someone from the venue knocked on the door and let me know JD had a visitor.”

Katie’s nostrils flared and her expression turned fiery. “I explicitly told them no fans prior to the concert. You two will have an autograph signing session afterward.”

Daisy looked on helplessly. “Tell them to fuck off?”

I laughed and wrapped the towel around my waist. “I’ll handle it. You two just worry about getting some clothes on.”

Katie started drying herself off. “I’ll be out in a minute.”

Wearing only the white towel, I opened the bathroom door and stepped into the dressing room, intending to throw on some clothes and deal with whoever wanted to see me. When I shut the bathroom door behind me, the makeup chair swung about, revealing a smiling Savannah Adams.

“Surprise,” Savannah said before bursting into laughter. “You should see your face.”

I gazed at her slack-jawed as I tried to make sense of why she was here. I hadn’t seen her in over three months and only half expected her to come to our last gig in LA. With how short she had been on text, I assumed she was still mad at me for not only dating Daisy but insinuating we wanted a threesome with her.

The towel suddenly felt very loose around my waist. “I… just, wow.” I swallowed the lump in my throat. “You’re really here, aren’t you?”

Savannah frowned as she pushed herself out of the chair and stepped up to meet me face to face. “I can’t tell if you’re happy or sad to see me.”

I smiled and leaned forward before pulling her into a hug. “Happy, of course.”

Savannah wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me lightly on the cheek. “Good. I missed you.”

Her strawberry scent enveloped me, and I buried my nose in her shimmering blonde locks, quietly breathing her in until my anxiety faded. My body relaxed, and I drew her closer, savoring the sensation of her warm body pressed tightly against mine. “I missed you too,” I said, whispering in her ear.

We broke off the hug, and Savannah stepped back, taking me in. “You look really good.” Her eyes lingered on the bulge fronting my towel. She raised an eyebrow, then looked up at me. “I see you’ve got on your work uniform.”

I rolled my eyes. “Ha, ha. You’re so funny.”

Savannah sat back in the makeup chair and grinned sheepishly. “If you have to get changed, don’t let me stop you.”

I wasn’t about to give her the satisfaction of embarrassing me. “How long are you in town?”

“Until tomorrow,” she said. “Where are you taking me after the show?”

“You show up on my doorstep and I drop everything? Is that how this goes?”

Savannah shrugged. “I’m sure Daisy won’t mind. In fact, she should join us. Katie too.”

I turned away from her and crossed the room, stopping in front of my closet with my back to her. “Will your boyfriend be joining us as well?” I dropped the towel, letting it fall to the floor, revealing my bare ass.

It took Savannah a few seconds to respond as I felt her eyes on me. “Excuse me? What’s this about a boyfriend?”

I grabbed my briefs and slipped them on before turning around to face her. “The one you were holding hands with last month.”

Savannah rolled her eyes as her gaze dropped to my cock. “Don’t believe everything you see on TV.”

I put my hands on my hip, and she gawked at me. “So, you’re not dating him?”

A slight smile tugged at her lips as she tore her eyes away from my package long enough to meet my stern gaze. “I prefer musicians.”

Whatever was happening in her love life, she was playing coy. “You’ve barely spoken to me in months. Are you upset with me?”

Savannah bit her bottom lip as she stared at me as if thinking through the best way to respond. “I was. Now, I’m not.”

I grabbed my shirt off the nearby hangar. “Were you upset about Daisy?”

“Can we not ruin things by dredging up the past? I’m here now and I missed you. Isn’t that good enough?” She gazed around the empty dressing room and frowned. “Does Daisy have her own dressing room? I figured she would be here with you.”

I glanced toward the closed bathroom door. “Uhh… she’s putting on her makeup. She’ll be out in a minute.”

“Good,” Savannah said. “I’ve watched her online. She’s killing it.”

“Yeah. She’s a force of nature.” I stepped into my jeans and buttoned them while Savannah shifted in her seat and grabbed something off the table.

“By the way, I was instructed to give this to you.” She held out a hardback journal.

I stepped closer and took the journal from her, frowning as I gazed at the plain black cover. “What is it?”

“It belonged to Chris. It’s full of information and statistics about your band. He kept track of everything in there. Every one of your tour dates is listed, along with the crowd size and the take. It’s really interesting.”

I skimmed through the pages and recognized Chris’s neat penmanship. “Thanks. I’ll look at it.”

The bathroom door opened behind us. Savannah and I turned toward the new arrival.

Daisy stood before us wearing her pink silk robe. She quickly closed the door behind her as her eyes widened with surprise. “Savannah. Wow.”

Savannah grinned and pushed out of her chair, walking toward Daisy with open arms. “I’m a huge fan.”

Daisy’s cheeks reddened, and she fell into Savannah’s embrace, gazing at me over the blonde’s shoulder, her eyes wide with shock.

“Thank you,” Daisy said. “I can’t believe you’re here.”

“Vegas is so close to LA, I thought why not,” Savannah said. “I wanted to meet the woman who claimed JD’s stone cold heart.”

Daisy giggled, and I scowled. “Hey now. Be nice.”

Savannah pulled away from Daisy and furrowed her brow. “Do you guys know where I can find Katie? They told me outside she was in JD’s dressing room.”

My stomach dipped. “Oh, right. About that.”

The bathroom door burst open, and Katie emerged with a towel wrapped around her chest and another around her head. “JD, what did you do with my bra when you…?”

Katie’s words trailed off as her eyes locked on Savannah and grew to the size of dinner plates. The color fled from her face as she stood frozen, gazing at the young Hollywood starlet.

Savannah turned to me with her eyebrows raised. “Yes, JD. Where is Katie’s bra?”
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T
 he crowd’s droning roar carried the weight of a battleship. Even after a second encore, they were chanting for more. I would’ve gone out for a third encore, but the venue cut me off, citing something about policies and lawsuits. Nights like this were why I made music. I fed off the crowd’s energy. As the tour progressed, my skills improved to where I was now a better singer, songwriter, and musician than at any point in my life.

I gratefully accepted a massive bottle of water as I made my way backstage, looking for Katie, Daisy, or even Savannah. Katie had set up Savannah with a backstage pass, and it was finally time for us to sit down for a long overdue chat. As much as I wanted to avoid the subject, there was no more putting off our feelings. If she was truly angry at me, I couldn’t let those feelings fester. Besides, she had artfully dodged questions I had about her relationship status. I wasn’t willing to let it go that easily.

But as I made my way through the crowded hallways, the women were nowhere in sight. One of Katie’s assistants, a mousy young woman with glasses and short red hair, stood near the hallway leading to the dressing rooms. She held a clipboard and wore a headset, scribbling something as she spoke into the microphone.

“Hey there, Trudy,” I said. “Any sign of Katie or Daisy?”

Trudy gave me a curt nod. “Great show, Mr. Summers. Katie is waiting in your dressing room. I believe Ms. Fox is with her.”

“Thanks,” I said before she spoke to someone on her headset and, once again, made notes on her clipboard.

I left Trudy, and a short walk later, I arrived at my dressing room just in time to find Katie and Daisy laughing over a bottle of uncorked champagne. As I stepped inside, Daisy turned to me, smiling radiantly.

Daisy’s eyes lit up, then she rushed me, arms out before she leaped at me. I caught her and held her tight while she wrapped her arms and legs around me, pinning herself to my body.

Daisy nuzzled her face in my neck and kissed me high on the neck. “Baby, we did it.” She brought her face around, meeting my gaze before she came in tight and kissed me on the lips, letting the kiss smolder.

I wasn’t sure what exactly we had done, but going by the mood and the champagne, I assumed the news was seismic.

Eventually, Daisy came up for air, breaking the kiss and dropping to the ground before me.

“I could get used to this kind of greeting,” I said, chuckling as I picked up Daisy’s hand and smiled at Katie. I glanced past Daisy, searching the room for Savannah, but she wasn’t there. Before I could ask where she was, Katie stepped forward, shoving a full glass of champagne at me.

Katie handed over a glass to Daisy while waving the other one in front of me. “Take it. We’re celebrating.”

I frowned. “You know I can’t drink that.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “It’s sparkling grape juice, dummy. You want to check the bottle yourself?”

I grinned sheepishly. “Sorry.” I took the glass from her hand, then Katie turned to pick up her glass.

“What are we celebrating? The show?” I asked.

Daisy giggled as she and Katie exchanged a broad grin.

“You tell him,” Daisy said.

Katie’s eyes twinkled as she held the glass out in front of her. “Multiple labels. Multiple offers. They are in a bidding war. I’ll be heading to LA ahead of you guys to negotiate.”

My jaw dropped, and my face went numb. “Bidding war? What are we talking about here?”

Katie laughed. “To start with, a seven-figure deal, loaded with easily achievable perks to double or triple that number in the years to come. Plus, there are endorsement deals. I’ve had a jeans company approach me about having you and Daisy do commercials for them.”

Daisy fist-pumped and cheered. “Woo-hoo!”

“Here’s to us and our future,” Katie said. “You two are on the brink of major stardom.”

My legs joined my face, wobbling beneath me. This was the end of the beginning. Finally. Numbly, I raised my glass, and we clinked them together before taking a drink of the grape juice.

I lowered my glance and gazed into Katie’s eyes. “You’re not fucking with me, right? This is real?”

Katie laughed and set down her glass. She stepped up to me and wrapped her arms around my waist, gazing up into my eyes. “Darling, it’s real, and it changes everything.” Sher perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips. Her lips lingered on mine before Katie parted her lips, and our tongues darted together. She ran her hands up my back and twined her fingers through the hair on the back of my neck. When she came away, she gazed up at me, her cheeks flushed.

“We’re gonna be rich,” Daisy said, letting out another whoop behind Katie.

With my arms folded around Katie’s waist, I stole another glance around the room. “Where’s Savannah? She should be here celebrating with us.”

Katie’s jubilant expression faded as she stepped back from me and tossed a glance at Daisy over her shoulder.

“You tell him,” Daisy said. “She’s your client.”

A pang of worry chased away the momentary joy, settling deep in the pit of my stomach. “Tell me what?”

Katie turned back to me and sighed. “About halfway through your set, she got a call. She disappeared for a few minutes, and when she came back, she told me had to fly back to LA right away.”

My stomach dropped. “What? Why?”

Katie shrugged. “She told me to tell you she was sorry, and she would try to call you later.”

“Try to call me? Hell no.” I retrieved my phone off a nearby desk and opened the screen. There were no missed calls or texts from Savannah. I found Savannah’s contact information and dialed. As the phone rang, I returned my attention to Katie and Daisy, who huddled around me, their expressions worried.

“Did she say anything else?” I asked, as the phone continued to ring in my ear.

Katie shook her head while Daisy furrowed her brow and tapped on her chin as if thinking.

“She looked like she was on the verge of barfing,” Daisy said. “Does that help?”

After ringing three times, the call went to voice mail, and I hung up. “After the call or before?”

“After,” Daisy said. “We were all having a good time watching you do your thing backstage, even though Katie spent half the time on her damn phone.” She glared at her friend.

“Excuse me for making you a rich woman,” Katie said.

“Anyway, Savannah gets the call, runs off to take it, and the rest is history,” Daisy said.

A worry knot gnawed at the pit of my stomach. I fired off a message to Savannah, telling her to call me.

“I’m sure she’s fine,” Katie said.

My phone chimed with an incoming text message, and I pulled it up. “It’s her. She says that she’s sorry she had to take off and that she’s fine and she’ll see me in LA. Oh, and there’s a heart emoji.”

Daisy giggled. “See. All’s well that ends well. I’m sure it was work related. Can you relax now?”

I tucked my phone into my pocket and smiled. “Sorry. Let’s celebrate.”

Daisy winked at Katie, then focused on me. She let out a big fake yawn, then stepped up and kissed me lightly on the lips. “I love you, but I’m exhausted and really need to get some sleep. You two should totally celebrate without me.”

I frowned and gazed between them. “What’s going on?”

Katie picked up my hand and toyed with my index finger. “I have a surprise for you.”

Daisy giggled again, leaned over, and kissed her best friend on the cheek. “You two have fun. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” I gazed at Katie as she blushed, still staring into my eyes.

Daisy left us alone, disappearing out my open dressing room door.

Katie wrapped her hand in mine and led me toward the door. She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “It’s this way to unwrap your gift.”
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I
 didn’t have to wait long to discover Katie’s surprise. A walk through the casino ended with an elevator ride that opened into a penthouse suite.

“Surprise,” Katie said. “We have this whole place to ourselves.”

Hand in hand, we stepped from the elevator into a cavernous suite big enough for a football team. The place offered every amenity available beneath the scorching desert sun. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the living room, showcasing the glittering Las Vegas skyline beyond.

Gleaming black marble tiles inlaid with silvery veins ran from the entryway down a hallway leading off to the right. Chrome and glass dominated the space. Yet splashes of color from a pair of massive paintings hanging in the entryway gave the room life. Not to mention the cream colored, half-moon shaped sectional, which muted the ultra-modern vibe.

Katie took my hand as she slipped off her shoes, leaving her barefoot as she led me deeper into the room. A sleek, mahogany bar ran along the back window fronting a collection of high-end booze bottles lining a backlit glass shelf. There were at least three big screen TVs visible, and the place even had a baby grand piano.

“Wow,” I said, taking it all in. “I’m glad you’re in control of the budget.”

Katie giggled as she led me deeper into the family room. “The room was complimentary, courtesy of the casino.”

Katie let go of my hand, and I stopped in the middle of the room, taking it all in.

“And we didn’t have to gamble? Am I that big of a star?” My words came out dripping with sarcasm.

Katie crossed the room and stopped before the giant windows overlooking the skyline. She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Don’t get too cocky. They only gave it to me after I promised them a date on your next tour.”

I took a seat on the lush sectional and sank back into cushions that conformed to my body. With a satisfied sigh, I let myself relax. “I could get used to this.”

Katie tore her gaze from the window and turned to face me, smiling. “Get used to it. From now on, everything’s first class.”

As I leaned my head back against the high-backed sofa, I returned her smile. “Have I ever told you how amazing you are?”

Katie turned around to face me. “Sure. But that doesn’t mean I get sick of hearing it.”

She crossed the room and stopped right in front of me. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders, creating muted shadows on her face. She folded her arms over her chest and gazed down at me. “Are you going to fall asleep on me?”

A hip-hugging white skirt clung to her tight ass, highlighting her never-ending curves. A fashionable black, silk tank top gave shape to her perfect breasts. The neckline dipped low enough to showcase Katie’s eye popping cleavage. Spaghetti-thin straps held her top in place, providing a meager defense against her twin majesties popping free.

“How could I possibly fall asleep after I’ve finally got you all to myself?”

As if she could feel my eyes on her, Katie’s nipples hardened, poking through the front of her top, affirming what I suspected. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

As my gaze traveled over her supple hills and valleys, my cock thickened in my jeans, pulsing with anticipation. I licked the dryness from my lips and drank in her finest physical feature — her exquisite face. Katie was simply the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. The year plus I had spent away from her only cemented that belief.

My cock pulsed again, visibly twitching in my jeans as it hardened into a noticeable bulge. I sat up, leaned forward, and cupped her smooth calves in my palms. I ran my fingertips up the back of her legs, caressing her smooth skin before stopping beneath the hemline of her skirt. “You are extraordinary.”

Katie’s nipples stiffened to where the outline of her puffy areolas became visible against her thin silk top. She flashed me a nervous smile as she stepped closer, allowing my hands to travel further up the inside of her skirt. She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, then placed her hands on my shoulders. “So… I went to see a fertility doctor today about getting fitted for an IUD.”

With my hands halfway up her thighs, I froze, raising an eyebrow as I met her serene gaze. “Really?” I tried but failed to hide the disappointment in my voice.

She caressed her way along my shoulder blades before sliding her fingers up the back of my neck, teasing me with her soft touch. She gave me a shy smile. “You seem disappointed. I thought you wanted this.”

I wrapped my hands around her upper thighs, just beneath her plump ass, and held her gaze. “Would it be so horrible to have a child together? I mean….” I swallowed hard. “We’d make a good team… you know?”

A slight smile tickled the corners of her lips. “We do make a good team. But, how would we fit a child into our lifestyle?”

“We would figure it out together. I never thought I could make music sober, yet here I am. If anyone can make it work, it’s us.”

A bright smile stretched across her face. “I’m glad you feel that way because I couldn’t go through with the procedure.”

My stomach dipped amid a swirl of butterflies. The thought of impregnating Katie made my head swoon with desire. “Soooo….” I grinned. “We’re playing with live rounds?” I slid my hands higher, cupping her firm ass in both hands, silk panties and all.

“Very live rounds.” She leaned over and brushed her lips against mine. “I’m ovulating, and given my family history, it won’t take much for your seed to take root.”

My cock twitched in my pants, turning to concrete as I slipped my fingers inside her panties, filling my palms with her bare flesh. “Are we making babies tonight?”

Katie giggled and nodded. “If you want.”

My head flashed with unbridled lust, driven by a primordial urge to spread my DNA. I grabbed hold of her panties and lowered them over her hips before they dropped to the ground in a shiny white pile around her ankles.

“It looks like someone is a little excited to get started,” Katie said as she lowered herself to her knees and gazed at my pulsing cock, bound inside my jeans. She stretched out her index finger and traced the outline of my thick shaft before swirling around my sensitive knob. “It’s been a long time since I had him inside me.” She looked at me and smiled. “I wonder if he’ll still fit?”

I swallowed a lump in my throat and licked the cotton from my lips. Heart pounding, I gazed into her eyes and waited for her next move.

Katie unbuttoned my jeans and lowered my zipper before pushing away the open flaps. Like a behemoth lurking in the murky depths, my cock strained inside my gray briefs, pulsing as it hardened. Pre-cum had oozed from my tip, forming a wet spot near the tip of my cock.

“Let’s get these off you,” Katie said.

Her words came out in a serene whisper, like a soothing mist for the soul. I raised my hips off the couch while Katie lowered my jeans and briefs over my hips, freeing my hard cock from its dire straits. Like an orca breaching a turbulent sea, my cock rose from my waist, standing at attention and glistening under the hazy overhead lights.

Katie slipped her warm fingers around the base of my cock and licked her lips. Her eyes turned hazy with lust. “You have such a pretty penis. I just want to lick it.” She stroked my cock, forcing a bubble of pre-cum onto my swollen knob.


Pretty penis?
 That wasn’t the term I would’ve used, but I wasn’t about to break the mood by pointing it out. Her hand felt like a cool balm on my aching cock, and I watched patiently as she shifted her body closer, bringing her face even with my towering rod.

“Don’t let me stop you,” I said.

Katie’s lips glistened under the muted lights. She leaned forward, drawing so close that her warm breath curled up my shaft. Gazing up into my eyes, she extended her bubble-gum tongue and licked her way up the inside of my shaft until she reached my tip. Without missing a beat, she slurped up my pre-cum and swallowed it down before turning her full attention on my pulsing cock.

Katie had long since achieved mastery in the art of cock sucking. Since we had sexually rekindled our relationship, she had spent hours with my cock stuffed halfway down her throat. She could get me off in a handful of minutes if she wanted, and we both knew it. If she went full ham on my cock, the monster load I’d built up would end up in her stomach.

As if understanding her supernatural powers, Katie went slow, using only her tongue to lick her way around my shaft. As she reached my glans, she flattened, then curled her tongue, sending shivers up my spine. All the while, she gazed up at me, penetrating my soul with her vivid hazel eyes. She took her time, methodically licking me inch by inch, her hot breath joining her wet tongue to ignite my sensitive cock.

Katie swirled her tongue around my knob in slow, sloppy circles, slurping up thick strands of cum she had coaxed from my balls. Her languid pace and abject devotion to my manhood turned the erotic moment into a nearly fatal ball buster. Normally, Katie would have had long since sealed her lips around my cock and sucked me dry, but not this time. This time, she used only her tongue, her eyes, and the passing of time to turn the encounter into something completely unique. With the heat dialed to ten, the slight inkling of an orgasm rose fast in my lizard brain, leapfrogging past the point of no return. I groaned as my balls tightened and my body stiffened.

But Katie’s next move surprised me. As she held my gaze, she back off and squeezed my cock, squashing my orgasm and bringing me back from the edge. “Sorry, baby. You just taste so good I can’t stop.”

My breaths came short and fast as my head spun and my body relaxed. “You are way too good at that.”

Katie leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock, still holding my gaze. “I want you inside me, Johnny.”

Another wave of butterflies took flight in my stomach as a wash of adrenaline surged through my veins. She hadn’t called me Johnny since our split. It was as if everything bad had fallen away, leaving only the good in its wake. What made us fall in love in the first place was still there, stronger than ever.

“I love you,” I said.

Katie stood and climbed onto my lap, bracing herself on my shoulders as she shifted into position. “I love you too, baby.” She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips while my stiff cock lay flat against the front of her skirt.

Our tongues flickered together, and we deepened our kiss. Katie moaned softly into my mouth while I guided the straps of her tank top over her shoulders, allowing her top to slide down her chest.

My heart beat so hard and fast it drummed in my ears. Her tank slipped lower, stopped by her big, bouncy breasts.

As Katie broke the kiss and sat upright, I gave her top one last tug, powering it past her incredible rack, completely freeing them.

Her tiny nipples, stiff and aroused, crested over her puffy pink areolas, jiggling amid her round D-cups that rode high on her chest. All natural and objectively perfect, Katie’s tits were the stuff of legend. I had spent an inordinate amount of time with my face buried between her mounds and her nipples stuffed in my mouth. Tonight was no exception.

I leaned forward and inhaled an areola, sucking it between my lips as my tongue flickered over her sensitive tip. I scooped up her other breast in one hand, tweaking her nipple as I palmed its full weight in my outstretched hand.

Katie pressed her chest into my mouth, moaning into my ear. She slid her fingers through my hair and ground her hips into my lap, her skirt rubbing against my upper thighs. “Johnny, please fuck me.”

I brought my hands around to her ass as I reluctantly unlatched my mouth from her nipple. “Baby, sit up a little.”

Katie did as I asked, shifting her weight forward and lifting her hips off my thighs, forcing her bare breasts into my face.

I guided her skirt up her thighs and over her hips, leaving it wrapped around her waist along with her fallen tank top. I gave her bare ass a loving slap before palming her flesh in both hands. My cock swayed beneath her rear end, twitching with anticipation where her pussy hovered mere inches from my swollen knob.

Katie shifted her weight backward, removing her tits from my face while she reached between her legs and grabbed hold of my stiff cock. She lowered herself slightly until her warm, wet labia met the tip of my spear. As she rubbed my cock along her wet slit, her breathing intensified and she moaned, gyrating her hips.

With my pulsing cock nestled inside Katie’s hand, I squeezed her ass as she moved her hips in short, clockwise circles. Her breasts hovered inches from my face and I leaned forward, sucking one of her stiff nipples into my mouth. Her strawberry scent enveloped me, and my lust flashed into the red zone, cranking my libido to full tilt. Strobes of pure desire flashed through my head in dizzying waves, and I groaned as I pushed my hips off the couch.

Katie’s warm lips found the sensitive spot behind my ear, and she whispered softly, her breath coiling over my ear and neck. “Don’t hold back. Come for me, Johnny.” She forced my tip along her slippery, soaking wet slit until it sank into her tight entrance.

I groaned as pleasure waves warped my conscious mind, and my balls tightened, sending me back to the edge of oblivion. With only my tip inside her, she felt even tighter than the first time we ever made love. Unlike the last time we were together, I felt everything. Her inner muscles squeezed and flexed around my intruding cock, and her rapid heartbeat drummed against my shaft.

As Katie sank back on my lap, her eyes washed over with hazy lust, and she braced herself by planting her hands on my knees. Her tits bobbled and shifted, jiggling invitingly as she gyrated her hips and forced my cock deeper into her achingly tight pussy. On either side of my thighs, she planted her feet on the couch and quickened the circular motion of her hips as her tits swayed in slow circles.

I lowered my gaze to Katie’s creamy white pussy, where my thick cock split her open. As I slid in and out, my shaft glistened with her wetness, moving deeper with each thrust. It was time to go all in. I lifted my hips off the couch, and with a powerful thrust, I buried my cock to the root, splitting open her virgin tight pussy.

Katie gasped. Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped as her pussy spasmed around my cock in powerful micro bursts, squeezing and flexing as her legs shuddered. Goosebumps flashed across her chest, causing her nipples to stiffen into sharp, pink points. “Fuck… mmmmm… oh, God, baby. Your cock is so fucking big.” She drew in a sharp breath, bit her lower lip, and her eyes glossed over. Caught in the throes of a powerful orgasm, she moaned as her body writhed with pleasure.

As I squeezed her ass with a firm grip, my cock pulsed deep inside Katie’s pussy. Her pussy milked me, clamping down and squeezing as I ground my cock, circling deep inside her. I held her tight and changed direction, sliding in and out, fucking her slow and deep for the first time in what felt like a lifetime.

“Don’t pull out.” Katie’s voice came out breathless and broken, my powerful thrusts causing her to grunt with pleasure.

She matched my rhythm, timing her hips with my upstroke, taking me so deep my tip tapped against her cervix.

I grunted, powering in and out, fucking her faster until my cock was a blur, hammering Katie’s pussy like a battering ram.

Katie’s moans turned louder, and her hair flung wild and free about her face and shoulders. Her tits clapped together as she bounced up and down, riding me like a bucking bronco. With a loud moan, she flung herself forward just as her eyes rolled back in her head. She buried her face in my shoulders and stiffened as her body shuddered for the second time.

All at once, my orgasm crashed into me. I latched onto Katie’s ass and pinned her down onto my lap. With one last thrust, I buried my cock to the root as a torrent of creamy spunk geysered from my balls and gushed into Katie’s fertile womb. I buried my nose in her auburn hair, inhaling her sweet strawberry scent. I came in buckets, spurting thick ropes of hot cum deep inside my beautiful girlfriend.

“It feels so warm inside me,” Katie said, whispering in my ear. Her breath curled down my neck and tickled inside my ear. Her lips and tongue flashed forward, circling my ear as she ground her hips and milked my twitching cock. “Give me every drop.”

My head swam as I unloaded eighteen months of pent-up desire into Katie’s ovulating womb. The orgasm went on for what felt like forever. Over and over, I came, filling up the petite beauty with enough semen to man a submarine.

Katie kissed her way down my neck and across my face until her lips met mine. Languidly, our tongues twined together, and she slid her fingers through my hair. She rocked on my lap, slowly fucking me until my cock finally went still inside her.

The minutes ticked by, and our kiss stretched out, neither of us in any hurry to move. Finally, Katie broke the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “How long will it take for you to recharge?”

Her lips widened into a grin, and I gave her a playful smack on the ass. “By the time we’re halfway through our shower.”

Katie leaned forward and gave me a quick peck on the lips. “Good. Then let’s get soapy.”

I grinned. “That will require you to get up.”

Katie furrowed her brow and her lower lip puffed out in a classic pouty face. “I like having you inside me.”

“Then let’s move our party to the shower. I need to wash the show off me, then I’ll gladly take up my fatherly duties.”

Katie sighed and climbed off my lap, trailing a thick strand of cum from the tip of my cock to her pussy, leaking copious amounts of cum. Another long line ran down her inner thigh while my cock swayed from side to side, glistening with the aftermath of our explosive sex.

She reached forward and took both of my hands. “Come on, baby. Let’s go for round two.”
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K
 atie and I went two more rounds that night. We did it once in the shower, where I pinned her up against the marble tile. The third time was in bed where we spent an hour, trying out a variety of positions before I emptied the last live round of the night inside her. Exhausted, we drifted off to sleep in the king-sized bed with Katie’s naked body curled up in my arms.

The melodic ring tone of Katie’s mobile phone woke me from a dead sleep. I blinked my eyes open.

Muted light filtered through the wall of windows in our spacious hotel bedroom.

Katie shifted in my arms, then raised her head, squinting against the light. She shifted in my arms and turned toward her ringing phone. “What time is it?”

I kissed her shoulder as I nestled up beside her, my morning wood wedged in the crack of her ass. I scooped up one of her fat tits and glanced at the bedside clock. “It’s a little after nine.”

“Shit. We’ve got to get going.” Katie sat up in bed and reached for her phone, ignoring my groping hands as she reached for her phone.

I reached for Katie, grabbing hold of her waist. “Baby, ignore it and come back to bed.”

As she snatched her phone off the bedside table, it rang again. “As much as I’d love to do just that, this could be a record label. Or did you forget we’re in the middle of negotiations?”

I sighed and sank back onto the bed. “Fine. Make it fast and we’ll kick this morning off the right way.”

Katie sat up in the bed, letting the sheets collapse down around her waist. She flashed me a conciliatory smile, then hit the answer button on her phone. “This is Katie Jacobs.”

A male voice came through her phone’s speaker. “Good morning Miss Jacobs, this is Andy Wentz from Icon Records.”

Katie’s smile widened, and she gazed over at me, giving me a gentle I-told-you-so punch on the arm. “Good morning, Andy. If this is about tickets for the LA show, I —”

“It’s not that,” Andy said. His voice faltered as he spoke. “I’m really sorry to do this to you, but our label is pulling out of negotiations.”

Katie’s jaw dropped, and a horrified expression came over her face. “What? Why?”

A sinking feeling of dread settled in the pit of my stomach. I sat upright, turning toward the phone. I was about to speak, and Katie pressed her hand over my mouth to stop me.

A heavy sigh came through the speaker. “It’s a matter of risk. The company is leery about investing money into a musician with a known drug and alcohol addiction. The same goes for Ms. Fox. We can’t take the chance.”

Katie’s eyes flashed red, and a scarlet hue sprang up in her cheeks. “I don’t understand. The risk is the same today as it was yesterday when you tossed your hat in the ring. If your company didn’t invest in performers with a past that included drugs and alcohol, you wouldn’t be in this business for long. Where is this coming from? My client has been clean for over a year.”

“If only that were the case,” Adam said. “We have evidence that Mr. Summers is currently using again. I’m sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but given his history, it’s too risky for our investors.”

Anger boiled inside me. I started to speak to defend myself when Katie leveled me with a hard glare, cutting me off.

“Whoever is feeding you that information has an ulterior motive. My client will submit to a drug and alcohol screen to prove his innocence.”

The phone was silent for a long moment. No doubt we had been muted while Adam spoke with whoever else was with him in the room. “If the evidence weren’t so compelling, that might work, but as it stands, we aren’t willing to risk our money. I’m sorry.”

“But —”

“Good luck with the rest of your tour.”

The phone clicked and went silent. Katie whirled on me, her eyes wide with horror. “Do you have any idea what he’s talking about?”

A fresh wave of anger turned my cheeks hot. “Of course not. That’s a fucking lie. How could you even think that I —”

“I don’t,” Katie said. Her voice quivered with emotion. “But if there’s any truth to this, you need to tell me now.”

I ground my teeth and clenched my jaw. “Do you want me to prove it with a drug test?” My tone was dripping with sarcasm. “It was your ex-boyfriend who had the problem. He had enough cocaine in your room to make a cartel blush.”

The color drained from Katie’s face. “Shit. Shit. Shit. I think Mark set us up. This is really fucking bad.” She leaped up out of the bed and reached for her clothes. “Get your clothes on, Johnny. We have to get in front of this.”
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W
 hile our bus headed to LA, Katie spent the day on her phone trying to convince label after label not to believe the false rumors. One of the record labels had actually turned over the evidence which including photos and a video of drugs and alcohol littering our tour bus.

Of course, the booze and drugs belonged to Mark. Although we had no proof that it was Mark who produced the phony evidence, there were no other suspects. Who else could it have been? He seemed bent on destroying Katie’s career even if it cost him the entirety of his one-hundred thousand dollar investment.

By the time we arrived in LA, we were back to square one. Nobody returned any of Katie’s many calls. We were playing before a packed house of twenty-thousand and there wasn’t a label on earth who would stick their neck out for us.

Two hours before show time, I arrived back at the tour bus, eager to find Katie. With the sun beating down on the open-aired venue, I dashed from the Uber and hurried to the bus. I flung open the door and charged up the stairs into the bus.

Heart pounding, I scanned the front room for Katie, but found the space empty. I squeezed the envelope in my hand to reassure myself I hadn’t dropped it. “Katie!” As I made my way through the empty front room, I shouted Katie’s name and hustled through the kitchen toward the bedrooms.

“Daisy!” I shouted again as I hurried down the long hallway and pushed open our bedroom door.

As soon as I spotted the figure on the bed, my heart surged and I stopped short, nearly tripping over myself. “Savannah? What are you doing here?”

Savannah’s golden locks hung loose over her shoulder and her blue eyes settled on me, laden with sadness and regret. “I needed to see you before I leave.”

I frowned. “Leave? You just got here.”

Savannah sighed. “The studio moved up the shooting timeline. I’ll be on location later today.”

“You mean you’re leaving for Montana?” I couldn’t help the grin that spread across my face.

Savannah seemed annoyed by my reaction. “Is something funny?”

“It’s ironic. The day I arrive in Los Angeles, you leave for Montana.”

Savannah giggled, her irritation vanishing. “It is ironic.”

My smile faded as a pang of loss settled in my gut. “Which means you won’t be at the show.”

“I was hoping I could talk you into going to Montana with me.”

She gazed at me hopefully while I studied her intently. “What happened in Las Vegas? Why did you vanish?”

Her irritation returned. “Oh, that.”

“Are you seeing someone? If you are, it’s okay. It’s not like I have any right to —”

“Johnny, stop,” she said, cutting me off.

My stomach dipped with raw nerves as Savannah pushed herself off the bed and stood before me.

Wordlessly, she perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. She picked up my hands in hers and brushed her thumbs over my skin while she gazed into my eyes. “There’s no one else. Only you.”

My heart lightened as if I had shed an unknown weight off my shoulders. “But I saw you on TV holding hands with that guy.”

Savannah grinned and shook her head before giving me another kiss. “You’re adorable when you’re jealous.”

My cheeks flushed hot, and I considered telling her I wasn’t jealous. But that was bullshit, and we both knew it. Instead, I deflected. “Come on, S. What gives?”

“My publicist wants us to pretend my co-star and are a couple to create a buzz for the movie.” She kissed me again. “Now, are you coming to Montana with me or not?”
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A
 fter saying goodbye to Savannah, I left the tour bus behind and jogged through the venue, searching for Katie. It didn’t take long to find her.

Katie, Daisy, and two familiar faces huddled together backstage, pouring over music sheets and making notes. As soon as I saw them, a grin spread across my face and all our issues with Mark faded into the background.

My face went numb with shock and a surge of joy welled in my chest, flushing away the despair. “Janie? Adam?”

Adam, our band’s original drummer, and his wife Janie, our band’s original bass player, looked up at me at the same time.

Adam turned toward me, his blue eyes sparkling. He flashed me a shit-eating grin, showcasing his pearly whites. “John Daniel Summers, you magnificent bastard.”

Jane’s eyes widened as a smile lit up her face. “JD!” She rushed forward and threw herself into my arms, pulling me into a fierce hug.

A sense of relief flooded through me. I squeezed Janie tight. “God, I missed you guys.” My words wobbled with raw emotion and my eyes turned hot with tears.

“Katie told us everything,” Janie said. “It will all work out. I promise.” She kissed me high on the cheek and stepped back as Adam approached.

Adam pulled me into a tight bear hug and a hearty back slap. “You went and got all fucking famous on us.”

I laughed and stepped back, gripping Adam’s shoulders in both hands. “The King Shit drummer graced us with his almighty presence? You slumming it now? Is that it?”

Adam grinned. “Something like that.”

“Your lady called, and we answered the bell,” Jane said.

I raised an eyebrow and gazed at both Daisy and Katie. “When you say my lady, you’ll have to be more specific.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “I called them.”

Daisy folded her arms over her chest and gave Katie a mock glare. “I was on the speakerphone with you.”

Katie stepped closer, ignoring her friend while she gazed at me intently. “We all talked. There’s only one way to save my business. We have to put on the mother of all shows.”

I needed to show her the envelope and explain where I’d been. “Katie, about that. I —”

Katie raised her hand, cutting me off. “We’re determined to make this work. I know for a fact that we still have multiple record producers in the audience. The others are watching the live stream.”

“We’re going to perform the entire show together,” Daisy said, blurting out the plan.

Her words had perked my attention. I furrowed my brow and gazed hard at Daisy. “You think we’re ready?”

Daisy nodded. “We’ve written and rehearsed enough of our new stuff to cover both shows and let’s face it, when we sing together, it’s electric.”

“It was Daisy’s idea,” Katie said. “And I agree. At the end of the day, these labels are all about making money. If you and Daisy are the next sure thing, we’ll have them lining up, regardless of Mark’s sabotage.”

I frowned and rubbed my chin. “But the deadline for your deal with Mark is at midnight. Even if we lure in a label, there isn’t enough time to pay off Mark before he gains full control of your company. And I sure as shit won’t work for Mark Miller.”

“Even so,” Katie said. “This might save both of your careers. You can always sign a new manager.”

“Katie, I’m not doing it.”

“Me neither,” Daisy said.

Katie’s eyes welled with tears. “You two need to stop worrying. This is for the best. It’s not like I’m going anywhere.”

“What if there’s another way?” I asked. “I—”

Katie stepped forward and pulled me into a sudden kiss, cutting me off. When she stepped back, tears stained her cheeks. “I love you for trying to protect me. The best thing you can do for me is to go out there and put on the show of your lives.”

I sighed and touched the envelope stuffed into my back pocket. “Fine. But after the show, we need to talk.”

Katie seemed to force a grin, and she nodded while she wiped the tears from her eyes. “You two need to get warmed up. We go on in thirty minutes.”
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P
 acked together like swarming ants, a sea of concert crazy fans spread out from the stage. It was a standing-room-only sellout, far greater than the twenty-thousand reported. The actual number of people seemed endless. Fans stretched out beyond the open-air venue’s wall along the beach, littered with lawn chairs and umbrellas. The scent of the sea, salt, and sunscreen clung to the hazy evening air, and in the distance, the sun sank beyond the watery horizon.

As we stepped out onstage together, a warm California breeze fluttered over Daisy and me. Hand-in-hand, for the first time since the open mic night at the Little Dipper, we walked across the stage. The crowd roared so loudly the reverberations shook the stage. Cameras flashed while a thousand phones came up, recording our first appearance together on stage.

Adam, Jane, and our hired-gun guitarist appeared behind us on stage. They took up their positions as the crowd’s roaring drone carried on.

A wash of adrenaline surged through my body, turning my head dizzy. Daisy squeezed my hand, her palm sweaty but her smile bright. Before we stepped up to the mic, I gazed over at Daisy and smiled. “Are you ready for this?”

Daisy flashed me a nervous smile, but her eyes were alive in a way I’d never seen. “No.”

We both laughed and together, we stepped forward, standing before the twin microphones. With a guitar slung over my shoulder, I leaned into the mic and spoke. “Good evening, Los Angeles.”

The crowd roared again, louder than ever. A minute later, the full-tilt sound retreated until I could speak into the microphone again. “Tonight, you are all invited to a very special performance.” I smiled over at Daisy as I spoke into the mic. “It’s a world first. With the love of my life, Daisy Fox—”

The crowd roared so loud I had to stop speaking, while a titanic grin spread across my face.

Daisy laughed and closed the distance between us. She perched on her toes and kissed me before the sea of onlookers.

If the crowd was loud before, they were deafening after the kiss. Feet stomped and cameras flashed. The crowd chanted kiss, kiss, kiss until we did it again, causing another round of raucous cheering amid thunderous roars of approval.

I laughed again and gazed back across the ocean of people, using hand gestures to calm them down. When the crowd finally settled down, I leaned into the mic and cleared my throat. “As I was saying, tonight, Daisy has agreed to share the stage with me. I hope you enjoy the show.”

Adam kicked off the set with a high-hat on the symbols before Janie kicked in with the bass guitar lead-in, and we were off, promptly blowing the roof off the stage.

For the next three hours, we played. Each song was better than the last. We never lost the crowd. In fact, even more people joined filling the beach as far as I could see in either direction. It was the best music I had ever made, and the sound Daisy and I created together was unlike anything I’d ever heard. That we had a smash hit record was without question. It was only a matter of how high we would fly on the world stage. The night was a complete game changer.

Sweaty and smiling, we were high on adrenaline as we came offstage after our last encore. The crowd chanted for more, but we had left everything out on the stage.

Daisy grinned at me and gave me a high five. “That was almost better than sex.”

I frowned. “Then I better up my game.”

Daisy laughed and hooked her arm in mine as we disappeared behind the stage before we promptly ran smack dab into trouble.

Katie flashed out of a hallway with her phone pressed to her ear, her expression intense. But it wasn’t Katie who caught our attention. It was the figure leaning up against the concrete rear wall that destroyed my mood.

Mark Miller grinned at us with his arms folded over his chest, looking like a man who held a winning lottery ticket.

My stomach dropped as Daisy came to a stop beside me.

“What’s he doing here?” Daisy asked, glaring at Mark, who pushed off the wall and strode toward us.

Katie hung up her phone and turned, her eyes wide as met Mark’s advance. “If you’re here to gloat, spare us before I have security throw you out.”

Mark smirked, stopping a few feet away before placing his hands on his hips. “I’m not here to gloat. I’m here to celebrate our company’s biggest stars. This occasion calls for champagne, but with JD’s little problem, that might be an issue.”

Daisy’s eyes flashed murderously, and she lunged forward. “You’re the junky, you fucking prick.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist, holding her back before the situation devolved into chaos.

Mark held both his hands up. “Is that anyway to speak to your new boss?”

Katie’s phone rang again, and she brought it up and tapped a few buttons. The ringing stopped, but Katie clung to her phone, clutching it so hard her knuckles turned white. “It’s not your company yet.”

Mark barked out a short laugh. “Unless you come up with a hundred large in the next thirty minutes, it’s mine.” He gleefully rubbed his hands together. “Not only will I be rich, but the taste of success is oh so sweet.” He eyed Daisy lecherously. “Isn’t that right, Ms. Fox?”

“I’ll never work for you,” Daisy said. “When the clock strikes midnight, you’re fired.”

Mark raised an eyebrow. “You might want to rethink that. You see, the contract you signed has a strict non-compete. Unless you’re willing to throw away millions of dollars, you’re all mine.” He glared at me. “Both of you.”

“Was this your plan all along?” Katie asked.

Mark turned to face Katie. “Does it matter? A few manufactured photos and a damning video were all it took. I knew those labels would never carry the risk of fronting the bill for a known junkie like JD. But what you did tonight took things to a whole new level. For that, you have my gratitude.”

“The booze and the drugs were yours,” Katie said. “JD had nothing to do with it.”

Mark shrugged. “Who will the world believe, a known alcoholic who killed his best friend or a respected businessman?” He grinned at me like a villain out of a Bond movie.

“I’ll go live in the woods again,” I said. “If you think I’m working for you, you’re crazy.”

“Same,” Daisy said.

“We have lawyers who will fight you,” Katie said. “What you’re doing is fraud and extortion.”

“Suit yourself,” Mark said. “I’ll still get the satisfaction of ruining your career. I think it’s only fair since you stole my girlfriend.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “I was never yours to steal, you limp dick.”

Mark’s eyes flickered with anger as he eyed Katie but held his tongue. Then he turned back to Daisy. “How about a counter proposal? I sign the company over to Katie in exchange for one night with Daisy.”

“Fuck you,” Katie said. “You are a sick, twisted pervert.”

Mark sighed. “Guilty as charged.” He gazed at Daisy and licked his lips. “What will it be? You can make all of this go away by fulfilling one man’s fantasy. Your best friend gets her business back and you can save your drunken boyfriend’s career all by spreading your legs. You’ll be the highest paid whore in world history.”

Daisy started forward, her expression twisted with rage and her fists balled.

I caught her around the waist and held her tight. “Don’t rise to his bait. I’ve got you covered.”

Daisy fumed, her nostrils flaring as she seethed with anger.

I should have been just as angry, but unbeknownst to Mark or anyone else, I held the trump card.

That’s when Adam and Janie appeared by my side.

“Here you go,” Jane said. She handed me over the envelope, and now it was my turn to smile.

Mark frowned as he eyed the envelope. A flicker of uncertainty flashed in his eyes.

“What’s that?” Katie asked.

I opened the envelope and held out a check written for one hundred thousand dollars to Mark Miller. “Here you go. I believe this settles our account.” I checked my watch. It was 11:45 PM. “With fifteen minutes to spare.”

Katie’s jaw dropped, and Daisy pumped her fist.

“Yes! Take that, you sick bastard,” Daisy said.

Mark’s eyes widened. “Did you rob a bank?”

“I didn’t have to rob the bank,” I said. “It turns out the money was there all along.”

Katie frowned. “What are you talking about?”

“Remember the stream you set up for the JD Summers Band all those years ago? You’ve been posting our shows to that feed all summer long.”

A smile blossomed across Katie’s face. “Those shows were generating millions of views.”

“In the journal Savannah gave me, Chris left me the keys to the kingdom,” I said. “It was simply a matter of contacting the bank and cutting a check.”

“That money isn’t mine,” Katie said. “It belongs to you and Daisy.”

“And you,” I said. “As my manager, you get a cut. Consider the rest of the money as an investment in our future.”

The color drained from Mark’s face. “I won’t take the check. As far as the world is concerned, this never happened.”

Katie grinned and held up her phone. “Think again, genius. I’ve been recording this entire interaction. I wonder how much revenue your confession will generate? Besides, if you read the terms of our contract, your failure to accept payment renders our contract null and void.”

Daisy giggled. “Checkmate, bitch.”

Mark’s eyes flashed red. “This isn’t done.” He snatched the check out of my hand before turning and storming away.

“Don’t go too far,” Katie said, yelling after him. “I’m pretty sure fleeing prosecution will tack on another felony charge.”

Daisy visibly relaxed, and Katie held out her phone before stopping the recording.

“It’s over,” Katie said. Her shoulders slumped with relief as she turned to face me. “Why didn’t you tell me about the check?”

I laughed. “I tried. You kept cutting me off.”

“Chris comes through again,” Daisy said. “I’m pretty sure I would have loved your best friend.”

I slipped my arm around both Daisy and Katie, pulling them in tight. “He would have loved you, too.”

Adam turned around to face us just as Janie reappeared, holding their daughter Lucy in her arms. “Now that the drama’s over, who’s up for a pizza? I’m starving.”

Three large pizzas later, Jane and Adam left our bus before heading to their hotel room for the night.

I sat back on the couch, with Katie on one side and Daisy on the other. “The tour is officially over,” I said. “What comes next?”

“My phone has been ringing off the hook,” Katie said. “All the labels are back, plus some new ones. With Mark’s video confessional in hand, I think it’s safe to say negotiations are underway.”

I placed one hand on Katie’s thigh. “Does that mean we have to give up the bus?”

Katie frowned, and a smile crept up her face. “What are you getting at?”

I placed my free hand on Daisy’s thigh and gave it a squeeze. “There’s an enormous bed in the back of the bus with a whole lot of history. It would be a shame to let it go without a proper sendoff.”

Katie raised an eyebrow as her smile deepened. “What are you suggesting?”

Daisy giggled and leaned over before kissing me on the corner of the mouth. She eyed Katie as she slid her hand across my chest. “Who are we to break tradition? That bed has always brought us good luck.”

Katie picked up Daisy’s hand, and the women laced their fingers together. She grinned wickedly. “We’re going full harem?”

Daisy leaned across my chest and kissed Katie on the lips. Their tongues flickered together before Daisy pulled back. She smiled shyly, then leaped off the couch. “Last one to the bedroom is the harem bitch.”

Daisy sprinted through the family room, cackling with glee.

Katie laughed as she jumped off the couch. “You’re the bitch, bitch.” She took off at a dead sprint, leaving me in the dust.

I grinned and sighed contentedly. “I guess this makes me the harem bitch.”
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I
 nside the bathroom, I shifted from one foot to the other, impatiently waiting for Daisy and Katie. Muffled giggles filtered through the closed door. Not for the first time.

I sighed and spoke loud enough for them to hear me through the closed door. “How much longer?”

“Be patient,” Daisy said.

Her muted voice carried through the door, then Katie chimed in right after her. “Do you want to ruin the surprise?”

I gazed down at my stiff cock and considered masturbation. After sending me away with instructions to get naked, they were screwing around with each other. Images of their naked bodies writing together, hands roaming and tongues exploring, floated through my mind. Sidelined as I was, the visual was pure torture.

“This is cruel and unusual punishment,” I said. “I’m coming out.”

“No!” they replied together, their voices emphatic. Another round of giggles and murmured conversation followed.

I groaned loudly enough for them to hear before Katie’s melodic voice spoke three magical words.

“Okay. We’re ready.”

A wave of raw anticipation rushed through my loins, and my hard cock twitched as I pushed open the bathroom door.

Both women lay stretched out naked on the bed, propped up on their elbows, gazing at me. They wore their hair down, and any semblance of modesty had evaporated. They were each on their customary sides, Katie on the left and Daisy on the right. In the middle of the bed, there was an empty slot for me. Their eyes dropped to my stiff cock and their expressions turned hungry.

“What took you so long?”

“You had Katie all to yourself for an entire night,” Daisy said. “My sister-wife and I needed a little bonding time.”

Katie giggled. “We were fluffing each other for the main event. And we discussed who gets your load and where.”

I stopped at the foot of the bed and let my eyes roam over their ample breasts and tight pink slits. “Oh? What did you decide?”

“It’s not a safe day for me,” Daisy said.

I grinned and turned my attention to Katie’s voluptuous body. I couldn’t wait to fire off another lethal round in her tight little pussy. “Katie seems to have cornered the market on sperm donations.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “Wrong, Casanova.”

“I get the money shot.” Daisy grinned. “It’s not a safe day, which makes it a perfect time for you to plant your seed.”

I frowned and rubbed my chin, turning my gaze back to Daisy’s Playboy body. “We’re really doing the pregnancy thing?”

“I don’t have the test to back it up, but you most likely knocked me up two nights ago,” Katie said. “Having sex five times in one night while you’re ovulating removes all doubt.”

“We want our babies to grow up together,” Daisy said. “Which means I need my baby daddy to put a baby in me.”

I crawled onto the foot of the bed, leaned forward, and kissed Daisy’s inner thigh before I gazed into her eyes. “And here I thought you were all set to become America’s next sex symbol.”

Daisy frowned at me. “Do you think I can’t be sexy as a mama?”

My cheeks flushed hot. I immediately regretted my word choice. “That’s not what I meant. You’re sexy all the time.”

Katie giggled, clearly enjoying watching me squirm.

Daisy’s frown deepened. “Are you saying that you don’t want to knock me up?”

“Of course, I want to knock you up… I mean, have a baby with you.” I sighed. “This isn’t going as I imagined.”

Daisy opened her legs wider and ran her hands along her inner thighs. Her lips curved up into a teasing smile as she presented me with her crown jewel. “I’m teasing you. Every time you look at me, your eyes tell me everything I need to know.”

I gazed at her tight pink slit, glistening with wetness, and licked my lips. After the pizza dinner, I wasn’t sure I was hungry for dessert until now. My cock throbbed, hardening to steel as I visually feasted on Daisy’s spectacular pussy. “What are my eyes telling you right now?”

Daisy slid her finger up her slit and swirled it over her clit. “That you want to impregnate me.”

I licked the dryness from my lips as my head swirled with raw desire. “The lady knows how to read the room.”

Katie giggled as Daisy eyed me greedily.

“Besides, I’m a singer, not a sex symbol,” Daisy said. “If my voice won’t sell records, then I’m not interested in the job.”

“It’s good to see you have your priorities straight,” Katie said. She sat upright on the bed and turned around to face me. “Enough talk. I’ve been waiting forever for this threesome.”

Daisy and I gazed at her, our jaws agape.

I blinked first. “Excuse me? Since when?”

Daisy giggled. “Sweetie, why didn’t you say so during that first night in the hot tub?”

Katie grinned. “It’s one thing to want a threesome and quite another to come out and say it.”

“I’m just glad we’re all together,” I said.

Daisy and Katie exchanged a look.

I glanced between them, frowning. “What?”

Daisy grinned at Katie before Katie spoke up. “Your little harem has a brunette, a pseudo-redhead.” She flicked her auburn hair, which wasn’t technically red, but for our purposes, qualified.

“All we’re missing is a blonde,” Daisy said, filling in the blank.

“Savannah,” I said.

“Precisely,” Katie said.

“She’s a very traditional girl,” I said. “That will be a hard sell. Daisy and I offered her the possibility, and Savannah ghosted me for weeks.”

Daisy sat up and inched toward me before wrapping her arms around me from behind. She kissed my shoulder and pressed her bare breasts against my back. “Don’t worry, baby. Harem wifey number one will help you soften her up.”

Katie glared. “I should be harem wife number one. He was my boyfriend first.”

Daisy smirked at her friend over my shoulder as she tightened her grip around my waist and fondled my raging-hard cock between her nimble fingers. “But I’m the one who pushed him to start our little throuple. Without me, the three of us wouldn’t be here.”

Katie folded her arms beneath her ample breasts, causing them to jiggle invitingly. Her expression softened as she gazed down at my cock as it slipped between Daisy’s open fingers. “I propose a suck off. The harem wife who gets him off fastest with their mouth alone becomes wife number one.”

Daisy curled her fingers around my shaft, then gently gripped it before stroking it slowly. “You think I’m intimidated by your professional cock sucking skills?”

Katie turned around and stretched out on her stomach, facing me. She inched her way forward until she came face-to-face with my stiff cock. She eyed it hungrily as Daisy slowly stroked. “If you aren’t, you should be. Do you accept my challenge?”

Daisy paused in her stroking as a pearl of pre-cum beaded on my swollen tip. “You mean right now?”

Katie leaned forward and licked my knob using the flat of her tongue. She scooped up the pre-cum and drew it into her mouth before she smacked her lips with satisfaction. She gazed up at Daisy. “If we do this right now, I’ll suck him dry before we have our fun.”

Daisy continued stroking my cock, milking more pre-cum onto Katie’s outstretched tongue. “Fine,” she said. “We’ll discuss the details later. For now, I accept your challenge.”

Katie giggled and leaned in closer, swirling her tongue around my tip with her bare ass sticking up into the air. Slurping and sucking, she popped my knob in her mouth and backed it out again, rolling my tip over her lips as my shaft glistened with her saliva.

As I moaned with pleasure, my cock twitched in Katie’s mouth. I pumped my hips, sliding my shaft along Katie’s tongue while Daisy stroked the base of my cock.

Behind me, Daisy’s nipples stiffened, digging into my skin as she kissed her way up my neck until she reached my ear. Her warm breath, wet lips, and wriggling tongue conspired to ignite my senses, sending a wave of chills flashing down my spine.

I turned my head to the side and found Daisy’s mouth waiting for me. Our tongues swirled together as Daisy released my cock and used her fingertips to caress her way up and down my chest.

Katie went all in, wrapping her lips around my cock and forming an air-tight seal. She sank lower, drawing my cock down her throat as her mouth and tongue compressed around my rigid staff. Saliva flowed and my cock pulsed, drawn deeper down her throat until a wave of orgasmic ecstasy burned hot in the back of my brain.

Daisy had her work cut out for her. Katie was showing off, and Daisy knew it. Daisy broke our kiss and glared down at her best friend, who currently had her lips wrapped around the root of my cock.

“If you’re trying to intimidate me, it won’t work,” Daisy said. “You think you’re the only one who can deep throat his giant cock?”

Katie slid her lips up my shaft, sliding my cock from her throat before she released it with a satisfying smacking sound. She gazed up at Katie, eyes watering. A thick strand of cum-filled saliva draped her chin. “I enjoy sucking his cock. Sue me.”

Daisy rolled her eyes. “You’re going to make him come. Are you doing that on purpose?”

Katie laughed and kissed the tip of my cock while she gently stroked me. She pressed my shaft against the soft of her cheek and rubbed it over her face, grinning at her best friend. “He tastes so fucking good. I can’t help myself.”

Daisy rolled her eyes but broke character when she giggled. “You are a true cum slut.”

Katie giggled and sucked my knob between her lips before opening her mouth and gliding her bottom lip beneath my fat head. “That’s not exactly breaking news.”

“I didn’t know you were such a deviant,” I said. “Miss Prim and Proper has a slut streak a mile long.”

Katie smiled at me with a look of satisfaction. “Baby, don’t you remember the time when we fucked all day and night for a week straight?”

I vaguely remembered, but the entire two years we dated seemed like a giant blur. I frowned. “Believe me when I tell you I wished I remembered that specific week. Mainly I remember you fucking me until I couldn’t walk.”

“Then you better get a wheelchair,” Katie said. “Between Daisy and me, you won’t know which way is up.”

“That mouth of yours will put me in a hospital,” I said.

Daisy giggled. “I want to feel Katie’s magic mouth.”

Katie kissed the tip of my cock and backed off, eyeing her best friend intently. “I thought you’d never ask.”

“Looks like we’re kicking things up a notch,” Daisy said.

“There’s no better time to scout your oral competition,” Katie said.

Daisy kissed me softly on the shoulder, then uncoiled herself from my backside. On all fours, she clamored across the bed, her tits jiggling beneath her chest. She turned over on her backside and stretched out, spreading her legs wide. She pushed herself up on her elbows and flashed a mischievous grin in Katie’s direction. “Come and get it, baby cakes.”

Katie clamored to her knees, leaned in and kissed me on the lips before backing off and gazing into my eyes. “Johnny, you be the caboose.”

“Choo-choo,” I said as I pulled an imaginary train whistle.

Katie gave me one last kiss, tucked a lock of her hair behind her ear, then crawled between Daisy’s parted legs. She leaned down and kissed Daisy’s pussy, leaving her ass up and legs parted. Then she went to work, using her magic tongue to lick her way up and down Daisy’s wet slit. She dipped into her labia and back out, wriggling her tongue while Daisy writhed beneath her.

Daisy moaned with pleasure. She pushed her hips off the bed, forcing her pussy into Katie’s mouth while Katie’s tongue did back flips on Daisy’s slippery pink crevice.

From where I sat up on my knees behind Katie, I watched the action unfold. It was time to play train conductor. A lecherous grin spread across my face as I locked my gaze on Katie’s juicy pussy, clearly visible between her parted legs. “Let’s get this train moving.”

I shuffled in behind Katie. My hard cock glistened, swaying from side to side. As I inched into place, my tip brushed up against Katie’s ass cheeks, leaving a streak of pre-cum decorating her ivory flesh. Daisy’s warbling moans filled the air where she writhed under Katie’s full frontal assault. I placed my hands on Katie’s hips and caressed a soft cheek before giving it a hard swat.

Katie twitched and let out a breathy squeak. She wriggled her hips playfully but remained focused on Daisy’s pussy.

I guided my tip along Katie’s slippery pink slit, probing her labia with my swollen knob. A spike of pleasure flashed through my head, and my pulse quickened.

Katie’s tits dangled invitingly from her chest, hovering above the bed and swaying slightly from side to side with her motion. I slid the meat of my cock up and along the crack of her bubble butt, pushing her cheeks together where they enveloped my aching cock.

As her moans intensified, Katie gyrated her hips as she sucked Daisy’s clit between her lips.

Daisy reached behind her and gripped the headboard. Using it as leverage, she forced her hips high off the bed and into Katie’s probing mouth.

My cock throbbed, aching with an urgent need to penetrate Katie. I couldn’t hold off any longer. With my hand gripping my shaft, I slid my tip over Katie’s asshole, moving lower until I speared her tight pussy and sank in deep with a groan of pleasure.

Katie broke off her cunnilingus long enough to savor the pleasure of my meaty cock splitting her in two. Her legs wobbled slightly, and her fat tits jiggled. She squeezed Daisy’s inner thighs in both hands and grunted as I bottomed out inside her.

Katie clamped down with her inner wall muscles, squeezing my pulsing rod as I held still inside her, my cock buried to the root. “Fuck.” I gritted my teeth and sucked in a sharp intake of breath. I held still inside her, savoring the pulsing warmth of her tight pussy. “You are tight enough to rip my dick off.”

Daisy managed a giggle between her low moans, and Katie flashed me a shit-eating grin over her shoulder.

“Careful not to come too soon,” Katie said. “You wouldn’t want to disappointment wifey number two.”

“You mean wifey number one,” Daisy said. “Also known as me.”

Katie turned her gaze on Daisy. She growled while she clamped down on my cock using her industrial-strength vagina muscles.

Adrenaline spiked inside me, flashing through my body as erotic desire left me reeling. I squeezed Katie’s hips and pinned my cock inside her, waiting out the wave of pleasure, tossing me about like a life raft on turbulent seas. “Jesus, Katie. You’re going to make me come if you keep that up.”

Katie moved her body forward and backward, forcing my cock in and out as she slow-fucked me. She glanced into Daisy’s eyes, wearing a satisfied smirk. “Any more wifey number one comments and I’ll make JD come a cubic gallon inside me.”

Daisy furrowed her brows, her expression annoyed. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Try me,” Katie said as she rocked on my cock, picking up speed as I met her rhythm.

I plunged my cock in and out, loosening Katie’s pussy as I picked up the pace. My cock glistened with her juices, and I greedily eyed her swollen tits, swaying from side to side beneath her like two ripe melons.

As my midsection clapped off Katie’s tight ass, my groans intensified. I leaned forward and scooped up one of her fat tits, tweezing her nipple between my fingers as I let the full weight of her breast settle onto my open palm.

Daisy eyed me, her expression concerned. “JD Summers, if you blow your load inside Katie, I’ll never forgive you.”

Katie giggled and turned her attention back to Daisy’s sopping wet pussy. Her tongue lashed out and sank into Daisy’s hole as she lowered her mouth onto Daisy’s fat clit.

A rash of goosebumps sprang to life across Daisy’s chest, stiffening her thick nipples as her eyes rolled back into her head. Daisy let out a gasp as she pushed her hips high off the bed, forcing her pussy deep into Katie’s mouth.

I picked up steam, thrusting in and out of Katie’s tight pussy, pile-driving her with quick turbulent strokes. I gave her ass cheek another hard slap and kept going, grunting as I bottomed out, meeting her cervix.

As she met my driving cock, Katie’s ass flesh rippled in tight waves as I penetrated her as deeply as I ever had. I leaned forward and grabbed her second breast with my free hand, hovering over her back as I jack-hammered her from behind.

My head turned fuzzy with orgasmic ecstasy just as Daisy arched her back and cried out in pleasure. I hovered on the edge of blowing my load, and it took every bit of soul-scraping willpower I had to fend off the rising tide.

Daisy cried out and pushed off the bed with only her shoulders pinned to the mattress beneath her. As her body shuddered with orgasmic ecstasy, her eyes rolled back in her head, and she clenched the sheets in both of her balled up fists.

Katie stiffened beneath me. Her body went rigid as she arched her spine and threw back her head, crying out with pleasure. Her pussy spasmed around my cock, gripping and squeezing as if trying to swallow me whole.

The sensation nearly broke me. I withdrew my cock, leaving my tip teetering just inside Katie’s smooth pussy while I tried to temper my rapidly pulsing cock. “I’m really close to losing it” My words came out strained and breathy as I gripped Katie’s tight hips and held on for dear life.

“No, baby,” Daisy said, her tone frantic. “Come inside me.” Daisy’s words came out in a rush as her chest heaved, leaving her tits jiggling. She pushed herself up on her elbows and gazed down the length of her body as Katie rolled sideways and flopped onto her back, heaving for breath, clearly spent.

I wasted no time. I climbed between Daisy’s parted legs and slid my cock into place. With one swift stroke, I entered her warm, tight depths.

Daisy moaned and wrapped her legs around my waist, locking her ankles behind my back. She ground her hips in tight, clockwise circles, plumbing her depths with my steel hard manhood. “Oh, baby. You feel so fucking good.”

I leaned over and grabbed Daisy’s wrists, guiding her forward as I slipped my legs beneath her ass. “Come to papa, little girl.”

Daisy giggled and shifted into position on my lap. With my cock stuffed deep inside her, she rocked forward and backward as she leaned in and found my mouth with hers.

Taking up where Katie left off, Daisy clamped down with her pussy, squeezing my cock tight, sealing it completely inside her as I remained planted to the root. Our tongues twined as I brought a hand up and cupped her fat tit in one hand. I teased her nipple, savoring the feeling of it stiffening under my lecherous groping. Daisy’s lavender scent enveloped me, wrapping me in an erotic cocoon while her silky raven hair tickled my shoulders and chest.

Daisy broke the kiss and met my gaze, her eyes hazy with lust. Her one free tit bounced as she fucked me like a predator, moving her body in sinuous waves. Her breaths came hot and fast, and her jaw hung open as she milked my cock, squeezing and flexing my cock, drowning me in cascading waves of pleasure.

Her body was nothing short of breathtaking, curvy and firm, with beauty to match her world-class body. She roamed her hands over my back and shoulders, then up my neck. She slid her fingers through my hair, rocking in my lap as she moaned into my mouth. Her carnal scent and the sweet sound of her mewling grunts drove me right to the orgasmic edge.

Grinding my cock faster and harder, Daisy leaned forward again and slipped her tongue in my ear, sending a series of sharp shivers racing along my spine. Then she whispered, “Come for me, Johnny.”

It was the first time she had ever called me Johnny, and that was the end of me. My cock pulsed machine-gun style as the towering spike of pleasure sent me over the edge. I grunted and grabbed hold of her ass, pinning her onto my cock as I gushed inside her. The never ending orgasm was seismic, stretching on for what seemed like an eternity. Again and again, I came, spurting thick ropes of sticky cum directly into Daisy’s ovulating womb.

All the while, Daisy rocked on my cock, sliding her fingers through my hair as she coiled her tongue in and out of my ear, milking every drop from my balls.

Finally, my orgasm receded, leaving me panting while Daisy sat motionless on my lap, peppering my neck and face with tiny kisses. With my legs on the verge of falling asleep, I carefully leaned forward and gently laid Daisy back down on the bed, letting my cock slide free.

Katie watched us, stretched out on her side as if still recovering from her massive orgasm.

I sat back on my knees and gazed at the scene before me. Cum dripped from my glistening cock in a long string and even more oozed from Daisy’s ravaged hole. Thick strands of pearly cum oozed from her pussy and dripped onto the sheets beneath her.

“Come lay with us,” Katie said, reaching out her arm as if to invite me.

I crawled into the open space between them and crashed down onto my back before warm bodies caressed me from either side.

Katie slipped her leg over my thigh and rested her head on my shoulder, before lovingly kissing my cheek.

Daisy turned sideways and inched forward. Her heavy breasts squeezed up against my rib cage, and she slid her arm over my chest, gently caressing me with her fingertips.

“That was fun,” I said. “How are you two feeling about it?”

“I loved every second,” Katie said. “I’m ready to go again.”

Katie crawled up my body and gently kissed me on the lips.

Daisy smiled at Katie and sighed contentedly. “It was almost perfect.”

I turned to Daisy, frowning. “Almost?”

Katie rested her chin on my chest and gazed up at me. “We already told you. We’re missing Savannah.”

I chuckled and gave Katie’s bare ass a playful slap. “Can’t you two ever be happy?”

“We’re very happy,” Daisy said. “But Savannah is family.”

“Our family,” Katie said.

“And she belongs with us,” Daisy said.

I gazed back and forth between them like a spectator at a tennis match. “Why does this feel rehearsed?”

Daisy and Katie gazed at each other and then at me.

“We may or may not have talked,” Katie said.

“And we may have discussed going to Montana with you so we can help convince her,” Daisy said.

I grinned. “Is that right?”

“Daisy’s going with you while I stay in LA to negotiate a contract. I’ll join you in a week. We have a little time for vacation. Then things will heat up fast.”

I laughed. “It’s all decided? You two aren’t even going to ask me?”

“Nope,” Daisy said. “You’re at our mercy.”

I grabbed a handful of each of their asses and squeezed. “I said it before, but I’ll say it again. Savannah’s a very traditional girl. I don’t see her ever joining a foursome.”

Daisy rested her head on my chest and sighed contentedly. “You need to have faith, baby.”

Katie crawled in closer, pulling half her body atop mine. She curled her hand around my flaccid cock and rolled it between her fingers. “But the rest of the night belongs to the three of us. We turn over the bus tomorrow, and I need you to come inside me again.”

My cock thickened, turning half hard under her magical fingers. “Give me a minute to rest.”

Katie crawled atop me and slid my cock inside her, grinding her hips, fucking me until I turned rock hard. “Don’t worry, Johnny. I’ll do all the work.”

Daisy snuggled in tight and guided my face around to meet hers. She came in for a kiss, letting her lips linger before she drew back and gazed into my eyes. “Don’t worry. After Katie’s done, I’ll give you time to rest before you and I start round three. We’ve got all night.”
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My Best Friend’s Daughters: 3-Box Set


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BS9Q7SPS




Early retirement in the sunny Caribbean or a star-spangled life with your best friend’s daughters?






Daniel Pierce ditched his nine-to-five corporate life for swim trunks and a beach house in the sunny Caribbean. But now, a year after his best friend and former business partner’s premature death, he’s back in Atlanta to confront his former company’s board of directors.





When Reggie Raven passed away, he left his oldest daughter
 , Brooke Raven, in charge of the company. But when the board votes to replace her with a more seasoned veteran, Dan steps in to plead her case. The board agrees to let Brooke continue as CEO on one condition… Dan must spend a year grooming her for the job.





Now Dan’s up to his ear in spreadsheets and quarterly reports, but it’s Brooke’s sizzling beauty and infectious charm
 that truly turns his world upside down. Brooke isn’t his only distraction. Brooke’s younger sisters
 , Lillie and Elle, insist that Dan live with them while he’s back in town.





It doesn’t take long until Dan discovers the hidden torch
 Brooke’s carried for him over the years. But Dan’s guilty feelings stop him from pursuing the stunning young redhead
 . Undaunted, Brooke doesn’t back away from the challenge and won’t stop until Dan gives in.





Dan must navigate the dangerous currents
 of his simmering feelings for Brooke and his budding infatuation
 for her blonde and busty sisters
 while teaching Brooke what she needs to know to run her father’s company.





Read the entire story
 with this entire, three-volume box set
 that includes Personal Assistant, Caribbean Queen, and Stand-In Groom! My Best Friend’s Daughters follows retired entrepreneur, Daniel Pierce as he reluctantly pursues his best friend’s three daughters and builds the harem he never knew he needed.





18+









[image: Bloodline Harem: Complete Box Set]


Bloodline Harem: Complete Box Set


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BFNQCWFJ




The chance of a lifetime with a trio of untouchable beauties…






Jack Baron has a major crush
 on his best friend’s big sister
 . The twenty-year-old college student spends his free time playing video games, hanging out with his lifelong friend Ryan, and pining away for Ryan’s voluptuous blonde sister
 , Quinn Harper. The problem is, Quinn won’t give him the time of day.





When Ryan invites Jack on a summer European vacation with his family, Jack jumps at the chance. Sharing breakfast, lunch, and dinner with the stunningly beautiful
 Quinn gives him the opportunity he needs to seize the day and end his unlucky streak with the ladies. But Quinn isn’t the only Harper woman Jack has his eye on. There’s Quinn’s married sister
 Olivia and their knockout-hot mother
 , Molly.





But dreams and reality are fickle partners. During the vacation, Quinn’s boyfriend Mike and Olivia’s open hostility put a damper on Jack’s plans for female conquest
 . That all changes with a visit to an ancient Celtic temple.





Jack touches the crumbling statue of a goddess that triggers a meeting with the goddess herself and sets the stage for three trials Jack must pass before the family can go free. But Jack can’t pass the trials alone. Instead, he must win the favor of the goddess with the help of each of the Harper women
 , starting with his ultimate fantasy girl
 , Quinn.





Now it’s up to Jack and Quinn to escape an alternate reality
 that finds them leaning into each other more than they ever before. Can Jack win Quinn’s heart before it’s too late? Can Quinn overcome her fears and rediscover a part of herself she lost over a decade ago?





Read the entire story
 with this entire, three-volume box set
 that includes Sister’s Gift, Tamed, and Alpha! Bloodline Harem follows geeky college student Jack Baron as he transforms from an inexperienced introvert into the harem king of his own clan.





18+
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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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