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I

Best Friend’s Daughter


Chapter 1
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Aconvertible bug, white with the top up, sat in the Shaw’s driveway.

My stomach fluttered with anticipation. I hadn’t seen the car or its owner in a year, and even though this was her parent’s home, I didn’t expect to see her. I parked my jeep on the curb and killed the ignition before checking my hair in my rearview.

As I climbed up the driveway, I stared down at Brooke Shaw’s bug. The car gleamed as if it had just come off the showroom floor. An air freshener in the shape of a four-leaf clover hung from her mirror.

I recognized the ornament. I had won it for her at a carnival two years ago. Well, I had won it for myself, but she had claimed ownership claiming she needed all the luck she could get for college. A pang of longing left me feeling empty inside. I didn’t know how much I missed her.

At twenty-one, Brooke was the middle daughter in the Shaw family threesome. Like my own sons, Dan’s daughters had grown up and flown the nest. It was a rare treat to catch one of them at home, and that wasn’t only because of their equally rare beauty.

As I was stepping onto the porch, the front door swung open. Dan Shaw greeted me with a beer in each hand. He grinned through the blond whiskers of his five o’clock shadow. At over six feet tall and well north of 250 pounds, Dan Shaw struck an imposing figure, and was the kind of friend you wanted with you in a foxhole.

He offered me a bottle, the cap already off and the glass dripping with icy condensation. “I’m two beers deep, you’ve got some catching up to do.”

I grinned and took the beer as Dan stepped aside and pushed the door open wider. “Welcome to Casa del Shaw. You know the drill.”

“I saw the bug out front. Is the legendary Brooke Shaw gracing me with her presence?” I peered past Dan, hoping to get a glimpse of the stunning ginger.

Dan squeezed my shoulder and led me toward the kitchen. “You know Brooke. She’s on her own clock.”

My stomach sank. She wasn’t home. “Bummer. It would’ve been great to see her.”

I followed Dan through the house to the kitchen where the scent of roast pork and fresh corn on the cob drifted filled the air.

“Hi Steve,” Cindy Shaw, Dan’s second wife, grinned at me from behind a pair of salad tongs. “Dinner will be ready in five.”

Cindy’s pencil-straight brunette hair flowed down past her shoulders. She wore a neon pink bikini top, and a white kitchen apron covered her bottoms. I could make out the soft indentation of her nipples inside the suit. Her fake tits strained the nylon straps, and I had to admit, the surgeon had done an expert job. Dan definitely got his money’s worth out of that investment. The summer sun had turned her skin a healthy shade of bronze, which contrasted nicely with her crisp blue eyes. Her full lips glistened with pink lip gloss and the image of her mouth bobbing up and down on my cock flashed through my head. She was a stunning beauty, and I could only guess the number of ways Dan had violated her in the bedroom.

Cindy was a good twenty years younger than Dan and had once been a starving college kid who worked as a summer nanny to Dan’s three girls, and occasionally my sons. Their affair had led to a fast divorce and an even faster marriage to Cindy. Dan’s girls had been angry at first but had mostly come around since their mother had found happiness in her second marriage.

“How did the date go? I’ve been dying to find out,” Cindy’s tits jiggling pleasingly while she worked the tongues in a giant salad bowl.

A little more than a year ago, my divorce with my ex Jessica had finalized. In my case, it was the story of two people who had simply fallen out of love yet had more living to do. The divorce had been amicable but dating again had proven anything but easy. I was a little embarrassed to admit that I still hadn’t been laid since the divorce.

“There was no love connection. She insisted on showing me pictures of her grandkids, which only made me feel older and more desperate.”

“Dude, that’s fucking brutal.” Dan shook his head, eyeing me with a mixture of pity and humor. “I told you that dating app sucked. It’s for old people.”

“For once I agree with Dan,” Cindy said. “You’re young and hot. You shouldn’t have any trouble finding a lady.”

Visions of me fucking my wife’s best friend on their kitchen counter blossomed in my fertile imagination. I had considered hiring a prostitute to get it out of my system, but with my luck, I would get busted. Not a brilliant career move for a high school principal.

Dan raised an eyebrow and glanced between me and Cindy. “Is there something you two need to tell me?”

Cindy rolled her eyes, and I shook my head. “Yeah. I need you both to tell me how to date. I suck at it.”

I heard the back-door creak open and shut. Light footsteps pattered down the hallway, and the three of us turned toward the doorway leading to the garage.

A stunning beauty with strawberry-blond hair, green eyes, a pert nose, and a smattering of face freckles appeared through the entrance. Brooke wore her hair back in a tight ponytail that just touched her shoulder blades. She wore a tight black yoga bra that exposed her billowing snow-white cleavage up top and her washboard abs below. Her matching black yoga pants highlighted an ass honed by years of work both in the gym and on the track. Her porcelain skin had a healthy summer glow, which only enhanced her already insane beauty. Her smooth complexion and full pink lips completed a flawless package.

Brooke spotted me and grinned, flashing her gleaming white teeth. “Steve. It’s really you.”

My stomach did a flip turn and pushed off the wall. My head sputtered and my legs turned to well-worn rubber. I licked my suddenly dry lips and returned her smile. I always turned into a blubbery train wreck around her. My burning desire for her ignited like an autumn bonfire. “Long time no see, kiddo.”

Brooke padded across the kitchen and threw her arms around my shoulders in a tight hug. “I missed you.”

I felt her firm tits plant against my chest and the warmth from her body slithered down to my loins. My cock stirred in my shorts and when I gazed down her backside and rested on her bubble butt, I felt my erection engage in an all-out assault with my boxer briefs. I wrapped my arms around her, careful not to turn the hug into something entirely inappropriate. The subtle hint of strawberry blossoms wafted from her hair and reinforced the testosterone surging through my loins. “I missed you more.”

Brooke shuffled a step back but didn’t relinquish her grasp. Her nose turned up and her smile widened. “I must smell awful. I just came from the gym.”

She smelled anything but awful, and God help anyone’s attempt to focus on a workout with Brooke Shaw around. “You’re staying for dinner?”

Brooke finally unwrapped her arms from around my neck and stepped back. “For sure. But I need to shower first.”

“The shower can wait,” Cindy said. “Dinner is ready.”

We piled our plates high with pork, corn, slaw, and beans before heading outside to the Shaw’s poolside table. The summer sun hung just above the horizon and the temperatures had cooled, promising a perfect summer night. We spent the next thirty minutes chatting and making small talk while filling our belly’s full of food and our souls full of fellowship.

Unlike my recent dating history, being with Brooke was easy. The conversation started itself and I didn’t have to try to fill the empty, awkward gaps. If only I were twenty years younger.

“Did you ask him?” Brooke said while gazing at her father.

“Not yet,” Dan said. “Why don’t you ask him yourself?” He reclined in his swivel chair and sipped on a freshly opened cabernet.

“Ask me what?”

Brooked turned to face me, her expression hopeful. “My student teaching job fell through, and I’m updating my resume. Would you mind taking a quick look?”

As a high school principal, I had a good idea what worked and what didn’t on teaching resumes. “I’m sorry to hear about that. What happened?”

Brooke sighed. “Apparently, they promised the same job to two people, and I drew the short straw. Now I’m stuck while the college tries to place me with an alternative school. I’m worried what I’ll get stuck with on such short notice so I thought I would be proactive and reach out to a few of the local schools.”

“That proactivity will go a long way in your interviews. You can use it as an icebreaker. Go ahead and send me your resume. I’d be happy to take a look,” I said.

“Can you look now?” Brooke leaned forward, her giant breasts bulging from her tight top.

It was all I could do to maintain eye contact. “Sure. As long as Dan and Cindy don’t mind.”

“Yeah.” Brooke clapped excitedly, her tits bouncing in her top. She practically leaped up from the table. “You can look at it in my room on my laptop.”

I gazed over at Dan for confirmation.

Dan nodding appreciatively and Cindy waved me off. “We’ll have dessert ready when you two get back.”

I followed Brooke through the house and up the stairs, my eyes trained on her world-class backside like a rooftop sniper.

“I really appreciate the help,” she said, glancing over her shoulder.

I licked my lips as I watched her cheeks sway and bounce with each move of her lithe body. “You should have called me up straight away.”

We reached Brooke’s room, or at least it used to be her room when she lived at the Shaw’s full time. Now the room looked more like a guest room except for her laptop situated atop a nearby desk. She had neatly made the bed and several of her nicer clothing hung from hangers in the open closet.

“Come on in,” she said as she made her way to the laptop.

“How long do you plan on staying?” I asked.

“That depends on a student teaching assignment,” she said. “I hope I can find something not too far away and crash at my dad’s. That will save me a ton of money.” She typed in the password on her laptop and the screen flickered to life. “My resume is in Word.” She left the computer and went to her dresser.

“Great. I’ll take a look.”

Brooked pulled out a change of clothes and turned to face me. “I’ll take a quick shower and be right back.”

If only to be a bar of soap at this moment or better yet, lathering up her big beautiful tits and sliding her thick puffy nipples between my fingers. That wasn’t ever going to happen. At least, not in this lifetime.

She gave me a last second grin and bounced from her room, ponytail swinging behind her.

I briefly considered following her to the shower, hoping she left the door cracked, but that move was fraught with high-octane risk. If Brooke, Dan, or Cindy caught me, I was as good as dead. Not to mention the principal of Lakeside High getting caught as a peeping Tom might not play too well on the evening news. Instead, I sat down before Brooke’s computer and gazed at the screen.

Her browser was open to a site called Reddit. At first glance it looked like a random mix of videos, memes, photos, and linked articles. In the upper right-hand corner, I spotted her user name, Gingerz21. I knew that the kids at school used Reddit constantly and I had visited the site once or twice on my own. I didn’t relish the idea of snooping through her computer and left the browser open while I pulled up Word.

I found her resume and read through it slowly and thoughtfully. By the time I was finishing, I heard Brooke’s voice behind me.

“What do you think?”

Startled, I jumped halfway out of the chair and swiveled before coming face to face with Brooke.

Her wet hair spilled freely over her shoulders, and she looked even more beautiful with no makeup. She wore a loose gray tank top and was clearly not wearing a bra. Her soft natural breasts swayed with every micro movement and her nipples poked against the thin cotton material. Her tits pushed the tank outward, leaving her washboard abs exposed. Brooke wore a pair of tight black spandex shorts that ended just below her crotch. I couldn’t see her ass, but I imagined it nothing short of spectacular in such a provocative outfit.

“Sorry. I should have made some noise.”

I felt my heart beat in my throat and my palms turned clammy with cold sweat. My cock surged in my shorts and quickly hardened. It was all I could do to hide the bulge pressing against my thin summer shorts. “Please. It’s fine.”

As if reading my expression, Brooke folded her arms just beneath her tits, forcing them together and pushing the thin material between her wondrous globes. “I like to put on my pajamas after I shower. I can change if it makes you uncomfortable.”

“No,” I said a little too quick. I licked my lips and tried to control my breathing. “I mean… I want you to be comfortable. You look beautiful.” I cringed as soon as the words came out of my mouth.

“Thanks. You don’t look so bad yourself.” She grinned and dropped her arms letting her titties bounce free. “So, what do you think?”

Was she talking about her tits? “Huh?” I blurted out dumbly.

“You were looking at me resume. What did you think?” Brooked dragged a tall stool from across the room and set it next to the desk chair.

What I thought was that if I could fuck her right that second, I could die a happy and fulfilled man. She was more than a goddess. She was an untouchable fantasy, and I would never lay a finger on her. Come on Steve, pull it together. “I think it’s excellent, but there was something here under your education that caught me by surprise.”

She positioned the stool in such a way that it bumped up against the chair. When she perched on the stool, her side boob appeared through an opening in the very loose tank. For a split second, most of her creamy white breast came into view.

I felt the blood rush to my head, and I nearly passed out.

The soft swell of her breast maddeningly disappeared at the point where her nipple would have appeared. Her breasts were supple, firm, and turned upright at just the right angle. From what I could see, they wildly exceeded every over-the-top expectation I had long ago set for them. Michelangelo himself couldn’t have sculpted breasts half as nice.

“This part here.” I pointed at the screen, willing my gaze away from Brooke’s dangerous curves. Brooke and her two sisters were as close to daughters as I would ever get. I had watched her grow up from the time she was three years old. Hell, she had dated my son during her senior year of high school. I didn’t want to get busted perving on her. That would ruin everything.

“Which part?” Brooke leaned in closer, and her right breast pressed against my shoulder. The feint hint of strawberry mingled with minty shampoo and fresh soap.

I froze and stifled a gasp. The only thing between Brooke’s bare breast and my arm was a thin slice of cotton fabric. My breaths came scant and shallow, and it took a monumental effort not to turn and gaze straight down the front of her tank top. “I thought you were a primary education major. When did you change to secondary?”

“Beginning of my junior year,” she said. “I feel like I can have a bigger impact at the high school level.” She didn’t move her breast and rather fixated her gaze on the screen.

“I don’t remember you telling me about changing your focus.” My cock raged in my shorts and getting up now might even reveal a wet spot in my shorts from precum oozing from my tip.

She frowned. “I thought sure I did.”

“Well, since you’re looking at the high school level, then you can forget about sending out your resume.”

Brooke frowned and bit her lower lip. Her worried expression only made her even more adorable. “It’s that bad?”

“It’s the opposite We have an opening at Lakeside for a student teacher in the social studies department.”

Brooke clutched at my wrist and whirled me around in the swiveling office chair until I came face to face with her.

My gaze flickered to her breasts before returning to the safe ground of her angelic face.

Her eyes lit up with excitement and her nipples had grown exponentially harder skewering the fabric like a pair of supersonic bullets. “You’re not serious. Can you do that? I mean, what’s the interview process?” Brooke leaned forward and rested her hands on my knees.

I couldn’t help but steal a glance. Her twin mountains came into view, including the pink edges of her pale areolas. I didn’t dare let my gaze linger and leveled my eyes on hers. “You have to first interview with the principal. Lucky for you, I think we can bypass that formality.”

Brooke squealed and threw her arms around my neck. “You just made my whole life. Thank you, Steve. You’re the best.”

I laid my hands awkwardly on her shoulders while I drank in the sweet curves of her hips flared out on each side of the small stool. Her scent left me reeling, and it was all I could do to maintain my composure.

Brooke sat back and frowned as if considering. “Don’t you think it might be weird? I mean, I was a student at that school three years ago. What if the teachers don’t take me seriously?”

Brooke had graduated third in her class and won back to back track and field state championships in the 200-meter dash. I couldn’t wait to see the other teachers’ expressions when Brooke Shaw entered as a student teacher. “It might be a little awkward at first, but that will pass and then they will treat you like any other peer.”

Her frowned turned into a smile. “Does this mean you’ll give me the grand tour? You know, as a teacher, I mean.”

“Of course. Email me a copy of your resume and I’ll take care of the rest. You start bright and early on Monday morning.”


Chapter 2
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Ispent the first thirty minutes of Monday morning nursing a cold cup of coffee and wishing the clock forward. My office was a hive of activity, busy conducting the business of managing a high school. I had spent a restless night tossing and turning and dreaming of seeing Brooke.

At 8:00 AM the first period bell sounded and my assistant, Emily, poked her head in my office.

“Steve, Ms. Shaw just arrived. Should I show her around the building?” Emily asked.

My heart raced, and I resisted the urge to jump out of my seat and bolt for reception. “No, thanks. I’ll take her myself.” I calmly and coolly pushed away my desk and stood.

I followed Emily to reception and found Brooke sitting on the waiting chairs looking every bit the young professional teacher.

She stood as I approached and smiled warmly before formally offering her hand. “It’s good to see you, Mr. Parker. I hope I’m not too early.”

My stomach turned cartwheels, and I shook her hand, playing off her professionalism.

Her palms felt as cold and clammy as mine. It seemed she was already a seasoned pro at concealing her emotions.

It was important for the staff and teachers to view Brooke as a peer rather than a recently graduated student. But neither did I want to hold her to a higher standard than everyone else. “You’re right on time, and please, call me Steve.”

Brooke wore a navy-blue knee-length skirt, a matching navy-blue blazer with gold buttons, and a white button-down blouse. Her matching blue shoes were stylish and sensible, and she wore sheer stockings that enhanced her perfectly toned calves. She had crisscrossed her hair into an intricate braided bun that gleamed like red-gold under the office lights. She had applied her makeup with simple elegance, highlighting her soft cheek bones while downplaying her girlish freckles. Regretfully, she had concealed her breasts behind the armor of a bra and business suit, but she looked entirely appropriate for an aspiring high school teacher.

Brooke let out a held breath and forced a smile. “It feels weird to be in this office like a teacher,” she said, her voice low enough for only me to hear. “I’m legit freaking out.”

I wanted to pull her into a hug, comfort her, and tell her everything would work out. But as her boss, I felt obligated to take a more professional approach. “I know this must be overwhelming. Know that fear like every other emotion will pass. I promise you. You’ve got this.”

Her eyes watered, but her shoulders visibly relaxed. “Thanks, Steve. I needed to hear that.”

I put on my best smile and clapped my hands together. “Are you ready for the grand tour? It’ll cost you a nickel.”

She beamed and stood up straight. “I’m ready.”

I led Brooke out of the office and down the hallway. I showed her the teachers’ lounge and signed her up for a parking pass. I introduced her to the security crew and the entire administrative staff. She asked insightful questions and was both humble and endearing to everyone she met. I had never been prouder of her.

“Are you ready to meet the teacher you’ll be shadowing?” I asked.

“I can’t wait,” she said.

“Let’s go. You’ll be working with Will Evans, our social studies teacher.”

“Mr. Evans? Wow. He used to coach me, and I took his class,” she said.

I grinned. “That’s why I chose him. I thought you would be most comfortable working with another young teacher and one you already knew. By the way, you can call him Will.”

We wandered past the Hall of Fame pictures highlighting the outstanding student athletes from years past. I stopped in front of Brooke’s picture. “Remember her? You’ve come a long way.”

In the picture, Brooke stood in her track uniform with her hands on her hips. Her hair fell in a long braid over her shoulder. The caption highlighted her many accolades, including her state championships. For as much as Brooke had grown up, she had physically changed very little from the girl in the picture.

“That feels like a lifetime ago.”

The end of period bell rang, and students started filtering from the classrooms.

“Brooke, is that you? What are you doing here?” A girl’s voice said from behind us.

We turned to find a senior named Jill Wentz walking toward us.

Brooke smiled awkwardly and waved. Jill would have been a freshman when Brooke was a senior.

“Good morning, Jill. Now, she goes by Miss Shaw,” I said, correcting her. “Miss Shaw is a new student teacher at Lakeside.”

“Oh.” Jill’s eyes widened. “Sorry Mr. Parker.” Jill smiled at Brooke. “Good luck. You’ll do great.”

“That was awkward,” Brooke said after Jill had passed.

“Yeah. Sorry about that.”

“Brooke Shaw. I can’t believe it.” A man’s voice said from down the hall.

We turned again to find Will Evans striding toward us with his hand extended. His gaze flickered to her breasts a moment before he met her gaze.

Brooke took his hand and smiled. “Mr. Evans, it’s good to see you.”

“Please. Call me Will,” he said. “I hear I’m lucky enough to be hosting you this semester.”

At twenty-nine, Will Evans was the youngest male teacher on staff. He was also the head track coach, although he had been an assistant coach during Brooke’s senior year. His rugged good looks and pleasant demeanor made him a favorite with both the students and the teachers.

“Okay, Will.”

Will turned to face me. “Is this the official hand off?”

“Do you mind if I use the restroom before we head to the classroom?” Brooke asked.

“Not at all,” Will said. “I’ll wait her for you.”

Brooke strolled down the hall toward the staff bathrooms while Will and I watched her go.

Will let out a long and low whistle. “Wow. What a rack.” He shook his head and watched as Brooked disappeared into the restroom. “I mean I thought Mandy was hot back in the day and Lily came through here last year with every swinging dick in school taking their shot. I’d forgotten how hot the middle Shaw sister had turned out. Wasn’t she the Prom Queen?”

The conversation was beyond cringe worthy and completely inappropriate. “She’s not a piece of meat. Please treat her with the respect she’s earned our you’ll find yourself looking for another job.”

“Easy, Steve. I’m just kidding. Brooke was always tops in my class. She’s as smart as they come, humble and easy on the eyes. She’s the total package. What’s the school policy regarding dating student teachers?” Will asked.

I frowned and averted my gaze. Maybe it was a mistake to place her in his classroom. “You’ve heard of the Me Too movement, haven’t you? Don’t find yourself on the business end of a sexual harassment lawsuit. I promise you, the school board will have little appetite for that.”

“I always thought she had a thing for me when she was a student,” he said, ignoring me. “I mean, she used to flirt with me big time. Now that she’s legal, I’m thinking about making a legitimate down-on-one-knee-diamond-in-hand run for her affection.”

A mixture of jealousy and rage swept through me, and I resisted the urge to throat poach the handsome Mr. Evans. “You’re both consenting adults so I can’t stop you, but please don’t forget your professional obligation. You are serving in the role of a mentor. I think a relationship with a student teacher would strain the edges of ethical behavior.” In other words, keep your fucking dick in your pants.

“Right.” He held up his hand. “During school hours, I’m a pro. After hours, out comes the ho.” Will grinned slyly and winked.

I gritted my teeth, but before I could say anything, Brooke emerged from the restroom.

She smiled at me and then turned to face Will. “Okay, Will. I’m ready.”


Chapter 3
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The rest of the day proceeded without incident. I found Brooke after school and she confirmed that Will had been an amazing mentor, showing her the ropes and making her feel comfortable. I didn’t tell her what he had confided in me. I didn’t want to poison her to Will Evans and her first experience teaching. I decided to monitor the situation closely and if it became apparent Will was out of bounds, I would step in.

I returned home to my painfully empty house, changed into comfy shorts and a tee shirt and reheated last night’s Chinese carryout before pulling open my laptop. Ever since seeing Brooke’s browser window open to Reddit, I had meant to check out the site.

I propped the carton of cold lo-mein on the arm of the sofa and got comfortable. Okay, let’s see what you’re up to, Gingerz21. I opened a browser and navigated to Reddit.com. I found the user profile for Brooke’s account and pulled up her history.

She posted a lot on the bodyweightfitness forum and was also busy in two other forums, dogpictures and relationship_advice. I found images, links to articles and videos, insightful and articulate posts on a wide variety of subjects. Overall, it was very PG and not all that exciting. She was a normal healthy twenty-one-year-old woman, and I was a sick, perverted forty-three-year-old man.

I cruised through her comment history and found garden variety replies and conversations that went back over two years. Then one comment posted a year and a half ago piqued my curiosity.

She had posted a single word reply to another user’s original post. Her reply simply said, Beautiful! But the name of the forum caught my attention — GoneWild. When I clicked into the post, I could hardly believe my eyes.

A naked picture of a young woman with big firm tits and a quarter-bouncing booty flashed before my eyes. The title of the post read — Anyone for an Asian Afternoon Delight? The post had generated over ten thousand up-votes. The original poster didn’t show her face, which I presumed was to protect her anonymity.

I couldn’t find any more comments or posts in Brooke’s history linking her to the GoneWild forum. The comment looked out of place on her account, almost as if someone else had used her computer to post it. A forum where women post naked pictures of themselves isn’t something you just stumble onto. You find sites like this one either searching for it on the web or being told about it by friends or coworkers. One doesn’t go from commenting about dog pictures or relationships to an amateur nude forum just by happenstance. No. Something seemed… off.

I targeted the GoneWild forum directly and had to click through an age verification button before the page loaded. When the front page finally loaded, the top posts for the day displayed. There in the top spot with 29k up-votes and counting was a picture of a smolderingly desirable woman with the best body I had ever laid eyes on. The post was only two hours old.

The title of the post read — First day at work, and my boss made me wet. The stunning woman’s soft curves drew me like a toddler to the candy counter and I gaped, open-mouthed at the world class knock out. She knelt on what looked like a bed with her business outfit pushed open and her skirt pushed down around her knees. She proudly stuck out her breasts while her figure tapered into an hourglass flare around her hips. The side of her bubbly-round ass cheek was visible but regretfully not her entire ass. Her tits, which sat high and firm, contained zero sag yet looked entirely naturally. Her nipples angled slightly upward, embodying the golden ratio for female breast size, and she had a creamy complexion which heightened her delicious curves by an order of magnitude. Her areolas were pale pink and almost ghostly, but her nipples were rock hard and as thick as twin pencil erasers. Her abs were flat and firm and descended to the delicious V-shaped valley of her cleanly shaven pussy. You could make out her slit and a bit of her tight pink lips, but she hadn’t gone the full gynecological route. The picture was tastefully done.

My cock hardened in my shorts and struggled against the bottom of my laptop. I stared open-mouthed at the stunning picture and recognition bloomed. It couldn’t be, could it?

My heart raced, and I zoomed in on the picture, enlarging it to fill my entire screen. At the top of the frame, a few strands of the woman’s strawberry-blond hair were visible at her neckline, but what really caught my attention was her outfit. She wore a navy-blue blazer with gold buttons, a white unbuttoned blouse, pushed aside, and she had pulled her navy-blue skirt down around her knees. It was Brooke’s outfit from earlier that morning. There was no doubt in my mind.

My hands shook and my heart beat hard and fast in my throat. My cock had grown to full mast, pushing my laptop up at an odd angle. I pushed the laptop off my still-hardening wood until it rested comfortably on my thighs. I checked the username on the post and my head swooned — GingerzSnack.

This was more than mere coincidence. I was ninety-nine percent sure the woman in the post was Brooke. Hands shaking and my throat drought levels of dry, I clicked through into her username and viewed her post history. There was a new post less than ten minutes old. It already had a thousand up-votes.

The image was a gif file, which contained a brief video clip. The caption read — Had to break out the big gunz! The video showed GingerzSnack’s gloriously perfect ass in full frame with her pussy impaled on a dildo suction cupped to the bathroom tile. She rocked back and forth, her giant side tits barely in frame, swaying in time with the motion. The clip last ten seconds. Ten glorious seconds of my Brooke slow fucking a giant dildo was more than I could bear.

I inhaled sharply and pulled my cock free from my shorts. It throbbed in my hand, granite hard and fully engorged. Precum oozed out the tip and I already felt an orgasm swirling in my balls. I hadn’t jerked off in a week, and the revelation of Brooke’s secret life was too much.

The video replayed over and over as Brooke slow-fucked the dildo, her tits bouncing into view when she leaned forward every few seconds. Brooke’s tight pussy slithered up and down the dildo while her perfectly sculpted ass jiggled every time she bottomed out. The video had no audio, but I used my imagination to fill in the blanks.

I imagined my cock sliding in and out of her twenty-one-year-old pussy, feeling her tight hole cling to my throbbing shaft. I stroked three times before my eyes rolled back in my head and thick ropes of cum blasted from my cock and splattered in a line halfway up my tee shirt. For what felt like an eternity, my head spun as my orgasm continued unabated. I groaned in ecstasy while I watched my dream girl writhe on the dildo express in a never-ending motion.

I laid still for a long time afterward, letting the clip play for the better part of ten minutes. After burning it into my brain cells, I cleaned myself up then saved the gif file and the image file to my hard drive before continuing to go back through her post history.

Three days prior to the two images she had posted today, Brooke posted another image. It was a mirror selfie taken in a bathroom with her face cut off but showcasing her tits and pussy. The caption read — Anyone want to shower with me?

I did the math and figured out that she must have posted the picture before she got in the shower the last time I was over. Prior to that, she hadn’t posted in nearly a year. None of the old photos were as racy as the video clip, but I saved them all. She wasn’t a prolific poster, but when she posted her images went straight to the top. She had tens of thousands of up-votes on every post, and even when sorted by popularity over the last year, her pictures took the top spots.

Now what had me intrigued was the title of her recent post. Was I the boss that made her horny? Or was it Will Evans? It couldn’t possibly be me. According to Will, they had once been flirtatious. Or the third possibility was that the entire premise was bullshit and that she just like posting nudes. But if it was only about posting nudes, why didn’t she post more often? Maybe she deleted her posts after that fact?

I saved everything I could find on the lovely Miss Shaw, but there was still a remote chance that the entire thing was a coincidence and the woman pictured wasn’t Brooke. I had to know for sure, and the only way to do that was to get back on her laptop or her phone or find further, undisputable evidence.
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The night passed restlessly, and the next day at school I had Brooke tattooed on my mind. She hadn’t stopped by the office, but on the way in, I saw her car in the teacher’s lot. I didn’t have the nerve to ask her about her GoneWild profile, but I was going out of my mind not seeing her. Brooke was a like a deadly opioid, and I was hooked — bad. I’m sure I wasn’t the first guy to fall hard for her, nor would I be the last. But I had sniffed my first line, and I would forever chase that unbelievable high.

I opened my phone and composed a new text to Brooke:

Me: Morning! Are u free for lunch? My treat.

The typing indicator churned while Brooke composed a return message.

Brooke: Sounds great! Beats the turkey sandwich in my lunch box.

My stomach flip-flopped and my mood had just gone from zero to sixty. Hands shaking, I composed a hasty reply.

Me: It’s a date. Swing by the office when you get free.

I cringed a few seconds after I hit send. A date? This was a woman who was young enough to be my daughter and who had in fact dated my son, quite seriously, for a sizeable chunk of her senior year. What was my end game? This couldn’t lead anywhere but Trouble Town. But I was a junkie, and I didn’t care. I had to be near her, and if she understood even a tenth of my obsession, she would flee for the hills.

Ninety minutes later, Brooke arrived at my office. When she stepped through the door, my troubles seemed to slip away.

Brooke wore a loose black silk top and a white knee-length skirt. Her smoothly shaven legs were stocking free, and she wore a pair of black sandals with her toes and fingers polished to a cherry red. When she moved, her breasts shifted under her silk top. But unlike last week in her room, they didn’t have the same jiggle or bounce. She had caged them behind the confines of a bra.

Oh, to have those sweater puppies in my greedy little palms. The image of me fondling Brooke’s bare breasts caused my cock to shift in my boxer briefs. I quickly pushed the fantasy aside before I registered a five-alarm fire in my pants.

Brooke had straightened her hair, and it fell halfway down her back, shiny and glistening. Her makeup was once again subtle but applied to perfection. She had a purse tucked under her arm and offered me a warm smile. “Hey there, handsome.”

Heat flushed through my cheeks, and I zoned out, surprised by the compliment. “Hi back, beautiful lady,” I said, throwing caution to the wind.

Now it was Brooke’s turn to blush. She dropped her gaze to her feet, but I could see a slight smile form on her lips.

I stood from my desk, pocketed my phone and grabbed my car keys.

Brooke raised her chin high enough to gaze at me through her thick eyelashes. “You really think so?”

“Think what? That you’re beautiful?” I stopped before her, and she met my gaze straight on.

“Yeah. That and the lady part. Do you mean it? Do you think I’m pretty… like that?” She said, her tone serious.

For half her life, I’d seen boys and even grown men fall at her feet. She had left behind a trail of broken hearts, including my son Jack’s. She wasn’t blind. She could look in a mirror and see how insanely beautiful she was. She had an army of followers on Reddit who told her, without ambiguity, where she fell on the hotness scale — she was the sun. Now she was asking me, of all people? “Brooke, you’re a stunning woman. Surely you don’t need me to tell you.”

Her cheeks turned crimson. “But you’ve never told me before.”

I blinked and then frowned. I had told her she was beautiful a million times before. “Yes, I have. I’m sure I have.”

“Not like that,” she said.

I knew what she meant, and I didn’t push it. She was a beautiful lady. She had left the little girl behind. I jingled my car keys and grinned. “Have you ever had lunch at Ronny’s?”

“No, but I’ve heard about the place.”

“It’s a beautiful day to have a bite outside, don’t you think?”

Ronny’s was a root beer stand close to the school and across from the city park. They had floats, fries, and cheeseburgers and enough picnic tables to seat a small army.

Brooke and I both ordered double cheeseburgers and sat across from each other at a picnic table beneath a wide plastic umbrella near the back of the yard. After the first bite, she grinned. “This is amazing.”

“Yeah. The place is a guilty pleasure.” I bit into my burger. “Next time I’ll buy you a float.”

Brooke sipped her water, and her grin widened. “Next time I’m taking you out.”

We spent the next few minutes discussing Will Evans. Apparently, he hadn’t made his move yet, which made me happy. Maybe my little speech had gotten to him after all?

“Does Will have a girlfriend?” she asked after finishing the last bite of her burger.

The question startled me, and I froze with a French fry halfway to my lips. “I’m not sure. Why do you ask?”

“There’s another teacher asking,” she said. “She has a crush on him, and I promised to find out what I could.”

My stomach sank. “Ahh… I see how it is.”

Brooke blushed. “I’m not asking for me. I’m not interested in Will that way.”

I couldn’t tell if she was lying, and really it wasn’t any of my business. She was a grown woman and could do whatever she wanted.

We ate in silence for a few minutes with the wind knocked out of the mood.

Finally, Brooke spoke up. “Steve, you know that Jack and I were always just friends. I mean, we were never… together.”

Where was this coming from? Three years ago, Brooke and my son Jack had been inseparable. She spent every weekend at our house for most of her senior year. “What?”

“It’s just something I wanted you to know. I know it’s out of left field, but I’ve been meaning to tell you for a long time. I care a lot about Jack… as a friend.”

“I’m sure Jack was under a different impression.” I pushed aside the rest of my meal.

She nodded. “That’s what led to our — breakup. When I couldn’t reciprocate his feelings, he said it hurt to have me come around. So, I stopped.”

She paused as if wanting to say more, and I waited to see if she planned to expand on her explanation. I had grown close to Brooke during that year, and when she stopped coming around, I grew sullen and distant. I’m sure my retreat helped speed up my divorce from Jessica.

“I missed you.” I echoed my distant thoughts aloud without thinking.

“I missed you too,” she said. “That’s why I’m telling you. I enjoy hanging out with you, Steve. I… don’t want it to stop.”

She meant as a friend, just like my poor son, Jack. Unlike Jack, I would take whatever I could get, including her friendship. “I enjoy hanging out with you too.”

Her smile touched her eyes. “Good. Then how about we hang out this weekend at my pool?”

How would I explain that one to Dan and Cindy? Hi guys, I’m hanging out with your daughter now independent of you guys. Not creepy — scout’s honor. But I wasn’t about ready to turn down Brooke in a bikini. “Sure. I’ll bring the margaritas.”
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An hour later, I was sitting in my office when my phone buzzed.

GingerzSnack has posted an update!

An adrenaline rush kick-started my libido, turning my legs to hot mush. My breathing intensified while I shakily picked up my phone. I glanced toward my open office door, making sure Emily wasn’t on her way in. It was my personal phone - not school property, and I never connected to the school network. I was fairly confident our internal IT department would never discover my nefarious activity.

There were only a few people in reception, and we were halfway through the last class for the day. How was Brooke posting now?

I clicked the notification and the Reddit app opened on my phone.

An image filled my screen. It was of Brooke, her face not on display, and she stood inside the school bathroom. She had pushed up her black silk shirt and matching black bra. Her bare breasts were on full display, squeezed together with her arm supporting both of her twin goddesses. Her nipples jutted out, rock hard and tilted slightly upward. She had unzipped her white skirt and pulled down her black lace panties to reveal her perfect pink pussy. Her lips glistened with wetness, and I zoomed in, enlarging her slit until it filled up my screen. I imagined my cock sliding in and out of her sweet trench and my cock hardened and expanded, straining the front of my pants. “Angel is the centerfold,” I mumbled under my breath.

With another quick glance toward reception, I went to the top of the post and read the caption. It read — My crush makes me so horny I couldn’t make it home. Hope I don’t get busted.

My heart beat so fast and hard I felt it throb in my temples while beads of sweat formed at my hairline. She was posting nudes inside the school? That was insanely hot. My cock surged to full throttle, and I twisted it in my pants for relief. I couldn’t jack off in the school but made it a mission to do so as soon as I got home.

Now the question lingered. Who was her crush? Was it me or Will Evans? Or maybe it was someone else? I couldn’t let my hopes rise, only to have them crushed later. But she had invited me to her pool this weekend. Would I find Will Evans at her pool too? Maybe I was acting like a chaperon? Someone to make sure that Mr. Evans didn’t take things too far unless Brooke wanted it so? What was I thinking? Admittedly, I was a handsome man for forty-three. I was in great shape and regularly competed in triathlons. But I was over twenty years older than Brooke. She could have any guy she wanted, including Will Evans, who was arguably more handsome than me and definitely younger. Don’t fool yourself, Parker. I wouldn’t make the same mistake as my poor son, Jack. No, I would keep my expectations non-existent.

If Brooke was serious about my coming over to Dan and Cindy’s pool this weekend, I vowed not to let anything surprise me. No matter what came, I wouldn’t let it faze me. As long as Brooke kept posting, I would remain satisfied.
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It turned out Brooke was serious about a get together. She mentioned it three more times that week and sent me text reminders. She also didn’t let me forget about my promise to bring the margaritas. By the time Saturday rolled around, I armed myself with the mental armor to roll with the punches and expect nothing but an enjoyable time with Dan, Cindy, and Brooke. I hadn’t bothered to check in with Dan. The situation was already slightly awkward, and I really didn’t know how to tell him I was coming over to his house at the invitation of his daughter slash my fantasy girl. I decided that Brooke was a grown woman, and she could figure that part out for the both of us.

When I showed up Saturday afternoon, Brooke’s bug was the only car parked out front. When I rang the doorbell, she didn’t disappoint. She answered wearing a towel tightly bound around her waist and a white bikini top that barely contained her perfect tits. Her nipples poked through the thin top, taunting me with their inaccessibility. She was everything I wanted in a woman and completely unavailable.

Before I could enter, she surprised me by stepping outside and putting less than an inch of space between us. She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek. Her arms naturally squeezed her breasts together, creating a deep valley of snow-white cleavage smattered with girlish freckles. “Finally. You’re here.” Then she stepped back and reached for my hand before leading me into the house.

With the margarita makings clanging around in a grocery sack, I barely pushed the door shut with my foot before she pulled me into the kitchen.

“I’ve waited all week for one of your margaritas,” she said. “I hope the buildup was worth it.” When we entered the kitchen, she let go of my hand and plugged in the margarita maker.

I set the sack on the kitchen counter and glanced around the room. “Where’s your dad and Cindy?”

“Probably halfway to Vegas by now,” she said nonchalantly.

My stomach lurched, and I licked the sudden dryness from my lips. We were alone? What did she have in mind? There was no Will Evans or anyone else around to stop us. It was me and her, a pitcher of margaritas, and an empty house. My mind raced, and I felt a wave of nervous energy well up inside me. “Do they know I’m coming?”

She shook her head. “It’s my house too. I can have over whoever I want.”

It was as if she were trying to sell me her own self-rationalization. I wasn’t about ready to rock the boat. Instead, I nodded and put on my best smile. “I hope your thirsty. Because I have enough makings for four.”

“Sounds good to me.” She went to the freezer and filled up the margarita machine with ice. “I like mine frozen. Is that okay?”

“Me too.” I pulled out the tequila, lime juice, and the rest of the ingredients lining them up on the counter for inventory.

“By the way, I’m making us dinner tonight. Do you like Mexican? I thought with the margaritas we could continue the theme.”

Another surprise. This no longer felt like a hangout, rather it felt like a full-on date. Did she feel it too? “Shoot, if I’d known that, I would’ve busted out my infamous guacamole.”

Brooke opened the fridge and pulled out a stone bowl wrapped in cellophane. “Too late, I beat you to it.”

“You’re a woman after my own heart.” I started mixing the margaritas and Brooke beamed, grinning broadly while practically bouncing across the room to collect the tortilla chips. Her tits jiggled and shook while she went, and somehow her nipples grew even harder.

My cock stiffened filling out the front of my swim trunks and I had to focus solely on the margaritas for fear of popping full wood.

We took our frozen treats and guac before heading poolside. We spent the next hour downing drinks, chatting easily, and listening to Brooke’s playlists on the surround-sound. We were both feeling no pain by the time we decided to cool off with a dip in the pool.

Brooke dove in head first and cut through the deep end before emerging halfway across the shallow end.

I took my margarita and walked down the wide shallow-end steps before sitting on a step and immersing myself to the waist. I carefully balanced my marg in one hand, careful not to spill it.

Brooke swam across the pool and pulled up in front of me. The sunshine blazed overhead, and her tits glistened with water. Her hair fell straight back over her shoulders and her freckles adorably crisscrossed the bridge of her nose. Her green eyes sparkled in the sun and water spilled over her full lips and dribbled down her chin. I made out the hardness of her areolas through her nearly translucent white bikini top, and she didn’t seem in a hurry to cover herself. “Are you going to get in and swim with me?” She playfully splashed me while drawing closer.

“You finished your margarita first,” I said. “I have to catch up.”

Brooke inched forward and placed her hands on my knees. She squeezed my legs and leaned forward, balancing herself with her legs stretched out behind her. “Give me some and I’ll help you.”

A rush of adrenaline surged through my body and my head spun with the alcohol, sun, and music. Was this really happening? I pressed the rim of my glass to her beautiful pink lips, and she sipped on my drink, never taking her eyes from me.

It may take me a while to catch on, but even I understood what was happening here. I drew back the margarita and set it on the pool deck before reaching for Brooke’s wrists.

She didn’t resist.

I pulled her to me. She kicked out her legs before her and wrapped her legs around my waist.

I leaned in and kissed her. Our mouths opened and our tongues found each other hot and hungry. Her warm breath curled over my upper lip while her tongue probed deep inside my mouth, and she tightened her legs around my waist. She tasted of lime, tequila, and a hint of mint.

My head spun around the impossibility of the moment, and I felt the world tilt on its axis. I slid my hands down Brooke’s lower back and cupped her ass cheeks, guiding her crotch tight against my rail hard cock.

Brooke writhed on my lap, grinding her pussy faster and harder while I slid my hands inside her bottoms and felt the bare skin of her perfect ass.

She moaned low and urgent before briefly coming up for air. Our eyes met, and I saw hungry passion every bit as intense as my own.

I ran my hand up her side and touched her firm breast with my fingertips before cupping her entire boob in my palm. I let her hard nipple slide between my fingers and felt it harden under my touch.

Brooke inched backward and stuck her hand down the front of my trunks, sliding her hand over my cock. She ran her tongue along my neck and pulled my earlobe between her lips before she started slowly stroking my cock.

In my life, I had never desired a person the way I desired Brooke Shaw, especially so in that moment, but was this how I wanted it to go down? We were both half-drunk, and maybe, if she was sober, she would have made a smarter decision. What if she woke up tomorrow and couldn’t look me in the face because I had taken advantage of her? What if she told Dan what I’d done, and he got the school board involved?

I slipped my hands out of Brooke’s bottoms and pulled her back. “Hey, let’s slow down for a second.”

Brooke reluctantly pulled back. “Why are you stopping?”

“You’ve been drinking. I’ve been drinking. Maybe this isn’t the smartest thing to do? Shouldn’t we be sober the first time?”

Brooke folded her arms over her chest and stuck out her lower lip as if she would throw a tantrum. “Don’t you want me?”

I laughed and shook my head. “God, I want you more than anything. But I want you without regrets. I’m not telling you no. I’m just asking if we can sober up first. We have all weekend, right?”

That made her smile. She kissed the tip of my nose and uncurled herself from my lap before floating backwards, eying me seductively. “You’re not leaving here until I give you permission.”

“What the hell? You two partying without us?” A male voice said from the direction of the house.

Brooke and I both spun to find Dan and Cindy walking from the house through the open door.

My head flashed with alarm, and I swallowed a gasp. How much had they seen?

“What the hell, Parker? You hitting on my daughter?”

I felt the blood drain from my face. But it was Brooke who came to the rescue.

She splashed Dan with water. “Shut up, daddy. You’re being gross.”

“Seriously, Dan?” Cindy said.

“I surprise my best friend with enough marg’s to float a battleship and I find out he’s blown town for Vegas without so much as a bon voyage,” I said thinking fast on my feet. “Yeah. Brooke and I were making out a second before you walked in.” I rolled my eyes.

“Easy does it. There’s no need to take your margaritas and turn tail. I’m just fucking with you. Our plane got delayed, and we decided to bag the trip. Now I’m glad we didn’t go.”

Cindy brought two more glasses out from the kitchen and poured herself and Dan a pair of icy margaritas.

He took one and held it up for a toast. “Here’s to impromptu summer nights, excellent friends, and family.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. Brooke and I exchanged a furtive glance, briefly smiling before joining Dan and Cindy at the bar.
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Brooke was right. I didn’t go home that night, but I didn’t sleep with her either. I crashed in the guest room and woke up the next morning with sunshine pouring through the drawn curtains and the smell of coffee percolating in the kitchen. As far as hangovers go, this one was relatively mild. I checked my phone for messages and found one from my son, Jack. He would be home briefly next Thursday night for an internship interview and staying until Friday morning. I replied with a thumbs up before checking on Brooke’s Reddit account — no new posts.

I threw on a way-too-big tee shirt that Dan had let me borrow along with an oversized pair of shorts before heading down to the kitchen.

Brooke leaned against the counter with her back to me, sipping on a cup of coffee.

She wore the familiar gray tank and was once again braless. But rather than the short shorts, she wore baggy flannel pajama bottoms. She had piled her hair atop her head in a loose bun secured by a ponytail holder. Plenty of stray blondish-red hair sprouted from her neck giving her a tousled, fresh-out-of-bed look. She was absolutely adorable, and I thought a lifetime of having my morning coffee with Brooke Shaw sounded utterly spectacular.

I found myself just as aroused by the pajama bottoms as the short shorts. Hell, she could wear a burlap sack and I’d find her sexy. “Please tell me you made enough for two.”

She spun around and smiled as I approached. Makeup free, her freckles were particularly freckly this morning. Her full lips looked especially kissable, and her green eyes seemed to start straight through my soul. I swear the woman could read my inner thoughts.

This moment would be the real test. Would she forget about what happened between us? Was yesterday’s kiss more than a drunken make-out session.

“I already made you a cup.” She pointed to a second mug sitting next to her on the counter. Steam curled from the light brown surface, practically calling me to come bask in its ambiance. “A little Italian creamer, right?”

“You’re the best.” I started for the coffee, and she put up her leg, blocking me before playfully pinning me to the fridge with her foot.

“Pay the toll first.” Her eyes danced with mischief, and she grinned playfully.

“Toll?”

“Uh, huh. Pay up, buddy.” She curled her toes up and under my shorts, stroking my thighs with her foot.

I slid my hand up her leg, and she moved her leg aside before bringing her other up to position me between them.

I stepped forward, sliding my hands over her ass and around her waist.

She giggled with delight while I pulled her in close. Our lips met, and we kissed before she opened her mouth and our tongues flickered together.

I slipped my hand up and inside her shirt, running my hand over her bare back before Brooke nibbled on my lower lip and broke off the kiss.

She smiled warmly and gazed into my eyes. “I’m not drunk now.” She bit her lower lip playfully and slid her hand down the front of my shorts until she found my hard cock. “Someone wants to come upstairs and play.”

I gazed down the front of her tank top and discovered her tits almost completely exposed.

“I love it when you look at them.” She took my hand and guided it up the front of her top. “Go ahead. They won’t bite.”

My breaths came in short, rapid bursts as my hand met the soft flesh of Brooke’s bare breast. Her nipple was rock hard, and I squeezed, kneading her bare tit in my palm. I tweaked her nipple and let it roll between my thumb and forefinger. “You’re going to get me in trouble.”

“You make me so wet,” she whispered.

From somewhere upstairs, the sound of a door opened and closed.

I pulled my hand out of Brooke’s top and reached for the coffee mug. “You know, I have to chaperon the dance after the game on Friday. Care to join me?”

Brooke picked up her coffee and took a sip, staring at me over the rim. “Are you asking me on a proper date, Parker?”

“Is that a yes?”

“Yes, but I think it best that I stay at your house on Friday night. You don’t want me driving home alone so late at night, do you?”

I stared at her for a long moment. “Brooke, are you sure? We can’t take it back.”

“Are you sure?” She sipped on her coffee.

“No fair answering a question with a question.”

“Morning, kids.” Dan Shaw lumbered into the kitchen, making a beeline for the coffee machine. “Who’s hungry for Dan’s famous flap jacks?”
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Brooke and I had three more lunch dates together that week, and by the time Thursday evening rolled around, we were planning our chaperon outing. She decided to drop off her bag at my place before school on Friday morning. That I might have sex with Brooke Shaw on Friday night was almost more than I could handle.

On Friday morning, I was halfway through my first cup when I heard the front door open.

“Morning.” Brooke said from the foyer.

“Morning to you,” I said from the kitchen. I put aside my mug and greeted her at the front door.

She looked radiant in a simple white sundress with her haired pulled back into a long braid not unlike her high school track photo. She practically glowed from the sunshine filtering in through the front door that surrounded her like a halo.

“God, am I a lucky man or what?” I leaned down and kissed her on the lips before I reached for her bag. “Morning, gorgeous.”

“Morning, baby.” She let me help her with her bag and pulled her purse up over her shoulder. “I thought I’d leave my car here and we can go to school together this morning.”

“Brooke?” A voice said from the upstairs banister.

Brooke and I turned our gaze toward the sound of the voice.

My son Jack gazed over the railing. He wore a white dress shirt and tie. “What are you doing here?” He came down the stairs two at a time and stopped before us in the foyer.

Jack and Brooke were the same age. He had moppish dark brown hair and blue eyes. He was a handsome young man with a boyish grin and a laid-back style. He never let much get to him, although I knew how he felt about Brooke.

“I completely forgot you were coming last night. I’m sorry.” With the romance budding between Brooke and I, Jack’s arrival had fallen off my radar. This was awkward.

“You moving in or something?” He gazed toward Brooke’s overnight bag dangling from my hand.

I set it down on the carpet before turning to face him. “I told you Brooke is student teaching for us this semester, didn’t I?”

“Nope. You sure didn’t.” Jack couldn’t take his eyes off Brooke, and it was clear his infatuation with her remained undiminished.

“She’s helping me chaperon the school dance this evening, and I suggested she stay here to avoid the longer drive home tonight.”

“Let me go put this upstairs.” Brooke picked up the bag and started for the stairway. “It’s good to see you, Jack.”

Jack grabbed a hold of Brooke’s wrist. “We should get together while I’m in town.”

I grimaced. I thought Jack was staying one night. “Brooke, put your bag in whatever room you’d like.”

“Are you staying long?” Brooke asked as if she had read my mind.

“I’m staying at Hunter’s house tonight. There’s a kegger across the lake. You should totally come.”

“Maybe. But I kind of already made a commitment.”

“Dad, you don’t mind, do you?”

I glanced at Brooke while Jack turned to face me.

She shook her head and shot me a warning glance. “Jack, I—

“I’m afraid that wouldn’t look good,” I said. “It’s no different from you making a work commitment and skipping out on it. You wouldn’t do that, would you? People at school are counting on Brooke to cover the dance.”

“I guess not.” Jack glanced at his watch. “I’ve got to go, but I’ll call you tomorrow. Maybe we could hang out?”

“We’ll see,” Brooke said. She turned and disappeared upstairs with her overnight bag.

Jack watched her go before he turned to me and frowned. “I get a weird vibe here. Almost like there’s something going on between you and Brooke.”

I forced a laugh and shook my head. “Jack, she’s like a daughter to me.”

“Good cause that would be gross. I don’t want my dad dating my ex.”

A pang of guilt washed over me. “What makes you think Brooke would be interested in an old man like me?”

He shrugged. “I always thought she had a thing for you. You know, back when we were together. She always wanted to hang out here whenever you were home. She constantly asked about you and mom’s marriage. It was… strange.”

“Come on, Jack. Give me some credit.” I was a giant piece of shit, and a slave to my darkest fantasies.

He sighed, staring up the empty stairway. “Man, I wish things had worked out different between her and I. She’s so pretty.”

“Aren’t you going to be late?”

Jack glanced at his watch. “Shit. You’re right. I’ve got to go.” He made for the garage door. “See you later, dad. I’ll try to stop by Saturday for a bit.”

I hugged him goodbye. “Good luck and let me know how the interview goes.”

I went upstairs to find Brooke. She had picked a room for her stuff — mine. She was unpacking her makeup bag in my bathroom when she heard me enter. “Is he upset?” she asked glancing up at me in the mirror.

“I think we are about to hurt him very much,” I said. “I feel awful.”

“It was never about Jack. You know that right?”

“I’m starting to see that, yes.” Her feelings for me ran back years. She had more than enough time to grow out of them, which meant they were real. Brooke had developed a real, genuine affection for me. It might even run as deep as love. “We will ruin a lot of lives if this ever gets out.”

She stared down at her hairbrush. “What about our lives? Shouldn’t we get to be happy?”

“Wouldn’t you be even more happy with someone closer to your own age? Maybe with someone like Will Evans?”

“You know, he made a pass at me on my first day,” she said.

The news came as a shock. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

She shrugged. “I can fight my own battles. That’s not your job.”

Anger welled up inside of me. “Is he doing anything to harass you? I’ll fire him if he does anything to make you feel uncomfortable.”

She set down her brush and turned to face me. “Steve, unless you put a ring on my finger, then I have to handle guys hitting on me. I’ve done it my whole life. I don’t need you to defend me.”

A ring on her finger? “Is that want you want? Do you want us to get married? What would your mom and dad think about that? Or your sisters. Do you think Mandy and Lily would welcome me as their future brother-in-law?”

Her eyes filled with tears, and we stared at each other for a long time without speaking.

“Do you not want me here? Are you ashamed to be with me?” she asked voice quivering.

“Ashamed of you? God, no. I don’t want you anywhere else or with anyone else. I want to scream from the highest mountain that you belong to me,” I said, not trying to hide my exasperation. “But there’s reality.”

She gazed down at her feet but didn’t make a move to pack her bags and leave. Had I blown it between us? I wondered if she was having second thoughts. Finally, she set aside her make-up bag and glanced up at me. “We need to get to work.”

She still wanted to drive with me, which I took as a good sign. But all the way to school, we rode in silence and when we arrived, Brooke offered me a weak goodbye before we went our separate ways. Was it our first official fight? Were we even a couple? I was confused and if I was confused, odds were good that Brooke was too.

The morning passed without our usual text banter. By the time lunch arrived, it was clear that Brooke wasn’t interested in meeting up with me. When I entered the teacher’s lounge, I bought a sandwich from the machine and was busy heating it up in the microwave when Will Evans walked into the lounge behind me.

“… and then she tells me she’ll come over to my place tonight after the dance.”

“You’re shitting me,” Bruce Watson said.

Bruce was a balding forty-year-old biology teacher, long married and always eager to live vicariously through Will’s stories. “We’re talking about Brooke Shaw? I call bullshit.”

My stomach sank, and my ears burned. What the hell was he talking about? Brooke would never agree to that.

“God’s honest,” Will said, holding up his hand. “I met her for breakfast this morning. It all just went down.”

Now that was a flat-faced lie, and I couldn’t hold my tongue while he dragged Brooke’s name through the mud. I turned to face him, my sandwich forgotten. “Please stop disparaging Brooke’s name with your bullshit lies and innuendo. She never said any of that crap, Brue. He’s feeding you a line of bullshit.”

Bruce and Will turned toward me with their jaws hanging open.

“Jesus, Steve. Calm down. Brooke’s a grown woman. Just because you don’t like —

“Yeah, I know she’s a grown woman. But even grown women need their honor defended, especially when assholes spread bullshit lies.”

“Sorry to break it to you, buddy. But they’re not lies,” Will said.

“They are lies, and you know how I know they’re lies? Brooke’s with me,” I said, seeing red. “I was with her this morning. Not you. She’s with me every day. Not you. She’s my girlfriend. Not yours. You stay the fuck away from her. Got it?”

“Christ, calm down.” Will said. “So, it may not have gone down exactly how I said.”

“It didn’t go down at all because she’s not that kind of woman.”

“I’ve got to go,” Bruce said, glancing at his watch. “Good chat.” He patted Will on the shoulder and made his way from the lounge.

Will walked past me without saying another word, grabbed his lunch tote from the fridge, and left.

I lost my appetite and stared gloomily down at my half-opened sandwich. I sighed and pushed it aside, too upset to eat.

“I’d be happy to share my lunch with you?” a voice said from behind me — Brooke’s voice.

I turned to face her and grinned.

She smiled back at me, her lunch tote dangling from one finger.

The weight of the world fell off my shoulders, and my spirit surged. “I’d like that very much.”

“As your girlfriend, I feel it’s my solemn duty.” She stood on her tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek.

“I guess that’s one way to let the cat out of the bag, isn’t it?” I said.

“You don’t do anything halfway,” she said. “It’s one of the many things I love about you.”

That word hung between us for a pregnant pause. “There are a lot of things of I love about you too,” I said without thinking.

“Oh?” She raised her eyebrow. “Do you love my chicken salad sandwich? Because I’m starving and we’re running out of time.”

We sat in the lounge and ate, our morning argument forgotten. My revelation to Will Evans hadn’t caused the sky to fall in. Not yet, anyway. Time would tell.

After school, Brooke and I grabbed a bite to eat at a local bistro before we made our way back to the school. After the game, she and I checked for alcohol and made sure the bathrooms weren’t used for teenage orgies.

When the music started Brooke and I found a table on the outskirts of the dance floor and settled in.

She edged closer and grabbed my hand under the table, intertwining her fingers in mine. “Steve, there are… things I need to tell you.”

My stomach fluttered. “Uh oh. Should I be worried?”

She picked up my hand and put it in her lap, brushing her thumb over mine. “When we were at lunch last week, I started to tell you, but I chickened out.”

“Tell me what?”

She inhaled sharply and then let the held breath out. “What I told you the other day about Jack was true. What I left out was that I didn’t fall for Jack because I fell in love with you instead.”

I remained silent while Brooke continued to stroke my hand. I wanted her to speak her mind without interruption.

“Even before that it was you who inspired me to become a teacher,” she said. “And last year, I switched to secondary education to be closer to you.”

I squeezed her hand. “Brooke, you never told me.”

“There’s more, and some of it’s not good.” She glanced up at me, her face concerned.

“It was me who canceled the student teaching opportunity the school set up for me.” Her lower lip trembled. “I asked my dad to invite you over, hoping you would get me the student teaching job at Lakeside.”

“Brooke, that’s not the end of the world. I—

“The night you came over, I left my browser open to Reddit on purpose,” she said, interrupting me.

That caused me to pause. “Why?”

She sighed. “I like it when you look at me. It makes me so excited. I set up an account and posted pictures there with the hopes you would see them.”

“You wanted me to look you up on Reddit.”

“Yes,” she practically whispered.

“You wanted me to find you on GoneWild.”

She glanced up at me, eyes wide. Her mouth parted, and she licked her lips. “You found out? I mean, I left you all the clues, but I didn’t know if it would actually work.”

“It worked. I found GingerzSnack,” I said. “Those pictures are so hot. And the video… wow.”

“You don’t mind that I posted on that site? All those people saw me.”

“Yes, but they don’t know it’s you. Only I know, and it’s our secret to share. I love that. It makes me feel closer to you. Is that crazy?”

Her eyes filled with tears, happy ones this time. “Not at all. It’s like all my dreams are coming true. I’ve wished for this so many times.”

“Brooke, can I tell you a secret?”

“Steve, I want no more secrets between us.”

“I can’t get you out of my mind. You’re all I can think about. I’ve felt this one for a long time. I’m kind of obsessed with you.”

“You might get sick of me,” she said.

“Impossible.”

“I’m very possessive, and very touchy. I also have a jealous streak.” She ran her hand up my inner arm and wrapped her palm around my bicep. “I can’t handle you being with another woman unless we do it together.”

Now that surprised me. “You’re into that?”

“Only if you are,” she said.

I placed my hand on Brooke’s knee and slid it inside her leg.

Her summer dress slipped between her legs, exposing half her inner thigh. I slipped my hand up her skirt and ran my palm along the smoothness of her inner thigh until my fingers touched her lace panties. Goosebumps flared across her skin, and she shuddered.

“I need you inside me right this second,” she whispered.

Blood rushed to my cock, and I resisted the urge to lean in and kiss her. “This dance can’t end soon enough.”

When the dance finally ended and the last of the kids had vanished. We left the school hand-in-hand.

I was nervous, my palms cold and clammy. The moment of truth had arrived.

When we climbed into my car, I glanced over at Brooke. “Ready?”

“Steve?”

I didn’t like that tone. Was she having second thoughts? I glanced nervously in her direction. “Yeah?”

“There’s one more thing I need to let you know. It might change everything.”

“I thought we were done with secrets?” I put the key in the ignition and started the car.

“I call the right side of the bed. I won’t compromise.” She laughed out loud, and the tension snapped.

I grinned and put the car in drive. “Deal.”

We had barely made it through the front door before we were all over each other. I scooped Brooke into my arms and carried her to my bedroom, our lips locked together.

I pushed the bedroom door open with my foot and stretched her out on the bed. My heart raced so fast and hard I thought it would pound out of my chest. I stood before her and worked the buttons on the front of my shirt.

Brooke gazed up at me with her arms stretched out over her head and her dress hiked halfway up her thighs. Her smile touched her eyes as she watched me undress.

“I haven’t been with anyone in a long time,” I said. “I might be slightly out of practice.”

“Then we’ll have to practice a whole lot.” She lifted her leg and ran her foot up my leg before curling her toes around my cock.

She sat up and pulled the band out of her braid before working her hair loose. “Come help me with my dress.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, and she inched forward to kiss me. She wrapped her legs around my waist, and our mouths were a mix of tongues and lips while I reached behind her and worked the zipper down on her sundress. Her warm breath curled over my upper lip, and I inhaled the sweet scent of strawberry drifting from her hair. She tasted cool and minty, and her tongue felt electric sliding over my lower lip and exploring inside my mouth.

Brooke unwrapped herself long enough to scramble to her knees and peel her dress over her head. Her long, lithe body came into view with every spectacular curve on full display. She wore a white lace bra and matching lace panties with her creamy cleavage spilling out the front.

I peeled off my shirt while Brooke reached behind her back and unhooked her bra.

“Wait,” I said. “Let me finish.”

With Brooke still sitting up on her knees, I pulled her bra forward off her shoulders and watched her breasts drop into the open.

It was one thing to see a picture, but quite another to see them up close and personal. They were high, firm, and centerfold caliber. Her bra declared them a 36D but that couldn’t adequately describe their perfection. I had read an article once on the Golden Ratio for women’s breast shape, and Brooke had it in spades. There wasn’t an ounce of sag in her full, firm globes. Her pink quarter-sized areolas rose from the pale creaminess of her perfectly round tits. Her eraser-sized nipples stood erect, pointing out and up at a very slight angle. Her tits naturally hung close together, giving her deep cleavage without any bra at all.

I bent over and cupped Brooke’s breast in my hand, feeling its heavy natural weight settle across my fingertips. I ran my hands over both breasts before lowering my mouth and taking her glorious nipple between my lips.

She moaned low and her breath caught in her throat while she ran her fingers through my hair. “I love that, baby.”

I rolled her nipple between my lips and nibbled gently with my teeth.

She balled my hair into her fists and shuddered. Her nipple expanded in my mouth and grew thicker and harder while Brooke moaned. “God, never fucking stop.”

I came up for air long enough to kiss my way into the valley between Brooke’s tits, squeezing them against my cheeks and tweaking her nipples between my fingers.

She pulled me up, kissing me on the mouth while she undid my belt and unzipped my pants.

I wriggled free of my jeans and underwear, tossing them aside while my engorged cock sprang free and slapped against the soft swell of Brooke’s flat tummy.

She opened her legs, and I crawled between them, dropping my face to her tits while she stretched out across the bed.

I kissed the soft curves of her inner breasts and licked my way down her stomach until I reached the top of her lace panties.

Brooke raised her hips off the bed, and I pulled her panties down and off her long toned legs before tossing them aside.

She had shaved her pussy bald, leaving not so much as a stubble behind. Her lips were small and her pink folds tight. Like the rest of her, Brooke’s pussy was objectively perfect without a flaw or blemish in sight.

Her wetness glistened in the warm bedroom lights, and my hands trembled as I ran my fingers along her inner thighs. She gyrated her hips in quick motions and her breathing came in quick shallow pulls.

Starting with her knee, I kissed my way down her thigh, sucking and licking as I went. By the time my lips reached her pussy, Brooke was already moaning, and her pussy was soaked.

I trailed my tongue around her outer lips, licking her wetness and occasionally probing outside her sweet folds. I didn’t know how much sexual experience Brooke had, but I had years behind me and meant to put it to expert use. Slow and steady won every race.

I slid my tongue up the center of her lips, gliding along her wet pink slit.

She gasped, pushing her pussy higher to meet my lips and tongue. I didn’t disappoint. With the precision of a swiss clock maker, I burrowed deep into her pussy, licking along her trench until I found the sweet succulence of her honey hole.

Brooke opened her legs wide, and I spread apart her pussy, licking upward along her inner lips until I reached the climactic tower of her sweet bud-like clit. When I circled the tip with my tongue goosebumps flared across her stomach and chest before she let out a loud raspy moan. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop,” she said in quick succession.

I didn’t stop. Rather, I took her sexual experience to a new high. I guided her clit between my lips while I slithered my tongue as deep into her trench as I could. I gently sucked her clit, pulling it into my mouth before performing an all-out assault with my tongue and lips.

Brooke mashed her hips into my face and her juices ran like a faucet down my lips and chin. She bucked her hips in short micro bursts until her body went rigid. She arched her back and groaned loud and long. “I’m cominggguunngghh….”

Her body trembled and her pussy released a second wave of wetness that collected in my whiskers and left her pussy sopping wet.

As her orgasm subsided, she lay still breathing soft and slow while I licked her pussy clean leaving it plump and ready for my rigid cock.

But Brooke had another idea. She sat upright once again, sitting up on her knees towering over me like a naked goddess. “Lay back, baby. I want to taste that cock.”

I wasn’t about to argue. I crawled backward and stretched out long with my head at the foot of the bed. My cock towered at my center, rock hard and waving like the Washington monument enduring a summer wind storm.

Brooke reached out and slid her hand around my shaft, gliding it along my pole until she circled my head with her fingers. “It’s so big. How will it ever fit inside me?” She grinned mischievously before lowering her body to my pole and licking around my tip like a melting ice cream cone.

Her warm mouth encircled my head and a wave of pleasure rippled through my shaft and balls before curling my toes.

Brooke continued to tease my head with her tongue while raking her nipples across my tip. “You’ve always loved my tits. God, it makes me so wet when you watch me.”

She was a fantasy dream. An impossibility that somehow had fallen into my lap. I had won the sexual lottery and was about ready to cash in the winning ticket. How long would it last? Would she tire of me and move on? I wasn’t going anywhere, but that was the least of my concern. At least once in my life, I needed to be inside her. Then I could die a content man.

She lowered her mouth around my cock and took it all in. My tip tickled the back of her throat, and I felt the warm wetness of her mouth circle my shaft like a cocoon. Brooke slithered up and down, sliding her tongue down the back of my shaft with each pass. Her big tits bounced, shimmied, and jiggled while she sucked and licked like a pro.

Every nerve ending in my shaft exploded with pleasure while Brooke bobbed up and down on my cock, taking me down the back of her throat and bottoming out. The gagging and sucking sounds continued with Brooke taking the occasional breather. She curled her hair behind her ear and licked my tip. Long strings of cum-soaked saliva stretched from my head to her lips, and she treated my cock like her favorite-flavored lollipop. She licked my sack, rolling my balls into her mouth and gently sucking them while she stroked my cock with a world-class effort. It was only through sheer strength of will I managed not to blow my load.

With her hand wrapped neatly around my base, Brooke gazed at me over the meat of my shaft. “I need that cock inside me.”

She let my cock go long enough to climb aboard the S.S. Steve. With her tits swaying and jiggling she took my shaft in her hand and guided it into her trench using my tip as a primer.

My head slipped through her pink folds and bumped over the edge of her entrance, causing my cock to twitch with each pass. With deft fingers, she circled my tip and lined my shaft up with her hole. “Are you ready, baby?”

I grunted something barely legible before she lowered herself onto my rigid staff and buried half my cock in her tight canal.

With heroic effort, my cock sliced through her tightness. Her pussy writhed and moved, surrounding my cock like a foreign intruder. Her walls wrapped around my shaft and squeezed with a vise-like grip, forming a second skin. With my cock half impaling her, Brooke paused and leaned forward, bracing herself on my chest.

She squeezed her tits between her arms forming a deep valley of cleavage with her rock-hard nipples staring at me like two high-beam headlights.

I ran my hands down the sides of her body before bringing my palms to rest on the out-flare of her womanly hips. I couldn’t believe I was fucking my best friend’s daughter. After years of pent up sexual frustration, the fantasy had become reality. I was inside Brooke Shaw, and nothing could ever take that away.

She groaned and moved her hips in quick circular motions, using the upper half of my shaft to stretch out her tightness. “You’re so big.” She lowered herself further, smashing her tits against my chest before kissing me behind my ear.

Her breath, hot and sweet, tickled my neck and the sweet strawberry scent of her hair caused my cock to expand inside her.

“I hope you have a lot of energy,” she said breathlessly. “Because I’m going to fuck you all weekend long.”

I groaned and pushed my hips higher, edging my cock deeper into her exquisite tightness.

She met my movement with her own, edging backward, forcing my cock even deeper inside.

“You’re so tight,” I said, micro-pumping my hips while her walls contracted and slid up and down my shaft.

With one hard push, Brooke sank down to the hilt, bottoming out. She pushed herself upright and sat atop me while my cock pulsed inside her pussy, feeling every inch of her womb stretch and conform to my manhood. We kissed long and hard, our tongues and lips a blur of slick wetness. We held still, lying motionless while my cock imprinted itself on her womb.

Brooke edged her hips forward and backward while I raised mine off the bed, matching her pace and motion. My cock slid in and out of her vagina, bottoming out with each deep penetrating thrust.

She sat upright, her face a mask of concentration. She ground against my cock, picking up the speed of our fucking while her tits bounced and swayed in a fast circular motion. She bounced faster, her ass slapping against my thighs and her tits smashing together with each soul-satisfying pass.

My cock drove deeper, bottoming out in her cervix and I felt my balls tighten, an orgasm looming on the horizon. I reached up and cupped Brooke’s perfect tits in my hands while we fucked harder and faster with the headboard banging against the bedroom wall.

“Baby, I’m going to come again,” She closed her eyes and her lips parted while she squeezed my cock with her pussy muscles.

“I’m coming with you.” I drew my cock out before Brooke slammed her hips lower, forcing my cock deeper inside.

She wanted me to come inside her? I was too far gone to object. I felt my balls tighten and stars flashed across my field of vision. I groaned loud and Brooke went rigid, holding still on my cock while she let out an unearthly scream.

An orgasm raced up my balls and blasted out my tip sending a molten river of hot cum spraying Brooke’s uterine wall with enough sperm to impregnate her a thousand times over. Rope after rope of my fiery cum painted her walls as I sent my seed flowing down her fallopian tubes in a race to fertilize her waiting eggs. I pumped my hips pushing my cock to the breaking point taking care to empty my balls inside the girl of my dreams.

The orgasm continued unabated for what felt like an eternity until the last of my seed trickled from my shaft and floated down her already flooded canal.

Brooke fell forward, breathing heavily while my cock remained stiff inside her. We lay motionless kissing and touching our bodies glowing with a thin sheen of sweat.

I stroked Brooke’s hair, tucking it behind her ear while I kissed her neck and ran my other hand down her back before gently squeezing her ass.

“That was amazing. How long until you can go again?” Brooke asked running her fingers around my nipple.

She turned me on so much, it wouldn’t take long. “Ten minutes? Maybe I should wear a condom for the next round?”

She propped herself up on her elbow and kissed the tip of my nose. “I’m on the pill, Steve. You will never put on a condom with me. Are we clear?”

“Whatever you say.” I felt my cum oozing out of her hole and drizzle down my balls.

“But if I get pregnant with your baby, I’m keeping it.”

“Are you sure?”

She kissed me hard on the lips. “I’ll have your babies someday, anyway. But I’m in no rush.”

I never considered becoming a father again. Was I prepared to raise another family? With her, the answer was an easy, yes. “I wonder how Dan will take that one?”

“Well, we don’t have to break pregnancy news to him anytime soon, but I want to tell him about us this weekend. I don’t want to hide my feelings any longer.”

I sighed. “Should I get my will ready first?”

Brooke wrapped her leg over my groin and kissed my chest. “I’ll protect you.”

True to her word, Brooke and I spent the rest of the weekend fucking. We fucked in the shower, on my kitchen island, in the movie theater, on my bathroom floor, and in the backseat of my car. By the time Sunday evening rolled around, my cock had saddle sores.

Brooke and I worked out at the gym before I drove her home. She was coming back home with me, and we were visiting just long enough for her to pack fresh clothes and to break the news to Dan and Cindy. Whether or not they liked it, Brooke was a permanent part of my life, and their approval wouldn’t change that.

Ironically, she wore the same black yoga bra and yoga pants she had on two weeks ago when I’d first reconnected with her at the Shaw’s. I couldn’t believe how far we’d come in such a brief period.
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We sat around the pool bar and broke the news to Dan and Cindy. To my relief, Dan didn’t kill me. It had gone far better than I ever could’ve imagined.

“I told you they were screwing around,” Cindy said after we broke the news. She slapped Dan’s shoulder and sat back triumphantly. “You two make a cute couple. Age is just a number. It’s what’s in your heart that counts. Isn’t that right, Dan?”

Dan looked shell-shocked, staring between me and Brooke as if he’d just been sucker punched. “I can’t believe it.”

I didn’t blame him. I was more than a little surprised he hadn’t taken a swing at me.

“Daddy, you had an affair with our nanny. You have no room to judge. No offense, Cindy.”

“She’s got a point,” Cindy said. “And there’s a bigger age gap between Dan and I than you and Steve.”

Dan nodded and shrugged. “Brooke, I just want you to be happy. Is this want you want?”

“Steve makes me very happy,” she said. “Yes. He’s all I ever want.”

He turned on me. “You know what happens if you fuck around on her?”

My girlfriend was smart, kind, humble, and a perfect ten. I would be insane to cheat. “Dan, I would never hurt her.”

Brooke came around and sat on my lap, slipping her arms around my shoulder. “He’s a kind man, and I love him.” She kissed me on my cheek and laid her head against mine.

Dan sighed and looked at me. “I hope you know what you’re doing.”

Just like two weeks ago, Brooke led me upstairs to her bedroom. And just like two weeks ago, I honed in on her ass the entire way up the stairs. But unlike last time, I gave her ass a few slaps, and she squealed with delight.

She pulled some essentials from her dresser drawer while I watched her pack from where I perched on the edge of her bed.

“Are you going to snap nudes in your bathroom tonight?” I asked.

Brooke walked across the room, slid onto my lap and straddled me. She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me softly on the lips. “Did you want to take a shower with me, Steve? You should’ve come in two weeks ago. I wouldn’t have stopped you.”

I returned her kiss and slipped my hands inside her yoga pants, cupping her bare ass cheeks in my palms. “Maybe we can have a quickie in your shower right now?”

She grinned at me mischievously and bit her lower lip. “You are a naughty little pervert, Steve Parker.” She stood and pulled me up off the bed before peeling off her yoga bra, letting her firm tits spring free. “Last one in is a rotten egg.” She threw her bra at me and dashed topless from her room, giggling.

This time, I followed her.


II

Big Sister Troubles
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The rumble of the jet engines drowned out the sounds of our lovemaking. But the plane’s PA system had no trouble reaching us in the lavatory’s tight confines.

“This is your captain speaking. We’re making our final descent into Fort Lauderdale. Please return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts.”

Brooke’s white skirt and panties dangled from one of her Keds tennis shoes while I had pushed up her bra and lifted her tank to expose both breasts. I had one of her engorged nipples stuffed between my lips while I was tweaking the other between my thumb and forefinger.

“You’ve got to finish,” she cooed in my ear. “Put a baby in me, baby.”

I had her pinned to the lavatory wall, my cock hammering her pussy with fevered intensity. Her legs stuck out on either side of my waist, her thighs jiggling every time I bottomed out. She smelled of strawberry blossoms and her warm, minty breath curled down my neck. Between her voice, scent, and the risk of getting caught, I couldn’t hold back any longer. My orgasm came hard and fast as ropes of hot cum fired from my balls and blasted up my shaft before spewing deep into my beautiful girlfriend’s awaiting cervix.

“Unnngghhh… I’m coming,” I hissed.

Brooke ran her fingers through my hair and continued to kiss my ear, using her tongue to probe. “That’s it,” she whispered. “I can feel your cum deep inside me.” Her words caused a second, more powerful, orgasm to rocket up my balls and paint her insides white with my baby-making batter.

The walls of the tiny, on-board bathroom shook while my cock spasmed, sending aftershocks of cum coating her tight canal. My legs turned to butter, and I squeezed her bare ass cheeks in my palms, arms shaking.

Our mouths met in the tiny compartment, and we kissed with fevered intensity, letting our tongues linger for a few seconds before coming up for air.

“Does this make us official members of the mile-high club?” she asked.

I slipped my cock from Brooke’s pussy and gazed down at a long string of cum that trailed from her pussy down her inner thigh. “Definitely, but I’m up for setting a new aviation record if you are.”

Brooke hadn’t gone off the pill. Not yet anyway, but she knew how to push my buttons. The thought of impregnating her had caused an instant orgasm many times in our budding three-month relationship.

“We’re landing, baby. You heard the captain.” She pushed down her bra and fixed her tank top before working her panties and skirt back into place.

I sighed and tucked my junk back into the confines of my boxer briefs and fastened my belt. “I’ll leave first?”

“Go ahead.” She kissed me again. “I need to fix my makeup.”

“You’re perfect as you are,” I said, laying it on thick.

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, Casanova. I’ll meet you in our seats.”

I left her in the lavatory and made my way down the aisle, barely registering acknowledgment from the bored travelers. My trip was a short one to our first-class seats. I sat down and buckled my seat belt.

A minute later, Brooke pranced out of the bathroom, and every head turned to watch her. She found me watching her and smiled while she deftly slipped past her crowd of admirers.

An old man two rows ahead craned his neck to watch her ass slide past him before she stopped outside our row.

I stood to let her pass through to her window seat, settling my hands around her waist while she inched by. I noted more than one envious look and slipped my hand down to her ass for a quick pat and squeeze.

Brooke giggle and slapped away my hand. “Stop it. What if someone sees you?”

We both knew that’s why I had done it, and neither of us cared. We enjoyed the thrill of getting caught and the mile-high club was an event we had planned from the first day we decided to visit Brooke’s sister, Mandy, on fall break.

Brooke settled into the seat next to me and fastened her seat belt. I spotted the thin trail of cum glistening on her inner thigh. She wore it like a badge of honor. I smiled before sliding my hand to her exposed knee.

We held hands as the plane continued its descent, with Brooke staring out the window while I stared at her.

She dressed somewhat conservatively, but it didn’t take much for her to look better than 99.99% of the population. She wore a black summer tank with the edges of her black lace bra strap showing beneath her shoulders. She wore a short white tennis skirt with built-in shorts underneath that barely covered her sensational ass. Her white Keds sneakers and matching white socks completed the outfit. She had touched up her makeup and her hair looked perfect, styled in a long tight braid. Her diamond stud earrings that I had given her before the trip glistened under the sunshine streaming in through the first-class window.

“Is Mandy meeting us at the airport?” I asked.

“Yes. Both she and Eddie.”

Eddie was Mandy’s husband. At twenty-five, Mandy wasn’t exactly an old married lady, but she was four years older than Brooke and six years older than their youngest sister, Lily.

“You’re sure she won’t freak out about us?”

Brooke rubbed my forearm with her outstretched fingertips. “Have you seen Eddie?”

I had not seen Eddie, although Brooke had warned me that she wasn’t the only one interested in older men. “Yes. But I knew you girls growing up. I hope it’s not awkward between us.”

“Relax, baby.” She slid her hand up my arm and drew herself in tight, her left breast plastered against my shoulder. “I’ll make sure mean old Mandy doesn’t hurt you.”

We touched down in Ft. Lauderdale and a short taxi to the hangar later, Brooke and I departed the plane and grabbed our luggage from the carousel. We were starting a two-week vacation with Mandy and Eddie at their beach house in Fort Lauderdale. Brooke was beyond excited to see her big sister, and I was beyond excited thinking about Brooke prancing around in her bikini for the next two weeks.

We headed down the escalator toward the ground transportation pickup station.

“Why doesn’t your sister ever come home?”

“She’s still mad at daddy,” Brooke said.

“Over the affair?”

“Yes. It’s a sore subject, so don’t bring it up unless she does.”

That wouldn’t be a problem. I hadn’t seen Mandy in the six years since she left for college and had a hard time imagining how much she had changed. Although I knew, just like the other Shaw sisters, Mandy would be smoking hot.

The double doors opened, and we stepped out into the Florida sunshine.

“Brooke,” I heard a female voice say from not far away. I turned toward the woman’s voice and froze.

Before a white Jeep less than a dozen yards away, the spitting image of a young Jennifer Connelly straight out of the movie Career Opportunities waved in our direction. If the woman was Mandy, she could have been identical twins with a much younger version of the present-day actress. That movie had fueled more than one midnight masturbation session for a young Steve Parker. The resemblance was uncanny straight down to the long dark hair, white tank top, big juicy tits, and cut-off blue jean shorts. Mandy’s mirrored shades rested on the crown of her head, revealing her ocean blue eyes. Like her younger sister, Mandy’s skin was unblemished porcelain, but unlike Brooke, Mandy was freckle free.

I gaped at the stunning beauty while Mandy skipped forward, arms out and big tits bouncing.

Brooke and Mandy embraced, squealing with sisterly delight while I picked up Brooke’s bag and made my way toward them.

That’s when I first spotted a man old enough to be Mandy’s grandfather climb out of the Jeep’s driver side. He had thin vapor-white hair, saggy skin, and age spots crisscrossing his forehead.

No way was that Eddie. I stopped beside Brooke and Mandy while Grandpa Fester came around and opened the trunk.

Mandy and Brooke broke up long enough for Mandy to smile in my direction. “Steve, God, how long has it been?”

She didn’t seem to harbor any ill will toward me, and I nodded, smiling amicably. “At least six years. Has anyone ever told you —

“That I look like Jennifer Connelly? Only about a million times.” Her smile brightened, revealing her perfect white teeth. “I wish I were half as pretty.”

Not only was she half as pretty, she was just as pretty down to the last detail. Her straight dark hair fell halfway down her back, and I noted a world class ass to match her world class tits. The Shaw sisters had hit the genetic lottery.

Mandy gave me a brief hug before stepping back next to the man I assumed was her husband.

With the trunk hanging open, Old Man River joined the reunion. “Brooke, you remember Eddie?”

“Hi Eddie.” Brooke gave the old man a quick hug. She was in and out before she could do any lasting damage. She didn’t go for her standard Brooke Shaw full-body hug. It was a good thing too. She might have snapped the poor bastard in half.

“Hi beautiful” Eddie said smiling. Even his voice sounded old.

Mandy introduced Eddie and I. “Eddie, this is Steve Parker. Steve this is my husband, Eddie Coleman.”

“A pleasure to meet you,” Eddie said.

I took his hand. “Likewise. Thanks for having us.” His palm felt cold and clammy with a weak handshake. His thinning scalp glistened with oil, and he had grown a matching white beard as if to ensure hair covered some small portion of his noggin. “It’s a pleasure meeting you, Eddie.”

Eddie reached for my bags.

Brooke tapped me on the shoulder and leaned in. “Don’t let him pick that up,” she whispered urgently in my ear.

I snapped to attention, easily hefting Brooke and I’s luggage before Eddie had made it halfway down. “I’ll get those. They’re heavier than they look.”

After stowing our luggage, the four of us packed in Eddie’s Jeep and made our way from the airport.

I sat up front with Eddie while the girls climbed in back. With the top down and the wind howling, conversation was impossible and once we hit the highway, I couldn’t hear a word.

“What do you do?” Eddie yelled over the roaring wind.

I strained to make out his words but managed to assemble the meaning. “I’m a high school principal. What about you?”

“Ahh… such a noble profession. I’m in commercial real estate myself.” He started in on a litany of local projects he had in the works while my gaze drifted to the mirror.

Brooke and Mandy both had their sunglasses on and while the open-topped Jeep rolled down the highway, their long hair whipped in the wind. But Mandy’s mood didn’t seem to match the autumn sun blazing overhead. Brooke leaned in close to her sister and laid her hand on Mandy’s forearm.

Mandy shook her head. She sat with her arms folded over her chest and her face turned down in a frown. She looked like she was on the verge of tears. It was hard to tell exactly without seeing her eyes, but their conversation was nothing short of intense.

Eddie seemed oblivious to the entire drama unfolding in the back seat. “I’m afraid I’m bi-coastal most weeks,” he said. “This week is no exception.”

I hadn’t the faintest idea what he was talking about, but I nodded along as if I’d soaked in every gory detail.

By the time we arrived at the beach house, Brooke and Mandy appeared as if nothing ill had transpired.

The Coleman’s beach house was a comfortable-looking ranch set directly on the white sand beach. It wasn’t a mansion by any stretch, but it wasn’t a dump either. I’m sure it cost more than I made in a decade.

I unloaded our luggage from the trunk, then Mandy and Eddie showed us around the house.

“I put you guys in here,” Mandy said. “It’s on the opposite end of the house, but you get a great beach view right from your bed.”

“Wow. Thanks, sis. This is amazing.” Brooke went to the sliding door and opened it, letting the ocean breeze carry through the room. She glanced over her shoulder at me. “We’re sleeping with the door open every night.”

“I expected nothing less,” I said.

“I’ll let you guys settle in,” she said. “I think Eddie’s making some daiquiri’s if you’re up for them.”

We thanked Mandy and told her we would be out after we got changed.

Mandy had barely latched the door closed before Brooke whirled on me. “You’ll never guess what Mandy told me in the car.”
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“Christ, that’s awful,” I said. “And she hasn’t told Eddie?”

Brooke stood before the bathroom mirror completely topless while she fidgeted with her bikini top. “I’m really worried about her.”

“They can try again, right?”

“The doctors told her that Eddie’s sperm may not be viable, and it was a long shot to begin with. Eddie told her he didn’t want to pay for a third round of in vitro.”

“Well, there’s always adoption.” I leaned against the bathroom doorjamb while Brooke held up her bikini top.

She shook her head. “Eddie says he’s too old to adopt.”

“Eddie’s too old for a lot of things,” I said.

Brooke frowned. “You know, that’s what people could say about us someday. Be nice.”

I looked at least ten years younger than forty-three. No one ever looked at Brooke and I thinking I was robbing the cradle, even though I sure as hell was.

She stuffed her black bikini top back into our pool bag and peeled off the matching black bottoms and stood before the mirror naked.

“Are you trying to make me horny? Because it’s working.” I felt my cock unfurl in my swim trunks.

“We can’t have sex right now. Mandy and Eddie are waiting on us.” She knelt and started rifling through the bag. “Where is it?”

“What are you looking for?”

“My pink bikini.”

“I saw it in your suitcase.” I retrieved her pink bikini from her bag and returned to the bathroom. When I stepped through the door, a very naked Brooke threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me full on the mouth.

“What was that for?”

“Because I love you.” She took the pink bikini from my hands and stepped into the bottoms.

“What do you want?”

She laughed and looked at me as if I were crazy. “Do I have to want something to tell my boyfriend I love him?”

“Well, no. So, you just wanted a hug?”

“What if we can help Mandy?” Brooke slid her top over her giant tits before reaching around and clipping the strap in place.

“How can we help her get pregnant?”

“By we, I mean you, and you can make her pregnant.” She nodded in the mirror as if satisfied before turning sideways to check out her ass.

“I doubt Eddie will pay the in vitro fees for me to inseminate his wife.”

She rolled her eyes. “I’m not talking about in vitro. You can have sex with her, can’t you? She’s not exactly hideous.”

I stared at her in disbelief. “You want me to have sex with your sister? Who are you and want did you do with my girlfriend?”

“It’s not like that,” she said. “Mandy loves Eddie very much. I’m just talking about clinical sex. You love me, don’t you? Would donating your sperm to my sister change the way you feel about me?”

“Well, no. I love you no matter what.”

“Exactly.” She fished out her pink sunglasses from the pool bag.

“For the record, I wouldn’t be okay with Eddie donating his sperm inside you.”

“Ewwww… gross.” Brooke made a sour-faced expression in the mirror. “Get your mind out of the gutter.” She pulled her hair back into a ponytail and worked a holder off her wrist.

I watched her tits jiggle and bounce while she secured her hair tie. She looked at me out of the corner of her eye. “You are way too obsessed with my tits for me to ever worry about you and my sister or anyone else for that matter.”

I had to admit, the thought of putting a baby in Mandy Shaw was more than a little bit of a turn on. “Is this what Mandy wants?”

“God, no. I’ve mentioned none of this to her. But if I did, and she agreed, would you be willing to get her pregnant?”

“Wouldn’t it bother you for her to have my kid?”

“It’s not your kid. It would be her and Eddie’s. Your kids will come from this body.” She double pointed at her womb.

She had conveniently forgotten about the two adult boys I had already raised. “I don’t know. Can I sleep on it?”

She took both my hands and intertwined her fingers in mine before she perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the mouth. “Of course, you can sleep on it, silly. Now let’s go have some fun.”
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The sun barely touched the Western horizon when Eddie yawned and announced it was time for him to hit the sack.

Brooke and I gave each other a sideways glance and frowned. We were on our third daiquiri and as far as we were concerned the night was just getting started.

Mandy’s cheeks turned red, and she glanced between Brooke and I. “Eddie gets up before sunrise,” she said as if reading our minds.

“Do we have to go to bed too?” Brooke asked.

“Heavens, no,” Eddie stood and stretched. “You kids can stay up all night if you want. Anyway, I’ve got to travel in the morning.” He leaned over and kissed Mandy on the forehead before retreating into the house.

Brooke and I remained silent while Mandy watched him leave, her expression one of horror.

“Eddie seems like a real nice guy,” I said.

“I’m sorry he cut out on us so early.” Mandy sipped her drink and turned back to face us. “He’s slowed down a lot the past couple of years.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes, listening to the soft sound of the surf and the gentle crowing of the seagulls drifting on the wind.

“It’s so beautiful here,” Brooke said as if trying to bring the conversation back around.

“Eddie loves the beach,” Mandy’s voice sounded distant as if preoccupied.

Brooke and I exchanged a nervous glance.

“Mandy, everything will work out. I promise,” Brooke said.

“You guys are so lucky,” she said. “I wish…” Her eyes watered up and Brooke crossed the deck before kneeling at her sister’s side.

“Don’t cry.” Brooke hugged her older sister and slowly stroked her hair while Mandy quietly wept into her shoulder.

I felt awful for Mandy and felt like an idiot just sitting there watching her cry. The woman before me had come a long way from the cock-teasing princess I remember during her days at Lakeside High. Like Brooke, Mandy had been the most popular girl in school, but unlike Lily and Brooke, she had built the reputation as an ice queen. I didn’t know much beyond what I saw in school and heard from Dan, but I doubted she’d earned the name Blue-Balls Shaw for nothing.

“I’m sorry. I’m ruining your vacation,” Mandy sniffled and sat up, gazing in Brooke’s eyes. “I just miss you so much.” Her chin trembled and tears rolled down her cheeks.

“Hey, we’re not going anywhere.” Brooke rocked her sister back and forth comforting her with soothing words while Mandy broke down sobbing.

There was more going on with Mandy and Eddie than two failed in vitro attempts. I recognized regret when I smelled it, and Mandy Coleman had a serious case of it. Would it really kill me to have sex with her? She was crazy hot, and I couldn’t wait to see her body in a swimsuit. My only concern was for Brooke. I didn’t want to blow it with her. She might say she’s okay with me knocking up her sister, but when it came right down to it, how comfortable would she really be?

My cock hardened to half-mast, and I kicked myself for becoming sexually aroused while Mandy was breaking down in her sister’s arms.
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Over the next half hour, Brooke calmed Mandy, and we even split a large pizza while we threw back some local craft beers. By the time we went to bed, Mandy seemed like she was in a much better place. Brooke really had a way with people, and I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to have her.

After dinner she whispered something about sexy time in my ear, and we said our good nights to Mandy before heading off to our end of the beach house.

“Don’t come in the bathroom.” She picked up her bag and made her way across the bedroom. “I have a surprise for you.”

“Should I make myself comfortable?”

“No, definitely not.”

I frowned. “I’m not sure I like this surprise.”

“Trust me. You will, but no peeking.” She pointed at me, glaring, her tone stern. “Do you promise?”

God, she was adorable. “Yes. I promise. No peeking. I won’t ruin the surprise.”

I made myself comfortable on the bed and surfed my phone while Brooke worked whatever magic she had planned.

Fifteen minutes later, I was still waiting. “Do I need to send in a search crew?” I yelled through the closed door.

“Close your eyes,” she said, her voice muffled.

I tossed aside my phone and squeezed my eyes shut, grinning from ear to ear.

The bathroom door creaked open, and I heard Brooke’s light footsteps patter across the tile.

“Mr. Parker,” she said, raising her voice an octave. “Mrs. Smith sent me to the principal’s office for talking out in class.”

My head swooned, and I opened my eyes, gazing up at Brooke. I stifled a gasp and felt a lump form in my throat.

She stood before me with her hair in pigtails and her makeup applied thick and slutty. She wore a slutty schoolgirl uniform complete with a pleated plaid skirt, white knee-length stockings, and a white dress shirt tied off just below her tits. Her billowing cleavage sprouted above the open buttons on her shirt, and her exposed abs looked good enough to lick.

My cock lurched in my boxers, and Brooke’s gaze flickered to my crotch. We were role playing? Yes, please. I frowned, laying on my best troubled principal expression. “Miss Shaw, this is the third time this week you’ve been in my office.”

She lowered her gaze and stared at her feet. “I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t mean any disrespect.”

“What did I tell you would happen if I saw you in my office again?”

“You said you would have to paddle me.”

Fuck me, this was hot. I sighed. “You’ve left me no choice.” I sat up and slid to the edge of the bed where Brooke stood before me, eyes lowered, playing the part perfectly.

“What will happen to me now?” Brooke said, trying to sound nervous.

“Lay across my lap,” I said. “I hope this time you learn your lesson.”

“Yes… sir.” She inched forward and knelt before sliding her tits over my thighs while sticking her ass up high.

My cock had hardened to maximum rigidity and Brooke made a production of sliding her tits around my crotch. “Is that what you’ll spank me with?”

I fought the urge to smile. I didn’t want to break role play after she had gone to so much trouble. “Only if you’ve been very naughty.”

“Mr. Parker, I’m scared. Please don’t hurt me.” She gazed up over her shoulder at me, her green eyes wide and innocent.

Brooke’s micro skirt had inched up her thighs, exposing the sweet folds of her pink pussy and half her ass.

My cock expanded under her body weight, and she averted her gaze to conceal a thin smile.

I lifted her skirt to her waist and feigned a gasp. “Miss Shaw, where are your panties? We have a strict school dress code.”

“I… I forgot them, sir.” She was laying it on thick now.

“This will hurt me much more than it hurts you,” I said.

Brooke writhed around on my lap pushing her ass bare ass higher. “I’m ready for my punishment.”

I brought my hand up and smacked her ass hard.

She yelped while she flinched, and a red hand imprint blossomed on her right ass cheek.

I had zero intention of truly hurting her, but clearly, she was into the pain. I smacked her ass again, this time on the left cheek.

She squealed and squirmed and a matching hand print materialized on her left cheek. “Please, Mr. Parker. I won’t do it again, I promise.”

She hadn’t broken character, which meant I was good to go. I raised my hand again and for the first time, noticed the wetness on her pussy lips. I smacked her twice more in quick succession.

Brooke yelped, and her pussy glistened with fresh wetness. She lay prone across my lap, her breaths coming quick and shallow.

My cock raged in my boxer shorts, and I didn’t relish smacking her ass again. “Miss Shaw, have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes, Mr. Parker,” she said feebly.

“Good. Now why don’t you sit up and look me in the eye.”

Brooke did just that. She pushed herself off my lap and sat on my lap, facing me with her legs wrapped tightly around my waist.

Her pigtails bounced and bobbed, and she pressed her big tits against my bare chest.

I felt the weight of her body settle on my cock and wished away my boxers.

Brooke kissed me gently on the lips and ran her fingers through the short hair on the nape of my neck.

I slipped my hands under her skirt and stroked each ass cheek, hoping to ease any lingering discomfort.

She kissed along my neck line and licked around my outer ear. “I want you inside me, baby.”

Her warm breath sent a chill rocketing down my body before curling my toes. I sat up off the bed, easily hoisting her with me, and pushed my boxers down my legs before kicking them across the room. That’s when I noticed the door.

It was cracked open just wide enough for a hell of a peep show. I was certain I had closed it before going to bed. Brooke could be a loud lover, and I didn’t want Eddie and Mandy to hear us.

In the opening, I caught the flicker of movement, and I was sure it was Mandy’s flowing dark hair. She liked to watch? Well then, if she wanted a show, we would give her a show.

I lowered myself to a seated position on the bed and my hard cock flattened against Brooke’s bare tummy. I leaned back slightly while Brooke guided my cock into her sopping wetness.

I felt her tight walls collapse on my shaft and her warm pussy squirm and contract suctioning to my cock like a tailor-made glove.

She gasped and arched her back while she soaked in the full girth of my manhood.

I pulled the knot on her white school girl shirt and undid the last two buttons.

Brooke slipped off the shirt, leaving her in a pleated plaid miniskirt, white knee-length stockings, and a lacy-white bra.

The bra didn’t last long. She reached behind her back and undid the clasp, letting the bra drop to the ground.

I cupped her tits, letting the weight fill my palms before I tweaked her nipples and slipped one between my lips.

Brooke started rocking on my cock and I savored the sounds of my shaft sliding in and out of her tight wet hole. Her moans started low, and the bedsprings followed, squeaking every time she bottomed out.

Slap-Slap-Slap.

Her ass and my thighs smacked while our fucking intensified.

I glanced toward the door. Mandy had gone nowhere, and I could only imagine the sight I’d see if the door was open.

Brooke leaned back, bracing her hands on my knees while proudly thrusting out her glorious tits.

Her pussy squeezed my cock, and my tip met resistance with every penetrating thrust.

“Comminngggg….” She said breathlessly a moment before her body went rigid and her pussy walls convulsed around my shaft.

I grabbed hold of her ass cheeks and held my cock deep inside a moment before my balls exploded with torrents of gooey cum. Thick jets of hot spunk blasted through her cervix and coated her waiting uterine wall. I buried my nose in her hair and felt Brooke’s fingernails dig into my back.

My cock twitched, continuing to leak cum as Brooke collapsed forward and wrapped her arms around my shoulders.

I fell backwards on the bed, and she followed, smashing her tits against my stomach while she laid her head on my chest.

My breaths came short and fast, and I felt her heart racing against mine while I ran my fingers down her back and cupped her perfect ass in my hands.

Her pussy twitched while I kept my cock buried inside her, plugging the flood of cum to follow.

A few minutes later, when I turned toward the door, it was closed.

“Is she gone?” Brooke asked without moving.

“Yes.” I kissed the top of her head and sighed. “She’s gone.”
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The next day, we discovered that Eddie had left town for the rest of the week, but Mandy promised he would return shortly before our vacation ended. With Eddie’s departure, Mandy’s mood rebounded, and last-night’s tortured soul was today’s party girl. After breakfast, we decided to hit the beach.

Brooke and I retreated to our room to change into our beach gear and pack up our towels and sunscreen.

I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her rummage through the luggage in search of a hat and sunglasses to match her red bikini.

“If I decide to help Mandy, I need to be one hundred percent sure you’re okay with it,” I said.

Brooke paused with a towel halfway stuffed into the pool bag. “Steve, I told you how I felt. Mandy isn’t some random ho-bag. She’s my sister and she’s hurting.”

“You think this will fix it? I mean, she clearly has issues with Eddie that a baby won’t fix.”

She sat down next to me and took my hand in her lap. “She’s ready to become a mom. I think a baby will help her, not necessarily them. Does that make sense?”

“She feels a hole in her life? Why doesn’t she divorce Eddie and move on?”

“She loves Eddie. That would destroy him.”

“Well, I love you, and I don’t want shagging your sister to become our issue.”

She leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek. “You are a sweet, sweet man, Steve Parker. That’s why I love you so much.”

I sighed. “The things I do for love.”

“Does that mean you’ll do it?”

I nodded. “As long as we’re a hundred percent.”

She squeezed my hand. “We are.”

“How will you bring it up with Mandy?”

“I’ll find the right time. You just follow my lead, okay?”

The rest of the morning unfolded without incident. The three of us found a pleasant spot on the beach and soaked up the sun. Brooke mentioned nothing to Mandy about her grand idea, so I assumed the right moment had yet to arrive. By the time late afternoon rolled around, Mandy told us about a local bar playing live music. We caught a nap and by the time we rolled out, spirits were high.

The band was good and so were the drinks. Halfway through the evening, it was clear we would need an Uber to drive us home.

“Come on, let’s dance.” Brooke grabbed both mine and Mandy’s hands and led us onto the dance floor.

Every guy there was checking out the sisters while staring at me with undisguised envy.

Mandy wore a black cocktail dress, her tits squeezed into the top. The thin shoulder straps looked ready to snap and her cleavage seemed to deepen with every drink. Brooke’s white dress was short enough that I worried her ass might pop out the bottom. Like her sister, Brooke’s tits seemed to have a life all their own, bouncing and jiggling in time with the soul-popping sounds coming from the stage.

Mandy’s hair fell freely over her shoulders and left her perfect face layered in shadow. Her blue eyes locked on me, and she puckered her full red lips, teasing me with an air kiss.

Brooke caught on and pushed me between the two of them as they shimmied in close, making a Steve sandwich on the dance floor.

I felt Mandy’s tits against my back while Brooke wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me while she did a slithering shoulder sway move that ignited my cock.

A big guy next to Mandy tried to move in on her, and she bypassed him by wrapping her arms around my waist and pressing her entire body against mine.

When the music finally ended, I had pitched a large enough tent to draw Brooke’s attention.

She pressed her lips to my ears and kissed me. “Better put the big dog away for now.”

When we returned to the table, Mandy’s dress had slipped a notch lower, and I noticed the edge of her pink areolas slip into view.

“God, I haven’t danced like that since college,” she said, half-slurring her words. She leaned forward and sipped on her cocktail with her right tit planted firmly on my forearm.

Brooke wasn’t quite as drunk as her sister, but she was closing in fast. She sat down at the table and inched her chair around until our legs touched. Under the table, she slid her hand up my thigh and squeezed my bulging cock. “Hey sis,” Brooke said. “What if we had a solution to your baby blues?”

Mandy tucked her hair behind her ear and stared between us, confused. “What are you talking about?”

Brooke glanced at me as if seeking permission.

I nodded.

“You’re ovulating this week, right?”

Mandy’s cheeks reddened and her lips parted as if shocked. “Brooke!”

“What if Steve got you pregnant?” Brooke asked.

Mandy burst out laughing, her tits jiggling, and I feared one of them might pop all the way out of her top. “You’re funny.”

Brooke and I weren’t laughing.

“I’m serious,” Brooke said. “Steve and I discussed it.”

Mandy stopped laughing when she noticed we weren’t joking. She sat up straight and glanced between us. “You two are serious?”

“Yes,” I said, finally speaking up. “I was resistant at first, but if it helps you and Eddie, then I’m all in.”

Mandy pushed aside her drink and turned her attention on Brooke. “How would that work? I can’t hide another in vitro treatment from Eddie. Especially if I’m using Steve’s sperm. Eddie would flip his shit.”

“I’m not talking about in vitro,” Brooke said.

Mandy’s jaw fell open and I couldn’t help but stare straight down the front of her top. Her left nipple flashed into full view before disappearing again behind the edge of her dress. They were every bit as nice as I imagined.

I couldn’t imagine having a smoking hot piece of ass like Mandy Shaw cock tease me into blue-balled hell. Thank God her sister wasn’t such a prude.

She stared at Brooke, jaw agape, oblivious to her wardrobe malfunction. “You want me to have sex with your boyfriend? Not just a boyfriend. Steve was like a second father to me growing up. No way.” She shook her head and couldn’t bring herself to look at me.

Brooke smiled and squeezed my inner thigh. “He was like a second father to me to too. But we aren’t kids anymore, and I’m okay with it. Steve loves me. He’s not going anywhere. Besides, Eddie never has to know. With any luck, you’ll be pregnant by the end of the week. You can just tell him your second round of in vitro worked. You have to admit, the timing is perfect.”

“Where would we… I mean… I can’t believe you’re considering this?” She stared into her icy drink and swirled the straw as if considering. “I’ve never been with anyone besides Eddie.”

Now that was unexpected. I couldn’t believe my ears. Eyes wide, Brooke and I exchanged a shocked expression.

“In that case, you could experience something you might never experience otherwise.”

Truth told, Eddie would drop dead long before Mandy fell out of her prime. She would have plenty of time to tap into her undiscovered sexuality. But it was a shame that her Grade A ass was rotting on a shelf.

“Yeah. That’s true…” Her eyes took on a fuzzy, faraway look.

“Don’t decide tonight. You’ve been drinking,” Brooke said. “Sleep on it and decide in the morning.”

She shook her head. “I can’t cheat on Eddie.”

“Baby, it’s not cheating.” She took Mandy’s hands across the table. “Steve isn’t cheating on me, and you aren’t cheating on Eddie. We’re working together to solve a problem. That’s all.”

I closed out the tab and we took an Uber back to the beach house. Mandy seemed more than a little shell-shocked as Brooke and I said goodnight and retreated to the comfort of our room.

After all that dancing and watching them both jiggle and shake all day and night, I was ready to blow off some steam in the bedroom.

But when Brooke came out of the bathroom in baggy shorts and a baggy tee shirt, I knew it wasn’t in the cards.

“Not tonight, baby,” Brooke said. “We’ve got to save your sperm for Mandy until she decides.”

It looked like Blue-Ball Shaw was living up to her name after all. I sighed and got ready for bed. It didn’t take long for Brooke and me to fall asleep in each other’s arms.
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With the morning light dimly illuminating the interior of our bedroom, we heard a gently knocking on the door.

Brooke raised her head toward the sound. With her hair disheveled and her eyes heavy with sleep, she slurred. “Come in.”

Mandy stepped into our room. She wore a long white nightshirt with her hard nipples poking through the thin cotton material. Her tits swayed as she stepped inside and her long straight hair fell over her shoulders, reaching halfway down her back.

I still couldn’t get over the resemblance to the famed actress. They could’ve been identical twins, separated by birth and thirty years. In the morning glow, Mandy looked much younger than twenty-five. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have put her a day older than nineteen.

“I couldn’t sleep,” she said. “I’m sorry. I can come back later.”

Brooke and I sat up and leaned back against the headboard.

“No, honey. Come in,” Brooke said, patting the edge of the bed.

Mandy perched on the edge of the bed and glanced at her little sister over her shoulder. “Did you guys really mean what you said?”

Brooke grabbed my hand and squeezed. “Yes. Of course, we did.”

“If we agree, then I can’t do it while you’re in the house. I don’t want you to hear… anything.”

“I totally understand,” Brooke said. “I’ll run down to the coffee shop and get a bagel. You can call me when you’re done.”

She made it sound as nonchalant as a trip to the dry cleaners.

Mandy looked at me. “It’s just sex. Nothing more. I love my sister.”

“I love your sister, too.” I raised her hand to my lips and kissed it.

Mandy nodded. “After Brooke leaves, come to my room.”

We watched her disappear through the open door before Brooke turned to me. “Yeah.” She clapped excitedly. “Maybe this week won’t be such a disaster after all.” She crawled out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

When she came out, she wore a baseball cap, a pair of cut-off jean shorts, a black tee shirt, and a pair of toeless brown sandals. She checked her hair in the mirror, adjusted her ball cap, and came over to the bed for a kiss.

“Fuck her good,” she said. “Do it as many times as you can.”

“I can’t believe this is actually happening.”

She squeezed my cheeks in her hands and kissed me full on the lips. “I love you. Thank you.”

With that, my hot little number made her way from the bedroom and a few seconds later, I heard the front door close.

I waited five minutes before I moved from the bed. I went to the bathroom, brushed my teeth, and took a quick shower. By the time I put on a fresh pair of shorts and tee shirt, Brooke had been gone twenty minutes. It was time.

I walked through the house and glanced out the front window as if I might find Brooke lurking in the bushes. She wasn’t.

I continued down the hall and stopped outside of Mandy’s bedroom door. It was cracked open, and I lightly knocked, half-hoping she wouldn’t answer.

“Come in,” she said through the closed door.

I pulled in a quick breath and opened the door.

Mandy sat in the middle of her unmade king-sized bed. She hadn’t changed out of the over-sized night shirt, and she had her knees pulled up to her chest, staring at me as I came in.

“I’m so nervous,” she said.

“Me too,” I said. “Can I come in?”

She smiled. “I’m not sure how you’ll fuck me otherwise.”

We both laughed nervously, and I crossed the room before stopping next to her bed. “How do you want to do this?”

“Are you hard?” she asked.

“No. I’m scared shitless.” I was anything but hard.

She nodded and crawled back up her bed before propping herself up on her pillows. “Why don’t you take off your pants and you can rub yourself on me until you get hard.”

She had all the romance of a test tube. At least they offered porn at the sperm clinic. It might take me a minute to get there, but Mandy exhibited plenty of top-quality raw material to work with. It all depended on how far she would let me go.

“I’ll start with my shorts, if you don’t mind.” I untied the drawstring on the front of my shorts.

Mandy’s gaze fixed on my crotch, and when I slid my shorts down her eyes went wide.

I had to admit, I was no slouch in the cock size department. I didn’t know how big Eddie’s junk was, but at least mine didn’t come with wrinkles. I crawled onto the bed and inched closer to Mandy.

She sat with her knees flat against her chest and her nightshirt pulled down around everything. Her cute feet with polished-black toenails were all that showed.

I’d seen bank vaults easier to break into. I had to put her at ease, or I was stepping into a shit show. “Mandy, close your eyes and give me your hands.”

She squeezed her eyes shut and stuck out both palms. I took her hands in mine and gently stroked my thumb across her knuckles and up the back of her wrists. Her hands were frigid, and I could feel her tremble.

“You can keep your eyes closed if that helps,” I said, trying to make my voice as soothing as possible.

She nodded.

“Good.” I continued to stroke her hands and ran my fingertips up the smooth interior of her lower arm. “I’ll just slide your ankles out and try to help you relax some more. Sound good?”

Again, she nodded.

I guided her hands down to her sides and ran my fingers up her exquisite feet before wrapping my hands around each of her petite ankles.

Her breathing evened and while her eyes remained closed, but they were no longer tightly squeezed shut.

I gently guided her legs out from under her nightshirt until they stretched out on top of her white comforter cover.

She didn’t fight me and easily stretched out her legs. Toned, smooth, and athletic, Mandy’s legs were simply unparalleled. I’d seen plenty of Mandy’s curves in her bikini and I knew her body was a Lamborghini. But her legs were in another dimension.

I started with her feet and ran my hands up her shins. My heart rate steadily increased, and my breaths came quicker as I felt her cool skin under my touch.

Mandy didn’t resist, and she licked her lips as if enjoying the slow and sweet treatment.

I curled my fingers under her calves and cupped them gently in each palm, feeling their weight rest comfortably in my hands. My cock hardened. I couldn’t wait to be inside her.

Her breathing slowed further, and her hands opened, fingers relaxed.

I continued to stroke her legs, massaging the outside of her thighs before working my fingers along the smooth curves of her inner thighs. My cock strained, twitching and bobbing as if on the hunt for prey.

She inched lower on her pillows with her lips parted and her eyes comfortably closed.

My cock ached with more blood pumping into it by the second. It was red, swollen, and ready to burst.

When I reached the bottom of her white nightshirt, I guided the thin cotton up and over her thighs revealing snow-white cotton panties covering her sweet triangle. The outline of her tight pussy lips showed through the material, and I licked my lips, fighting the urge to attack her inner folds.

This was where the rubber hit the road. Was she relaxed enough to proceed? I hooked my thumbs under each side of her panties and gently guided them over the womanly flare of her perfect hips.

Mandy raised her bottom just high enough off the bed for me to peel off her underwear, leaving her dark, moist, and perfectly manicured landing strip open and exposed.

I didn’t know how much more foreplay she would consider appropriate. The entire situation was both awkward and absurdly erotic. I had already gone further with Mandy than ninety-nine percent of her previous boyfriends. It was only a matter of minutes before I reached the beachhead.

Brooke once told me that Mandy was the girl other girls referred to as The Body. She lay before me, her pussy slightly exposed, waiting for me to put a baby in her. The thought strained my cock to the breaking point and if I wasn’t careful, I would blow my load before I ever touched her.

Despite how much I wanted to, I decided not to use my fingers on Mandy’s pussy. That might cause her to tighten up and call the entire thing off. Instead, I decided to prime her hole using the working tip of my man meat. That way I could slide right in when the getting was good.

I placed my hands high on Mandy’s inner thighs and gently guided her legs apart. Her sweet pink folds opened up to my hungry gaze, and I noted her puffy lips already glistening with wetness. My relaxation technique had done the trick and Mandy looked every bit as excited as me. She wanted to fuck, even if she wouldn’t come right out and admit it.

I crawled between her legs and peeled off my tee shirt as I went. There was nothing between my cock and Mandy’s slit except for a foot of empty air. I inched forward on my knees and took my rigid cock in-hand before hovering over her, using one arm to support my weight.

When my head touched her lips, she shuddered and opened her mouth, inhaling sharply.

An electric current started in my head and rifled down my body before curling my toes. Her pussy was electric, and I’d be lucky to last ten seconds inside her.

Mandy kept her eyes closed, and despite her clear pleasure, she didn’t make a move to remove her nightshirt.

Technically, she didn’t need to remove her nightshirt, but if we were getting intimate, I would’ve paid to upgrade to the premium experience. Her tits were off the charts and exploring her peaks and valleys would no doubt make me come harder.

I released my cock and placed my arms on each side of Mandy’s shoulders, careful not to touch her with anything except my cock. Until she allowed it, I didn’t want to assume the intimacy of full body contact. I dragged the tip of my cock up and down her wet trench and was surprised at how soaked she was.

Her breathing grew faster, and she shifted her hips upward to meet my gentle probing.

With every pass my cock caught on her hole, and I let my tip slide in deeper every time, daring to push the limits.

She increased the pace of her grinding, matching my rhythm and on the next pass, my cock slid home sinking halfway inside her forcing a low involuntary groan from deep inside my soul. I was fucking the Ice Queen.

Mandy’s tight walls spasmed around my shaft and her pussy felt hot enough to melt steel.

She licked her lips and moaned, driving her hips higher to take more of my cock inside her.

I met her push with one of my own and sank hilt deep into her tight vagina.

I gasped, and Mandy let out a loud moan and a grunt. She dug her fingernails into my back, and I paused, not sure if I’d gone too far too fast.

Her warm wet pussy quivered, contracting and expanding in a quick series of bursts. My cock throbbed inside her, my libido practically screaming at me to pump my hips.

That’s when Mandy underwent a metamorphosis. Her eyes fluttered open. She hooked her legs around my waist and peeled off her nightshirt. “Fuck it. I want this,” she said in a hoarse whisper.

I honestly didn’t know who had better tits, Brooke or Mandy. I could now confirm that the Jennifer Connelly doppelganger effect extended to Mandy’s incredible chest. Her tits were big, firm, and her hot pink nipples rose like twin saucers off her porcelain globes. Her nipples glistened in the morning light and my hand instinctively cupped one of them while Mandy wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down into a smothering kiss.

Her hungry mouth found mine, and our tongues explored one another’s depths with fevered intensity. She didn’t stop fucking me. Rather, she drove her hips higher while I slammed my cock deep inside her depths, pumping furiously.

“God, you’re huge,” she said, coming up for air. “Don’t tell Brooke I enjoyed this. Okay?”

“I think she knows,” I said. “Don’t worry about Brooke. Just let yourself go.”

Mandy did just that. She grabbed my ass in both hands, squeezed, and pulled me in deeper while locking her muscular legs around my ankles.

I was in so deep I bumped into her cervix with every ball-slapping thrust.

“It feels… so… fucking… good,” she said.

I guessed sex with Eddie had its limitations. The bed springs squeaked under our weight and her nipples scraped my chest with every mind-numbing pump.

“Never… stop… fucking… me,” she said between grunts.

I gazed down the length of our bodies and watched my cock slide in and out of the goddess’s pussy. Every time our bodies met, the flat of her tummy rose to meet mine. She was an insatiable lover, and I couldn’t get enough breathing in the sweet coconut scent drifting from her hair. Our bodies glistened with a tight sheen of perspiration, and I internally vowed to fuck her every chance I got.

With her rock-hard nipples scraping my chest and her perfectly balanced globes swirling from side-to-side, we were in heaven… until her phone rang.

It buzzed on the nightstand beside Mandy, and I could see the caller id — Eddie Coleman.

She reached for her phone without so much as a pause in our fucking.

I started to pull out, and she wrapped her legs even tighter around mine. “I waited twenty-five years for a real fuck. Don’t stop for anything. I’ll get rid of Eddie.”

With renewed vigor, I pushed forward, sinking in balls deep, the bedsprings singing our squeaky song.

Mandy continued to fuck me while she answered. “Hi Eddie,” she said, her voice strained.

Eddie spoke something into the phone while Mandy dragging herself up my body and kissed me, licking my lips with her tongue.

I continued to pump her while Eddie droned.

“Uh huh,” she said. “I just ran in from the beach.” She hit the mute button on the phone and stared up at me. “I want to ride that cock. Get on your back.”

Eddie continued yammering while I rolled over without my cock slipping a millimeter out of Mandy’s tight box.

I ending up on my back with Mandy straddling me while she continued to ride me like an untamed bull.

I watched my cock slide in and out of her perfect pussy, her juices glistening off my cock. Her tits swayed in hypnotic circles, gently slapping together every time she bottomed out.

“Yeah.” Her voice cracked an octave that ended with a quick grunt into the phone.

I rested my hands on the flare of her hips and pulled her down onto my cock while she swiveled her hips forward and backward, working my cock like a butter churn. It was one of the most erotic moments of my entire life.

“I — I’ve got to go. Brooke needs me for something.”

I heard Eddie’s voice on the other end cut off when Mandy pushed the hang-up button and tossed the phone on the floor. She lowered her arms on each side of my shoulders while her big tits softly dragged across my chest. Her hair whisked the bridge of my nose, and I felt every inch of her squirming pussy come alive.

The bed squeaked and groaned, the headboard gently smacking against the bedroom wall. Her low moans and soft grunts put my balls on notice. A major orgasm was in the forecast.

I cupped Mandy’s breasts in my hands and tweaked her nipples while she continued to fuck me, eyes closed and mouth open.

“I’m close,” I said, throat dry and raspy.

Mandy sat upright, heaving her chest out while she tossed back her head, arching her back. She let out a moan loud enough to hear from the next county and goosebumps blossomed across her tits, chest and stomach. “Don’t… Don’t… stop.” She could barely speak, her words slurred with orgasmic bliss.

Her pussy spasmed, and my balls lurched. I blasted twenty-four hours of pent up sexual frustration deep into married Mandy’s unprotected womb. As I fired an endless stream of cum into Brooke’s big sister, a river of cum flowed into her uterus destined to meet her ready and willing eggs.

Afterward, Mandy lay atop me, her arms wrapped around my body. She worked the muscles in her pussy, milking every drop from my shaft.

I brushed her hair behind her ear and gazed in her eyes. “That was amazing.”

Her eyes registered the guilt I knew she felt. Even with Brooke’s permission, I felt a twinge of doubt prick the back of my mind. We were both thinking it - how could something that feels so good be so bad?

“What happens between you and me is our business,” I said.

She smiled and lowered her lips to mine, kissing me softly.

I rubbed her back while our mouths gently explored, reveling in our forbidden intimacy.

When she broke off the kiss, she ran her fingertips over my bare chest. “Want to know a secret?”

“Sure,” I said, running my fingertips across her bare ass cheeks and down the crevice of her crack.

“I didn’t know until just now, but I’ve never had an orgasm.”

I frowned. “What?”

She shook her head. “Never with Eddie.” She laughed and rolled her eyes. “He’s in and out in under thirty seconds.”

“Not even… on your own?”

“I don’t masturbate, if that’s what you’re insinuating,” she said.

“Oh… maybe you should start.”

“Now you sound like Brooke. I’ve never been as free-spirited as her and Lily.”

“But you wish you were?”

She bit her lower lip and continued to swirl her finger around my nipple. “Sometimes. Yes.”

“Maybe we can do something about that while we’re here?”

She smiled, and it touched her eyes. “Maybe I just did something about it?”

“There’s no guarantee you’re pregnant,” I said. “We will try many, many more times this week.”

Her smile widened, and she leaned forward to kiss me. “I like the sound of that.”

“You want some coffee?”

“That’s so sweet.” She rolled off me and raised her hips as if to trap the cum already leaking from her open hole.

I watched a line of cum drizzle from her pussy down the soft swell of her ass cheek. “Be right back.”

Any self-consciousness she had felt about me seeing her naked had evaporated. She stretched out like a cat, naked and unashamed, before propping up her hips on a pillow. “I want it to run downhill if you know what I mean.”

I rolled off the bed, leaned over and kissed her before walking naked through the house. I came back a few minutes later with two mugs of freshly brewed coffee.

For the next twenty minutes, Mandy and I chatted. She laughed and joked, and I saw a side of her that hadn’t emerged during our brief visit. She was, for the first time… at ease.

During our next round of sex, Mandy took the lead initiating a session that ended up on the floor. We had sex again in the shower before I tapped out, admitting that I needed to reset and recharge.

“Just think, right now I could be pregnant,” she said. “I’m ovulating, so why wouldn’t I be pregnant?”

“We’ll know soon enough.”

We dressed for the day and Mandy picked up her phone to call Brooke.

When she opened her phone, I couldn’t help but notice three missed calls from Eddie that Mandy dismissed. Was he always proctologist-deep in her shit?

When Brooke arrived home, she found us on the deck eating a late breakfast and watching the surf come in.

She sank into my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck before taking a bite of my toast. “Is our girl knocked up?” She glanced between Mandy and I, seeming unconcerned about the acts of debauchery I’d just committed with her big sister.

“I should be able to test by the weekend,” Mandy said.

Brooke grinned and kissed me full on the lips before turning back to her sister. “He’s a wonderful lover, isn’t he?”

Mandy’s cheeks reddened, and she averted her gaze. “Brooke, I can’t believe you.”

“What? You’re telling me you two didn’t go at it like two love sick teenagers?” She gazed at me as if searching for a response.

“We definitely got into it. I just wished we could have invited you to the party.”

Brooke raised an eyebrow and glanced at her sister. “That ball’s in Mandy’s court. You know how I feel.”

She had previously confided in me her willingness to invite another woman into our bedroom. Apparently, Mandy qualified.

“Brooke, I can’t.” Mandy went from blushing to downright cherry-red embarrassed.

Brooke shrugged. “What do you guys want to do today?”

I wrapped my arms around Brooke’s waist and pulled her deeper onto my lap. What a goddess.

Mandy smiled. “I was thinking… how about the amusement park?”

Brooke squealed with delight and leaped up from my lap. “I love it. Do they have a water park too?”

“They sure do,” Mandy said.

Brooke pulled me up out of my chair. “Come on, baby. Let’s get changed.”
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The three of us spent most of the morning and early afternoon riding the big rides. We hit four big roller coasters, a ride called the atomic drop, and ate our weight in junk food. By the time the afternoon rolled around, we changed into our swimsuits and headed to the water park. Brooke and I shared a tube on the lazy river, and the three of us decided to slow things down ever further by relaxing at the wave pool.

Brooke and I headed out into the man-made surf and floated together in chest-deep water. With her legs wrapped around my waist and her arms circling my neck, we packed on enough PDA to gag a candy maker.

After what I thought was an outstanding day, Brooke sighed and gazed over my shoulder toward Mandy. “She’s jealous.” Her tone wasn’t vindictive or angry. Rather, Brooke sounded as if she pitied her big sister.

“Of us? What are you talking about?” I cupped her ass in both hands and slid my fingers inside the back of her suit.

“As a jealous girl, I recognize envy when I see it.”

“You a jealous girl? I just had sex with your sister, and you don’t have a care in the world.”

“I don’t get jealous of my sisters. Anyone else, and we have problems.”

I didn’t understand that logic, but I had a feeling she was withholding some key information. “Why do you think Mandy’s jealous?”

“To start with, she had amazing sex this morning probably for the first time in her life. She bonded with you.”

“How do you know the sex was amazing?”

She rolled her eyes. “Throughout the day, I’ve noticed minor things.”

“Such as?” I slid my hands all the way inside her bottoms until I cupped her bare ass.

Brooke didn’t so much as flinch. “When we rode the coasters, I noticed she kept trying to sit next to you.”

I thought back on our interactions at the top of the rides. I pulled Brooke into the seat beside me every time except once when she insisted I ride with Mandy. “You wanted me to ride with her?”

“Not all the time, but I knew she was feeling like a third wheel.”

“That’s your evidence?”

“Hardly. Didn’t you notice whenever you held my hand she would find a reason to intervene?”

I honestly had paid no attention. “Huh?”

“One time she made you hold her corn dog, another time she pulled me into a selfie with her. Then there was the line at the log ride when she flat out leaned into our hands.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t pick up on any of that. Does it bother you?”

“It bothers me that she’s feeling jealous when she doesn’t need to.”

“You don’t want to hold my hand or ride next to me on rides? I love doing that stuff with you.”

She kissed me on the lips and smiled. “Oh baby, I love doing that stuff with you too, and you better not stop any of it.”

“So, what am I missing?”

“I want her to do all that with you too… at the same time.”

“You mean share?” My cock stiffened. The thought of having two blazing hot sisters clamped onto each arm made my head swoon.

“Well, yeah. I mean, not everything. You’re my boyfriend, and my sisters can’t have you all to themselves.”

Sisters plural? I hadn’t seen Lily in almost a year, and she already had me with her nineteen-year-old baby sister? “So, if an engagement came up —

“It had better be to me,” she said, cutting me off. “I’m the only one you’ll marry. Got it?”

I was confused yet highly aroused. It would take me a while to figure out the family dynamic, and I looked forward to experimenting. “Does Mandy know any of this?”

Brooke sighed. “Mandy has been with Eddie a long time and even before that, she was never all that… warm.”

“Like in high school?”

Brooke nodded. “She had a reputation as an ice princess.”

“I can confirm that she’s definitely not icy.”

Brooke giggled. “It’s just that she fell out with my dad and moved to Florida with Eddie. We haven’t had a chance to really connect if that makes sense.”

“Let me get this straight. When she asked you to leave this morning, you would’ve rather joined us instead?”

“Yes. I would have loved that.”

My cock thickened and pressed hard into her crotch.

She giggled and kissed my neck. “I knew that would turn you on.”

I slipped my hand up her stomach and cupped her tit, tweaking her nipple to hardness.

Brooke glanced over my shoulder. “She’s totally staring us down right now. I wish she would just swim out here and join us rather than making this an enormous deal.”

I glanced over my shoulder and Mandy sat stretched out on a sun chair, her arms folded over her chest with her eyes locked on Brooke and me.

What would happen after I got Mandy pregnant? Would she retreat to her old life with Eddie? She was miserable living that way, and I, for one, couldn’t imagine the insane pleasure of experiencing a threesome with Brooke and Mandy. I wasn’t sure I had the sexual prowess necessary to pull it off, but I would die happy trying. I just had to find a way to melt the ice princess’s armor.
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For the next three days, Brooke wouldn’t let me fuck her. She insisted that I fuck Mandy every chance I got.

I fucked Mandy at the beach, in the ocean, on her dining room table, on the kitchen floor, on her bathroom sink, and at least three times in her bed. The only place I hadn’t fucked her was in her hot tub, and Mandy had already mentioned it as a future destination.

Every time we fucked, our intimacy grew until she admitted that she was jealous of Brooke. She opened up to me on a range of subjects, including her father and her relationship with her sisters. She wanted to be a part of everything at home but felt trapped in her marriage to Eddie. He was controlling and manipulative and had a GPS locator on her at all times. He had a jealous streak a mile long, and she was genuinely worried about what would happen if he ever discovered our affair.

I shared everything with Brooke except for the information Mandy forbid that I share. Information like she was falling in love with me, and she wanted more than one baby with me, and that she wasn’t sure how she would let me go in a few short days. No matter how much I encouraged her to open up to Brooke, she resisted.

Her phone conversations with Eddie had grown short to the point of open hostility. After one particularly heated conversation between the two of them, she had broken down crying to Brooke and me. When she said she missed her daddy, Brooke’s chin quivered, and silent tears rolled down her cheeks. “You can come home with us.” She told Mandy. “You can stay with Steve and I. Daddy would love that so much.”

The day before Eddie’s return, the girls came home with a pregnancy test.

“We decided to do a mini-unveiling party. Just the three of us,” Brooke said.

They bought regular champagne and non-alcoholic champagne with the mood high that the test would come back positive.

With the sun setting over the ocean, we gathered on the deck, both bottles of champagne on ice.

Brooke handed me a sealed envelope with the pregnancy test inside. “I’m too nervous,” she said. “You open it.”

Mandy took Brooke’s hand and the two of them huddled together while I opened the envelope. “Are you sure you’re ready?”

Brooke huffed and rolled her eyes. “Just show us already.”

I pulled out the applicator and grinned. Before I could even show them the plus sign, the girls both squealed with delight, jumped up and down in a tight circle, hugging, laughing, and crying. They both wore bikinis, and I was more than a little turned on by the event.

“I’m going to be an aunt,” Brooke said with tears in her eyes.

“I’m going to finally be a mom.” Mandy’s eyes watered, and both women turned toward me at once.

They opened their circle to me, and I stepped in, embracing them both in ferocious hugs and kisses.

We celebrated with both versions of champagne and rode the high until the moon shone brightly in the late-night sky.

“I guess this means you get your man back,” Mandy’s voice was suddenly sullen. She gazed up at me. “Thank you, Steve. I can’t ever repay you.” She turned to Brooke. “And thank you for allowing me to be with him. It’s been a very special week.”

Brooke’s eyes welled with tears. “It doesn’t have to end. Come home with us.”

Mandy shook her head. “Eddie… he would never let me go.”

“Your dad and I can take care of Eddie,” I said. “We’ll protect you.”

“I don’t want to turn this into a pity party.” She stood and tightened the towel around her waist. “You guys have some catching up to do. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I watched Mandy go, her big tits swaying under her tiny white bikini top. I would sincerely miss fucking her.

Brooke and I sat together for several minutes without talking. Finally, she shook her head and gazed up at me. “There’s got to be something we can do.”

“There might be. I have an idea if you’re willing?”

“I’ll try anything.”

I took her hand and led her across the deck to the hot tub.

Brooke had on a neon yellow bikini with her hair piled up in a loose ponytail. She frowned at me and folded her arms over her chest. “I’m not much in the mood for hot tubbing.”

I started the hot tub and stepped up before her, taking her cheeks between my hands. “Do you remember the other night?”

She frowned for a moment before a lightbulb went off her in her head. Her eyes widened excitedly, and she bounced on her heals, clapping excitedly. “Do you think it’ll work?”

I knew two certainties about Mandy. She loved sex, and she liked to watch others have sex. Basically, she was as big of a horn dog as her sister. She just didn’t like to admit it.

I was banking I could turn her desire to watch into a desire to take part. I curled my thumbs under Brooke’s bikini bottoms and gave them a gentle tug.

Her suit dropped to her feet before she kicked aside. She pulled on my swim trunk’s drawstring while I unhooked her bikini top. A moment later, we stood before each other naked and aroused.

I took Brooke’s hand and led her up the short stairs leading to the hot tub. Her nipples were rock hard, and I could see the excitement in her eyes.

I climbed in behind her, my hands sliding down her back before cupping her perfect ass cheeks, one in each hand. I stepped fully into the tub and wrapped my arms around her tiny waist before kneading her big firm tits in my hungry hands.

“I missed that fat cock,” she said, turning around to face me. “You owe me a lot of fucking this weekend.”

I easily scooped her up, and she wrapped her legs tightly around my waist while my cock rose to meet the flat of her tummy.

Our mouths met, and I kissed her, tasting the champagne on her tongue and feeling her sweet warm breath curl up my nostrils.

Brooke gently ground her pussy into the meat of my shaft.

I kissed along her neckline until I met the soft curve of her shoulder blade. I shot a quick glance toward the house and noticed Mandy’s silhouette watching from her darkened bedroom window.

Brooke must have seen her too because she brought my face around and kissed me long and deep before whispering in my ear, “go get our girl.”

“Don’t you move a muscle,” I said.

“Hurry up,” she said. “I’m beyond horny.”

I stepped from the hot tub and grabbed my towel, quickly drying off before I walked naked through the house to Mandy’s room. I didn’t knock. We were past the niceties. I opened the door and stepped inside to find Mandy under her covers pretending to be asleep.

Without hesitating, I pulled away her comforter and found her naked, her cheeks wet with tears.

She gazed up at me, her eyes soft and sad.

Without a word, I slid my hands under her back and legs before scooping her into my arms.

Mandy gasped and started to protest when I put my finger to her lips.

“Let us love you.” I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips.

She kissed me back, opening her mouth and finding my waiting tongue. Mandy wrapped her arms around my shoulders while I carried her through the house, onto the deck, and to the hot tub where Brooke waited with a smile.

Mandy didn’t stop kissing me while I slowly eased her into the hot tub.

Brooke glided across the hot tub and stopped beside her sister. She knelt, bringing her face even with Mandy.

Mandy floated under water, her tit’s breaking the surface and her erect and engorged nipples protruded like succulent strawberries ripe to be plucked.

Brooke must’ve thought the same because she hovered over her sister’s chest and lowered her lips to Mandy’s nipple, softly kissing one then the other.

I slid my hand between Mandy’s legs, and she parted them for me while my hand drifted to her womb where we had given life to our future child.

Mandy groaned opening her mouth wide pulling my tongue deep into hers. She was insatiable, moaning into my mouth while Brooke’s lips sealed around Mandy’s nipple.

I floated Mandy across the pool, settling her on the jacuzzi seat before gently breaking off our kiss.

Brooke slid between her sister’s open legs and reached for her face before Mandy opened her mouth and the women kissed slow their tongues sliding in and out of their open mouths.

I had waited all week to bury my cock in Brooke’s pussy. The waiting was over. I moved in behind my sweet ginger and slid my hand down her ass until my fingers found the soft pink folds of her pussy.

With her ass just breaking the surface, I slid two fingers into my love and drove them in knuckle deep.

Brooke moaned and ground her pussy into my hand, her ass gently slapping the water while I worked my fingers in and out of her slippery hole.

She was ready for more. I pulled my fingers free and moved my rock-hard cock in close grinding my tip up and down her slippery trench priming her for the main event.

Brooke and Mandy went at it with fevered intensity. Brooke’s fingers worked the folds of her big sister’s pussy while Mandy tweaked Brooke’s nipples underwater. They were a wash of tongues, lips, and steam, moaning and groaning while I readied my cock at the entrance to Brooke’s honey pot.

Brooke wriggled her hips, forcing my cock to slip and slide over her perfect slopes.

I dragged my tip to her hole and rested it there, feeling the pulsing energy of her pussy welcome my cock home. I could get used to a lifetime filled with fucking my beautiful girl.

Brooke pushed her ass back, taking more of my cock inside her warm canal.

I obliged, pushing forward until my cock sank in to the hilt, my hands resting comfortably on her hips.

Brooke moaned long and low, leaning deeper into Mandy’s embrace, forcing her ass high into the air.

I started a slow rhythmic fuck, watching Brooke’s big tits sway like twin sidewinders. Her porcelain globes came in and out of view with every deep pump. Between the steam, Brooke’s ass and the threesome unfolding in the hot tub, I wouldn’t normally have held out longer than a few minutes. I already felt the first twinges of orgasm building in my balls but having sex with Mandy at least twenty times that week had built up a significant tolerance. I might actually last fucking not one but two Playboy-quality women before exploding all over them.

I slid my hands along Brooke’s hips, up her sides and leaned forward to take her slippery tits in both hands. I continued to pump inside her with our bodies churning the water and making wet slapping sounds every time we connected.

My balls constricted, and I felt an orgasm brewing, but I had other plans. I needed to make sure Brooke got off before moving on to her sister.

Brooke grunted in time with our fucking while she and Mandy continued to kiss.

It was time for the unexpected. I slid one hand under Brooke’s body, past her flat stomach, and stopped on her pussy where I felt my cock sliding in and out of her fiery honey hole.

Brooke gasped and her legs trembled as if surprised by my bold move.

I found her swollen clit with my middle finger and stroked her in a counter-clockwise direction.

It didn’t take more than a few seconds.

Brooke arched her back and craned her neck, letting out a long, loud moan. Her pussy spasmed violently around my cock while her ass and legs trembled.

I continued to get her off while I tweaked her rock-hard nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

After Brooke came down off her high, she glanced over her shoulder and found my mouth kissing and licking while dragging her fingers through my short, wet hair.

I reluctantly pulled my cock from her tight pussy and gasped as the shock of it slipping free rolled over me.

Brooke stepped aside, and I came face to face with Mandy, who was still sitting on the jacuzzi seat.

I leaned forward and slid my palms under her legs and gently pulled her across the surface of the hot tub.

Brooke stepped in behind her big sister, supporting her back and neck while I moved between her parted legs.

Mandy gazed up at me, her eyelids half-open and her blue eyes driven with lust. She wrapped her legs around my waist while I stepped forward and dragged my tip up and down her already swollen lips.

“Fuck me, Steve,” Mandy said, her voice heavy with desire.

I lined my cock up with her hole and slid my meat into her wonderland, feeling every inch of her tightness wrap around my cock like a second skin. These women were mine now, body and soul. Mandy would never return to her old life with Eddie, even if she didn’t yet fully realize it. I would marry Brooke, but Mandy would be every bit as important in my life.

Mandy gasped, staring down the length of her body as she watched my cock impale her. Her tits rose above the water, her nipples hard and swollen.

Brooke leaned forward, cupping Mandy’s tits while she kissed her sister softly on the lips.

Mandy ground her hips as if willing my cock in deeper and I obliged, driving into her with fevered intensity, feeling my tip slam into her cervix.

“You’re fucking huge,” she said breathlessly.

Brooke grinned up at me seductively and winked before returning to Mandy’s tits.

I rocked forward and backward, my cock sliding in and out of the stunning brunette.

Mandy squeezed her muscular thighs, tightening her grip around my waist, driving her heels into my ass.

With the water softly swishing over her tits, we fucked harder and faster with Mandy’s groans and grunts competing with the soft slapping sounds of our bodies connecting.

She swiveled her hips, taking my cock on a journey around her tight canal. Her pussy spasmed and twitched while my cock throbbed in anticipation with the mother of all orgasms brewing in my balls.

Mandy went rigid, locking her legs around my hips and pulling me deep into her pussy where I froze, cock pulsing.

Her body bucked, and she closed her eyes while her canal locked around my shaft with a vise-like grip. “Unnngghhh…,” she moaned, milking my cock with every spasm of her twitching pussy.

My balls contracted and I couldn’t stop the tsunami of cum ready to explode in Mandy’s already pregnant womb.

As her body relaxed, I slipped my cock out of her pussy and stepped back.

Mandy gasped and released her grip on my waist.

I guided her to a spot in the middle of the hot tub with my balls still threatening to explode. “Next to your sister.” I croaked out while I hastily stroked my cock.

Brooke must have figured out my plan because she pulled Mandy in beside her and they both stood, their wet tits dripping with water while I climbed up on the jacuzzi seat and towered above them. My engorged cock hovered a few inches over their faces like leviathan up from the ocean depths.

Brooke opened her mouth, her pink tongue exposed while Mandy followed her lead.

Two strokes later, my orgasm hit me like a runaway freight train. I launched thick ropes of cum over my beauties faces hitting lips, eyes, tongues, and noses. I spray painted their pretty smiles and hair with blast after blast until cum oozed down their lips and into their open mouths while more drizzled from their chin and splattered on their wet tits.

When I emptied the last of my seed onto their beautiful faces, I collapsed sitting on the edge of the hot tub while both girls came forward and grabbed hold of my cock.

Brooke and Mandy licked up and down my shaft, lapping up every last drop of cum.

Brooke continued to lick down the back of my shaft before taking my ball sack entirely in her mouth, swirling her tongue over each nut.

Not to be outdone, Mandy brought my tip between her lips and sucked, pulling the cum from my shaft while making sure my cock was whistle clean.

I shuddered in ecstasy and sat back, watching my women tend to me.

That night the three of us crawled into bed naked, our bodies coiled together in a twist of flesh, limbs, hands, and four incredible breasts.

With Brooke wrapped in my arms, I cupped her bare breast in my palm while I felt Mandy’s tits squeeze into my back. With her leg draped over my thigh, we drifted off to sleep.
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When my eyes flickered open, the morning sunshine filtered through the closed curtains and a cool breeze swept over the three of us still stretched out naked in bed.

I was on my back with Mandy and Brooke curled under each arm, their tits splayed across my chest.

Life was outstanding and getting better by the minute, but there was still the Eddie issue hovering over us like a wet blanket.

Mandy stirred and raised her head, eyes half-opened as if figuring out where she was.

I kissed her softly on the forehead. “Morning, gorgeous.”

She stretched her hand across my chest and drew in closer, flattening both tits against my side. “What time is it?”

I glanced over her shoulder at the clock on the nightstand. “7:30.”

She sighed. “Eddie will be home about 10:00.”

Brooke blinked her eyes open, her hair a wild mess. “It’s too early.”

“We aren’t in a hurry,” I said, stroking both girls’ shoulders and backs.

Brooke yawned and stretched before snuggling her head against the crook of my neck. “Mandy, I booked you a flight last night on my phone.”

We had chatted into the wee hours of the morning and convinced Mandy to come home with us. Not only to connect with both her sisters, but to fix her broken relationship with Dan.

“I’m scared to tell him,” Mandy said.

“We’ll be right here with you,” I said.

A few hours later we were dressed and finishing up breakfast when Eddie arrived home. Brooke and I said hello, but Eddie wasn’t in a mood to acknowledge our presence. Gone was the pleasant old timer who had driven us home from the airport. Now he looked like he wanted us gone.

“I’m glad you moved up the flights,” I whispered to Brooke. “Can we go yet?”

She glanced at her smart watch. “We don’t need to leave for an hour.”

Mandy was busy packing in her room. Eddie had barely grunted two words in our direction before heading back toward his bedroom.

“Something tells me Eddie knows everything that happens in this house even when he’s not here,” Brooke said.

I sighed. “Shit. We fucked up.”

Brooke’s eyes widened with fear. “What’s wrong?”

“Cameras. He probably saw everything.” I was already up and headed for Mandy’s bedroom with Brooke right behind me.

Mandy screamed, and I heard Eddie’s voice through the open door.

“Whore. I knew you were fucking around on me.”

I stepped through the open bedroom door and Eddie hovered over Mandy, his arm back, his hand balled into a fist ready to strike.

I grabbed him by the wrist and squeezed. “I don’t think so, gramps.”

“Leave my sister alone, you fucking creep.” Brooke stormed toward him, fists balled, and I was afraid she might kill the old buzzard.

Mandy was crying, tucked up on her bed in the fetal position.

She was trying to protect the baby. That really pissed me off. “Brooke, get Mandy’s things and meet us outside.”

Brooke stopped an inch short of Eddie, gritted her teeth, and shoved the rest of Mandy’s clothes in the open suitcase.

“You’ll get nothing,” Eddie screamed. “I have proof that you cheated. You won’t get a dime.”

He was no doubt referring to a prenup as if any of that mattered to Mandy. I honestly couldn’t blame the guy for being irate. He would never again find a woman like Mandy Shaw.

I shoved Eddie back onto a stuffed, oversized chair in the bedroom corner. “Think hard before you do something you might regret.”

Eddie stared daggers at me while I turned away from him and gathered Mandy up off the bed. “Come on. Let’s go home.”

Weeping, Mandy wrapped her arms around my waist while I led her from the bedroom and out of Eddie’s house for good.
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We were silent most of the way to the airport. We had a few hours to kill before our flight, and we spent most of that time huddled up on some out-of-the-way terminal chairs. Brooke consoled her sister by stroking her hair and telling her how everything would work out fine.

By the time we boarded, Mandy was actually smiling. I wrapped my arm around both women while we made our way down the jet bridge and found our seats. I had booked three first-class seats. I sat in the center seat while Mandy took the aisle and Brooke the window.

Mandy spent the better part of an hour curled up beside me with her arms wrapped around my waist, sleeping. I held Brooke’s hand while we went over the details of our new living arrangement.

Brooke had already moved into my house and established my bedroom as belonging to me and her. That wouldn’t change. She was my sun and always would be. Mandy would take the room next to ours, although I already knew that line would quickly blur as the three of us would sleep together nightly.

Twenty minutes later Brooke drifted off to sleep with her head pressed against my shoulder while I caught some shut eye myself.

The three of us woke to a PA announcement that we had reached cruising altitude seven miles high.

I glanced at Brooke and raised a curious eyebrow.

She grinned knowingly and bit her lower lip, glancing toward the lavatory. “Give me a two-minute head start.” She unbuckled and scrambled over Mandy and I before trotting up the aisle, every guy on the plane checking her out as she went.

“What are you guys up to?” Mandy grinned at me before glancing back at her retreating sister.

I unbuckled her seat belt and then my own. “It’s time the three of us make aviation history.”


III

Little Sister Infatuation
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There’s a lot to say for collegiate gymnasts prancing around in skimpy leotards. That’s where I found myself on a chilly December afternoon. However, the day had proved anything but dreary. Unlike the pixies you see on TV during international competitions, the young collegiate women were lithe, firm, and abundant with womanly curves.

Brooke, Mandy, and I stood outside the women’s dressing room waiting to wish a very special gymnast good luck.

A never-ending stream of blonds, brunettes, and redheads walked in and out of the security desk, each wearing heavy competition makeup and glittering skin-tight suits. But one young lady stood head and tails above the rest. She was a stunning blond with golden curls and a squeezable compact bubble-but descended from heaven above.

When blondie came closer, she spotted Brooke and practically bounded down the hallway, tits bouncing and ponytail swinging.

The world tilted on its axis, and I couldn’t believe my eyes. That couldn’t have been the same girl I’d watched leave for college a year and a half ago.

A broad smile lit up Lily Shaw’s entire face — no, her entire body was more accurate. She squealed with delight and practically skipped down the corridor before she fell into Brooke and Mandy’s arms. “You made it.”

Lily stood just north of five feet two. At nineteen, she was the youngest of the Shaw sisters and undoubtedly the most energetic. She wore a red and white sequined leotard that highlighted her powerful legs, firm ass, and round, perfectly proportioned C-cup tits. Like the other gymnasts, Lily had applied her makeup thick and slutty. Her blue eyes sparkled, and she had pulled her golden blond hair into in a high, tight ponytail. Compact and built like a sleek race car, Lily was the stuff of teenage dreams. She stood between her older sisters, her face lit up, her body animated and her spirit entirely wholesome.

My heart rate ticked upward, and I watched spellbound while she bounced up and down hugging Mandy and Brooke, ass jiggling and tits bouncing. Lean muscle rippled up and down her powerful legs, and her thighs looked strong enough to crack walnuts. Sleek, round muscles layered her arms and back and her suit rode high on each hip exposing plenty of sweet teen flesh.

Lily tipped her head back and laughed with genuine delight. Laughter that came straight from her soul and enough energy to power a city. She was a dynamic presence, and I felt drawn to her like a hungry bear to a ripe honeycomb. My infatuation was instant and all-consuming. She was the center of the solar system, her gravitational force impossible to escape.

I swallowed away the dryness coating my throat and licked my lips. Who was the lucky guy that got to tap that ass?

Lily turned her gaze in my direction, her ocean-blue eyes stopping me cold.

I smiled at her and she grinned her face lit up like Times Square. Her full pouty lips glistened with cherry-red lipstick, and her golden skin practically glowed with all-American energy. Her pert nose and dimpled cheeks added to her erotic girl-next-door persona, and my loins stirred with feral desire.

My heart sputtered, and I swallowed away a lump forming in my throat. My connection to her was instant, visceral, and so all-consuming her energy left my head spinning. Did she wreck every guy like this or was it just me? She was the definition of a heart breaker — a sublime beauty with a magnetic personality that smothered everyone else in her hemisphere. Lily Shaw took the air out of the joint.

“Steve!” Lily bounded toward me, her ponytail seesawing from side to side. She leaped at me with her arms open and I scooped her up, feeling her tight body press against mine.

Lily smelled faintly of jasmine, sweet and sensual, officially inviting my cock to the party. It stirred in my jeans, twitching against my boxer briefs. “Hey there beautiful. Long time no see.”

She squeezed me tight and buried her face in my neck. I felt her warm breath tickle the nape of my neck. “I missed you.”

Of all the Shaw girls, I had been closest to Lily growing up. And my reaction to her now was unexpected. She had grown up a sassy, spunky, golden girl who lived life on her own terms, and while she was a cute kid, I had never considered her in a less than wholesome way. Yet, I couldn’t deny my freshly minted physical attraction.

Lily exhaled, and I felt her entire body relax before I gently returned her feet to the ground. She looked up and me, and I noticed a strange, almost quizzical expression settle across her face. She held my hands in hers and whisked her thumbs over my palms, sending a spasm of sexual energy ping-ponging through my body. It was a minute gesture that ignited a physical chain reaction, starting with an inner shiver and ending with my legs the consistency of warm saltwater taffy.

She let go of my hands and stepped away. “I can’t believe you’re really here. Two years, Steve. I thought you liked me. Why won’t you ever come visit me?”

Had it been two years? Lily had left for college halfway through the summer after she graduated. I hadn’t seen her since. “Colorado is a long way from home, and….” I sighed. Fuck the excuses. “I’m sorry. I’m an awful human being. Forgive me?”

She tapped on her chin and studied me as if thinking. “You’re forgiven this one time, but don’t let it happen again.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her, that I wasn’t going to make her very next competition. None of us were which would go over like a funeral procession when Brooke and Mandy broke the news. “Brooke tells me you’re home for the holidays?”

“That’s the plan,” she said. “Assuming I advance, I’ve got two more competitions after this one. They’re both near Dan and Cindy’s, so here I am.” Her eyes twinkled, and she shifted adorably on her tiny little gymnast feet. “Can we spend some time together this week? Maybe the four of us could hang out at your house?”

Even though Cindy wasn’t her mother, Lily had always called her parents by their first name. It was her thing. “I’d love to spend time with you this week.”

“I’m holding you to that.” Lily squeezed my hand, and my stomach fluttered.

The public address system boomed out, and a deep voice echoed from the speakers in the stadium hallway. “First call for all competitors. Please report to your first event.”

“Wish me luck.” Lily stood on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the cheek. She whirled toward her sisters, who were chatting a few feet away. “I’ve got to go. We’ll meet after?”

The three sisters embraced one last time, and I watched Lily’s suit ride up her crack, highlighting every exquisite curve of her scintillating posterior.

Lily jogged down the hall, waving goodbye over her shoulder.

Brooke hooked her arm around my elbow and grinned up at me. “Somebody has a crush.”

My face flushed with heat, and I gazed down at her, my tongue tripping over itself. “Excuse me?”

“Lily. She’s crazy about you,” Brooke said.

“It’s obvious.” Mandy nodded, agreeing.

“You two are the crazy ones. She’s a kid.” I watched Lily bounce back down the hallway. When she reached the locker room door, she glanced over her shoulder at me and winked.

Fuck me, Brooke was right.

“She’s as much of a kid as I am.” Brooke stood on her tiptoes and nuzzled behind my ear. “And how many times have we fucked?” She whispered.

Her warm breath curled my toes, and my cock expanded in my pants. The answer was at least a hundred, but likely even more. “That’s different.”

Mandy squeezed my hand, her baby bump now showing beneath her tight stretchy tee shirt. She kissed me softly on the other cheek. “We sisters stick together. The three of us are a package deal. Remember?”

“Besides, she’s not as innocent as she looks,” Brooke said. “You’ll see.”

I gazed down the empty hallway where Lily stood only moments earlier.

The girls each took one of my hands and led me down the hallway.

“Let’s go find our seats,” Brooke said.

“Can we get one of those soft pretzels first?” Mandy asked. “I’m starving.”
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Lily performed brilliantly, sweeping all her events and easily winning the women’s all-around. The top five advanced, which meant she was moving on to the semi-final competition next week.

All of us, including Dan and Cindy, took Lily out for a celebratory dinner.

At a table for six, Lily sat down first and put her hand on the chair beside her. “Steve, come sit beside me.”

Lily had shucked the gymnastics outfit and washed away the thick competition makeup, but the sizzling blond dynamo hadn’t lost a beat. She wore a black miniskirt with matching black hose beneath. Her white V-necked tee shirt showed off a hint of her superb cleavage and the lacy white bra beneath. Her sleek golden hair hung over her shoulders in giant, looping curls and her subtle makeup enhanced her ocean blue eyes. Gone was the red lipstick replace by a strawberry lip gloss that left her plump pink lips kissably soft. The Shaw sisters took over the restaurant, leading by the jaw every red-blooded male within fifty yards.

I took the seat beside Lily, and Brooke sat on my other side. Across the table, Mandy sat between Dan and Cindy.

Under the table, Brooke intertwined her fingers in mine, and I slid my hand along her leg, stopping inside her inner thigh before offering a loving squeeze.

Lily’s gaze flickered to the action below the table, and she stuck out her lower lip as if pouting. She inched her chair closer to mine until our legs touched.

It was innocent enough, but the move hadn’t slipped past Brooke.

She squeezed my hand, and I glanced in her direction.

She mouthed the words, “I told you.”

We ordered dinner while everyone quizzed Lily about the meet, the competition, and the upcoming semi-final. Nobody had the heart to mention that we were all leaving for Florida the morning of her semi-finals. After the waitress dropped off the first round of drinks, a guy, maybe twenty-five, showed up at our table.

He wore a white tee shirt with Lily’s picture emblazoned on the front. The name of a website, lilyshawfanclub.com was scrawled across the bottom. The guy stood about five-six with shaggy brown hair and a scraggly beard.

Brooke and Mandy gazed at each other, their expressions registering concern.

“Jimmy, what the hell are you doing here?” Lily said.

“I’m sorry to bother you. I just wanted to say you were amazing out there. I’ve got the entire thing on video.” He touched his phone. “I’ll upload to the site tonight.”

“I told you to stop following me,” Lily said. “It’s fucking creepy, and so is your fucking website.”

“What’s this about?” Dan Shaw frowned. He and I exchanged a worried glance before Dan turned back to Jimmy the Stalker.

“I don’t know who you are, but my daughter doesn’t want you around. Please leave her alone.”

Jimmy ignored Dan. “Lily, if you give me five minutes to discuss —

“I have a serious boyfriend,” Lily wrapped her arm around mine and found my hand under the table. “He and I are happy. Please go.”

Jimmy barely looked at me. “I know he’s not your boyfriend. You don’t have a boyfriend. I know we shared something. I felt it.”

Lily wrapped her arm around my shoulder and pulled me into a kiss. It was brief but passionate, and I felt her tongue flicker over my lips. “Would I kiss a stranger?”

Dan stood and towered over Lily’s stalker. He thrust his finger at Jimmy. “Get the fuck out of here before I call the cops.”

Jimmy reluctantly turned, but not before gazing at Lily with a forlorn longing in his pained eyes. It was a look that I actually understood. From my encounter with her earlier in the hall, I could see Lily inspiring that kind of dedicated obsession. If anyone was ever stalker-worthy, it was Lily Shaw. That didn’t make it okay, but like I said, it didn’t surprise me. Lily was a celebrity in the making — a diamond in a sea of plain old rocks.

Jimmy had apparently been down this road before. He turned and left without saying another word.

After he was gone, Lily unwrapped her arm from around my shoulder, but she didn’t let go of my hand. In fact, she doubled down and stroked the back of my hand with her thumb — repeatedly. It was an action only she and I could see. It was our secret, and that fucking thrilled me.

“Who the hell was that guy?” Dan asked.

Lily rolled her eyes. “I went out with him once for like a half an hour. He was super fucking creepy, and I left him sitting in this dirty diner. I thought he would get the hint.”

“Why didn’t you tell me? I could’ve gotten a restraining order.”

“I didn’t think he’d follow me here from Colorado,” she said.

“What’s with the website?” I asked.

She continued to stroke the back of my hand. “He said it’s a fan club, but it’s a creepy site full of fucking perverts just like him. I’ve only been to it once.”

Dan opened his phone and put on his reading glasses. “He’s got a bunch of videos from your competition.” Dan frowned. “What the fuck?”

Lily rolled her eyes. “Dan, can you please put the phone down?”

“What is it, daddy?” Brooke asked.

“It’s a bunch of guys commenting on pictures of your little sister in her competition suit.”

“They’re creeps,” Lily said.

Dan shut his phone. “This shouldn’t be allowed.”

“I don’t think there’s much you can do about it,” Mandy said. “He’s posting publicly available pictures and videos.”

“But they’re of Lily, and they aren’t wholesome.”

“Daddy, can you sit down?” Brooke said. “Let’s not let that jerk ruin Lily’s day.”

Brooke spotted her little sister holding my hand under the table, but it didn’t seem to bother her in the slightest. Rather, she curled her fingers around my bicep and pressed her soft tit into my shoulder.

“Thank you, Brooke,” Lily said. “The guy’s already in my head. I almost didn’t qualify for regionals because of him.”

Before anyone could respond, dinner arrived, and the conversation shifted to Mandy and Eddie’s contentious divorce. The three of us, along with Dan and Cindy, were leaving for Florida later that week to retrieve the rest of Mandy’s belongings and complete her divorce from Grandpa Crazy. If Lily had pieced together the timing of our trip, she didn’t let on.

The rest of dinner passed without controversy. Well, that wasn’t quite true. When it came to my personal space, Lily seemed to have few boundaries. Her hand frequently fell to my knee and more than once, she rode her hand high up my inner thigh.

With Brooke doing the same thing, I had a raging hard-on through most of the main course and halfway through dessert. By the time we left, I was three shades of horny and spent that night giving Brooke and Mandy the pounding of their lives.

Lily wanted to come home with Brooke and Mandy, but Dan insisted that he get to spend at least one evening at home with his youngest daughter before leaving for Florida.

Before we left the restaurant, Lily pulled me aside while the others were busy using the bathroom. She curled her hand inside mine and whispered in my ear. “I’m going to get off so hard thinking about you tonight.”

I wasn’t sure I had the sexual endurance to keep up with a world class gymnast and her two sexually prolific sisters, but I would have dearly loved to try.
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The next few days passed without incident. On the day before we were set to leave, I hit the gym while Mandy and Brooke went shopping for a few traveling essentials. After my workout, I l pushed open the gym door to leave when my phone buzzed. I had a new message from Brooke.

Brooke: Morning baby. Mandy and I will be home soon from. R u home? We need to talk to you. It’s important.

I didn’t like the sound of that.

Me: Is everything okay? Is it about Eddie?

Brooke: It’s not about Eddie. Everything is fine. C u soon.

She finished the text with a heart and a kissy-faced emoji. Whatever was wrong, she didn’t seem to have a problem with me. I tucked my phone in my pocket, got in my car, and drove home.

I didn’t see Brooke or Mandy downstairs and I assumed they weren’t yet home, which meant I had time for a quick shower. I took the stairs two at a time and heard the shower running in my bathroom. I grinned and pulled off my shirt off before tossing it in the dirty hamper. I loved fucking Brooke in the shower, and a mid-morning snack was just what the doctor ordered. My cock stiffened as I slid my shorts off and imagined bending Brooke over and fondling her big soapy tits while I fucked her from behind.

Steam covered the bathroom mirrors, and I could make out Brooke’s petite silhouette through the frosted shower glass.

I tiptoed across the tile and stealthily opened the shower door before popping in behind her. “Hi gorgeous.” I wrapped my hands around her tiny waist and slid my hands up her body before cupping her big soapy tits. That’s when I knew I had royally fucked up.

The tits didn’t belong to Brooke or Mandy and the hair was golden blond, not red or brown.

With my fat cock wedged between world-class ass cheeks, I was staring down the barrel of the lovely Lily Shaw.

Lily didn’t so much as flinch. “Morning, Steve.” She continued to lather her body while I jumped back as if I’d touched a rattlesnake.

“Holy shit.” I scrambled for the shower door and leaped out before I made an unforgivable mistake. I scooped up the nearby towel and wrapped it around my waist. “Christ, I’m sorry, Lily.”

Lily pushed open the shower door wide and stood before me stark naked and smiling. She had the body of a goddess with a golden-tanned complexion, tits nearly as big as Brooke’s, and a smooth-shaved pussy. “You didn’t have to get out,” she said. “In fact, I came over hoping you would take the bait.” She tilted her head back under the water stream and ran her fingers through her hair while she rinsed out the shampoo, her perky tits jiggling.

Her lithe body rippled with muscle, and with her arms up, her tits came into unobstructed view. She had bikini tan lines crisscrossing her chest and her perfect bubble butt. Her pink quarter-sized areolas rose from the creamy smoothness of her untanned flesh. Like Brooke and Mandy, Lily’s tits were the perfect ratio and her nipples hard and aroused.

I gawked at her smooth, tight frame as the water cascaded over her face and down her soapy, slippery mounds. “Your sister will be home any minute.”

Lily’s face lit up. “Maybe she’ll join us?”

“I… I….” I didn’t know what to say and stood stammering like a dope.

Lily giggled, and my cock expanded, pushing my towel outward like a tent.

She gazed at my crotch while she killed the water and stood before me dripping wet. “Am I doing that to you?”

“I’ll leave you to dry off.” I turned to leave.

“Steve, wait.”

I stopped and turned to face her.

She grinned at me with her hands on her hips, not even a little shy. “You took my towel.” She giggled again and pointed at the towel wrapped around my waist.

“Shit. I’m sorry.” Without thinking, I unhooked the towel from around my waist and tossed it to her.

She snatched it out of the air and eyed my cock like a predatory wolf. “You’ve got a nice big one.”

Heat blossomed in my cheeks, and I turned, practically running from the bathroom. I threw on shorts and a tee shirt while Lily dried off in the bathroom.

“Will you be at my meet tomorrow?” She said from the bathroom. “I know everyone else is leaving, but I hoped you could stay back.”

That would be a problem. I had committed to going to Florida with Mandy and Brooke, and I wouldn’t go back on my word. We had set out plans long ago based on Mandy’s divorce proceedings. I could hardly abandon the pregnant mother-to-be of our child. “Oh. I’m not sure if —

Lily waltzed from the bathroom completely naked with the towel wrapped around her head.

I averted my gaze and started to stand. “I shouldn’t be in here.”

“Relax,” she pushed me back down on the bed. “It’s just a little nudity between consenting adults.”

I perched on the bed, ready to sprint at a moment’s notice. “Brooke —

“Is fucking lucky,” she said while she strolled across the room, tits bouncing. She stopped before an open duffel bag and knelt at the waist. With her tiny little bubble butt pointed right at me, I could clearly see the sweet pink of her pussy meat. She gazed over her shoulder at me while rifling through her bag. “You’re super fucking hot. Has anyone ever told you to your face? Every girl in school wanted to fuck you, including Mandy and Brooke.” She giggled. “But that’s old news, isn’t it?”

“No. I, uh… didn’t know that.”

She retrieved a bottle of white lotion from her bag and perched next to me on the bed. She squeezed a white glob onto her palm and began working the coconut-vanilla-scented lotion into her smooth, glistening legs. Her tits jiggled as she worked, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the creamy goodness of her untanned flesh, pink succulent areolas, and mouth-watering nipples.

“Steve, you want to know the real reason I came over here this morning?” Lily squirted another glob of lotion onto her palm.

I was afraid to ask but did anyway. “What’s on your mind?”

Her tricep muscles flexed and bulged while she worked the lotion over her toned shoulders and biceps. “Last week, before the competition, do you remember when we hugged?”

How could I forget? “Sure, I remember.”

“Did you feel something… I don’t know, different when we touched?” She squirted another glob in her hand and worked it directly into her creamy, jiggling tits. She expertly massaged each breast, moving her sweet flesh in every direction while ensuring the lotion covered every square inch.

Jaw agape, I watched them shimmy and jiggle, mesmerized by her exquisite beauty and unbelievable body.

“Earth to Steve, come in, Steve.” She giggled again and handed me the lotion. “Can you do my back, please?”

My stomach seesawed. “Who, me?”

“Who else, dummy?” She giggled harder this time, her eyes lit with bubbly energy.

Hands shaking, I squirted a small white glob of the scented lotion onto my palm.

She turned her back to face me, removed the towel from her head, and let her long blond hair spill over her shoulder. It was wet, unruly and wild, with big looping golden curls cascading halfway down her back. She pulled her flaxen locks over her front shoulder, where it dangled to her exposed breast. “There. That’s better.”

The scent of body soap and clean mint drifted from her hair and body. I dearly wanted to get her dirty all over again.

More tan lines crisscrossed Lily’s lean, muscular back. A variety of bikini patterns formed a tapestry of tan lines ranging from creamy white to golden brown and every shade in between.

I wanted to ask where she got so much sun in December, but the answer was obvious — a tanning bed. I rubbed the lotion into my palms, warming it slightly while stalling for time.

“Well, did you?”

I touched her shoulders, and butterflies swooned in my stomach, making me light-headed. Nineteen was very young, but I wasn’t breaking any laws. She was a legally consenting adult, and I couldn’t believe my forty-three-year-old ass was rubbing lotion all over Lily Shaw’s naked body.

I worked the lotion deep into her smooth, flawless skin. Her body was still warm from the shower and when I edged closer, I felt the rise and fall of her lungs under my palms. “Did I feel something when we hugged?” Jesus Steve, focus.

My heart beat so fast my carotid artery throbbed in my neck, and my breath caught in my throat. I was in uncharted waters and heading for a reef.

“Yes.” She closed her eyes and tilted her head forward. “That feels fucking amazing.”

My breath caught again, and I had to pause a heartbeat before speaking. “Truthfully, I felt something from the first moment I saw you.” I ran my palms over her back, gently massaging her tight muscles under my fingertips. “And when we hugged, you seemed to melt in my arms.”

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about. I felt so safe and so loved when you held me. It was like the world slipped away. Ever since that moment, I can’t get you out of my mind. It’s driving me crazy.”

My rigid cock strained the front of my shorts, and I felt pre-cum oozing from my tip. I squirted another small glob into my palm before continuing. “I’m glad I make you feel safe. Honestly, being near you makes me feel like I’m swimming through air.” I worked the lotion down her lower back, using my thumbs to ease the stiff muscles around her spine. “Your back is tight as a drum.”

“It’s the fucking gymnastics. The sport is killing me.”

I slid my fingers down the length of her spine, probing deeper with each pass.

“This feels so good. Do you mind if I stretch out?”

“I’m not sure. Brooke and Mandy will be home any minute.”

She scrambled to her knees before stretching out naked across the bed. “They’re already home. Brooke texted me and told you to come down after we’re finished.”

My head felt ready to explode. “I should go.”

Lily reached behind her and grabbed my wrist. She rolled over onto her side and gazed up at me, her big soft tit coming into view. “She said after we’re done. Please. Your hands feel amazing, and there’s more I need to say to you. If you’re worried about Brooke, don’t be. You should know by now that we share everything. Besides, she already knows everything I’m about to say. We text about a billion times a day.”

“She does?” I stared down at her lean, toned legs leading to her soft creamy bubble butt. The tan lines were driving me crazy, and more pre-cum oozed from my cock, making my boxer briefs wet.

She picked up the lotion, forced it into my hand, and stuck out her lower lip, putting on a perfect pouty face. “Please, daddy?” She batted her long golden lashes.

Daddy? A lump formed in my throat, and I fought the urge to peel off my shorts and slam my cock into her tight pink box. “God, you will get me in trouble.”

She giggled and stretched out face down. She wriggled her ass skyward, and I noticed the sweet pink folds of her pussy lips lurking in the shadows.

I worked more lotion into her lower back and rubbed the tight muscles around her hips.

Lily’s breathing grew ragged and shallow, and she closed her eyes.

“What else did you need to tell me?” I asked her so she wouldn’t fall asleep.

“Don’t forget my butt,” she said, wriggling her ass higher.

I worked more lotion into my palms and rubbed my hands across her bare ass cheeks. My already rock-hard cock couldn’t take much more teasing.

“Like I said a minute ago, after our moment together in the hallway, I’ve never performed better. When I competed, I felt relaxed, focused, and everything slowed down.”

“That’s great.” I worked the lotion down her butt and rubbed her inner thighs just below her pussy.

She gasped and parted her legs as if to allow me full access. Her pink pussy glistened with wetness, and I licked my lips, dreaming of pushing my cock inside what I could only imagine was the tightest pussy on the planet.

“I want you at my next competition, and the one after that,” she said. “You’re my good luck charm.”

I didn’t know how to break it to her, but I couldn’t abandon Mandy. “Lily, Mandy is relying on me —

“Go higher,” she said breathlessly, cutting me off.

Any higher and my fingers would be inside her pussy, but if Brooke didn’t care, then I was all in. I slid my fingers over her pink slit and Lily moaned before grinding her hips up and down, forcing my finger into her wet trench.

“Find… me… before the meet.” She chewed her lower lip and bucked her hips harder against my hand. “God, daddy, don’t stop.”

Her not calling her own father daddy made her new nickname for me somehow hotter. I’d never heard her call anyone daddy, and I liked it. How far could I go with her? I sank my middle finger deep into her glistening snatch, ending up knuckle-deep in her tight canal.

“That’s it,” she said breathlessly. “Deeper.”

I pushed my finger in as far as I could, gently probing the deep inner depths of her warm pussy. Meanwhile, I slid my thumb up her trench before uncovering her swollen clit. Her warm wet pussy walls twitched and quivered around my finger, and I gently started finger-fucking her.

She groaned and balled my comforter cover in her fists while I hand-fucked her.

She ground her hips harder and faster, ass jiggling, and her big tits bulging out her sides. “Yes, daddy. Please don’t stop.”

I slipped a second finger inside her and felt her squirming warm wetness quiver under my continued probed. Her juices flowed, dribbling down my fingers and dripping onto my bed. I swirled my thumb faster on her clit, moving it in quick bursts followed by long gentle strokes.

Her entire body tightened and then went rigid as she moaned loud enough to wake the dead and alert Mandy and Brooke, who were waiting for me in the kitchen. Lily’s pussy muscles clamped down around my fingers and her juices gushed like a swollen river during the monsoon season.

“I’m coming… unnngghhh.” The words came out fast and breathless. She continued to grind on my hand for a few seconds longer before I slipped my fingers from her soaking wet pussy and considered my next move. Was I really going to fuck her with Brooke and Mandy waiting for me?

Lily rolled over onto her back and stretched out naked with her arms over her head. She parted her legs and propped herself up on her elbows, gazing at my hard cock. “As much as I want that fat cock inside me, I will have to take a rain check. Do you hate me?”

My face dropped, and my cock deflated. “No. How could I hate you?” But my voice betrayed my disappointment.

She scrambled to her knees and threw her arms around my neck before gently kissing me. “I’ll make it up to you tomorrow after the meet. I promise.” She ran her fingers through my hair and gently massaged my neck between her thumb and index finger.

I opened my mouth to hers and our tongues met, warm and soft. Her coconut scented body lotion left me even more aroused, and I cupped her bare tit in my hand, gently tweaking her soft nipple to hardness.

She moaned into my mouth, deepening our kiss while I ran my hand down to her firm ass cheek and squeezed, letting her supple flesh and muscle fill the space between my fingers.

Lily broke off the kiss, and her eyes swam with unmasked desire. “I’ve got to go. I’m already late. I promised Cindy we could go shopping.” She slid off the bed and slipped on a baggy tee shirt and tight stretchy yoga shorts. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, and she also hadn’t bothered to take her duffel bag with her. “She blew me a kiss. Remember, meet me tomorrow before the competition. I’ll text you.”

Fuck me. How was I going to deal with this? I changed out of my cum-stained briefs before heading down to meet Brooke and Mandy.
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When I came downstairs, Brooke and Mandy were waiting in the kitchen. Mandy sat perched on a high-backed stool before our large granite island while Brooke pulled a batch of cookies from the oven.

I loved cookies — especially Brooke’s. They were definitely trying to butter me up for something.

My ginger-haired princess smiled up at me while she placed the hot tray of cookies on the stovetop. “I made your favorite — walnut chocolate chip.”

“Thank you, baby.” I slid in behind her, patted her ass, and kissed her cheek before coming around the island and doing the same with Mandy. “How are my favorite ladies?”

They glanced at each other, their expressions nervous.

“Go ahead,” Mandy said. “No reason to put it off.”

Brooke bit her lower lip and gazed at me, her cute brow furrowed. “Mandy and I talked, and we want you to stay home with Lily.”

“What’s this about? Are you two conspiring behind my back?”

Mandy pulled me between her legs and took my hands in hers. “I would love for you to come, but the truth is we’re worried about leaving Lily here by herself.”

I gazed down into her clear, blue eyes and sighed. “I can’t leave you two alone with that crazy old coot. I can only imagine the tricks he’s got ready to pull out his sleeve.”

“Daddy will be there.” Brooke took off her oven mitt. “And Cindy too. They won’t let anything happen to us.”

I stepped in close to Mandy and wrapped my arms around her waist. “If anything happens to you or the baby, I would never forgive myself.”

“Lily needs you to watch over her,” Mandy said. “Brooke and I got a terrible vibe from that stalker guy.”

I kissed Mandy’s forehead before taking a step back. “Have you two discussed this with your sister?”

“Yes,” Brooke said. “She already knows everything. She will stay here with you.”

“I see.” I frowned and rubbed my chin.

“What’s wrong?” Brooke asked. “Don’t you want Lily to stay here?”

“It’s not that. It’s only… Lily is a bit hands on if you know what I mean.”

Mandy and Brooke gazed at me as if waiting for a deeper explanation. Finally, Brooke broke the silence. “Are you talking about sex?”

“Yes. What if she wants to have sex with me? To be honest, it almost happened upstairs a few minutes ago.”

“Haven’t I made it clear by now?” Brooke said.

“It feels like I’m cheating on you,” I said. “Both of you.”

“I don’t care what goes on between you and Lily,” Mandy said. “I would be a hypocrite to say otherwise.”

“She’s on the pill if that’s what you’re worried about,” Brooke said. “Or is she not pretty enough for you?”

Had Brooke stepped out of an alternate universe? She was questioning why I didn’t want to have sex with her smolderingly hot, nineteen-year-old, gymnast little sister? “I find her very attractive. Again, I love you and I never want to do anything to destroy what we have.”

Brooke came around the island and stopped before me. She took my hands in hers and gently kissed me on the lips. “Baby, I know every footstep that happens under this roof. I’ll let you know when I’m concerned. You two have fun and play. It will keep Lily’s mind off the nationals meet next week.”

“You’re both a hundred percent sure?” I gazed between them.

“Yes,” they answered in unison.

“I expect texts and phone calls hourly from both of you,” I said.

“Only hourly?” Brooke asked. “I already miss you and we haven’t even left.”

The three of us spent the evening together having a quiet dinner at home before enjoying wine, a movie, and Brooke’s famous walnut-chocolate chip cookies. Afterward, we retreated to the bedroom where I spent the next hour in sexual nirvana with two of the hottest three women on the planet. Together they completed the job that Lily left undone. We fell asleep naked, my arms wrapped around them both.

The next morning, I dropped the girls off at Dan and Cindy’s. Dan informed us that Lily had left with her teammates for the semi-finals. He also thanked me for letting Lily stay at my place. Dan wasn’t stupid. He knew that Lily and I would end up in bed together, and there was no need to rub it in his face. I was happy enough the lumbering giant didn’t rip my face off every chance he got. I checked my watch. It would be tough sledding making it to the arena with enough time enough to act as Lily’s good luck charm.

I said quick but passionate goodbyes to both my ladies and left, nearly breaking the sound barrier in route to the gymnastics meet over an hour away.
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When I pulled into the parking garage beneath the arena, my phone buzzed.

Lily: Meet me in ten minutes in lower concourse A. (kissy-faced emoji)(eggplant emoji)

I snickered and penned a reply.

Me: How do I know which one is you? All these gymnasts look the same.

Lily: (frowny-faced emoji) I’m the cute one who left you hanging yesterday.

As much as I loved to banter on text, I had to hustle to make it on time. I locked the car and half-jogged into the arena.

I made my way to concourse A with one minute to spare.

A lonely middle-aged guard manned the security checkpoint while nubile college gymnasts and their coaches streamed back and forth past the guard, flashing their access passes as they went.

I had no such pass and bided my time on a nearby bench that offered me a catbird’s view of everyone coming and going down the hallway.

Two minutes later, Lily emerged smiling and energetic. She gave double high-fives to a couple of gymnasts and bounced past the security desk, oblivious to the guard’s gaze locked on her jiggling ass.

When her gaze fell on me, her face lit like a halogen high beam.

Lily wore a satiny white competition suit that stretched over every contour of her exquisite compact frame. Like last time, she wore her hair up in a high, tight ponytail and had skillfully applied heavy makeup. The suit betrayed the big tits that lurked below.

My mind drifted back to our post-shower encounter and my cock unfurled inside my baggy shorts. I smiled at her and she bounded across the hallway before leaping into my arms.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and nuzzled her face into my neck. “I’m so glad you’re here. I missed you.”

Lily smelled faintly of her coconut and vanilla body lotion. Her warm breath curled up my neck and I felt her soft lips kiss my cheek.

“I’m so horny,” she said. “If we had more time, I’d fuck your brains out.”

My cock stiffened, and I wasn’t sure exactly want to do with my hands. She clung tightly to me, her feet off the ground. It was then that she wrapped her powerful legs around my waist, and I cradled her ass in my hands.

Lily relaxed, her body melting into mine. She wriggled her fingers through my hair and continued to kiss her way up my neck. When she reached my ear, she licked around my lobe before pulling back and meeting me face to face.

Beneath the layers of heavy eye shadow, mascara, and lipstick, her blue eyes twinkled. “Good morning, daddy,” she said loud enough for passersby to hear.

I felt heat rising from my collar and the blood drain from my face.

Lily giggled. “God, you’re so fucking adorable when you’re blushing.” She kissed me softly before parting her lips and brushing her tongue over my lower lip.

I opened my mouth and our tongues met in the middle before I felt the weight of judgmental stares bearing down on us. I opened my eyes and glanced over Lily’s shoulder.

Around the concourse, gymnasts, coaches, and waiting family members gawked in our direction. Even the security guard had taken notice, and I could tell he was struggling with an internal decision to intervene.

Lily finally broke off the kiss and hugged me tight before letting out a long, slow exhale. “God, I needed that. Thank you for being here,” she whispered into my ear.

Despite her words and actions, I could tell something wasn’t quite right. Her muscles were far more tense than the first time we’d met her before her meet.

She unwrapped her legs from around my waist before I gently lowered her to the ground. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

The crowd moved on while the security guard leaned back in his chair, folded his arms, and kept a wary eye trained on us.

“I don’t’ want to talk about it.” Her voice quivered and her eyes welled with tears.

I didn’t want to make things worse, so I decided not to pry until after the competition. “How long do we have?”

“Maybe ten minutes.”

I nodded. “Come with me.” I took her by the hand and led her to a bench tucked away behind the stairs. It didn’t offer much in the way of privacy, but it was better than making out directly in the middle of the concourse.

I sat down on the bench and Lily lowered herself onto my lap, sitting with her legs stretched sideways across my legs and her ass hanging over one thigh.

Lily leaned into my chest and laid her head against my heart while I curled my hand under her ass for support.

“I’ll take you anywhere you want to go after the meet. What sounds good?” I asked.

She picked up my free hand and turned my hand over, stroking my palm with her thumbs. “Home. Let’s do carryout and we can cuddle.”

Her touch sent a chill down my spine, and I instinctively squeezed her ass cheek between my fingers. It was ironic that Lily called my house home. Like Brooke, she had spent an enormous amount of time under my roof growing up — just not as lovers. I gently kissed her forehead and ran my hand up her back. “Maybe I can give you another massage?”

“I’d like that,” she said.

We sat quietly as the minutes passed. Lily continued to rub my hand while I stroked her back, letting comfortable silence build between us. She relaxed under my touch and melted into my arms as I felt her tension slide away.

“That asshole Jimmy was here earlier taking video of me during warm-ups,” she said. “Security came and kicked him out.”

Shit. So that’s what was bothering her. I should have been here for her. Brooke and Mandy were right. “Oh. I’m sorry that happened.” I didn’t want to dive too deep into the whole Jimmy situation — not with the meet minutes from starting. There would be plenty of time later to discuss it.

She remained quiet, sliding her fingers in and out of mine while she further relaxed.

“Next week, I’ll come with you early. I’ll be here through your warmup and make sure he doesn’t bother you ever again.”

She gazed up at me, her eyes sparkling. “You would do that for me?”

I leaned down and kissed her. “Nobody will lay a finger on my girl.”

Her face lit up, and she kissed me again, harder this time. “I like it when you call me your girl.”

“I like it when you call me daddy.” I grinned.

She smiled wickedly. “I know you like it. That’s why I say it.”

“Where do you want me to sit during the meet?”

“I left you a ticket in will-call,” she said. “By the way, I can get you security clearance for the meet next week after Christmas,” she said. “The meet officials advised me to hire a personal bodyguard. You know, because of Jimmy.”

“Are you sure you don’t want me to hire a real professional?”

She shook her head. “You make me feel safer than anyone ever has.”

I kissed her again. “Well then, it’s settled.”

The PA announcer’s voice boomed from the speakers. “This is a first call for all athletes. Please report to your event.”

She kissed me again, softly this time, before slipping off my lap. Her uniform rode up her ass crack, highlighting the spectacular curves I would navigate in a few short hours.

“Good luck,” I said and stood.

She drew me into a quick, fierce hug. “I love you,” she told me, her voice hurried.

Did she really mean it, or was it something that she said to everybody? Three little words that turned my world upside down. I responded instinctively with the truth. “I love you too, sweetness.”

She bound her way down the hallway past the security checkpoint where the guard took another opportunity to stare down her ass.

I watched her grow smaller down the long hallway until she disappeared through some double doors. When I turned to go, I caught the security guard staring me down.

He gazed at me with his lips set in a tight, thin line and his brow furrowed. He had folded his arms over his chest and his eyes scowled their contempt.

Fuck you, pal. You’re just jealous.
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My seat was great. I sat right behind the team bench where Lily gazed up at me every so often as if to make sure I was still there.

While the competition was stiff, Lily came out on top winning the all-around over a gymnast from Florida by three points. The top five advanced to the national championship held during the week between Christmas and New Year. With Brooke and Mandy returning on Christmas Eve, we would all watch Lily make a run at the national title.

After the meet, I met Lily at the security desk. I wasn’t taking any chances getting her home.

A sizeable crowd had gathered to meet athletes or ask for autographs. I came early, making sure Jimmy wasn’t among the crowd.

Lily had changed into a pair of red sweats and removed the heavy makeup. When she saw me, she smiled jogging past the security curmudgeon, and I gave her a quick hug with a fraction of the heat from earlier. “Congrats,” I said.

She stood on her tiptoes and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, apparently unconcerned with all the prying eyes. One thing about Lily, she didn’t give two fucks about our age difference. She seemed proud to be with me, and I owed her the same respect.

A small squadron of pre-teen girls flocked to Lily asking for her autograph, and there were easily a hundred pairs of eyes glued to the blond dynamo. With her nearly flawless competition and her extreme beauty, she was the talk of the meet.

I heard whispers of, “that’s her,” and an older woman said, “she’s so pretty.” There were plenty of older men like me with their wanton eyes locked on the lithe beauty.

Pride swelled in my chest, and I smiled, watching Lily bask in the attention she worked so hard to achieve.

Lily signed the autographs before we pushed through the crowd.

A handsome young man, probably twenty, slid in front of Lily and smiled and waved somewhat awkwardly. “Congrats, Lily.” He had a firm jaw, and plenty of muscles showed beneath a tight blue tee shirt.

Lily gave the guy a quick hug. “Hey Landon. I didn’t expect to see you here.”

Landon had short brown hair, green eyes, and an easy smile. I could tell by the way he looked at Lilly that he had a thing for my Miss Shaw.

“A few of us drove up.” He gestured to a half-dozen guys and girls standing apart from the crowd. They were all about Lily’s age and all gorgeous.

“Seriously? You didn’t have to do that.”

He shrugged. “I wanted to watch you compete. Now that it’s over, would you like to hang out with us? I mean later after you shower and shit. I can pick you up at your hotel.”

Lily slid her hand into mine and gently squeezed. “Landon. I’d like you to meet my boyfriend, Steve Parker. Steve, this is Landon Jacobs. He’s a baseball player back at school and a friend of mine.”

Landon’s face fell like a kid whose dog just died. He tried to recover by offering his hand. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Parker.”

The moniker was a slight dig at my age, and I didn’t blame him one bit. He had driven all the way from Colorado, no doubt to surprise Lily with a grand romantic gesture. She had curb stomped his heart with one brief introduction. I shook his hand. “It’s nice to meet you too,” I said without a shred of insincerity.

I leaned down and whispered into Lily’s ear. “If you want to go with your friends, I don’t mind.”

Landon must have overheard because he stood up a little straighter and turned toward Lily, face hopeful.

Lily squeezed my hand — hard, making no bones about where she stood. “You said you needed my help with your mom’s gift. You don’t need it now?”

Judging by her reaction, I had fucked up, but I wasn’t a complete idiot. “That’s right. The store closes in two hours. Oh, and your sister called and wants to meet us for dinner.”

She eased her grip and pulled her duffel high over her shoulder. “I’m really sorry I can’t meet you guys this evening. But that you so much for coming. It was so sweet.”

His shoulders sagged, and his smile faded. “Not a problem. Maybe next time.”

Lily pulled me by the hand and led me through the crowd until we reached the safety of my car.

Inside, I fired up the engine while Lily tossed her bag in the rear seat and climbed into the passenger seat.

“What was that about?” I asked.

“I used to date him,” she said. “But he kinda got all possessive and followed me around everywhere. The final straw came when he insisted that I share my GPS location with him. I dumped him on the spot. I seem to have a habit of picking out all the clingy guys.”

With Lily’s magnetic personality and larger-than-life spirit, it was easy to see how guys might easily get overwhelmed. Even guys who never dealt with feelings of jealousy would experience them with a hottie like Lily Shaw. She was a free spirit and people had a way of gravitating to her. You had to let women like Lily spread their wings and fly, otherwise you’ll find yourself confined to the hangar. “Ahh… sorry. I’ll keep my mouth shut next time.” I put the car in reverse and headed for the exit.

Lily spent the next few minutes gazing out the window while I navigated through the crowded streets and onto the interstate ramp. Finally, she turned to face me. “Steve, can I ask you something? Did it bother you that Landon asked me out?”

I frowned. “Are you asking me if I’m jealous?”

She briefly considered before nodding. “Yeah. I am. Were you?”

“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking forward to spending the evening with you. I’m thrilled you’re here with me.”

She grinned. “I’m thrilled to be with you too, but that doesn’t answer my question.”

I carefully weighed my answer. I didn’t want to give her the impression that I didn’t care about her, yet I didn’t want to sound overly possessive either because I really wasn’t. “I care about your happiness. You’re nineteen, and there’s a lot of life you haven’t experienced. If you want to hang out with people your own age, who am I to stop you? I can understand why Landon drove all the way from Colorado to watch you compete. You’re very special. It’s hard not to fall head over heels for you. To answer your question, no — I’m not jealous. But make no mistake, I love spending time with you, and I’m excited to spend every minute I can with you while you’re home. Does that make sense?”

She stared at me, stunned. “No wonder Brooke is crazy about you. Are you for real?”

I laughed. “I’m lucky to have both your sisters in my life.”

“Do all guys lose their jealous streak or is it just you? Because I’ve never been so turned on in my life. Can you drive faster?”

I laughed harder. “I think it’s something most people grow out of. That goes for girls and guys. Guys your age have a tough time controlling their insecurities.”

“You can say that again.” Lily inched toward me and intertwined her fingers in mine. She leaned her head against my shoulder and sighed. “It’s so easy to be with you.”

An hour later we walked through the front door. Lily dropped her bag in the entryway, and I put my car keys on the front table.

“Hungry?” I asked.

“Starving.” She unzipped her jacket and hung it on the banister. She wore a plain white tank top with plenty of fat cleavage on display.

“How does pizza sound?”

“Yummy,” she said. “Can we shower first?”

My stomach seesawed. The word we hadn’t gone unnoticed. I raised an eyebrow. “You have to ask?”

She giggled and pulled off her sweatpants, revealing a white lace thong. “I’ll go get the water started while you order the pizza.”

“It’s still ham and green pepper, right?”

“You remembered.” She stepped up before me and grabbed my cock through my jeans. “Don’t take too long.”

I watched her thong-covered ass jiggle and bounce while she ascended the stairs, clearly putting on a show.

I answered a text from Brooke and dialed up the local pizza joint for a delivery. When I hung up, I noticed a notification on my phone.

Lily Shaw would like to share her location with you. Do you accept?

I thought back to our conversation in the car. For Lily, this was an enormous deal. I hit the accept button, plugged my phone into the charger, and headed upstairs.


Chapter 26
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It was like Deja Vu. Steam filled the bathroom and a petite figure stood inside the shower. Her golden blond hair flickered through the frosted glass, and I noticed the blurry outline of her jiggling tits while she washed them.

I quickly shed my clothes and opened the shower door.

Lily faced me, her body soaked with steaming hot water and a thin sheen of soap suds covered her tits and stomach. Her clean-shaven pussy glistened under the warm shower lights and her blue eyes sparkled with electric energy while a thin smile curved her full pink lips.

“Wow,” I said.

Her gaze drifted to my rock-hard cock. “Wow, is right.”

Lily’s hard pink nipples beckoned me, and her long lean muscles rippled seductively. Her soaked blond hair hung ruler-straight halfway down her back, and her tan lines set my cock twitching.

“Are you going to stand there and stare at me?” She worked a bar of soap over her thighs and up to her pussy. Her tits jiggled and bounced while soapy water dribbled from the creamy white of her untanned flesh before cascading over her golden-toned stomach.

“I can’t believe I’m really here… with you… right now,” I said. “If I’m dreaming, please let me go all the way.”

She giggled and stepped forward, wrapping her petite fingers around my thickening shaft. “I can safely guarantee you’ll hit a home run. The only question is, how many runs can you score in one game?” She worked her soapy hand up and down my cock, sliding her thumb over my tip before gently squeezing.

“Hmmm… I’ve got my eye on the world record.” I cupped her tits in my hands and rolled her nipples between my thumb and index finger and felt them stiffen under my touch.

Lily slowly stroked my cock, causing her tits to jiggle in my hands. “How are you getting even harder? You’ll split me in half with that thing.”

“It’s your fault for being so fucking cute.” I inched closer and my tip slapped against her stomach.

Lily was much shorter than me, so leaning down to kiss her in the shower proved difficult, although I had another option in mind.

Before I could make my move, she knelt and slid my shaft between her wet, soapy globes. She mashed her tits together and worked my cock up and down between her wet, creamy goodness. My cock sloshed between her tits that wrapped my shaft like a hot buttered roll around a steaming corn on the cob.

I shuddered as every nerve ending in my cock came alive with the pleasure of her sweet young flesh.

With every heart-stopping pass, my swollen tip protruded from her deep cleavage.

Lily knelt even lower, sucking my head between her full wet lips.

I groaned with each pass, Lily taking more and more of my cock into her mouth each time.

I drove my hips upward, sliding my shaft over her tongue.

She released her tits, dropped to her knees and worked her tongue and lips over my tip before sliding my cock deep down the back of her throat.

I grabbed the top of her head and guided her face up and down my shaft, face fucking the youngest member of my harem.

Lily gagged, and a thick strand of cum-filled saliva stretched from her lips to my tip. She took a deep breath and dove back down my shaft, practically swallowing my cock down her throat.

Lily guided her nimble fingers over my ball sack while suctioning my cock as if her life depended on it.

My toes curled and my cock pulsed inside her throat while her tongue slithered over my glans, warm and wet. I couldn’t take much more, and I wasn’t anywhere near ready to cum. I had my heart set on her pussy and her pussy I meant to enter.

My balls rumbled, signaling a mammoth orgasmic geyser brewing in the deepest depths of my soul. I didn’t think any woman could have turned me on more than Brooke Shaw until her little sister came to town. Now, the competition had truly started. I couldn’t imagine a threesome with Lily and Brooke. Could my heart take it? The mere thought nearly sent me over the point of no return.

Instead, I knelt, slipping my cock from her mouth, eliciting a delicious popping sound. I slid my hands over her hips and cupped her ass in both hands before easily hoisting her off the ground.

Lily gasped and giggled while I cradled her in my arms, my palms firmly planted one on each cheek.

She wrapped her arms around my neck while her big creamy lathered-up tits slipped and glided over my chest. Her rock-hard nipples dug into my chest, releasing a fresh surge of adrenaline down my legs. “Are you finally going to fuck me, daddy?” She said using her sweet and innocent voice.

I pinned her back against the shower wall and she wrapped her legs around my waist, squeezing me with her powerful gymnast strength. My mouth found hers and our lips parted before our tongues devoured each other in an all-out oral assault. Lily moaned in my mouth while she bounced in my hands, rubbing her labia over the meat of my slippery shaft.

She broke off the kiss long enough to whisper in my ear. “Will it hurt me, daddy? I want to make you proud.”

My cock grew impossibly hard while she probed inside my ear with her tongue. She was nine shades of hot and I was hopeless to last long once I entered her. I dredged her trench with my swollen tip until I found her entrance and nudged my cock forward.

Lily groaned and squeezed her powerful thighs, tightening her grip on my hips while she used the tip of her tongue to lead an assault on my inner ear.

I sank my tip halfway into her slippery hole when I met the mother-load of resistance. Her pussy was beyond tight, and for the first time, I worried I was trying to thread a needle using a sledgehammer. Maybe she wasn’t joking. I might rip her in half if I didn’t take this painstakingly slow.

“That feels good, baby,” she whispered in my ear.

This wasn’t role playing Lily talking. This was her giving me permission to proceed.

She brought her face around even with mine and reached down, sliding her tiny little hand over my massive rod. She kissed me and our eyes met. “Steve, I want to look into your eyes when you take my virginity.”

My cock twitched, and my heart rate maxed out. My legs almost gave out under me, but I stayed upright and with effort, held on tight to my sweet girl. With my tip pulsing in her hole, I gazed into her ocean blue eyes. “Lil, are you sure?”

She bit her lower lip and nodded. “You make me feel all buttery inside. It’s way different with you.” She paused as if wanting to say more.

I noticed the subtle flecks of gold in her eyes and the water beading on her smooth cheeks. I paid attention to every detail — her pert button nose, flawless skin, and long golden eyelashes. I soaked in the way she tilted her head and how her hair tumbled over her shoulders. It all added up to an infinitesimal, defining moment in time — one that I burned into my brain.

She licked her full moist lips, “I’m in love with you. I’m sure of it.” Her eyes betrayed her fear. She was laying it all on the line, hoping I wouldn’t hurt her.

I kissed her gently on the lips. “I’m crazy in love with you too.” I pushed my cock deeper into her tight hole, never taking my eyes off hers. Her tight walls squeezed around my cock, and I prayed to God I would hold out long enough to take her virginity. Halfway in, I paused, my eyes still locked on hers.

She gasped and her eyes lit with fresh pain. She bit her lower lip and dug her fingernails into my shoulders. “Steve, it hurts.” Her voice quivered and her virgin pussy spasmed around my shaft.

I didn’t want to hurt her. “Sweet baby, we can stop.”

She vehemently shook her head. “No. I want this.” A tear rolled down her cheek, and she forced a smile before pushing herself lower on my bulging shaft.

Her canal widened, making room for my girth. With most of my cock impaling Lily’s pussy, I felt a moment of resistance before it gave way, my head tearing past her hymen and taking her virginity.

The pain held in her eyes a moment longer before it faded. She sucked in short, shallow breaths and dug her heels deep into my ass cheeks.

“Lil, you’re not a virgin anymore.”

She laughed and kissed me, running her fingers through my hair. “I love you so much.” Lily’s voice cracked and her blue eyes sparkled. She kissed me deep and with fevered passion while we held steady, my cock pulsing inside her.

I resisted the urge to start fucking her. She would start when she was ready. For now, I savored the moment — our naked bodies intertwined, and her racing heart pattered against my chest. For all her outward confidence and energetic showmanship, she was a vulnerable human just like the rest of us. She wanted to feel loved, and I would freely give it to her for as long as she’d let me.

Lily moved her hips slowly at first, grinding her tight little pussy up and down my throbbing cock. “That feels really fucking good.”

I watched my cock disappear inside her while her pink lips stretched around my full-barreled cock. Her tightness was something I expected but experiencing it firsthand was another matter entirely. Lily was my first virgin and likely my last. My balls ached with an orgasm ready to paint her walls white, but I gritted my teeth and pushed it away through sheer strength of will.

She bounced faster, her body slapping against mine every time I bottomed out. The water rolled over her big bouncing breasts, her hard nipples standing erect under the onslaught of our torrential fucking.

She moaned loud and long, her legs shaking while she pushed all the way down on my cock and held still.

Her pussy pulsed, and she took my cheeks between her hands and gazed again into my eyes. “I’m coming so fucking hard… unnnnhhhh.” Her eyes briefly rolled back into her head while she lost herself.

My orgasm arrived like a summer storm with no hope of stopping its bottled fury. I came inside her, blasting globs of milky cum deep into her virgin womb.

“I feel you coming. It’s so warm inside me.” She leaned forward, kissing me before taking my lower lip gently between her teeth. “Fill me up, daddy.”

I came so hard the world went black. My legs shook, and I squeezed Lily’s smooth ass under my trembling hands. My orgasm powered on, unrelenting as a gallon of cum raced down her canal and slammed into her waiting cervix.

We kissed while my orgasm faded.

Lily ground my cock, milking my balls for whatever I had left inside me.

“That was amazing,” she said, peppering my face with kisses.

Still holding Lily around my waist, I pulled my cock from her tight hole, and it sprang free, bouncing and bobbing pinballing between her inner thighs.

I watched a string of thick milky jizz drain from Lily’s hole and stretch all the way to the shower floor.

“That’s a lot of cum,” she said.

“What can I say? It’s your fault for being so fucking cute.”

She giggled and lowered her hand to her pussy, collecting a glob of my manhood on her index finger. She rubbed it against her thumb and smiled with wonder. “It’s so slippery.” She then licked my cum off her finger and smacked her lips together. “Yum.”

“Please tell me you’re on the pill.” Brooke said she was, but I wanted to hear it straight from Lily’s mouth.

“No. I thought we’d spray and pray.” Her expression was serious. Too serious.

I rolled my eyes. “Hilarious.”

She giggled, and I gently lowered my angel to the ground. “Yes, dummy. Don’t worry.”

We stood under the remaining hot water, kissing and chatting, while we lathered each other with shampoo and soap. The hot water faded as we finished rinsing off and by the time I threw on shorts and clean tee, I heard the doorbell ring.

“That’s the pizza,” I said. “Meet me downstairs?”

She pranced naked across my room and rummaged through her bag. “Okay, babe. Be there in a sec.”

I paid for the pizza and set it up in the kitchen. Lily arrived a minute later, her hair wet, wearing a loose baggy tank top and a pair of tight shorts. It seemed she and Brooke shared an affinity for casual wear.

“That smells amazing,” she said. “I’m starving.” She scooped up a piece and bit into it.

“Good sex will do that to you,” I said before biting into a hot slice. “Make sure you hydrate.”

She laughed with her entire body, and again, I felt instantly drawn to her.

“You hydrate because I mean to fuck your brains out after we eat.”

“I think I left my brains back in the shower drain.” I smiled and grabbed a cold beer from the fridge. “Want one?”

“Yes, please. But only one. I can’t have you taking advantage of me.”

I opened her bottle and handed it to her before we clinked bottles. “In that case you’re in luck because I’ve already violated you. It’s all downhill from here.”

She giggled harder this time and perched on the high-backed stool, her braless tits jiggling under baggy tank.

We ate our pizza and continued our easy conversation before heading to the family room couch for a rom-com that Lily was keen on watching.

She snuggled in close to me on the couch and slipped her legs over mine.

As I fired up the movie she sighed contentedly. “This is awesome.”

“I haven’t seen the movie,” I joked, but I knew what she meant.

She slapped me on the shoulder and giggled. “I’m talking about being here with you. I could get used to this.”

“After college,” I said. “You have a degree to earn first.”

She rolled her eyes. “Yes, daddy.”

It was my turn to giggle. I slipped my hand inside her inner thigh before sliding it high up her leg, stopping an inch from her pussy. “Can I ask you something? Serious this time.”

“Uh, oh. Is this where you kick me to the curb?”

I gave her my best don’t-fuck-with-me look.

She squirmed closer to me and hooked her tiny feet under my leg. “Sorry. I couldn’t resist.”

I scooped up her hand and kissed it softly while staring down at her pretty pink-polished toes. “Why did you share your GPS location with me?”

“Oh, that….”

“You told me it was an invasion of your privacy. If you feel like I’m forcing you to share your location, then —

She pressed her index finger against my lips, cutting me off. “I did it because you make me feel safe. I like knowing you can find me anytime I need you. Especially when I’m at school. With you, it’s different from other guys. I don’t feel you have a hidden agenda. You just love me for me. It’s pretty simple.” She shrugged. “Now I sound fucking stupid.”

I really didn’t relish the thought of sending her back to Colorado with Jimmy stalking her. I pulled her into my lap and cradled her cheeks in mine. “I promise I’ll do whatever it takes to make you feel safe.”

Her eyes welled with tears. “Colorado is a long way from here,” she said, voice quivering. “I wish I didn’t have to go back.” She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand.

I wish she didn’t either, but she was on a full gymnastics’ scholarship, and she needed to experience college life on her own. I hated that she didn’t feel safe, and a thought struck me. I had an idea that might help Lily, but I wasn’t ready to share it with her. “I’ll come visit you as often as I can, and I’ll fly you home whenever you want. It’ll go fast, you’ll see. When May rolls around, you can come here and live with us.”

Her eyes brightened and filled with hope. “Seriously? Don’t fuck with me, Steve.”

“I’ve already done that.” I grinned, and she smiled, falling forward onto my chest while I stroked her hair and rubbed her back. “Let’s not get hung up on your leaving. You have two more weeks at home, don’t you? There’s Christmas and New Year’s Eve. We can spend as much time as you want doing whatever you want.”

“I want to be here with you, Brooke, and Mandy.” She ran her fingers across my chest and kissed me low on the cheek.

I squeezed her ass before giving it a gentle spank. “Then that’s what we’ll do.”

We spent the next two days fucking morning, noon, and night. Lily was absolutely insatiable, insisting on fucking in places that I never dreamed of. We fucked in every room in my house, including the stairway. We fucked at Dan’s house on her kitchen floor and in the bed she grew up in. I fucked her at the mall when we went Christmas shopping. We had a quickie in a restaurant in an old coat room, and I fucked her while driving down the interstate at seventy miles-per-hour.

One day while Lily was at practice, I stole two hours to meet with a very special IT contact on a personal pet project that I would unveil at the time of my choosing.

On the morning of Christmas Eve, we decided to go Christmas tree shopping. It was a surprise for Mandy and Brooke. We would all decorate it together when they returned. I’d spent almost as much time texting and calling Brooke and Mandy than I had having sex with their little sister. Things with Eddie were not going well, but they thought they would catch the last flight out of Fort Lauderdale and be home in time for our planned Christmas Eve festivities including eggnog, a fire, and watching It’s a Wonderful Life curled up together on the couch.

We found one of the last trees at the local Christmas tree lot. It was a pathetic-looking tree, but beggars couldn’t be choosers. I packed the tree atop my Jeep, and Lily and I hopped in the car when my phone rang.

“It’s Brooke,” I said. “I’ll put her on speaker.”

I answered and sent the call to my blue tooth. “Hi Brooke. Can you hear me? I’m in the Jeep.”

“Hi, baby. I can hear you. I miss you so much.” Brooke’s voice filled the interior of my Jeep.

“I miss you too,” I said. “We can’t wait to see you.”

“Hi, sis,” Lily said. “Thanks for letting me have Steve all to myself. We’ve had so much fun.”

“Lily. I’m so happy to hear that. Steve’s filled me in on everything. It sounds like you’ve kept my side of the bed warm.”

I blushed, and Lily giggled. “Are you going to kick me out when you get home?”

“No way. The bed’s big enough for all of us,” Brooke said.

“Are you guys at the airport?” I asked. “Your flight lands at four. I checked, and it’s still on time. We’ll be there to pick you up.”

Silence filled the line, and I heard Brooke sniffling.

Lily and I gazed at each other worriedly.

“Brooke, what’s wrong?” I asked. “Do you need me to come down there?”

“No,” her voice cracked. “We can’t get in the house. Eddie changed all the locks, and the locksmith won’t come until the day after Christmas. I miss you so much. You have no idea.”

“You’re not coming home tonight, are you?” I asked.

“The lawyer told us not to leave. Mandy’s so upset. She’s been in her hotel room all morning crying.”

“Are you guys going to be back in time for nationals?” Tears welled in Lily’s eyes.

Nationals were the twenty-seventh, so if everything went perfectly, they might have a shot depending on flight availability. And I wouldn’t be able to pick them up at the airport. Not with Lily needing me with her all day.

“I’ll check flights as soon as we get home,” I said. “Can you guys come back on the twenty-seventh?”

“We’re coming back regardless,” Brooke said. “I can’t stand being away from you for this long.”

“Why can’t you just leave Mandy’s things?” Lily asked. “We can replace them.”

“Mom’s necklace is in the house,” Brooke said.

Dan’s ex-wife and the girl’s mother had passed away about a year after the divorce. It was a car crash, and it had taken them a long time to get over her death. Any jewelry of their mothers was irreplaceable. It also explained the delay.

“Oh,” Lily said. “I’m sorry, Brooke. Would it help if Steve and I flew down there?”

“You’ll never get a flight,” Brooke said. “I checked. Everything’s booked.”

We stayed on the phone for another thirty minutes, catching Brooke up on the competition and the last couple of days at home. She filled us in on Eddie and the roadblocks he had erected ever since they arrived.

I vowed to call her later that night and we said our teary goodbyes.

On the way home, Lily held my hand and stared gloomily out the window.

“You know what?” I said. “Let’s not let this ruin our Christmas Eve. We can still do everything on the list, right?”

She gazed at me and smiled. “You’re right.” She came closer and leaned over before kissing me gently on the cheek. “I love you.”

“I love you more,” I said.

I unloaded the tree from the car and set it up near the fireplace in the family room. I hadn’t bothered with a Christmas tree in years, and it felt good to have one back in the house.

We spent the rest of the day cheesing out with traditional Christmas activities from Lily’s list. We decorated the tree with lights, ornaments, and hand-strung popcorn Lily made herself. We listened to Christmas music while baking cookies and even prepared a traditional Christmas dinner together in the kitchen. Afterward, we settled onto the couch with a bottle of wine and watched Lily’s favorite Christmas movie, It’s a Wonderful Life.

When the movie ended, I slipped my hand around Lily’s shoulder and kissed her cheek. “Did we check off all the items on your list?”

“Almost,” she said.

“What? I read your list myself. We did everything.”

“Not everything.”

I sat up and reached for her list on the coffee table. “Which one did we skip?”

Lily took the list from my hand and tossed it over her shoulder. “Why don’t you stoke the fire, and I’ll be right back. I have a surprise for you.”

“Are we giving gifts now?” I had dipped into my large inheritance nest egg and ordered custom jewelry for Mandy, Brooke, and Lily. I worked with the designer to customize each item to each woman’s specific personality. Lily was a spitfire, and I chose a ruby necklace inlaid with two carats of diamonds. Cool and regal, Mandy was my sapphire earring girl. Brooke was my All-American-wife-material beauty. For her, I ordered an emerald and diamond bracelet to match her green eyes. Admittedly, Lily’s had been a rush order, but the designer accommodated my last-minute request.

“Just fix the fire,” she said. “I’ll be right back.”

“As the lady commands.” I added another log to the fire and prodded it back to life. Outside, a light snowfall started, and I decided the occasion called for some slow Christmas music. I’d no sooner found the perfect playlist when the family room lights dimmed leaving the fire, the Christmas tree, and a few lit candles as the room’s only sources of illumination.

“Ho, ho, ho,” Lily said from behind me.

I turned to find my blond dynamo wearing a naughty Mrs. Clause outfit. Red sequins covered the outfit which barely covered Lily. Her tits burst from the built-in bra and her hips flared outward where the costume hugged her tiny waist. She wore a matching red sequined hat with a white fluffy ball on top. Red fishnet thigh-highs covered most of her legs, ending with red high-heeled shoes. Her shining blond curls spilled over her shoulders, glistening by the light of the Christmas tree. She sucked on the tip of a candy cane, gently guiding it in and out over her glossy plump lips before curling her tongue around its glistening tip.

I stood by the fire gawking at her with a fireplace poker dangling from my hand. “Fuck me,” I whispered.

Lily crossed the room and stopped by the Christmas tree, sucking on the candy cane while she locked her eyes on me like a predatory Christmas Elf. “No. Fuck me instead.” She smiled and curled her lips around the candy cane before twisting around and showing me her tight cheeks bulging from the hot Santa suit.

I was already rock hard, and she hadn’t laid a finger on me. The fireplace poker fell from my hand and clanged against the stone.

Lily lowered herself to the ground and kept her ice-blue eyes fixed on me. She propped herself up on her elbows while gently sucking on the candy cane. Her smile turned up seductively while she shifted her hips and parted her legs.

I noticed her plump camel toe ride inside the skin-tight outfit.

I licked the dryness from my lips and felt the heat rising from my collar. I was at a loss for words.

“Come here and open your Christmas present, daddy.” Her gaze fell to the tent pitched in my pants.

My cock strained the confines of my jeans as if begging for release. I peeled off my tee-shirt while I closed the gap between me and blond sugar baby. I stopped between her legs and dropped my pants letting my hard cock spring free bobbing from side to side.

She gazed up at my rigid pole and touched her pussy while I dropped to my knees. My dick thickened and somehow grew harder while Lily licked her lips and worked her middle finger over her still-covered clit. “You promised to fuck your baby girl under the Christmas tree. Daddy’s don’t go back on their word, do they?” She stuck out her lower lip as if pouting.

I reached down and unsnapped Lily’s costume beneath her pussy.

It sprang open, part of it disappearing under her perfect ass while the other part stopped halfway up her flat firm tummy. My Christmas present gleamed under the firelight, her slit beckoning me forward.

Lily gasped, her eyes widening. “I forgot my panties. I’m sorry, daddy.”

Her pussy glistened under the Christmas tree lights illuminated by soft shades of red, blue, and white. The nearby candlelight flickered, causing shadows to dance over her exposed flesh.

The fireplace crackled and popped while Silent Night played over the speakers.

I lowered myself to her hovering inches above her prone body and my cock slapped against the soft skin of her lower stomach. I guided Lily’s costume over her shoulder and peeled back her built-in bra.

Lily’s tits popped free, her areolas puffy and her nipples erect. I licked her sweet pink tip, sliding it between my lips while I dredged her pussy with the tip of my cock.

She groaned and ran her fingers through my short brown hair. “Put it in me, daddy. Please?” Her voice, innocence personified, caused my cock to throb at her entrance.

My tip caught on her hole, and I entered her in one smooth motion. I groaned as her warm tight hole welcomed me home surrounding my shaft in its glorious cocoon.

Lily gasped, her eyes flashing open wide while she curled her feet around my inner thighs.

The soft silky smoothness of her stockings caused my dick to flinch in her already tight canal. I sucked her nipple deep into my mouth, guiding it between my teeth and gently nibbling.

Lily reached down and grabbed my bare ass, pulling me deeper inside her sweet cunt. She pushed her hips higher, swallowing my cock whole before lowering them again and watching my cock slide out of her pink pouty hole. She continued her gyrations and slow-fucked me right there beneath the Christmas Lights.

I popped her nipple out of my mouth and leaned forward, coming face to face with my beautiful baby. “What if daddy gets his baby girl pregnant?” I slammed my cock inside her and she gasped before I pulled it back out only to slam it home again. I fucked her hard and fast, feeling her pussy smolder from the friction.

My pounding forced Lily’s body back and forth over the soft area rug beneath the tree. With her blond hair splayed out on either side of her head and her pink lips glistening, it was all I could do to hang on for dear life. Her tits rolled in tight circles with the motion of our fucking, and I felt my balls slap her ass with each thunderous thrust.

She grunted, gazing up at me, her ocean blue eyes lost in a sea of ecstasy. “I… want… your… babies… daddy.” She said between grunts.

I continued to pound Lily, my balls building to the point of no return. Her pussy squeezed my shaft, and I felt every inch of her wet, warm walls with every hard spike of my cock.

She arched her back, tits up. Her erect nipples stood like twin pink towers high on the creamy softness of her golden breasts. She let out a loud groan and squeezed my legs tighter while her fingernails dug into my ass cheeks. “Fuck — fuck — I’m comingggnngggg.” Her breath caught in her throat and her pussy violently spasmed around my cock.

My orgasm came hard and fast. I grunted, continuing to pound her pussy while a warm flood of cum soaked her insides. With every stroke, I watched my cum-coated cock slide in and out of my sweet blond princess.

As her orgasm faded, Lily pulled herself up my body and kissed me. Our lips parted and our tongues met as I continued to gush my milky spunk into a pussy custom built for my cock only.

When my orgasm faded, I held my cock inside her while our breathing steadied.

She lowered herself to the rug and stared up at me, licking her lips. “Merry Christmas, daddy.” She grinned wickedly.

I slithered my cock from her hole and a river of cum followed. “It turns out, you’ve been a very good girl this year.”

She giggled and sat up, gazing down at the puddle forming under her ass. “That’s a lot of cum.”

“You do it to me.” I leaned back against the couch and gazed down at my stunning blond girlfriend.

“I almost hate to share you with Brooke and Mandy,” she said. “Do I have to leave the big bed?”

“It’s a California king for a reason.”

She curled up beside me with her Mrs. Clause suit still hanging open. Her tits squeezed together, glowing softly under the warm candlelight.

“Do you want your Christmas gift now?” I asked her.

She gazed up at me, her blue eyes twinkling. “Yes, please.”

I snagged my shorts and pulled them over to me before fishing a box out of my pocket. It was gift wrapped by the jewelry store and decorated with a big red bow.

Her eyes widened. “What did you get me?”

“That’s why it’s called a gift, my princess.” I handed her the box. “Open it.”

She sat up slightly and leaned against my back while I gazed over her shoulder. I admit I spent as much time watching her bare tits jiggle as I did watching her open the box.

She unwrapped the paper and set it aside. I noticed her fingers trembling as she opened the lid.

The ruby heart glistened magnificently under the room’s soft lights, and the diamonds circling the ruby lit up like the tree behind us.

Lily gasped and her face lit up a moment before her eyes welled with tears. “I don’t know what to say. It’s beautiful. Thank you.” Her voice quivered, and she turned to face me before throwing her arms around my shoulders. “I love you more than you could ever know.” She kissed my cheeks, and I felt the wet tears on her face.

With the snow falling in the broad picture windows behind the tree and the soft Christmas music playing, the moment was magical.

“I think I have a pretty good idea. Her, let me put on you,” I said.

She handed me the box, and I pulled out the gold chain and held the pendant in my palms. “Ruby’s represent fire and passion. That’s what I see in you.”

Fresh tears fell down her cheek, and her chin quivered.

I moved in behind her, Lily held her long hair aside, and I fastened the chain around her neck.

The pendant rested flat on her chest above the soft swell of her breasts. It suited her perfectly. “It’s beautiful. I’ll never take it off.”

I grinned. “You might want to take if off before you compete.”

She playfully smacked my leg. “Stop it. You know what I mean.”

I kissed her softly on the cheek and brushed her tears away with my thumb. “I love you. Merry Christmas, baby.”

She hugged me fiercely and didn’t let go.

Later that night, we made love again in bed before we fell asleep together, our naked bodies intertwined. Despite our setbacks with Brooke and Mandy, we found Christmas magic together on that cold snowy night.
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On the morning of the twenty-seventh, Lily stayed calm while we drove to the arena. We had started before dawn and nationals were the same venue as her last competition. That made it easier for me to navigate, and we arrived with time to spare.

We checked in at the competitor’s entrance and they issued me a security badge that granted me full access anywhere Lily went except for the women’s locker rooms.

I kept my eye out for Jimmy walking around the empty stadium while Lily warmed up on the arena floor below. Luckily, I had seen no sign of him. Maybe he had finally got the hint after his last encounter with building security.

I made a pass through the lower concourse and strode up to the security desk.

The same old curmudgeon from last week worked security. He stood as I approached as if to stop me.

I flashed him my badge, and it seemed to annoy him, but he waved me through without challenge. I walked down the hall past a few unlocked trainers’ rooms. One by one, I popped my head inside, but they were all empty. Each room came equipped with a comfortable-looking trainer’s table. I considered taking a quick catnap, but ultimately decided against it. Lily was counting on me, and I wasn’t about to let her down.

I pushed open the double doors at the end of the hallway and froze.

By the women’s locker room door, Jimmy lurked with his cell phone in hand.

I pulled out my phone and ducked behind a corner while Jimmy scanned the halls for any sign of life. With warms-ups in full swing, the hallway was empty except for the two of us.

I didn’t know how he slipped past security, but the guard was only a slight upgrade from Barney Fife. If I put my mind to it, I could have found a way past security without batting an eye.

I peeked around the corner and hit record on my phone’s video camera.

I caught Jimmy sneaking into the women’s locker room.

Little fucking prick. I felt heat rise from my collar and I gritted my teeth. I kept the camera rolling and jogged down the hallway to the locker room door. I pushed it open and found the place empty. There were towels, shoes, tape, water bottles, and a dozen other miscellaneous items lying around. I didn’t see Jimmy anywhere.

From two locker bays down, a locker door squeaked.

With my camera rolling, I crept through the bays and stopped where I’d heard the noise.

There were two duffel bags sitting on a bench bearing Lily’s team logo.

I scanned the lockers. Most of them had padlocks, except for three. With my camera up, I pulled them open one at a time. On my second try, I caught gold.

Jimmy gazed at me horrified, his face sweaty and his Lily Shaw shirt clinging to his man boobs.

“Gotcha, you little prick.” I grinned, holding up the camera and zooming in on his face. “How do you like the camera turned on you for once?”

He tried to dash past me, and I held out my hand, stopping him in his tracks.

“Let me go,” he said.

I grabbed him by the collar and hauled him out of the locker. “You and I are going to have a little chat.”

I pulled Jimmy through the locker room and out into the hallway before I stopped recording.

“I wasn’t doing anything wrong,” he said.

“Good. Then I’m sure you won’t have any problem explaining yourself to the police.”

His eyes widened and sweat broke out on his forehead. “Please don’t.”

“I had a friend of mine do a little investigation of your hard drives.” I shook my head. “Jimmy, Jimmy, Jimmy — you’ve been a naughty boy. Wait until the police get ahold of your handiwork. This video should be enough for probable cause.” He had hard drives filled with hidden locker room footage of gymnasts, swimmers, and track stars. Thankfully, none were of Lily, but there was enough evidence to put him away for years.

“Your video will earn me a slap on the wrist,” he sneered. “I’ll destroy everything else.”

I pulled up my phone and surfed to jimmythepervert.com. I held it up for him to see. “Everything you’ve illegally done is already online. The cops know. You’re fucked, kid.”

I watched the blood drain from Jimmy’s face. He took off down the hallway at a dead sprint.

There wasn’t any use chasing him. I texted the video to my IT friend, and he added it to the website before contacting the local authorities. I had a feeling Jimmy was out of our life for good.

I headed back to the arena and watched the rest of warm-ups from my spot behind the team bench. After Lily finished, she gazed up at me and pointed to her phone. I pulled it out of my pocket and found a text.

Lily: These girls are really good. Please tell me I’m not fucked.

Me: They’re good and so are you. You’ve trained hard to get here.

Lily: Thx, babe. But we’re going to have to pull out the heavy artillery for this one.

Me: Meaning?

Lily: I’ve got to shake these nerves. Meet me in training room B in thirty minutes. Luv u. (kissy face emoji)

My stomach fluttered, and my palms began to sweat. Like her big sister, she was a real risk taker in the lovemaking department. Between them, they would send me to an early grave. She wouldn’t seriously consider a quick romp in the trainer’s room right before her competition, would she? I gazed down at my blond dynamo and gave her the thumbs up.

She picked up her bag and headed for the locker room.

I received another incoming text.

Mandy: We just landed at the airport. Heading your way. Don’t tell Lily we want it to be a surprise.

I’d spoken with both Mandy and Brooke earlier that morning and knew they had retrieved Mandy’s necklace and a few other keepsakes. It sounded like they had an outside shot of making it on time.

Me: (thumbs up). C u soon. Luv u.

Mandy: Luv u too. Brooke says to save the seats next to you for her and I.

As if I wouldn’t.

Me: (thumbs up)

I took my time winding my way through the stadium and arrived at training room B with about five minutes to spare. When I opened the door, Lily was already waiting for me.

Like last time she wore her heavy competition makeup, hair up in a tight ponytail, and a sleek, satiny black leotard with rhinestones decorating her chest.

I recognized the fear in her eyes and her hands were trembling.

I closed the door behind me and twisted the lock.

She rushed me, wrapping her arms around my chest while I held her trembling body.

I squeezed her tight and held her for a long minute without speaking.

Her body stopped trembling, but she still felt tight and anxious.

“Have you heard from Brooke and Mandy?” she asked.

“They’re doing they’re best. They still have a shot of making it.”

“I wish they were here.”

“What can I do to help you relax?”

She went quiet. “What time is it?”

I gazed at my watch. “11:30”

“You have fifteen minutes to fill me up. Do you think you can do it?”

“You want to have sex right now?”

She pulled her leotard over her shoulders, and I noticed a tight sports bra underneath. “It will calm me down, and if I feel your cum inside me, it’s like having a piece of you with me on that beam.”

I gazed down at her, my jaw hanging open. “You’re crazy.” I laughed and shook my head.

She pulled the sports bra over her head and her big titties sprang free, jiggling until they found their true center. “God, I hate this bra.”

My cock unfurled in my boxer briefs, and I undid my belt buckle while I kicked off my tennis shoes.

She wriggled out of her leotard and peeled off her G-string.

My heart beat so hard I thought it would explode. “You will give me a fucking heart attack someday.”

She hopped up on the trainers’ table, her eyes glittering, and her smile cut all the way through to my soul. She opened her legs and leaned back on the trainers’ table with her big tits pushed up. “Fuck me, baby.”

My cock went insta-hard. I stepped between her open legs and slid my tip up and down her labia, already glistening with wetness. “Are you always wet?”

“Are you always hard?” She countered.

“Around you it’s kinda hard not to be.” I worked my tip over her budding clit and swirled it in tight, fast circles.

She groaned and tipped her head back, her ponytail swinging from side to side. “You make me wet, daddy. What can I say?”

Lily’s juices flowed, covering my cock in a glistening sheen. I entered her easily and pushed my cock in to the hilt.

She groaned and wrapped her legs around me before arching her back and thrusting her big titties in my face. “God, I needed your cock in me.”

Her body relaxed while I fucked her slowly at first before picking up steam. I buried my face between her tits and wrapped them around my cheeks, kissing the inside of one before heading to the other.

The trainer’s table squeaked and groaned while I picked up the pace, fucking my golden girl hard and faster. Our skin slapped together, and she sat upright while I gazed into her eyes.

I felt every inch of her warm wet walls slither over my buried shaft while I pounded her over and over. She clamped down with her pussy muscles and relaxed, allowing me to sink ever deeper into her buttery wetness.

“I’ll be honest, the slutty makeup is doing it for me,” I said breathlessly.

“Your fat cock is doing it for me.” She closed her eyes and hung her head back while her tits slapped together, and our rhythmic fucking intensified.

She squeezed her ass cheeks, and I felt her pussy walls quiver around my tip.

I gasped. “What the fuck is that move?”

She giggled and did it again sending a shock wave up and down my body leaving my legs weak and rubbery. “Will it make you come faster?”

Our fuck session was ten minutes long, and the clock was ticking. I almost felt like it was me making a run at the national title.

I hammered her pussy, plunging into her as deep as I ever had, feeling myself bottom out with each pass.

Goosebumps rose across Lily’s chest and her nipples grew stiff and hard. She grunted and moaned bucking her hips with fevered abandon before locking them in place, her pussy spasming.

She was in the throes of a major orgasm, and I was hot on her heels. My orgasm rocketed from my balls with hurricane fury, and I fired off ropes of thick cum deep inside my gymnast’s tight little box. I grunted not holding back continuing to pound her while I drowned her pussy walls in messy white spunk. I pumped harder emptying my seed into her womb until I had nothing left to give.

Breathless, I pulled out and a small river of cum followed, catching on the trainer’s table before dribbling onto the floor. Lily pushed her legs together and quickly threw on her G-string and leotard.

“Why the rush? We still have two minutes,” I said.

“I want to trap your cum inside me.” Without another word, she dropped to her knees and slipped my cock into her mouth, working her tongue over my tip and sucking every last drop from my shaft. She surveyed her work, licking a bubble of cum from my tip before standing and running her tongue over her lips. “Clean as a whistle.”

“You are like a gift from heaven.” I quickly slipped on my pants before pulling Lily into a tight hug. Her body felt warm and loose and if anything, she was more relaxed now than she ever was.

“I think we just established a new pre-meet ritual,” she said.

“In that case, I won’t miss another meet.”

She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, checked her hair and makeup in the mirror before turning to go. “I feel a hundred percent better. Thank you, daddy.” She blew me a kiss and practically skipped from the room.

I fastened my belt and put on my shoes. She hadn’t even mentioned Jimmy’s name, which did my heart good.

I left the trainer’s room and made my way down the hallway. When I turned toward the stadium seating, I heard two high-pitched squealing voices — my babies had returned. I grinned and caught Brooke in a dead sprint a moment before she lunged at me, arms open, practically knocking me to the ground.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, and I spun her around while she peppered my face with kisses.

She wore tight black yoga pants and a matching jacket that conformed to every one of her epic curves.

I counted the minutes until I could peel them off with my teeth. I stared down at her ass and considered a tight squeeze when I caught the security guard watching me out of the corner of my eye.

By that time Mandy had joined her sister, her pregnant belly wrapped in a tight blue top. She kissed me full on the mouth using plenty of tongue before embracing me in an equally tight hug.

The security guard stared at me, jaw agape.

With both women hugging me, I grinned at him and winked.

“I missed you so much,” Brooke said as she dropped to the floor and found my hand intertwining her fingers in mine.

Mandy took my other hand and whispered in my ear. “I think we need a Steve sandwich later tonight.” She licked my ear with the tip of her tongue before stepping back and taking my hand.

“That can be arranged,” I said. “I think adding Lily will make it more like a Steve smorgasbord.”

Brooke squeezed my hand, and I felt her juicy tit press against my shoulder. “I love smorgasbords.”
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We found our seats behind the team bench. Dan and Cindy came in a few minutes later and took the seats behind ours.

Halfway through Lily’s first event, the balance beam, she had performed brilliantly.

It was then Brooke gasped and squeezed my hand — hard.

I leaned over and whispered. “What’s wrong?”

Lily was spot on nailing a tricky series of back handsprings before landing perfectly, finishing a flawless routine to a roaring crowd.

That’s when I noticed the line of cum dribbling down her inner thigh.

I hunkered down in my seat, feeling my cheeks blossom with heat.

Brooke leaned over me and whispered in Mandy’s ear. They gazed at me and giggled before Brooke hooked her elbow around mine and whispered in my ear. “If you’re serving up cream pies, we’ll take two in this row.”

The meet ended with Lily taking the national championship in the women’s all-around. With her jaw-dropping beauty and magnetic personality, winning a title would bring her a whole new level of notoriety. She was already a social media sensation. I had seen her image plastered all over Reddit with a million drooling guys commenting on her ass, tits, and exquisite face. We would likely have to hire an agent once we figured out how it might affect her eligibility. The girl had endorsements in her future.

We met Lily in the hallway where she had a wonderful reunion with her family, me included. She squeezed my hands and hugged me tight before plastering me with a no-holds bar kiss, leaving no guesswork as to our relationship status.

The girls oohed and aahed over Lily’s ruby pendant, and she beamed with pride describing the night I gave it to her.

We took Lily out for a celebratory dinner with her unwilling to let me further than an arm-length away. Brooke took up my other hand, but it didn’t seem to bother Mandy who preferred to show her affection behind bedroom doors.

On our way to the table, a girl, about thirteen, stopped Lily. “Can I have your autograph?”

Everyone else followed the hostess to our table, but I stayed behind with Lily.

The girl’s mother stood behind her daughter gazing between the two of us, probably trying to figure out if I was Lily’s father.

Lily signed the girl’s program and took my hand.

The girl’s mother furrowed her brow. “Are you her dad?”

Lily beamed up at me and smiled. “He’s not my daddy. He’s my boyfriend.”


IV

Pleasure Principal
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Ileft Lakeside High for the last time on a sunny May afternoon. It shouldn’t come as a surprise that the school board disapproved of my relationship with Brooke. The news had turned into a mini scandal, and I received a slew of angry letters from parents condemning my actions. Rather than prolong my agony and theirs, I resigned my position as principal and readied myself for life’s next big phase.

Brooke refused a teaching position with the school and supported me a hundred percent. I tried to talk her out of it, but she insisted it wouldn’t be the same without our being together.

What she didn’t know and what nobody else knew was that I sat on a sizeable nest egg. I inherited a shit-ton of money twenty years ago from a wealthy uncle who shared my affinity for beautiful women. Looking back, I was fairly certain he was a polygamist which may explain our natural affinity.

He must have seen something in me I hadn’t yet seen in myself. Anyway, with twenty years of smart investing and some dumb luck, I had turned five million into twenty-two million and growing. I never considered the money essential to the lifestyle I enjoyed and preferred to watch it grow. Now I was glad I had sat on it. I didn’t need to worry about money, and I never needed to work again if I didn’t want to.

The girls knew none of this. I would tell them when the time was right, but I worried it might change our relationships for the worse.

As I pulled into my driveway, I noted several cars parked on the street I didn’t recognize. Over the last six months, my house had turned into a three-ring circus, so I shrugged it off, parked, and headed for the front door.

When I stepped into the entryway I froze.

Hip hop music blared from what sounded like the backyard pool.

The pool was a recent addition. The girls had requested it, so I obliged. I was glad I had. Once the warm weather arrived, I christened it with a Brooke and Mandy sandwich. I would’ve made it a hat trick, but at that point, Lily hadn’t arrived home from university.

I frowned. None of the girls listened to hip hop music. Who was home? It had to be Jack or my youngest son, Ben. Jack had come around only twice since he discovered the truth about Brooke and me. That revelation stung him hard, and I didn’t blame him for his anger.

If it wasn’t Jack, that meant my youngest son Ben was home.

I peeled off my tie and tossed it on the banister before I kicked off my shoes and headed for the kitchen. After capping off a twenty-year run as an educator, an ice-cold beer sounded pretty fucking good.

When I stepped through the kitchen door, a stunning young woman wearing a black bikini stood with her back to me. She poured margarita mix and tequila into our margarita maker she had already loaded with ice.

The woman had long raven hair tied back in a ponytail, a golden tan, and an ass that demanded attention. But to call it merely an ass was doing it a disservice. She had a big booty and tits so impressive they were easily visible from behind. She was curvy and thick in a way that set my cock stirring, and I didn’t know who she was until she turned around to face me.

“Steve, you’re home.” Cindy Shaw smiled at me, her blue eyes sparkling. She held the bottle of tequila in one hand and the margarita mixer in the other, which offered a spectacular, unfiltered view of her eye-popping tits.

I gawked at her deep cleavage stuffed into a matching black bikini top with vapor-thin spaghetti straps that seriously tested the boundaries of modern-day physics. At thirty, Cindy was a stunning beauty who I hadn’t given her proper due. Her six-pack abs and lean, thick muscular legs provided testimony to her superb physical conditioning. I couldn’t believe she had once babysat my kids and the Shaw sisters.

“Where’s Dan?”

“He’s a little under the weather,” she said. “He’s sitting this one out.” She hoisted the bottles skyward, causing her big tits to jiggle and shake. “I hope you’re thirsty.”

“Are we having a party?” I went to the fridge and popped open a beer.

“Duh.” It’s not every day a guy retires. “It’s time to celebrate.” She put down the tequila and mixer and poured herself a margarita from the machine.

I gazed out the kitchen window and saw my son Ben sitting on a deck chair with a few of his friends. “Where’s Brooke and Lily?”

“They’ll be home any minute. They went to pick up some pizza.” She sipped on her frozen drink and smiled. “Yummy.”

I stared down the barrel of her big natural DD’s. Between her blowjob-ready lips, meaty fat-free thighs, and her bodacious bootylicious ass, she was, as the boys say, THIC. Yummy indeed Mrs. Shaw. Your milkshake definitely brings all the boys to the yard. Dan was one lucky guy.

“Ben brought three girls to the party,” Cindy said. “His one request was that you not hit on his girlfriend, Misha.”

“Ha, ha,” I said. “You’re a real comedian.”

She giggled and sipped her drink. “I’m not kidding. He said you’re a chic magnet and if Misha comes anywhere near you, he will leave.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not a chic magnet.”

“Please. Why do you think all these scantily clad twenty-year-olds are coming around? Words out that the hot principal is into the younger generation.”

My cheeks grew hot, and I averted my gaze. “I doubt that.”

She shrugged. “Let’s see how many parties go down at that pool between now and the end of the summer. I bet you a hundred bucks the girl to guy ratio will be three to one.”

“You’re on.” Cindy was right about one thing — with Brooke’s graduation party last weekend, and now this, we were turning into quite the party hub. Lily was home for the summer and with Mandy’s baby on the way, my house suddenly felt two sizes small. We already had people coming and going at what seemed all hours of the night. Throw in my son and his friends and the parties wouldn’t stop. I sighed. Maybe I was too old for this shit. I swallowed half my beer in a single gulp. “I think I’ll change into something less conspicuous. Be right back.”

“Steve, before you go, there’s something I’d like to say to you while we’re alone. I’ve meant to tell you for a long time, but I couldn’t find the right time.” Her face softened, and she gazed up at me with tears welling in her eyes.

“Cindy, what’s wrong? Is everything okay with Dan?”

She dabbed her eyes. “I’m just getting emotional.” She let out a deep breath. “Okay. Let me get this out before I completely fall apart. After Dan’s divorce, things got pretty dark. The girls wouldn’t speak to him. He withdrew and started drinking. It was a very hard time.” Her eyes took on a glassy, faraway look, as if reliving those sad memories. “Add in Susan’s death and well, I thought I might lose him. Then you came along and suddenly the girls were back in Dan’s life. It means so much more to him than he’ll ever say.” Her voice quivered, and she took a moment to regain her composure. “Whew. That was harder than I thought.” She smiled and wiped her eyes. “Anyway. Thank you. You’ve made his life complete. You’re a wonderful friend, and I love you very much.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek before gently rubbing away her red lipstick. “Now you can go change.”

For the past year, I had worried about Dan hating me for nothing. Maybe if I had switched perspectives, I would have noticed that myself. Life has a funny way of working out. I lost my job, but my best friend got his family back. That was a trade I’d make any day of the week. I smiled down at the raven-haired beauty. “He’s lucky to have you.”

“Believe me, I know. I remind him of that every day.” She laughed and picked up her margarita. “Go. You’ve got a party to attend.”

I went upstairs and changed before checking on Mandy. I opened her bedroom door, slipped in, and gently shut the door behind me.

Mandy stood before her bathroom sink completely naked, leaning forward, her face in the mirror applying lipstick. She had done her makeup to perfection, and her silky raven hair hung loose over her shoulders. She wore the sapphire earrings I had given her for Christmas and the diamond necklace I had surprised her with last week. It wasn’t every day a woman gave birth to your child, and the necklace was a token of my love and gratitude.

She gazed up at me in the mirror’s reflection, “Hi, baby.”

As far as her pregnancy, Mandy was all belly. Her ass had ripened to bodacious MILF levels and her muscular legs and beautiful thighs were as sleek and smooth as ever. Her tits, big to start with, had swollen to ripe double D’s. They jiggled and swayed in the mirror while Mandy made last-minute adjustments to her hair and makeup.

My cock strained in my shorts, and I had a sudden urge to slide my cock inside my young hot MILF. “Wow.”

She grinned and smacked her lips together as if making sure her lipstick was perfect. “How was your last day?”

I stepped up behind her and pressed my rock-hard bulge against the soft folds of her creamy ass. “Better now.” I slid my hand over her baby mound before moving higher and cupping one of her giant titties in my hand, tweaking her nipple to hardness.

Mandy ground her ass against my cock while desire washed over her eyes. “Mmm… you feel good, but we have to make it a quickie.”

I unzipped my shorts and let them fall to my ankles. My diamond-hard cock sprang free and slapped against her ass cheek. “Where are you going?” I wasn’t one to track the girl’s whereabouts, but it stung a bit that Mandy wouldn’t be here for the party.

Mandy put down her lipstick and braced herself on the sink. “Dad isn’t feeling well. I’m bringing him some chicken soup and making sure he’s okay.”

Now I felt bad. I dragged my cock through the sweet pink folds of her labia, surprised to find her already wet. My cock pulsed with pent-up anticipation while Mandy continued to grind. “That’s sweet of you.” I slipped my tip into her hole and gently glided my cock home, burying it to the hilt in one smooth motion.

Mandy closed her eyes and groaned; her pretty face contorted with ecstasy. “God, I love your cock so fucking much.”

Her pussy spasmed and her tight walls contracted as if making room for my steely girth. I felt every inch of her come alive while I stroked her seven-month mommy mound. “And I love your body almost as much as I love you.”

She grunted while I fucked her, tits swaying every time our skin slapped together. “I’ll be back later for the party. I promise.” She let out a long, slow moan and goose bumps rose across her hips and back.

The slippery sounds of our lovemaking filled the bathroom, and I continued to pound my raven-haired queen, feeling my cock bump her cervix with every nut-clenching pass.

“I swear you will induce labor with that thing.” She gazed up at me in the mirror, her blue eyes heavy with desire.

“Give it another six weeks.” I fucked her harder and faster and my balls constricted. “I’ll fuck you straight into labor.”

As I increased the pace of our fucking, her big mommy boobs slapped together, and her hips jiggled with each penetrating thrust. Mandy opened her mouth, arched her back, and thrust out her tits, nipples standing fully erect.

I felt her pussy clamp down around my cock and I slid my hands from her swaying hips up to her pendulous melons, taking one in each of my hungry hands.

“Yes…ohhhhh…unnnhhhh.” She moaned and thrust her ass out, forcing my cock in as deep as it could go.

With Mandy in the throes of her own orgasm, I flooded her pussy with a day’s worth of repressed sexual energy. I fired thick jets of cum into my twenty-six-year-old mommy, painting her womb with buckets of cum.

“That’s it, baby. Fill me up.” She moved her hips slowly, milking my cock while I grazed her hard nipples, letting them slide between my fingers.

Afterward she turned and faced me, her baby bump between us and my cum sliding down her inner thigh. Mandy wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me softly. “Feel better?”

“Much.”

She dragged her fingers through my hair and kissed me one last time. “Now you can last longer for Lily and Brooke.”

“You aren’t joining us?” My heart sank. I loved her body and savored every second I could while she was in the MILF-magic stage of her pregnancy.

“I’ll stop by the party and say hi, but the baby makes me so tired.” She kissed the tip of my nose and gazed into my eyes. “Don’t be mad, okay?”

“I love you.” I gave her tits one last squeeze and dropped to my knees before kissing her mound. “And I love her too.”

“How do you know she’s a she?”

We wanted the gender to be a surprise and chose not to find out. “Call it fatherly intuition.”


Chapter 30
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Ilet Mandy finish dressing before I kissed her goodbye. My next stop was the pool and my son Ben.

I made my way through the house and found the kitchen empty. Through the window I saw Cindy sitting poolside sipping her margarita and chatting with Ben and his friends. I still couldn’t believe she had once been his baby sitter. That felt like a lifetime ago.

I grabbed a fresh beer, opened the sliding glass door, and stepped out onto the pool deck.

Brooke and Lily still weren’t back, but Ben sat poolside with his feet in the pool sipping a beer. A petite brunette with a pixie cute and a firm little body sat next to him.

I walked across the deck while the late spring sunshine blazed overhead. I wore a hat and sunglasses to keep the sun at bay, my black swim trunks, and a plain gray tee shirt. It was my new official uniform.

At my arrival, Cindy turned in her chair and smiled up at me. “We were ready to send out a search party.” She winked at me, knowing full well what I was up to.

Ben smiled and stood as I approached. “Congrats, dad.”

At twenty, Ben was the same age as Lily, and had briefly made a run at her heart only to crash and burn like a million guys before him. Much to the dismay of my sons, it seemed I had cornered the market on the Shaw sisters.

Ben stood over six feet tall, had brown short-cropped hair and blue eyes like his mother. He was a collegiate swimmer and in superb physical condition. He seemed to grow new muscle every time I saw him, and he had a strong clean jawline and reminded me of myself at his age.

Ben and I embraced, and I noticed Cindy smile adoringly.

“Thanks, pal. You just made my day.” We stepped back, and I gazed across the pool. I had paid little attention to Ben’s crew and after Cindy’s warning, I wanted to make sure I had them all straight. “Who are your friends?”

The petite brunette pixie stood and joined Ben and me.

“Dad, I’d like you to meet my girlfriend, Misha.”

Misha had a tight ass and firm little A-cups. She wore dark sunglasses and a blue bikini. She extended her hand as she approached. “It’s nice to finally met you, Mr. Parker.”

I shook her hand. “You too, Misha. Thanks for coming.”

Her smile was warm and genuine, and she curled her arm around Ben’s seemingly happy to be with my son.

Ben pointed across the pool. “That’s Adam. He’s in my fraternity, and Adam’s girlfriend Trish. Trish was in the class ahead of me at Lakeside.”

Adam was a big burly guy with plenty of muscle, and I remembered Trish from high school. She was a dishwater blonde who had filled out nicely in the years since her graduation.

I tipped my head to Adam, and he returned a nod, hoisting his beer in a party salute.

I waved at Trish. “It’s nice to see you again, Trish.”

“Thanks Mr. P,” Trish said. “Congrats on your retirement.”

Ouch. “Let’s not call it a retirement. It’s more of a career change.”

She giggled. “Sorry.”

Cindy’s chair obscured the last of Ben’s friends. She sat on the opposite side of the pool with her legs dangling in the water.

“You remember my friend Bridget?” Trish said.

A tall, lithe, brown-haired girl with sun-streaked strands of blonde stood and emerged from behind Cindy’s chair. She wore a tight white bikini with bow ties securing her bottoms, one on each hip. Her big bouncy tits bulged from the matching top and with a flat-toned stomach and exquisite hour-glass figure she could have stepped straight from the pages of Sports Illustrated. Her straight hair fell over her shoulders and stopped just above her bikini line. Despite the late May date, she had honed a superb mid-summer tan and her full pink lips looked lethal.

My stomach seesawed and my hands went weak. I knew her better than any student who had walked the halls of Lakeside. She had blossomed into a full-fledged goddess. I smiled warmly. “Bridget King.”

“Hi Mr. Parker.” She smiled and approached me, breasts jiggling with each step.

Bridget worked for me as a student aid during her senior year of high school. But our relationship went far deeper than that. When she was a sophomore, I helped her through the tragic death of her parents serving as a shoulder to cry on and a pseudo-life counselor. Our relationship shifted into mentor-mentee, where I helped shape her post high school plans, including securing teacher recommendations and SAT scores. She was the school’s valedictorian and the head cheerleader. Ultimately, she earned a full-ride academic scholarship to Northwestern, where she majored in computer engineering. With equal amounts of beauty and brains, Bridget King was the total package. As far as former students went, she was number one on my short list. Although I never confirmed it, I suspected she developed an infatuation with me during her senior year when she worked in my office. Needless to say, I hadn’t acted on that hunch, but had plenty of late night, masturbatory fantasies where she played the leading lady.

She pushed her mirrored shades up on the crown of her head. The bright afternoon sunshine brought out the golden flecks in her hazel eyes and when we embraced, she smelled of clean soap and sunscreen — wholesome and sweet, Bridget King rivaled the Shaw sisters in terms of beauty and grace. Since high school, her beauty had flourished, and she looked closer to twenty-five than the twenty-one I knew her to be.

Her big tits squeezed against my chest, and I let my gaze travel down her back before settling on her full, heart-shaped ass. My cock stirred, and I felt that old familiar pang of longing reserved for Lily, Mandy, and Brooke. But she wasn’t a Shaw sister, which meant I was playing with fire.

The hug was quick and innocent before she stepped back, her expression lit with girl-next-door energy. “I can’t believe it’s really you, Mr. P. You look so different.”

“Age creeps up on all of us.”

“No.” She grinned and swiveled from side to side while she clasped her hands in front of her. The action caused her tits to squeeze together and form a ski slope of golden-brown, mouthwatering cleavage. “You look younger. I’m not used to seeing you dressed so casually.”

With my five o’clock shadow, Cubs ball cap, and dark sunglasses, I’m sure I looked closer to her age than mine. Add in the tee shirt and baggy swim trunks, and I looked ready to hit the college bars. “Even principals get to clock off.”

“I guess now you’re permanently off the clock. Congratulations. It’s definitely their loss.”

I wondered how much she knew about my relationships with Lily, Brooke, and Mandy. She likely knew everything, and if she didn’t, she would know soon enough. We hadn’t exactly hidden my growing harem. It was just embarrassing to admit it to a former student who held me in such high esteem. I blurted it out anyway. “I have three lovely ladies who keep me occupied. I won’t have time to sulk.”

“Ah, yes — the harem.” She smiled, flashing me her pearly whites.

I felt heat blossom under my shirt and my cheeks flush. “I don’t view them as objects.”

She reached out and touched my wrist. “I’m sorry, Mr. Parker. That came out all wrong. I have zero problem with it.”

An awkward silence hung in the air. Ben and Misha stood by gawking while Trish and Adam hung on every word.

“They’re a family,” Cindy said, coming to my rescue. “A loving family.” She raised her glass in my direction. “Right, Steve?”

“That’s right.” I turned back to Bridget. “I love all three of them. I paid that price with my job.”

“Mr. Parker. I… I….” She stammered and her eyes looked distraught. “I think it’s beautiful. It was just a stupid joke.” She looked genuinely upset.

“Pizza’s here,” Brooke’s bubbly voice came from behind us.

We turned to face Lily and Brooke. Both girls pranced across the deck in their tight bikinis. Brooke wore a white and black polka dot number and Lily’s was bright pink. They each carried two boxes of pizza and set them out on the bar.

Ben, Misha, and Cindy headed for the pizza boxes while Lily flipped open the lids and Brooke headed toward me.

Behind me, I heard Adam whisper to Trish. “Holy shit, that’s really her. I can’t fucking believe it.”

“I told you,” she said. “Shut up before you make a fool of yourself.”

Since her national championship, Lily had turned into a major social media celebrity. With over a million Instagram followers, her pictures were plastered all over the web, and she had even picked up a few stalking paparazzi. Of course, it wasn’t surprising given her beauty, body, and athletic accomplishments. She was destined to draw the spotlight, and it was my goal to protect her.

Brooke honed in on Bridget like a mama bear threatening her cub. She made a beeline for me after dropping off the pizza.

She wore her mirrored shades so I couldn’t read her eyes, but I could guess. She came up beside me and wrapped her arm around my waist. “Oh my God, Bridget. How are you?” She slid her hand over my stomach, making no bones about claiming me as her own.

“I’m great,” Bridget said. “Thanks for having us over.”

Lily showed up at my other side and practically jumped into Bridget’s arms. “Oh my God. Bridget. I can’t believe you’re here.”

She laughed and pulled Lily into a tight embrace. “I was telling Mr. Parker the same thing.”

Lily frowned and glanced back at me. “Does she mean you?”

“Bridget, call me Steve. Everyone else does.”

Lily turned to me and pulled me into a kiss before whispering in my ear. “I prefer calling you daddy.”

With Lily’s big tits smashed into my chest and her pussy pressed against my thigh, my cock lurched in my shorts.

Bridget must have overheard Lily because a slight smile crept across her face before she averted her gaze.

With Brooke still clinging to me, Lily slipped her fingers in mine and squeezed before kissing me on the lips. “I’m glad you’re home. I missed you,” she said.

Across the pool, Adam gawked at us, jaw agape.

“Who wants margaritas?” Cindy asked coming out of the house with a pitcher in each hand.

Ben cranked the music, and the pizza soon gave way to a steady stream of margaritas, beers, and by the time the sun set, we were doing Fireball shots. At some point Mandy came home and kissed me goodnight before retreating to her room.

The girls had turned the pool deck into a dance floor while the booze flowed, and the inhibitions dropped.

Through it all, Brooke didn’t leave my side. Despite me showering her with attention, the green-eyed monster she had long admitted was her biggest flaw had come roaring from seclusion. The booze only made it worse. She sensed Bridget was a threat, and she was probably spot-on.

Bridget wasn’t helping. I caught her frequently eye-fucking me and with every fresh drink she found an excuse to bump me with her tits, brush her hand over mine, and even once tried to grind me on the dance floor.

I worried that Brooke would knock Bridget out if she kept up the constant flirting.

Lily didn’t have that problem. She partied the night away with Bridget, Misha, Trish, and even Cindy. Adam spent half the night ogling Lily, which seemed to anger Trish more with each passing flirt. It didn’t help that he was three sheets to the wind. At one point, he took a selfie with Lily and let his hand wander down to her ass.

Before I could intervene Lily playfully slapped his hand away and Trish dragged him off to a corner, letting him have it with both barrels.

Lily and I enjoyed a long make-out session with one of Journey’s greatest hits crooning from the speaker. That seemed to draw Bridget in like a diabetic to a slice of sugar pie. And when I slid my hands inside Lily’s bikini bottom, I thought Adam would have an aneurysm.

Ben and Misha remained neutral throughout the night, partying equally with everyone while paying a whole lot of attention to each other. Cindy worked the margarita machine and did her best to keep the peace. Meanwhile, she had a harder and harder time containing her tits, and I confirmed what I long suspected. Her nipples were fucking legend.

Late in the night, with the music thumping and everyone sideways drunk, Brooke slipped off to the bathroom while I followed her inside and leaned against the kitchen counter trying to force the world upright.

About ten seconds after Brooke disappeared, Bridget appeared before me. Her hard nipples pressed through her white bikini top, and I noticed the dark outline of her areolas beneath the thin fabric. At this point in the night, personal space had vanished, and Bridget stepped in tight, wrapping her arms around my neck. “You know, I always had the biggest crush on you.” She slurred her words and somehow it only made her even hotter.

I froze, not sure what to do. I didn’t dare make a move to touch her. I was crazy, but I wasn’t nuts. If Brooke didn’t kill her, then Lily would and then Cindy would stomp her remains. “Yeah? I didn’t know that.”

She worked her finger down the curve of my pectoral muscle and stepped inside my outstretched leg, sliding her bikini-clad pussy against my bare thigh. “I want to be in the harem too.” She giggled and I could smell the alcohol on her breath. “It makes me wet thinking about tasting your cock.” She leaned in to kiss me and I drew back, trying to avoid her.

“I can fuck every bit as good as Lily and Brooke. Let’s go to your room and I’ll prove it.” She hiccupped and reached for my swim trunks, trying to slide her hand down the front.

In the next moment, Bridget’s body jerked backward, and Brooke appeared with her hands balled into fists and a storm raging in her eyes. “Leave him the fuck alone,” she said. “He’s my fiancé. Not yours.” She slurred her words just as bad as Bridget.

I hadn’t proposed to Brooke, but I wasn’t about to correct her. I wrapped my arm around Brooke’s waist and easily dragged her away from Bridget, who had fallen backward over my sectional sofa.

Brooke tried to push me away. “She’s trying to fucking steal you.”

“She can’t steal me because I love you,” I said.

Brooke relaxed just enough to stop fighting me. She then whirled on me with rage and pain and tears clouding her eyes. “If you love me, then why won’t you fucking marry me?”

I froze and gaped at her, too stunned to move. She had never once raised her voice to me. I couldn’t even remember arguing with Brooke about anything — ever. She had never pressured me for marriage, and I had no idea she was repressing all that emotion. But there it was, out in the open for all to see. Alcohol, the great truth serum, dragged out of her what she dared not speak aloud.

Brooke ran off upstairs with tears in her eyes, and I followed, the party forgotten.

She slammed the bedroom door in my face, but she didn’t lock it, which I took as a good sign. I didn’t dare barge in. I could hear her sobbing in the bedroom, and I kicked myself for not reading the signs. I had every intention of marrying Brooke; I just didn’t know how to handle Lily and Mandy. I loved them all equally. Was it fair for me to marry one woman when I loved three? But the law made it clear—I could marry one woman. I had been in near constant inner turmoil over this exact topic for the better part of a year.

I rapped softly on the door. “Can I come in?”

“Go away.” She said. “Why don’t you go fuck your new girlfriend instead?”

I sighed, slid to the floor, and leaned back against the wall.

Thirty seconds later, Lily emerged in the upstairs hallway. “What happened? Bridget’s downstairs crying.”

“Bridget made a pass at me,” I said.

“Shit. Not good.” She paused outside the door and listened to Brooke’s sobbing. “She sounds upset.”

“I’ll talk to her,” I said.

Lily sat down in the hallway across from me on the floor. “It’s better to give her a few minutes. I’ll go talk to her—not you.”

I sighed. “She’s furious with me. She wants to know why I haven’t married her.”

Lily averted her gaze. “I’m sure she’ll get over it,” she mumbled half-heartedly.

“What’s wrong?”

She looked up at me, and her shoulders sagged. “Why won’t you marry her, Steve?” Lily paused, meeting my gaze straight on. “She loves you. What more do you want?”

The revelation stunned me. “I….” I licked the dryness from my lips and a deep hollowness formed in my gut. “I don’t want to hurt you and Mandy. I love all three of you. I can’t choose only one of you.”

She sighed and slid forward until she was close enough to hold my hands. Our knees touched, and she kissed my hand. “I love you too. So does Mandy. We aren’t going anywhere. I plan on growing old with you and having your babies and everything else that goes with it.”

“Then how can I marry your sister without hurting you?” Tears streamed down my cheeks and I quietly sobbed, leaning into Lily’s embrace. “I can’t lose any of you. It will kill me.”

She kissed me softly on the cheek. “You can marry her for the same reason Brooke has no problem with our arrangement. We love her, Steve. She shared you with us. In fact, it’s the ultimate gift of her love for all of us. I thought you understood. Without her, none of this works.”

It was a moment of clarity one rarely gets in a life. An epiphany so obvious in hindsight that I kicked myself for being such a dumbass. It changed my entire perspective on three relationships at once. I wasn’t the center of our little foursome. It was Brooke. It always had been, and it always would be. Why did I ever think this was all about me? Of course, Brooke’s sisters loved her. Of course, they talked without me. Why hadn’t I seen it sooner? It was all so fucking obvious. I stared down at Lily’s pink toenails and kissed the soft swell between her breasts. “I want to marry you and Mandy and Brooke.”

“We can have a ceremony, but you need to marry Brooke — legally. She’s the one. I don’t need the paper and neither does Mandy.” Her eyes welled with tears, and she kissed me gently on my forehead before sighing and wrapping me tightly in her arms. “I’m not going anywhere, baby. Neither is Mandy. You’re stuck with us for life.”

I gazed up at her and felt the hot tears cooling on my cheeks. “How did you get so fucking smart?”

She smiled and kissed me softly on the lips before wiping away my tears. “I’m more than a dumb blonde, you know.”

I scooped her up and cradled her in my lap, softly kissing her while I rested my hand on the swell of her hip. “God, I love you so much.”

“I love you too, daddy.” She giggled, and I swatted her ass.

She let me hold her for as long as I wanted, and it was for a long time. She stroked the nape of my neck and kissed me softly while I felt her heart beat against my chest.

“Do you mind if I go talk to her?” I asked. “I know what to say.”

“I know you do.” She wiped away the rest of my tears and uncurled herself from my lap. “I’ll go downstairs and talk Bridget off a cliff.”

“Do you want me to run interference with Adam? He seems a little….”

“Hands-on?”

“Yeah. Sorry about that.”

“It ain’t my first rodeo, baby. Besides, Ben ain’t gonna let it happen.”

That made me feel much better. “Will you join us?”

She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me again. “You can count on it.”

After Lily left, I stood and took a deep breath before opening the door. I stuck my head inside and gazed across the room.

Brooke was curled up on the bed with a thin blanket covering her. She was sniffling but was no longer sobbing.

“Baby, can I come in? We need to talk.”

Without looking at me, Brooke shrugged her shoulders, which I took as consent.

I stepped inside and gently closed the door behind me.

She continued sniffling while I crossed the room and sat on the bed just below her feet. “You know there’s nothing going on between Bridget and I, right?”

She shrugged again.

I sighed and dug deep, deciding to talk straight from my heart. “Brooke, do you remember last year when I came over to help you with your resume?”

That piqued her curiosity. She glanced down at me and frowned. “Yes. What about it?”

“From the moment I laid eyes on you, and I do mean the singular moment, I knew I loved you the same as I know the sun will rise in the east and the next breath will fill my lungs. It terrified me that you might not love me back. In fact, I convinced myself it would never happen.”

“That’s silly,” she said. “It was obvious how much I loved you right from the start.”

“Isn’t it obvious how much I love you too?” I stared at her, letting her own words sink in.

She sat up and the blanket fall away. She hadn’t changed from her white polka dot bikini.

“Brooke, with all my heart, I….” I paused. What I planned on saying sounded rehearsed and contrived. It didn’t connect with our story. Come on, Steve, dig deeper.

She sat back on the headboard with her arms folded over her chest and gazed at me, her eyes hesitant and her mouth set in a straight line.

“A few minutes ago, your little sister made something very clear.”

“What?” Her voice was soft, and she stared at me, waiting.

“Mainly that I’m a fucking idiot.”

She smiled, and her eyes twinkled. “I could’ve told you that.”

I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. “She reminded me of something I’d forgotten along our journey.” I edged closer and reached for her hands. She didn’t resist. “You are my sun and my moon. Without you, I have nothing.” Tears welled in my eyes and my chin quivered with raw emotion.

Tears rolled down her cheeks, and she ripped away the blanket and lunged into my arms. “I’m sorry I yelled at you.”

I squeezed her tight and breathed in her sweet strawberry scent. It was like crack, and I was an addict. “I’m sorry for not putting a ring on your finger. I promise to make it better.”

“I don’t care about the ring.” She brought her face around to mine and kissed me passionately, her deep love palpable on her lips. She opened her mouth and our tongues met, hot and hungry.

We devoured each other, and she broke off our kiss long enough to yank my tee shirt over my head and toss it aside. “I need you inside me,” she said breathlessly.

I reached behind her and unhooked her bikini, letting her beautiful ripe C-cups swing free. Her nipples, rock hard, stood atop her pale pink areolas, puffy and raised.

She pushed down my swim trunks and my fat cock sprang free.

I devoured her nipple, sucking it between my lips and gently nibbling her hardening bud.

Brooke moaned and ran her fingers through my hair while I continued working over her breasts, kneading one while sucking the other.

She stroked my cock and kissed behind my ear. “You’re so hard.”

I hooked my thumbs inside her bikini bottoms before guiding them over her flawless hips, creamy bubble butt, and strong smooth thighs.

I unlatched myself from Brooke’s tits long enough to guide her back on the bed. In one smooth motion, I pulled her bikini bottoms off and tossed them aside.

She gazed up at me, her head on the pillow and her legs slightly parted.

I drank in the silky-smooth curves of her creamy thighs, her smoothly shaved pussy, and her pink glistening labia. I slid my hands down her along her inner thighs before curling my palms under her knees. I edged forward, cock bobbing before I easily pinned Brooke’s legs back on each side of her body, allowing me unfettered access to her sweet pink mound.

Brooke hooked her hands under her knees and kept them back while I lowered my lips to her pussy and kissed each of her outer lips.

Her breathing intensified, and her labia glistened with slick wetness.

She knew what was coming, and I loved it. “Relax, baby girl.”

“Mmmm…” She pinned her legs back further by her ears and raised her hips, pushing her pussy into my face.

My mouth watered and her sweet intoxicating scent set my cock twitching. My tongue settled on her labia, causing Brooke to shudder and gyrate her hips.

I worked my tongue clockwise around her lips, licking her juices and probing her inner folds while I inched my tongue toward her sweet pink meat.

Her breathing quickened. “Yes,” she hissed and drove her hips upward.

The action forced my tongue deep into her trench and I slipped into her opening, probing with my tip while using the flat of my tongue to lap up her flowing juices.

Brooke continued to grind her hips, while I performed a counterclockwise swirl, my tongue tasting every inch of her vagina.

I licked upward and flicked her clit with my tongue before pulling her bud into my mouth and gently sucking it between my lips.

Brooke let out a loud moan and released a torrent of juice that flooded my face and chin.

I continued probing from her clit, down her lips and into her opening. Up and down, over and over, swirling my tip over her glistening pink.

Her body shuddered, and her pussy quivered, then the floodgates opened. She released Niagara Falls over my face, lips, and tongue. Brooke locked her thighs around my head while a powerful orgasm swept over her body.

When she finished, she loosened her death grip around my head and let her legs fall limp over my shoulders. “God, you’re good at that.”

My cock aching, I kissed my way up her pussy to her flat creamy tummy. “It’s easy when you taste so fucking sweet.”

“Fuck me,” she said breathlessly while sliding her fingers through my hair.

I licked her belly button as I traveled higher up her body before using my tongue to climb the Mt. Everest of titties.

She groaned and gyrated her hips, and her wetness left a snail trail down my chest while I continued my trek northward.

Hot and hungry, I opened my mouth and engulfed her areola and nipple sucking one while kneading the other sliding her nipple between my open fingers. The tip of my cock touched her warm, wet pussy and a jolt of sexual energy ricocheted down my body.

Brooke pulled my hair, dragging my face to hers before our lips met, and our tongues collided.

In the next instant, I buried my meat inside her to the hilt. Overwhelmed with raw emotion and pure sexual chemistry, I nearly blasted my load into her depths.

Brooke’s breath curled down my neck while she used her tongue to explore my mouth, moaning and grunting as I started slow-fucking my ginger beauty.

Brooke wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me in deeper, forcing her hips up while the soft slapping skin of our lovemaking filled the silence.

“I love you, baby,” she whispered between kisses.

“I love you too, sweetness.” I pounded her harder bottoming out with each pass.

Brooke laid her head back on the pillow, allowing me to focus on her beautiful face and the hypnotic swaying of her perfect tits.

I continued to plow her pussy and her breasts jiggled and swirled in tight circles in time with our gyrating hips. I gazed down our bodies and watched my cock disappear in and out of my beautiful princess and my orgasm built to the point of no return. “Not gonna last…”

“Let it go, baby,” she said while gazing into my eyes.

A powerful orgasm surged through my body and my cock spasmed as warm cum flooded Brooke’s pussy. I gazed into her eyes and watched her beautiful green eyes sparkle while my seed flowed deep inside her.

“There’s so much of it tonight.” She bit her lip and gazed into my eyes while spasms of cum continued to paint her uterus white. Finally, I collapsed onto her chest, my body spent.

Afterward, we lay naked together, our sweaty bodies entwined. She played with the hair at the nape of my neck.

I circled my finger around her areola before tweaking her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. “Almost a year later, and I still can’t get enough of you.”

She ran her fingers down my back and kissed the top of my head. “That makes two of us.”

“I’m thirsty. Do you want some water?”

“Yes, please. Also, can you make sure the house is locked up?”

“Be right back.” I kissed her nose. “But don’t move. I’ve got another round in me.” Fucking Brooke had a way of making me want more. She was like a drug and some nights we fucked four or five times until I was sated. Of course, my trip to the kitchen had an ulterior motive. I meant to find Lily and make sure she was okay, then convince her to join us for a threesome. We hadn’t had a threesome since Lily arrived home for summer break, and I had been dreaming about it for weeks.

“Why am I not surprised? I won’t move until you’ve had your fill. Happy?”

Downstairs, I made a quick pit stop in the bathroom. I continued through the house and found it dark and quiet. There was no sign of Ben, Bridget, Cindy, or any of the others. I peeked out front and saw Ben’s and Cindy’s car, but everyone else was gone.

To my dismay, Lily wasn’t anywhere on the first floor. She and Cindy had probably grabbed one of the guest rooms and I briefly considered making a surprise visit but decided Dan definitely wouldn’t like me making a play for his wife.

When I arrived back upstairs, I closed the door and turned toward Brooke. “Everybody’s —

My heart skipped a beat. Lily was in our bed and on all fours, straddling Brooke — the bikini long gone. Brooke and Lily were making out their lips and tongues a blur of swirling activity.

Fuck yes. I stripped off my shorts and set aside the water before making a beeline for the bed.

The girls hadn’t noticed my entry, or if they had, they weren’t acknowledging me.

Lily’s tight gymnast butt was ripe and ready for plucking. Her pink folds glistened beneath the soft swell of her inner thighs and my cock went from zero to sixty in about five seconds.

On all fours, Lily straddled Brooke with Brooke’s legs positioned inside Lily’s knees. Lily’s exquisite tan lines only heightened my desire. Her golden blonde hair hung loose down her back and her big tits hung beneath her, half pressed into Brooke’s chest. The result was a delicious bulge of four succulent breasts mashed together in a mound of sexual candy.

Thank God I already came once. I crawled onto the bed behind Lily, slid my hands over her hips, and guided my swollen prick inside the swell of her ass cheeks.

Lily groaned and glanced over her shoulder at me, smiling wickedly. “Did you come to fuck your baby girl?”

My cock throbbed, and I dragged my tip over her labia, grinding into her pussy while her juices flowed. “Daddy came to tuck in his princess.”

“I’m not tired, daddy. I want your fat cock inside me instead.” She leaned down and kissed Brooke while pushing her hips backward, forcing my tip into her hole.

I drove forward sliding my cock home while Lily gyrated her hips twisting my cock inside her pussy like a corkscrew.

Brooke and Lily continued to go at it while Lily moaned softly and squeezed her pussy, clamping down on my shaft with her tight vaginal walls.

I drove my cock in and out of Lily’s cunt with long, powerful strokes. “Were you a naughty girl at the party tonight, Lily?”

“Yes… daddy.” She said between hard grunts. She lowered her lips to Brooke’s nipple and sucked while I hammered her pussy, watching my shining cock slide in and out of my sweet baby’s honey pot. I smacked Lily’s ass hard, and she let out a little squeak, but her pussy spasmed and my cock glistened with a fresh release of juice. “That’s for drinking behind daddy’s back.”

“I’m… sorry… daddy.” She could barely talk through the grunts and moans while I pounded her mercilessly, my balls begging for release.

I kept up the pace, ramming her pussy while I slapped her ass again and again, leaving my red hand prints enshrined on each cheek.

Lily’s pussy ran like a busted faucet and her breaths came short and shallow. “Can I come, daddy?”

My cock twitched, and my balls tightened. “No. Not until you’ve learned your lesson.”

Lily arched her back and thrust her tit into Brooke’s mouth. She couldn’t hold out much longer. “Please. I can’t hold it, daddy.”

I slipped my thumb in Lily’s asshole and gently probed.

Lily tossed her head back and moaned. “Ohhhh… God… I can’t stop… it.”

“You have my permission, my sweet angel.” My words came out breathless as my cock hammered her in a blur, our bodies slapping together.

Her body went rigid, and her pussy clamped down around my shaft, igniting the fuse on my orgasm.

With Lily lost in the throes of ecstasy, ropes of fiery cum blasted from my balls and flooded her tight canal.

I slid my hands down her back and leaned forward cupping her tits in my hands while I ground my cock into the depths of her pussy coating it with gobs of milky spunk.

Breathless, Lily collapsed, falling onto Brooke, and the sisters embraced while Brooke kissed Lily’s neck and stroked her hair.

I pulled my cock out and watched a flood of cum drain from Lily’s hole. But what made the moment truly magical was that Brooke’s pussy, inches below Lily’s, still leaked my first load onto the sheets.

I’d filled up three Shaw sisters in one evening. Not bad for a day’s work.

But as the three of us drifted off to sleep naked and happy lying in each other’s arms, my mind kept coming back to Miss Bridget King. I wondered if I would ever get the chance to pluck her fruit.
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The next week passed without incident, and life returned to normal — normal being a subjective term. For us, life returned to normal, which meant a steady stream of Mandy, Lily, and Brooke and their near constant sexual demands. One week into my unofficial retirement and I wondered how I ever had time to work.

I hadn’t seen or heard from Bridget since the party, and I doubted I ever would again. Knowing Bridget as well as I did, her behavior would have left her mortified. I had never seen her so assertive, and I had to admit, I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

Our calm, peaceful life ended on a day like any other in early June.

Brooke talked me into attending a yoga class with her. It was her passion, and she wanted to share it with me. I was happy to oblige, even though I didn’t know the first thing about proper butt stretching.

The class filled quickly and more people, mostly young smoking-hot women, continued to file in.

“Come on, baby,” Brooke said. “We’ll set up in the back row.”

I followed Brooke through the throngs of ladies clad in form-fitting Lulu Lemon and Athleta yoga gear. The place was a sea of lithe, tight bodies and plenty of dangerous curves. Brooke was no exception. She wore black yoga pants that ended just below her knees and a matching black sports bra that highlighted her insane cleavage and sleek flat tummy.

My gaze locked on her perfect little bubble butt that jiggled while she walked.

“Right here is good. Put your mat right next to mine.” She helped me setup and gave me a few brief pointers while the last stragglers entered.

With two minutes to go, the class was full except for the spot right in front of me. That’s when Bridget King showed up.

Flustered and hurried, the brown-haired goddess tiptoed through the traffic and laid her mat down right in front of me.

Her outfit matched Brooke’s to a tee. Black Lulu Lemon yoga pants cut off just below her knee, a black sports bra showcasing her billowing bronze cleavage and firm, flat tummy. When she dropped to her knees, her heart-shaped ass came into spectacular view, and she seemed not to notice us as she did her best to maintain an under-the-radar profile.

I dared a sideways glance at Brooke, and she glared at Bridget, clearly annoyed at her presence. Rather than endure a repeat performance of last week’s disaster, I leaned over and whispered. “Come on. Let’s go.”

She shook her head. “We were here first. It’s fine.”

I buckled in and prepared for the white-water rapids ahead. As the class proceeded, it was impossible for me to keep my eyes off Bridget’s stunning curves, but I did my best knowing Brooke was a savant when it came to dissecting emotion and intent.

Ten minutes into the class, we were bent in such a way that lent itself to staring behind us under our legs. As a first-timer, I could only get about halfway around and I heard Bridget stifle a gasp while I caught her expression out of my peripheral vision.

She stared at us upside down, her head between her open legs. Strands of Bridget’s brown hair touched the ground while her ponytail dangled just above her yoga mat. Her eyes bulged along with the eye-popping cleavage billowing from the top of her yoga bra. Her slight camel toe punctuated the sweet tight V-shape of her pussy and the round heart-shaped flare of her hips.

Thankfully, Brooke had no problem pulling off the move and didn’t notice Bridget noticing us.

The class proceeded with Bridget confirming what I already knew, she was a perfect ten. Her curves were unparalleled and at five-feet-ten inches she was legitimate supermodel material. But her brains outshined her extreme beauty, and I still couldn’t believe a stunner like her was into high-tech.

As the class wound down, Brooke remained calm and steady her body glistening with a light sheen of sweat. After something called shavasana, she rolled over on her side, smiled at me, and patted me on the chest. “Good job, baby.”

I had to admit my body felt incredible, but my cock strained the front of my athletic briefs. Thankfully, my tight underlining reigned in King Kong and kept Brooke’s watchful eye at bay.

As the class broke up, the conversation turned into a steady buzz. I did my best to avoid staring at the lovely Miss King lest I go blind.

“Brooke, do you have a few minutes to talk.” Bridget’s voice came from directly behind me and I froze for a heartbeat and almost dropped my yoga mat.

“I don’t think —

“Please,” Bridget said, cutting off Brooke. I heard the desperation in her voice. “I owe you an apology.”

I warily turned to face the adversaries.

Bridget stood a good six inches taller than Brooke, all curves and muscle. She tucked an errant strand of hair behind her ear and smiled at me. “You too, Mr. Parker. There’s a coffee shop next door. Please? It’s my treat.”

Brooke fidgeted for a minute and glanced at me as if searching for an out.

“Bridget, I don’t think that’s a very good idea,” I said.

Bridget’s eyes welled with tears. “Please.” Her chin quivered, and she looked on the verge of a breakdown. “I haven’t slept a wink in days. You must think I’m a home wrecker. I swear that’s not me. Every time I drink alcohol….” She shook her head and lowered her gaze.

Brooke’s eyes softened, and she reached out and touched Bridget’s arm. “We have a few minutes,” she said. “Don’t cry.”

If anything got to Brooke, it was human suffering. She had empathy in spades, and it was one of her most beautiful traits.

The three of us headed next door and sat down. I insisted on paying for the coffee and took the girls’ orders while they sat together alone at the table.

I couldn’t hear what they were discussing, but Bridget did the talking and Brooke did a lot of nodding.

A few minutes later, I returned with coffees and lattes and pulled my seat near Brooke before I sat down.

“I was just telling Brooke how sorry I am for my abhorrent behavior at your party last week,” Bridget said. “There isn’t any excuse other than the alcohol. I’m a total lightweight and I was having so much fun that I let it get out of hand.”

“I’m a lightweight too,” Brooke said, seeming to warm-up to Bridget. “Steve has a standing order to cut me off after two drinks.”

Bridget laughed. “That’s a great idea.”

Brooke gazed down at Bridget’s wrist. “Oh my God, I love your bracelet. I have one just like it at home.”

“Thanks. I picked it up at the art show downtown two weeks ago.”

“That’s where I got mine. I love all her stuff,” Brooke said.

“Really?” Bridget smiled. “Lisa’s a good friend of mine. I help her set up for some of her shows and even work for her sometimes. That’s how I earned the bracelet.”

“It’s so cool.” Brooke held onto Bridget’s wrist and examined the silver bracelet.

“She has another show here next week,” Bridget said. “I can introduce you if you’d like.”

The girls spun off on a wide range of subjects including music, art, and their similar taste in clothing. They relegated me to third wheel status, and I ended up on my phone for the next hour. They were a buzz of conversation, and I couldn’t help my mind from drifting to fantasies of Bridget’s naked body splayed out underneath mine.

By the time we left, Brooke and Bridget had exchanged phone numbers and last week’s transgression seemed all but forgotten.

On the way home, Brooke gazed out the Jeep’s window for a long time before she turned to me. “Do you think Bridget was putting on a show just to get on my good side?”

Nothing got past Brooke Shaw. “From what I know of Bridget, I doubt it. She was never dishonest as far as I know.”

She remained silent as if considering.

“You two have even more in common than you know,” I said. “But I doubt Bridget will want to talk about it.”

That piqued Brooke’s curiosity. She turned fully around to face me, giving me her full attention. “What do you mean?”

“Brooke lost both her parents in a drunk driving accident. I guess it was five years ago, now.”

Brooke had lost her mother, Susan, to a drunk driver the year after her mother’s divorce from Dan.

Brooke’s jaw fell open and her eyes filled with old pain. “Oh, no. That’s horrible. What was she, sixteen?”

“Yeah.” I sighed. “She took it hard. They were a tight-knit family. Bridget ended up living with her aunt so she could finish high school. I got the impression the aunt wasn’t keen on having her around.”

“That’s so awful.” Her voice filled with compassion and her eyes watered.

“She went through a lot of counseling, and I stepped in to help her with scholarships and keeping up with her academics.”

“She’s really smart?” Brooke grabbed my hand and gently stroked it with her thumb.

“She earned a full academic ride to Northwestern. She’s studying computers. Do you remember that she was the valedictorian?”

“I remember that she was a cheerleader,” Brooke said.

“I think Bridget has sort of struggled ever since her parents died,” I said. “She didn’t have much family to begin with — no brothers or sisters. Just the aunt and some distant relatives.”

“That’s so sad. Now I feel awful for yelling at her.” She twined her fingers in mine and lowered her gaze.

“Don’t be. She had it coming, and I didn’t exactly discourage her.”

“You think she’s pretty?”

Shit. This was a fucking slippery slope. “She’s pretty, but not as pretty as you. That’s the truth.”

Brooke smiled and squeezed my hand. “Good answer.”

“Like I said, I think Bridget’s just trying to find her place in the world,” I said.

“I don’t know what I would do without our family.” Her voice broke, and she remained silent, holding my hand the rest of the way home.

The next few days passed without incident. I worked on a couple of highly confidential pet projects while keeping my little harem happy. On Saturday morning, Brooke came down looking sizzling in a light blue sundress with her hair back in a braid and her makeup done to perfection.

Meanwhile, I sat in my ratty old tee-shirt and baggy shorts sipping coffee with no shave and no shower. “Wow.”

She spun in a tight little circle and smiled. “You like?”

I pulled her to me, wrapped my hands around her legs and slid them up her outer thighs to her hips. When my hands met her cotton panties, I slid them under and cupped her bare ass cheeks in both hands. “I like very, very much.” My cock stirred to readiness, and I wondered who might join us if I fucked Brooke right there on the kitchen counter.

“I can’t. I’m meeting Bridget. I’ll make it up to you later.” She kissed the top of my head. “I promise.”

“Bridget? Seriously?”

“We’re going to the art show together. She promised to introduce me to her artist friend, Lisa. You remember? She’s the one who made that bracelet you bought for me a few weeks ago.”

“That’s right.” I reluctantly let her go and sighed. “I can’t believe you’re going out with Bridget.”

She shrugged. “Everyone deserves a second chance.”

The art show turned into a lunch, and it was evening before Brooke returned home. She and Bridget made plans to go to yoga together the following morning, and soon enough they seemed inseparable. By the end of June, Brooke was spending more time with Bridget than she was with me. But to be fair, Bridget had spent a good portion of that time with me, Lily, and Mandy, including dinners and pool time. She had become a regular member of the harem with the horrifying exception of no sex. Bridget had made a point of deferring to Brooke on anything that might come across as flirtatious, no matter how innocent.

With the fourth of July holiday fast approaching, it didn’t surprise me when Brooke asked if Bridget could tag along with us to Dan and Cindy’s for their annual fireworks picnic and party.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “There will be plenty of booze.”

“I’m sure,” she said. “She won’t break girl code. I trust her.”

On the way to Dan and Cindy’s party, we picked up Bridget, and she piled in my Jeep, barely giving me a second look. The girls cranked the tunes and with the top down we drew more than our share of envious stares from guys pulled up beside us at stoplights. The girls all wore bikinis, sunglasses, and tank tops or tee shirts cut open to reveal plenty of juicy curves. All except Mandy, who now, in her eighth month, sat up front with me and looked ready to pop.

I had to admit that Bridget’s lack of interest in me left my ego bruised. Especially since she seemed so hot for me barely over a month ago. But it was a price worth paying if it kept Brooke happy. Not to mention that I’d never seen Bridget so happy. She sat between Lily and Brooke, the three of them singing some pop tune at full volume.

When we arrived, Dan was busy on the grill and Cindy had made watermelon soaked in vodka, which would quickly lead to some inebriated Shaw sisters.

I popped open a beer and joined Dan at the grill. Right away I noticed his shirt and shorts practically hanging off him. “Dude, you’ve lost a truck load of weight.”

“Yeah. Cindy’s got me on a new diet.” He flipped a burger and shrugged. “She barely lets me eat.”

I didn’t see his customary grill-side beer. “No beer? That’s ground for divorce.”

He chuckled and rubbed his rapidly disappearing belly. “Too many empty calories.”

Dan wasn’t the only one laying off the booze. An hour into the party, Bridget hadn’t taken so much as a sip. Happily, Brooke hadn’t felt the need to stay glued to my side and seemed happy mixing it up with everyone, including Bridget. When Bridget and Brooke disappeared for more than a half hour, it was my turn to get jealous. I was on my way to find them when they reappeared from inside the house, Brooke’s face flushed.

Something strange was afoot, and if I didn’t hear something soon, I would have no choice but to confront Brooke.

At twilight the girls set up for the fireworks show and Brooke pulled me aside, her expression serious. “Baby, we need to talk.” She looked adorable in her red, white, and blue bikini, her hair up in a ponytail and her freckles out in full summer force.

My stomach sank. Was I going to lose her? “Nothing good has ever come from those words. Are you breaking up with me?”

Her eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. “God, no. I love you.” She took my hand and led me to a pair of high-backed chairs in front of Dan and Cindy’s outdoor bar.

The rest of the crew sat across the pool with their eye to the sky. Every year there was a massive firework show in the field across from Dan and Cindy’s and our seats were prime, front-row material.

We perched on the chairs with our knees together. Brooke took my hands and lowered her gaze as if unwilling to look me in the eye. “Something happened earlier… well, it almost happened.”

I could tell she was nervous about something, and after seeing her and Bridget earlier, it didn’t take a genius to guess. “With Bridget?” I squeezed her hands.

She nodded, still not meeting my eyes. “Please don’t break up with me.” Her voice quivered and I could tell she was on the verge of a full-on meltdown.

“Relax, baby. I’m sure it can’t be that bad.” I rubbed her hands and kissed the top of her head.

She let go of a deep breath and gazed into my eyes. “Earlier when Bridget and I were in the kitchen, we started to kiss.” Tears welled in her eyes. “I didn’t kiss her. I swear.”

“Why don’t you back up and tell me how you almost kissed?”

“We were talking about the party in May. Joking about it really, and I asked her point blank, if she still wanted to be with you.”

My stomach swirled, and my pulse quickened. “What did she say?”

“She told me that she didn’t want to lie, and that she had strong feelings and a powerful physical attraction to you, but she had those same feelings for me.”

My head swooned, and I thought I might pass out. I did my best to act casual, but my heart beat so fast I was sure Brooke could hear it. “How did that make you feel?”

“Honestly? it felt really good, because I have those feeling for her too.” Her chin quivered, and a tear rolled down her cheek. “We started to kiss, and then I stopped it. I couldn’t do that to you.”

“Do you have stronger feelings for Bridget than you do for me?” I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer, but I needed to hear it.

She shook her head. “It’s different with her. But you are my everything. You’re irreplaceable.” She leaned into me, wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and quietly sobbed. “I can’t lose you, baby. I’m sorry it happened, and I understand if you hate me.”

I had impregnated her sister and regularly had threesomes and foursomes with all of them, and she was asking for my forgiveness? “You don’t owe me an apology.” I raised her chin and gazed into her tear-stained eyes. “That’s how I feel about Lily and Mandy. I love them and it’s different, but I can’t lose you either. There’s nothing to forgive because you did nothing wrong.”

“Really?” She wiped away a tear.

“To be blunt, I find your relationship with Bridget pretty hot.”

She smiled slightly. “You’re not mad?”

I kissed her softly on the lips. “Far from it. Is this desire for Bridget something you’d like to explore?”

She shrugged. “I’m not sure if I’m comfortable doing that without you. Maybe if you and I and Bridget did it together….”

My heart soared, and I wanted to scoop her up and spin her around. I nodded. “I’d like that, but only if you’re okay with it.”

“I know how you feel about me,” she said. “I think we should bring her into our group… do you know what I mean?”

My heart practically hammered out of my chest. “I think I’m following. Does Bridget feel the same way?”

“Yes,” she said meekly. “It’s one reason I’m asking. She’s waiting for us on the upstairs deck.”

My cock lurched in my shorts. “You mean during the fireworks?”

Brooke smiled demurely and rubbed my thighs. “We’ve never done it under a firework show.”

“I say there’s no time like the present.” I kissed her on the lips, harder this time. “Lead the way, my ginger queen.”

Brooke giggled, hopped down off the chair, and took my hand, guiding me through the house. Her suit rode high up her ass crack, causing her firm, supple ass to jiggle and shake. She led me upstairs, down the hallway, and through Dan and Cindy’s bedroom before emerging on the third-floor deck.

Bridget sat on a plush futon sofa positioned at one end of the deck. She wore a white bikini with tiny red and blue stars sprinkled everywhere. Like Brooke’s, she had pulled her hair back in a ponytail and her tan had only deepened as she spent nearly every day at the pool with Brooke. She sat with one leg crossed over the other highlighting her long lean muscular legs. Her bikini bottom ran high up her hips, secured with looping bow ties and revealing plenty of cheek. Bridget’s big tits bulged inside her bikini top that mashed her tits together, forming a deep valley of all-natural cleavage. In the near darkness, she looked mesmerizing, illuminated by the faint bedroom light spilling across the deck.

My mouth watered and my cock strained the front of my swim trunks.

Bridget stood as we approached, her expression tentative as she glanced between Brooke and I. “Hi, Mr. P… I mean Steve.” She was nervous, and it was fucking adorable. I liked it when she called me Mr. P. “Hi, Bridg.”

“He’s in,” Brooke said.

Bridget’s shoulders relaxed, and she beamed, her white teeth gleaming in the twilight. “Awesome. I was so fucking nervous you wouldn’t want to.” She was stone cold sober. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have gone through with it.

Bridget wasn’t alone with her nervous energy. Brooke stood beside me, shifting awkwardly on each foot as if unsure how to proceed.

It was time for Big Steve to take the wheel. “Brooke, why don’t you go to your room and gather some pillows. Bridget, you can help me move the futon. We can turn it into a bed, stretch out together, and watch the fireworks show.”

“Great idea.” Brooke practically bounded from the room while Bridget and I turned the futon into a bed barely big enough for three.

We moved the futon to the middle of the deck, and I couldn’t help but gaze at Bridget’s deep cleavage while it jiggled and shook. I knew natural titties when I saw them, and hers looked squeezably soft.

Bridget gazed at me from the other end of the futon, and I knew she could tell I was staring straight at her tits. It didn’t seem to bother her in the slightest, and I didn’t bother attempting to hide my lust. “Are you sure Brooke’s okay with us… you know… fooling around?”

“I’m sure.” I let go of the futon. “I think it’s good right here.” I gazed skyward. “The fireworks will appear right over the top of us.”

Bridget stood upright, bit her lower lip, and tucked one arm under her tits, causing them to shift and jiggle. “Mr. P, do you mind if I ask you something?”

“Ask away.”

“Are you doing this only for Brooke, or do you….” Her voice faded, and she lowered her gaze as if afraid to finish.

“Do I want you?”

She looked up at me and nodded, shifting her weight to her other foot.

“Bridget, I’ve wanted you for the better part of three years. You are an amazing young woman inside and out. I’m over the moon.”

She smiled and lowered her arm as if relaxing a bit. “You think I’m as pretty as Brooke?”

“Every bit as pretty,” I said.

She gazed at my cock and licked her lips. “I thought you were interested, but I wanted to be sure.”

“My heart is beating a million miles an hour,” I said. “You aren’t the only one who’s nervous.”

She smiled and gazed at me; eyes hungry with desire. “Good.”

“If we’re putting our cards on the table, can I ask you a question? I want the truth no matter what.”

Her smiled faded, and she nodded, her expression concerned. “I promise.”

“Did you befriend Brooke and get on her good side just so you and I could be together? I won’t see Brooke get hurt.”

She shook her head vehemently. “Oh no. I love — I mean, I can’t stop thinking about her either. I kind of get off every night dreaming about a threesome. Is that weird?”

My legs buckled, and I leaned forward to steady myself. Before I could respond, Brooke practically skipped through the room and out onto the deck.

“I brought a bunch of pillows and a blanket,” Brooke sounded breathless and excited all at the same time. She plopped her prizes down on the futon and quickly arranged them for maximum firework-watching comfort. “Baby, you get in the middle. That way Bridget and I can curl up on each side.”

Overhead, the first firework blossomed in the night sky. Lucky for us, the show was legendary and lasted a full thirty minutes.

I plopped down on the futon and inched to the middle.

Brooke sat down on my right and Bridget on my left. Brooke stretched out beside me before nestling her head in the crook of my neck. She turned slightly to face me and slid her creamy leg over my already stiff cock.

My heart raced with anticipation. I calmed my breathing and stared into the night sky as another firework shot off, exploding with a bang and a shower of colorful lights.

Bridget curled up next to me, her big soft tit squeezing against my rib cage. As Brooke had done, she turned toward me and slid her fingers across my chest.

Bridget smelled faintly of warm vanilla and honey, and it lit me up every bit as much as the fireworks. My cock strained the front of my swim trunks, desperate for release.

Another firework and Brooke inched closer, reaching for my cock with one hand and bringing her face even with mine. Our lips met, and we kissed softly before I felt her tongue brush over my lower lip. She slipped her hand inside my swim trunks, and I felt her fingers curl around my shaft.

My cock stiffened under her touch, and Brooke moaned while her lips parted, making room for our tongues.

Bridget wasn’t as shy as she let on. I felt her lips on my neck while she pressed both her tits against my side. She slowly kissed up my neck while she slithered her leg and foot along my body.

Two more fireworks decorated the sky, bathing my young beauties in glittering summer lights.

I slid my hand down Brooke’s back and hip before taking her ass in hand while I did the same with Bridget, squeezing her hour-glass curves and kneading her ass flesh between my greedy fingers.

The girls continued to scale my chest until Bridget’s lips found both mine and Brooke’s. Our three mouths opened and combined in a mash of lips, tongues and gentle moans.

Bridget’s heart hammered against my chest, and she gently ground her pussy against my thigh. Her wetness had soaked through her bikini bottoms and her vagina heat radiated over my bare skin.

Brooke broke off the kiss and took her hand off my cock long enough to inch her way down the futon to my swim trunks. She unhooked her bikini top, and her creamy jugs sprung free.

I tasted the sweet vanilla on Bridget’s lips while our mouths hungrily explored. She moaned softly into my mouth and her grinding intensified to the point I thought she might get off from that alone.

Wordlessly, Brooke curled her fingers under each side of my swimsuit, and I hoisted my hips, allowing her to pull them free.

My rigid cock, at long last free of its prison, stood like a patriotic minuteman glistening beneath a bath of red, white, and blue lights. I unhooked Bridget’s bikini top, and she pushed herself off my chest just enough for me to pull it free.

Bridget’s hard nipples dug into my chest as she lowered herself to me, her tits bulging out on both sides.

Brooke shucked off her bikini bottoms and knelt over my cock, eyeing it like a Popsicle on a scorching July afternoon.

My cock swayed inches from her lips while a trio of fireworks lit up the night sky, bathing Brooke’s face, lips, and creamy tits in a feast of light and shadow. She dragged her nipples over my tip before pushing a lock of hair behind her ear and slipping my fat cock between her plump lips.

I moaned into Bridget’s mouth, and she broke off the kiss long enough to gaze down my body at Brooke, who curled her tongue around my tip and down the back of my shaft.

Bridget broke off our kiss and licked her way down my body.

Brooke sucked my ball sack between her lips while she gently stroked my shaft.

When Bridget came even with my cock, she sat up on her knees and raised her arms over her head to tighten her ponytail. At that moment, fireworks lit up the sky and Bridget’s tits came into full view.

They were the finest tits I had ever laid eyes on, and that was no minor feat given the quality of my world-class harem. They were big, soft, and round with perfectly shaped, dark pink areolas, and nipples hard enough to cut glass. They jiggled and shook while she fixed her hair, and my cock pulsed under Brooke’s deft strokes.

Bridget lowered herself until she came face to face with the tip of my glistening cock. “It’s beautiful Mr. P.”

Brooke giggled and licked her way up to my tip and slipped it between her lips, gently sucking before releasing it with a gentle popping sound and a soft smack of her lips. “It tastes like bubble gum.”

That was a new one. I savored Brooke’s warm tongue rolling over my tip and her lips sliding down my shaft. I edged my hips upward, forcing my cock to the back of her mouth.

Brooke came off my shaft, leaving a saliva string in her wake. “His cum tastes like warm butter and cinnamon.” She giggled. “I could suck his cock for hours if he could last that long.”

“Really?” Bridget giggled and lowered her mouth to my tip, gently swirling her tongue around my fevered tip.

My cock flinched, and my toes curled. I was in serious danger of blowing my load while the fireworks display raged on.

“Let me show you something Lily and I do that drives him wild,” Brooke said.

Bridget licked her way down my shaft and back up. “Yum. You’re right — bubblegum.”

I was the regular Willy Wonka of cock sucking. It excited me they were talking to each other as if I were a mere bystander and my cock had its own persona. Maybe it could pay my taxes?

Brooke wrapped her fingers around my shaft, opened her mouth slightly, and placed my tip between her upper and lower lips. “Bridg, kiss me.”

I knew what was coming, and I grabbed the nearby blanket and squeezed it tight between my clutched fists. “Not fair. You’ll make me come too fast.”

Brooke softly giggled while Bridget opened her mouth around my cock and kissed Brooke. Their tongues met, sliding and wrapping around my throbbing tip while warm salvia coated my cock and slid down my balls. They were all lips and tongue, their warm breath whisking over my shaft while Brooke’s fingers nimbly worked my base like a milk pump.

I stifled a loud groan and bucked my hips, forcing it deeper into Bridget’s mouth. Her plump lips slid down my shaft and back up again before finding Brooke’s tongue waiting for her at my tip.

My orgasm rumbled in my balls, and my breathing intensified.

Brooke pulled off my cock again with a slight popping sound. “Better back off. He’s going to blow.”

Bridget reluctantly back off and frowned. “I was just getting started.”

“When he breathes like that, it means he’s about to come.” She gazed at me and grinned. “Right, baby?”

“Uh, huh.” My head swirled and my cock twitched while the two beauties negotiated over my cock like the Geneva Convention.

I couldn’t wait to slide my cock in Bridget’s pussy and with the show already ten minutes in, the time was now. I sat upright and the girls both looked back at me.

“Bridget, take my place.”

“Yeah.” Brooke clapped, forcing her tits together. “Time for the real fireworks to start.”

The brown-haired beauty smiled and crawled across the futon on her hands and knees while I stood and walked around the sofa, cock glistening in the light.

“What ya thinking?” Brooke asked me.

“You take the engine and I’ll take the caboose.” I didn’t need to explain it any further. I had engaged in a hundred threesomes, most of them involving Brooke.

She nodded and crawled up Bridget’s body before leaning over and kissing her lips. “I’m all kinds of wet. Mind helping a girl out?”

Bridget slid her hand to Brooke’s tit while Brooke straddled Bridget’s face, a knee on each side of her head.

I crawled my way up the futon and slid my hands down Bridget’s caramel-colored inner thighs until I reached the soft mound of her bikini-clad pussy. Her bottoms were completely soaked, as if she’d just come out of the swimming pool.

I pulled the bows holding her bikini bottoms together, and they came loose, leaving nothing but a thin slip of cloth covering her pussy.

Bridget edged her hips off the futon, and I removed her bikini bottom before tossing it on the ground beside her top.

A broad swatch of closely cropped pubic hair covered her mons. It was as if she shaved weekly, and just enough pubic hair had grown back to turn it soft rather than stubbly.

I found it incredibly erotic, and my cock ached with anticipation.

Bridget’s puffy, engorged labia glistened with wetness. She gyrated her hips as if seeking out my manhood. I wouldn’t make her wait much longer.

Overhead the fireworks intensified, coming faster with bigger explosions. Lights danced across the deck, illuminating our bodies like a disco ball on steroids.

Brooke moaned and arched her back while Bridget opened her mouth, practically engulfing Brooke’s pussy. The ginger ground her hips on Bridget’s face, fucking her hard and fast.

At that pace, I knew Brooke wouldn’t last long. I guided my first two fingers along Bridget’s lips, feeling her slippery moisture. When I reached her entrance, I gently guided my fingers inside careful not to move too fast.

Bridget groaned, arched her back, and drove her hips off the futon with her feet. The action forced my fingers knuckle deep into her sopping wet hole.

I finger fucked her and used my thumb to heat her clit while I probed for her G-spot. At the apex of her canal, I struck gold.

Bridget let out a loud moan, and her legs spasmed while her hips shuddered.

I kept up the speed and intensity until her entire body went rigid and she shook with a violent orgasm.

Brooke swiveled her hips on Bridget’s face, sliding her pussy over her lips and mouth while she leaned back, tits jiggling.

The fireworks reached a fevered pitch, and the crowd stretched across the field below cheered.

My cock couldn’t take much more. I pulled my fingers free of Bridget just long enough to slide my cock up and down her trench, making sure I had the lay of the land.

Bridget ground her hips and hooked her ankles around my thighs, gaining enough leverage to drive me forward.

My cock slipped in with one deft motion and Bridget’s twenty-one-year-old pussy swallowed it whole. Warm, wet, and tight, her pussy was an erotic wonderland, completely alien to my cock.

“Fuck me,” Bridget said, coming up for air. “Please fuck me.”

Who was I to keep a lady waiting? With the fireworks nearing the grand finale, I drove my cock in and out of my succulent supermodel’s tight, ripe pussy. I slid my hands under her big, beautiful ass and drove forward again and again, bottoming out with each powerful thrust.

Bridget locked her legs around mine and drove her hips upward, timing her thrusts with my downward motion resulting in super deep penetration. The girl knew how to fuck.

Brooke moaned and her body shook as an orgasm swept over her.

With every pass, my balls slapped against Bridget’s ass, practically begging for sweet release.

Brooke collapsed, rolling off Bridget and settling in beside her on the futon.

I fell forward and met Bridget face to face, my hands finding her tits. I drove into her, my cock powering deeper with each thunderous grunt.

Her eyes glazed over with desire, and her lips parted, still slick with Brooke’s juices. Bridget’s big tits swirled in tight clockwise motions as I relentlessly plowed into her.

She wasn’t as tight as Lily, but she was every bit as tight as Brooke. Over and over, I fucked her, my cock hot with the friction of our lovemaking.

Bridget’s eyes glazed over, and she dug her fingers into my back. “I’m coming again… fuck.” She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip as a second powerful orgasm swept through her body.

“I’m coming too,” I said in a rush.

Bridget locked her ankles around mine and held me down as if to ensure I came inside her.

As the fireworks reached the pinnacle of the grand finale, I unloaded four years of pent-up sexual desire deep inside Bridget King’s exquisite pussy. With each spasm of my cock, I grunted, spewing ropes of molten spunk into the very bottom of her fertile womb.

As the last of the fireworks blinked out of existence, the crowd roared, and I rolled off the beautiful, buxom Miss King spent and happy before collapsing in a heap beside her.

The three of us lay motionless under the night sky, collecting our breath as a lone voice cried out from across the field. “Encore.”

The three of us erupted in a fit of laughter and savored our moment together under the warm July night sky.
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Aweek later, Bridget had all but moved in and got what she wanted all along, a spot in the harem. Brooke abandoned any anxiety she had about Bridget and treated her like one of her sisters, which meant Bridget and I humped like rabbits for most of that week.

But for most of July we were all on pins and needles. Mandy looked ready to pop, and on a sunshine-drenched July morning, Mandy entered the kitchen while Bridget, Lily, Brooke, and I were preparing a smorgasbord of French toast and bacon.

Mandy stood in the kitchen doorway, and we froze, all eyes trained on the raven-haired beauty.

She gazed at me, her eyes calm and serene. “Steve, it’s time.”


V

Harem Bride
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Mandy gave birth to a baby girl. We named her Rose Susan Parker. Needless to say, the baby consumed everybody’s attention for the rest of the summer. Every time he held her, Dan beamed, and played the role of proud grandfather to a tee. I was an equally proud father. I’d never raised a little girl, but the future looked bright for Mandy, me and baby Rose. Lily, Brooke, Cindy, and Bridget fawned over the baby, each proclaiming that they would be the favorite aunt. Cindy said she was too young to be anybody’s grandmother since she hadn’t even had her first baby yet.

Rose’s birth provided the distraction I needed for two pet projects, both of which I had dedicated a considerable amount of time. The first and the most important was asking for Brooke’s hand in marriage, which meant I needed a wedding ring. A ring that would overwhelm her and one that carried the weight of our story.

That’s why I had commissioned Bridget’s jewelry designer friend, Lisa Atkinson, to design and craft the ring. I involved Bridget in every step from the first meeting, to the custom design, and picking out the diamond itself. Lisa had called me yesterday informing me that the ring was ready for pickup. Naturally, I wanted the curvy Miss King pinned to my side for the last step.

“Oh, we aren’t going to Lisa’s shop,” Bridget said as she climbed into the passenger side of my Jeep.

“No? Where’s the ring?” I drank in Bridget’s lean, muscular, mile-long legs. I had tried for shower sex but missed her by five minutes, having opted for a morning quickie with Brooke before she went baby clothes shopping with Mandy. Now I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Bridget wore a pleated black miniskirt and a white, sleeveless cotton top that conformed to her significant curves. Her open-toed Birkenstock’s let me gaze on her cute toes, each adorned with shiny white nail polish. She had pulled her hair back in a ponytail and a shiny coat of pink lip gloss set her lips glistening. During our first trip to Lisa’s shop, I bought Bridget a pair of topaz earrings that she wore to perfection and sparkled brilliantly under the brilliant September sunshine.

“She said we could pick it up at Jason’s.” Bridget’s sour tone caught me off-guard, and she folded her arms over her chest and stared out the window.

“Who’s Jason?”

She sighed. “He used to be Lisa’s apprentice, now he runs his own shop.”

“And you know him how?”

“We worked a few art shows together. He had a bit of a thing for me,” she said. “It’s just a little uncomfortable seeing him again.”

“You don’t’ have to go,” I said. “I’ll pick up the ring and you’ll be the first to see it when I get back.”

Bridget shook her head. “No. I want to make sure it’s perfect for Brooke.”

She gave me the address, and we headed out. About halfway there, I directed the conversation back to this Jason guy.

“So, did you have a thing for Jason?”

She shot me a sideways glance and smiled mischievously. “Are you jealous?”

“Maybe, I am. So, did you?”

“I went out with him once, but it didn’t really click. He’s more of a friend than anything.”

Friend-zoned. Damn. Poor bastard. It must have driven him crazy not to be with a dish like Bridget. “That doesn’t sound like reason enough to feel uncomfortable around the guy.”

“After we went out that one time, I told him I wanted to just be friends. He seemed cool with it. But a week later Jason, Lisa, and I got a few drinks after an art festival. He ended up getting super drunk and confessed his love for me. It was super awkward. He apologized the next day, but I’ve avoided him ever since.”

“Sounds familiar.” I grinned.

Her cheeks turned bright red, and she playfully slapped my thigh. “Don’t be mean to me, Mr. P, or the next time we get kinky, I’ll bite your penis off.”

I cupped my hand on her inner thigh and ran it up under her miniskirt. “I’ll take my chances.”

She didn’t stop me. Instead, Bridget parted her legs, offering me greater access. “You will wreck the car if you keep it up.”

“I’m already up.” My cock pulled against my boxer briefs, and I inched my hand higher. My fingers brushed her bare pussy and my stomach swooned. “No panties? Aren’t you a naughty girl?”

She bit her lower lip, grinned, and shook her head. “I bet Brooke you’d find out before we made it to the store. Looks like I won.”

I slid my finger along her smooth labia, feeling a light sheen of moisture. “Au contraire. It is I who most definitely won.”

She giggled and inched her hips forward before parting her legs and forcing her mini skirt high enough to reveal her glistening lips. “You better pay attention, or you’ll miss the exit.”

I swerved right just in time to hit the freeway exit and regretfully pulled my hand out of Bridget’s skirt. “You’ll give poor Jason a heart attack wearing that outfit.”

She shrugged. “I wore it for you. I guess it’s his lucky day.”

“Or mine,” I said. “I can’t promise to keep my hands off you in his shop.”

“Be nice,” she said. “I shouldn’t have told you anything.”

Twenty minutes later, we pulled up to a strip-mall storefront in a working-class section of town. The sign out front read J.D. Jewelry Design.

When we entered, a young man about twenty-five sat on a short stool behind a chest-high counter that ran the length of the shop. He had long inky hair worn in a loose ponytail, wire-rimmed glasses, and an unkempt beard and mustache. He glanced toward the door and perked up when he saw Bridget. Jason clamored from the stool and glanced at a nearby mirror before swinging around to face us.

The store itself had a single jewelry counter that took up most of the space. Jason made a wide-range of pieces and I had to admit, the guy had talent.

“Hi Jason,” Bridget waved as we walked through the shop. Her tits swayed freely under her white top, and it was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra.

My cock, already hard, blossomed a size bigger, and I felt precum leaking from my cock. One round of morning sex with Brooke wasn’t nearly enough to quell my inner beast. With so many horny women in the house, I had honed my sexual stamina like an Olympic athlete. A quickie wouldn’t cut it — my horse had to run.

“Bridget. Hi.” He slipped his hands in the back pockets of his cut-off jean shorts. “Lisa said you might come by.” He glanced furtively in my direction before his gaze settled in on Bridget’s braless knockers.

Her nipples strained the front of her tight white top. I didn’t blame him one bit for checking the inventory. So long as he didn’t try to shoplift, we wouldn’t have a problem.

“Jason, this is my Steve. Steve, this is my friend Jason.”

I had noted the subtle use of my before Steve. Bridget was a smart girl. It wasn’t a slip. She had reminded Jason of his spot in the friend zone. Sorry, dude. Not sorry. I smiled warmly and offered my hand. “Nice to meet you.”

Jason shook my hand. His grip felt as limp as a cold, dead fish. “Hey,” he said with zero enthusiasm.

“Do you have the package Lisa left for me?” she asked.

“Yep. BRB,” he said and disappeared through a set of double doors.

I slipped my hand around Bridget’s waist and curled it inside the bottom of her shirt. I nudged forward and kissed her ear while I cupped her bare tit, tweaking her nipple to hardness. “I’ve got your package right here, Miss King.” I whispered into her ear.

Bridget giggled and shimmied her hips as if to shake me off, but she was playing, not really trying to brush me away. “Stop. He’ll see you.”

My head buzzed with sexual desire. I had to have her and wouldn’t wait another second. I unzipped my shorts and slipped out my cock. “I have a special delivery waiting at your loading dock.”

“Mr. P, you can’t be serious. Right here?” She inched her mini skirt up her thighs and pushed her ass backward.

I grabbed my cock, slipped it under her miniskirt and clubbed her bare ass cheek with my hammer.

She jumped and giggled. “You’re already hard?”

I slid my cock along her ass crack and guided my tip toward her honey pot like a heat-seeking missile.

“Steven Joseph Parker.” She gyrated her hips, forcing my cock into her soft folds. “We can’t do this right here.”

I slid my other hand inside her shirt and mauled her tits, squeezing and fondling while I tweaked her nipples to peak hardness. “He won’t notice anything but your nipples. I promise.” I nuzzled her neck and sucked her earlobe into my mouth.

Bridget moaned and leaned forward on the counter, slightly parting her legs. “God, you are such a horn dog.”

“And you aren’t?” I noticed Jason through the door’s tiny window. I pulled my hands out of Bridget’s shirt just in time for him to return with a small brown cardboard box.

“Lisa didn’t tell me what you ordered,” he said. “Do you mind if I take a gander?” His gaze locked on Bridget’s rock-hard nipples poking through her white cotton top.

“I don’t mind. It’s a very important piece. I want to make sure it’s perfect.”

He licked his lips, mesmerized by Bridget’s tits before opening the box and withdrawing a black ring-sized jewelry box.

I slipped my hands up Bridget’s skirt and grabbed her hips while I guided my tip back and forth along her soaking wet trench.

Her labia parted and my cock slithered downward before I paused at her opening.

Bridget held the jewelry counter in a death grip while Jason opened the box and pulled out the exquisitely made diamond engagement ring.

Jason’s eyes widened, and his jaw fell open. “Are you engaged?”

“It’s….” Bridget stifled a moan and wriggled her hips in tight circles, forcing my head inside her entrance.

“Yes,” I slid my cock deep inside Bridget’s pussy, feeling every inch of her warm wet canal squeeze my shaft.

“Bridget and I are getting married this fall. The ring is hers.”

Jason gawked while the blood drained from his face. His expression was that of a guy whose dog just died. He stared a hole through Bridget, who was doing her best to maintain her composure. “I didn’t even know you were dating.”

“It’s been a whirlwind summer, right, baby?” She glanced over her shoulder while I slid my cock in and out of her sopping wet cunt in slow, penetrating strokes.

“When you know, you know.” I met Jason’s gaze. “You know?”

Bridget couldn’t stifle a short hard laugh and I used the cover to pick up the pace of our fucking, careful not to let my balls slap too hard against her bare ass.

Jason sort of grimaced and placed the ring on a black jewelry pad behind his counter. “Do you mind if I look at the diamond?” Jason asked.

“Please, do,” Bridget said.

He sat back on his stool and leaned over a thick magnification lamp before swinging it over the diamond.

I grabbed Bridget’s hips and fucked her harder and harder slamming my cock into her like a wrecking ball.

She reached back, grabbed my thighs, and leaned forward as if inspecting the diamond. The action forced my cock deeper inside her, and I bottomed out in a series of brick-heavy pumps.

Bridget was doing everything in her power not to grunt and moan. She bit her lip and dug her hands into my thighs while her pussy spasmed around my cock. Her juices flowed, and I knew she was on the brink.

Jason remained focused on the ring. “Perfect cut and clarity. It’s an exquisite peace. Lisa really outdid herself on this one.”

“Only the best for my little lady,” I said.

“It must have cost a fortune,” he whispered under his breath.

I slid my hands up the front of Bridget’s shirt and grabbed her big soft tits, sliding her nipples between my first two fingers and tweaking them to maximum hardness.

Bridget dug her fingers hard into my thighs, grunted hard, and her legs buckled.

I felt her pussy spasm and her juices ran down my leg like a rain-swollen stream. With my hands locked on each ass cheek, her muscles twitched as a powerful orgasm swept over her.

Heart racing, my legs tremored, and my orgasm steamrolled ahead. My cock spasmed, and I fired off thick jets of rich milky cum into Bridget’s still-twitching pussy. I unloaded rope after rope. It felt like an ocean of cum and every drop drained into Bridget’s womb while I squeezed her hips, thrusting my cock in and out of milking it to the bone.

Jason glanced up and frowned at Bridget. “Are you okay?”

“I’m just super excited to get married,” she said.

Jason slipped the ring in the box and set it up on the counter. “Well, you are a lucky girl.”

I pulled my cock out of Bridget’s pussy and it bobbed outside her ass glistening in Bridget’s wetness. I clandestinely tucked it away inside my boxer briefs and coughed as I zipped up my pants. I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around Bridget’s waist while she straightened her skirt.

She leaned back against me and smiled at the ring sitting in the open box.

“Let’s try it on you.” I took the ring and slid it on Bridget’s finger.

It fit perfectly. Bridget’s eyes glistened, and I instantly regretted the move. “It’s beautiful,” she said.

I snapped the box up and stuffed it in my pocket before taking Bridget’s hand in mine. “You ready, baby?”

We said our goodbyes to Jason and made our way from the shop. I gazed down at Bridget and noticed a string of cum sliding down her inner thigh. Oops.

Jason stood and watched us go, his world turned upside down.

In the car, Bridget examined the ring still on her finger, holding it up to the sun so it gleamed. “She’s so lucky. I wish….”

I started the car and headed out of the shop. “You wish what?”

She shook her head and took off the ring. “Nothing. Where’s the box?”

I dug it out of my pocket and handed it to her. “You finish school in December?” I asked. I knew the answer. She was graduating a semester early with honors.

“That’s the plan.” She put the ring back in the box.

“What comes next?” I asked.

“I’ve had my heart set on freelancing,” she said. “I want to travel the world.”

“That sounds amazing.”

She was quiet for the rest of the ride home.

I pulled into the driveway and killed the engine, but before Bridget could climb out, I grabbed her wrist. “Honey, wait.”

She turned to face me and frowned. “What’s wrong, Mr. P?”

“I don’t want to lose you,” I said. “You know that, right? Brooke feels the same.”

Her eyes filled with moisture. “I’m kind of the odd gal out in this group, don’t you think?”

“Promise me something,” I said. “Hang with me a little longer? I have a plan and it will all make sense soon.”

She wiped her eyes. “What plan?”

“A surprise plan that won’t work without you. Don’t ask me anything else or you’ll ruin it.”

She nodded. “You’re sure you want me?”

“Are you crazy? I love you.”

Tears welled in her eyes, and her chin quivered. “You’ve never told me you loved me. I love you too — so much. I have forever.” She sniffled and laughed.

I pulled her into a tight hug and kissed her cheek. “Stay with me. Okay?”

She nodded into my shoulder and gave me a muffled, “Okay.”

We spent the rest of the afternoon hanging by the pool until Mandy and Brooke showed up with baby Rose.

At dusk my phone buzzed, and I glanced down at the screen. I had an incoming text.

Lily: Almost there. Is she clueless?

Me: Yep. She doesn’t know what’s coming. Can’t wait to see you.

Lily: (kissy-face emoji)(heart emoji)(eggplant emoji)

I chuckled and clicked my phone shut. She would never change.

Lily had just started her junior year at college. With a national title to defend, we wouldn’t see her much between now and January. That made her surprise visit even more unexpected. All the girls, except Brooke, knew she was coming. I couldn’t have asked for Brooke’s hand in marriage without the three people she loved most there to watch it happen.

The proposal was only the first step in an unforgettable evening. I had a fleet of caterers along with friends and family standing by. It would be a night to remember.

Behind me, the patio door creaked opened as I tucked my phone in my pocket.

Brooke smiled at me and crossed the kitchen before wrapping her arms around my waist and squeezing me in a tight hug. “We should probably think about dinner.”

I kissed the top of her head. My hands were shaking and my heart beat so fast I couldn’t believe she hadn’t noticed. “I just took care of it. Sushi is on its way.” Technically, it wasn’t a lie. Sushi was on the catering menu along with a dozen other items.

“Thanks, babe.” She kissed me and gazed up before her smile turned into a frown. She furrowed her brow and brought her palm to my forehead. “Are you feeling okay?”

“I’m fine.” I was anything but fine. I was a nervous fucking wreck. I couldn’t hide anything from her. This charade wouldn’t last much longer, and I willed Lily through the door ASAP.

The sound of the garage door opening saved me along with the sound of my blonde pixie princess bebopping through the house — all five feet, two inches of her.

“Surprise.” Lily pranced through the kitchen. Her golden curls tumbled over her shoulders and her smile lit up the room like no other.

“Lily!” Brooke squealed and rushed her little sister, arms open.

The sisters embraced, jumping up and down together in the middle of the kitchen, laughing and hugging.

Lily wore a pair of skin-tight jeans and a form-fitting black short-sleeved top.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her cute little ass, and I licked my lips with eager anticipation.

I didn’t have to wait long. Lily broke off her embrace long enough to jump into my arms and kiss me full on the mouth, including plenty of tongue.

I cupped her ass while Lily wrapped her legs around my waist and deepened the kiss.

My cock expanded against my jeans, and I felt her grind on me a bit before she broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. Her blue eyes sparkled, and she ran her fingers through the short hair at the nape of my neck. “Hi, daddy. I missed you.”

“Thanks for coming, my sweet sugar princess.” I kissed the tip of her pert little nose before she unwrapped herself from my body and dropped to the floor.

“What are you doing home?” Brooke asked.

Bridget stepped in from the patio, and Mandy came downstairs after putting baby Rose to sleep. With all four of my women surrounding me, I couldn’t think of a better time. Besides, I couldn’t hold off the party much longer.

“I asked her to come home,” I said.

“Lil, don’t you have a meet next week?” Brooke looked confused.

Mandy came fully into the kitchen and hugged Lily. “Hi, baby girl.”

Lily kissed her oldest sister square on the lips, not holding anything back.

Since Rose’s birth, Mandy had been a demon at the gym and her twenty-six-year-old body had sprang back except for her big MILF tits and hips that had grown deliciously rounder.

Bridget stepped up behind Lily and threw her arms around the shorter woman’s shoulders. “Hi gorgeous.” She leaned over and kissed Lily’s cheek.

I put my hand in my pocket, feeling the ring box and my heart beast so fast I could feel it in my neck. “Looks like the gang’s all here.” My voice betrayed my nerves, and I felt my palms sweat.

Brooke looked confused and gazed between us. “Did you all know Lily was coming home?”

In two minutes, Brooke would figure it all out if I didn’t act fast.

Mandy, Lily, and Bridget took a step backward and formed a small ring around Brooke and me.

Brooke gazed up at me, confused. “Steve, did you plan this?”

I let out a long breath and dropped to one knee, fishing the box from my pocket as I went.

Brooke gasped, and her eyes widened. Her hands, trembling, went to cover her open mouth. She gazed down at me and the ring box in my hand, her expression astonished.

“Brooke Shaw, my heart is yours.” I opened the ring box and turned it toward her.

She let out another gasp, and her eyes flooded with tears.

Mandy’s eyes watered, but her smile left no doubt about her genuine feelings. She held up her phone, capturing the moment on video.

Bridget looked starry-eyed as she locked her gaze on Brooke, her chin quivering.

Lily hopped up and down excitedly with her fists balled and an enormous smile covering her face. She looked like she was ready for a rave.

My heart thundered, and my hands shook. “Baby, will you marry me?”

“Oh my God, yes.” She grabbed my hands and pulled me into her arms, hugging me fiercely while she quietly sobbed. “Yes, I’ll marry you. Yes, yes, yes. I love you so much,”

“I love you too.” I kissed her cheek and tried, without success, to pry her loose. “Can I put the ring on your finger?”

She released me and took a step backward, letting go of a held breath. Tears of joy stained her cheeks and her hands trembled as I took the diamond engagement ring and slipped it on her finger.

“A perfect fit,” I said.

She held the ring up, and it glittered on her hand. She smiled up at me, her eyes animated and a broad smile lit up her entire face. “I love it.”

The girls could no longer contain their enthusiasm and pulled Brooke and I into an enormous group hug. There was squealing, laughter, and tears of happiness. In that moment, I had never been happier. I only wished we could have held it forever had I known what came next.
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An hour later, the caterers arrived along with our friends and family. Everyone except for Dan and Cindy. Dan wasn’t answering my texts or phone calls and I dialed up Cindy. The phone rang once before she answered.

“Where are you guys?” I asked.

She paused for a long moment before answering. “We’re almost there. We had to make a stop first.”

I hadn’t seen either of them in a month. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone longer than two days without seeing Dan or Cindy. What made it even more strange was that the girls hadn’t seen them either. Cindy had asked us to give them time to sort some things out.

Mandy and Brooke had been practically frantic with worry.

I had long suspected something was wrong with my best friend. The weight loss, no appetite, and avoiding beer. That wasn’t the Dan Shaw I knew. I believed he was terminally sick. I’d kept that hunch to myself, not wanting to worry Mandy, Brooke, or Lily. If Dan really was sick, he would let us know on his own time in his own way.

With the party raging, I kept my eye out for their car. When the headlights of Dan’s BMW appeared in my driveway I headed for the window and peered outside.

Cindy climbed out of the driver’s seat and came around the car to open the passenger side door. With significant effort, Cindy helped Dan from the car, and I felt the blood drain from my face the moment I saw him.

Dan Shaw was a hollow shell of his former self. Even standing fully upright, he stooped like an eighty-year-old. His skin was sallow and loose and his face gaunt and withered. He looked twenty years older than the last time I’d seen him. It didn’t take a genius to see that he was sick, and until now he’d taken great measures to hide it from everyone. I had seen plenty of friends and some family battle cancer. Dan was walking the last lap.

I went to the front door and opened it before Cindy rang the bell. When my eyes locked on Dan’s I saw the pain and sadness. Without a word, I gently embraced him, careful not to crush him under my weight.

As we stood on the front porch, Dan broke down sobbing and so did Cindy.

I followed quietly, weeping into my best friend’s shoulder. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I wanted….” He choked on the words and Cindy quietly sobbed beside him. “I wanted to see my girls shine.”

I gazed up at Cindy through my bleary vision. “I’m so sorry.”

Wracked with sobs, she broke down and fell into my arms. Cindy buried her face in my shoulder and her body shook with emotion. “I had to beg him to come. He would have died without telling them. It’s not right.”

Dan pushed himself upright and tried to restore some dignity. “I didn’t want to ruin Brooke and Steve’s big night, and I don’t want them to remember me like this.”

“Steve, he needs to sit,” Cindy said.

“I don’t want anyone to see me like this,” Dan repeated. “I’ll ruin the party for everyone.”

“You need to tell your girls,” I said. “I’ll take you to my office. How’s that?”

He squeezed my shoulder and nodded. “You’re a good friend.”

Cindy and I helped Dan inside while most of the guests convened on the pool deck or inside the kitchen.

After we settled Dan into my comfortable office chair, Cindy pulled me aside. “We can’t stay long. It’s so hard on him, but I knew he wanted to see Brooke tonight.”

I kissed her softly on the cheek and squeezed her hands. “I’ll go get them.”

I hated to destroy what should have been the happiest night of Brooke’s life, but judging by Dan’s disposition, you could count his remaining days on two hands.

I quietly gathered Lily and Mandy before we found Brooke by the pool chatting with my oldest son, Jack.

“I know it’s crazy, but I’m just so happy you’re good with everything,” she said. “It means the world to your dad and I.”

I could see her playing with her ring and occasionally gazing down at it, her face beaming with pride.

“Steve, what’s going on?” Mandy asked.

“He won’t tell me,” Lily said. “But it ain’t good, whatever it is.”

I grabbed Brooke’s hand and pulled her to me. “Baby, I need you for a minute. Sorry, Jack.”

Jack shook his head. “It’s fine, Pop. I need another beer anyway.”

Brooke turned to face me. When her eyes met mine, her smiled faded. Her eyes quickly scanned my face. “Oh, my God. What’s wrong?”

“I need you to come with me.” I took her hand, and she squeezed back hard, following me through the crowd with Lily and Mandy right behind her.

I stopped outside my office door and turned to face the three of them. “Your dad and Cindy are in my office. I want the three of you to brace yourselves and don’t react.”

“He’s sick, isn’t he,” Mandy said. “I knew it.” She pushed past me and opened the office door with the Brooke and Lily following close behind.

I closed the doors behind them and waited outside, letting Dan have a few undisturbed moments with his family. Brooke opened the door and motioned for me. “You can come in too.” She held out her hand. “You’re family.”

Under the circumstanced, the girls did remarkably well. All three of them had long suspected that Dan was ill but had kept it to themselves just like I had. We spent a few minutes with Dan, and he insisted that the girls not spend a single second being sad. He confirmed that he had cancer. Apparently, he had prostate cancer about six years ago, shortly after he and Cindy wed. After a successful treatment, he thought he had the cancer behind him until they found a spot on his liver about six months ago. He didn’t know how much time he had but suspected weeks, not months. The doctors had stopped treatment, which meant his time was short. He wanted to die at home rather than in hospice, and after this evening he didn’t want to talk about the cancer again.

After a brief visit, Dan and Cindy left while the rest of us returned to the party with the wind taken out of our sails.

Later that night, after everyone had gone, I held Brooke in my arms as we laid together in bed. Any feeling of sexy time had evaporated with Dan’s big news.

I stroked Brooke’s hair while she laid against me, her head on my chest.

“Baby, can I ask you a favor without making you upset?” Brooke asked.

“Sure. What’s on your mind?”

She ran her fingers along my smooth chest and circled my areola with her index finger. “What would you think about a simple back yard ceremony at my dad’s house?”

I think I understood where she was coming from. “I don’t see why not,” I said. “I assume you want to do it soon?”

She nodded. “I want daddy to see us get married.”

I kissed her softly on her forehead and rubbed her back. “I think he’d like that very much. We can make some calls in the morning. How does that sound?”

“Thank you for understanding.” She curled in tight and wrapped my arm around her waist.

I sighed. “I’m sorry about your dad.”

She was silent for a long time before she spoke again. “Steve, I’m scared. I won’t have any parents left. It’s like I’m all alone in the world. You know?”

“It’s a lonely feeling not to have your parents around anymore,” I said. “But you’re surrounded by people who love you, including me, and I won’t ever let you be alone.”

“Promise?” she said.

“I promised you with that ring,” I said. “And I’ll promise you again next week when we get married.”

She sighed contentedly and wrapped her arms around me. “I love you, Steve Parker. You’re a good man.”

I pulled the covers over us, kissed her one last time, and turned out the light.
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Aweek later Brooke and I married under the bright sunshine of a beautiful autumn day. Dan sat in the front row soaking up every second. Brooke wore a simple white dress, and I chose a navy-blue suit. Lily, Bridget, and Mandy stood for Brooke. Ben and Jack stood for me. The ceremony was short and tasteful. At the reception, Dan took Brooke and I aside to congratulate us.

During the previous week, Dan’s health significantly eroded and forced him into a wheelchair.

Brooke and I knelt beside him. Tears welled in Dan’s eyes, and he smiled while he held Brooke’s hand. “You’re as beautiful as your mother was on our wedding day.”

“Thank you, daddy.” She leaned over and gently embraced him.

Dan motioned me closer. “I need to talk to both of you in private.” He glanced up at me. “Steve, wheel me into the den, and grab me a beer while you’re at it.”

I skipped the beer and pushed Dan through the house with Brooke at my side. When we entered the den, he asked Brooke to close the door.

I parked Dan near his desk before Brooke and I perched on the arm of a leather couch.

He eyed both of us as if to make sure we were paying close attention. “It’s about Cindy.”

Brooke frowned. “What about her?”

“After I’m gone, I want to make sure she’s cared for.”

Cindy Shaw was a vibrant thirty-year-old woman in the prime of her life. Not to mention, she was smolderingly hot. She would have suitors literally lining up at her door before Dan’s coffin could settle into the ground. “Of course,” I said. “She’ll forever be a part of our family.”

“Steve’s right.” Brooke nodded. “She won’t miss out on anything, I promise.”

Dan shook his head. “You two don’t understand.” He sighed. “Cindy hasn’t come out and told me, but she’s wanted to be an active member of your… family for a long time. Are you following me here?”

Brooke and I exchanged a nervous glance.

“Do you mean with us?” Brooke asked. “Like the way Steve is with Lily, Mandy, and Bridget?”

Dan smiled. “Now you get it.”

I frowned and rubbed my chin. “Dan, I don’t think that’s —

Dan held up his hand to cut me off before turning to Brooke. “I need to know if you’re okay with it. If you’re not, this isn’t the time to play coy. I don’t have that kind of time.”

“I love Cindy,” Brooke said. “I’m fine with it, daddy. Really, I am.”

Dan’s shoulders eased, and he nodded as if assuaged. “Good. Now, do you mind if I have a private word with your husband?”

“My husband.” She blinked for a second as if the word hadn’t quite sunk in. “Oh, you mean Steve? Yes. That’s fine.” She leaned over and kissed Dan on the temple before squeezing my arm and leaving Dan and I alone in the den.

I squirmed in my seat and fought an urge to loosen my tie. I waited for Dan to speak.

“What I’m about to tell you stays between us.” Dan gazed at me, his expression serious.

“Sure. Not a word. Consider it vaulted.”

Dan nodded approvingly. “Cindy and I haven’t had what you’d call a traditional marriage.”

I frowned. “If it’s the age gap, then there’s no need to explain.”

Dan shook his head. “No. That’s not what I’m talking about.” He paused as if every breath were a monumental struggle. “Six years ago, I had my prostate removed. Cindy and I had barely been married a week when I went under the knife.”

“Yeah. And somehow you hid the whole thing from me. You should’ve told me.”

He ignored me and continued. “I was sick on our wedding day and for the week leading up to the surgery. I couldn’t perform if you get my drift. We never consummated our marriage.”

Dan’s voice trailed off, and I leaned forward slightly to hear him better.

“After I had my prostate removed, I became impotent. It’s a potential side effect with that kind of surgery. Jesus, this is fucking embarrassing.” He paused to draw in a breath.

“Are you telling me you and Cindy never….”

He shook his head. “I’m sure she wasn’t a virgin when I married her, although I never asked. But I know for a fact she wasn’t promiscuous either. For all the shit she got by marrying me, Cindy is a traditional girl. She was only twenty-four when I married her.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Wow. I’m sorry, Dan.”

“Yeah. It sucks to be me.” He sighed. “We’ve used plenty of toys over the years, but I’m sure a young woman her age has… urges.”

I swallowed away a lump in my throat. She must have walked around nine shades of horny, and in my house where the fucking is a near constant, I’m surprised she hadn’t lost her marbles. “I can imagine.”

“I encouraged her to start an affair with you, but she refused even though I know she wants to.”

“Dan, I never —

He raised his hand to cut me off. “I know you didn’t, numb nuts. I’m not fucking stupid.” He paused, and I could tell the conversation was wearing him down. This wasn’t the time for light-hearted banter. I needed to let him speak, so I shut up and waited.

“The past couple of years, our relationship has shifted. Now, I see her more like a daughter than a wife. She identifies with Brooke and Mandy more than me. Hell, she hasn’t looked at me the way she looks at you in years.”

“Dan, I don’t think Cindy has those feelings for me.”

He squeezed his wheelchair and his eyes smoldered with fury as his eyes bored a hole straight through to my soul. “She does because she fucking told me she’s attracted to you. I need you grounded in reality. Can you not be so fucking humble for one fucking second?” He coughed and hacked, and for a second, I thought he might pass out.

I froze while Dan recovered.

He stared up at me, his jaw set and his eyes watering.

I cleared my throat. “Are you asking me to….” I couldn’t bring myself to finish the sentence.

“Fuck my wife? You’re goddamn right I am. Is she not pretty enough for you?”

“God, no. She’s beautiful. But you’re my best friend and Cindy is your wife. It feels like a betrayal. I don’t want to disrespect you.”

“If you want my respect, then bring Cindy into your family with full privileges. I can rest easy if I know you’re watching over her. You’re a good man and you’ll treat her with love and kindness. I see how you are with my girls. I want that for Cindy. She deserves it. And since Brooke’s okay with it, then you should be okay with it too.”

I nodded. “Okay, Dan. I’ll talk to Cindy and if it’s what she wants. We’ll welcome her.”

He loosened the grip on his wheel, and his shoulders visibly eased. The anger in his face receded, replaced by calm serenity. “Now tell me, how’s that big project of yours coming along?”
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Three days later Dan passed in his sleep. The end came as a relief not only for him but for all of us. He had said all his goodbyes and set his affairs in order. To watch him struggle through the pain was inhumane. Per his request, Cindy had him cremated and only she knew what to do with the ashes.

In true Dan Shaw fashion, he requested we throw a party in his honor. So, two weeks later we did. He allowed us to recall fabled stories with him playing the leading man, but crying wasn’t allowed. That, of course, was easier said than done. We had a pitch in at the Shaw’s and a hundred people showed up. There were plenty of tears, but plenty of laughs to go with them. As the evening wore on, the guests filed out in small packs until only me and the girls remained.

We all helped clean the kitchen and straighten the house. By eleven, the house was spotless.

Cindy was busy chatting with Mandy and Bridget when Brooke took me aside.

“You should stay and talk to her,” she said.

“Now? It’s only been two weeks.” The truth was, I was stone cold nervous and wasn’t sure how to even start such a conversation.

She smiled and kissed me. “It’s time.” I’ll clear the girls out and you talk to her. “Hopefully, I don’t see you until tomorrow.”

The girls seemed to be in on the plan because ten minutes later they vanished along with Brooke, leaving Cindy and I alone.

To keep it from turning awkward, I pulled a bottle of wine from the rack and two glasses. “How about some vino?”

“God, that’s sounds amazing,” she said.

Cindy wore a simple black knee-length cocktail dress. It was a sleeveless number and showcased the lean muscle in her arms, and her calves looked spectacular in her black high heel shoes. The V-cut of her dress showed enough cleavage to make thing interesting, and I’d spotted her black lacy bra a few times when she bent over. Her burnished raven hair cascaded over her shoulders in springy curls. Cindy’s blue eyes sparkled, and despite the calendar, she clung to the remnants of her summer tan, leaving her skin a smooth caramel color. At five-foot three, Cindy wasn’t much taller than Lily and she spent a lot of time at the gym doing cross-fit. I knew from our many poolside chats that she had an impossibly spectacular S-curve body shape and checked all the boxes for a petite, busty goddess.

I uncorked the bottle and filled two glasses with a generous serving of cabernet. When I handed her a glass, my gaze met her ocean blue eyes and spotted her nervousness a mile away. “How about you and I go sit for a minute?” I held out my hand, and she took it.

I led her into the family room and set my glass on the coffee table while Cindy had a seat on the leather couch. “It’s starting to get cold. Mind if I start a fire?”

“That sounds perfect,” she said, sipping her wine and following me with her eyes. “We haven’t burned a fire in at least a year.”

I had long ago ditched the jacket and tie. I rolled up the sleeves on my button-down shirt, knelt by the fire, and loaded it with logs and a fire starter. A few minutes later, we had a roaring blaze.

“You’re good at that,” she said.

I shrugged. “I was a boy scout.”

She laughed and sipped her wine. “Why doesn’t that surprise me? “

I sat next to her on the couch, close enough for us to touch but far enough away to maintain a sense of propriety. I picked up my glass and raised it. “To Dan.”

“To Dan,” she said.

We clinked glasses and drank, staring at the fire together.

The wood cracked and popped, and the silence that filled the space wasn’t awkward. Rather, I found comfort in Cindy’s presence, and I think she felt the same about me.

Cindy kicked off her heels and rubbed her calf before letting out a long breath. “What a day.”

“You look like a woman in need of a foot rub.”

“You don’t have to do that,” she said. “I’m just glad to have them off. They kill my feet.”

I patted my thigh. “Bring ‘em up here.”

“If you insist.” She smiled and turned around sideways on the couch, stretching her legs out across my lap.

I set my glass down on the coffee table and placed my hands on her bare shins. Her skin, shiny and smooth, felt warm to my touch. I grabbed the foot nearest me and stroked the soul of her foot, brushing my thumbs lightly down her arch.

“That’s amazing.” Goose bumps flared up and down her legs. Cindy closed her eyes and rested her head against the arm of the leather sofa.

The feel of her soft skin and her smooth tiny feet woke my cock from its day long slumber.

She polished her dainty toes black and curled them as she stretched out her legs, flexing her calf muscles.

My gaze drifted to her clenched leg muscles before she relaxed her legs and sighed.

My cock snaked up the inside of my briefs, and soon enough Cindy would feel my growing manhood. I continued to rub beneath her foot, soothing her tight arch before working my way up to her toes. One by one, I rubbed her digits, sliding my fingers between each and gently pulling to stretch out her stiff muscles.

“You can do this seven days a week,” she practically purred before she took another large sip of her wine.

Not to let her other foot feel neglected, I grabbed a hold of it while I placed Cindy’s foot gently onto my lap mere inches from my swollen cock.

As I massaged her other foot, Cindy bent her free leg and curled her toes between my legs nearly touching my erect manhood. She dug her toes into my inner thigh and squeezed quickly, further hardening my already rigid penis.

I ran my hands up her leg and gently squeezed her calf, needing it between my fingers. Her muscles felt stiff, yet her skin was smooth and supple. “You’re so tight. You need a lot of TLC.” I pressed my thumbs into her calf and applied medium pressure, working in short clockwise circles.

She smiled at me demurely, her eyes heavy with lust. “Are you applying for the job?”

“I come with years of experience,” I said.

She inched her toe higher, touching my raging boner with the tips of her toes. “Is that because of me?”

I gazed down at her and rolled my eyes. “Would you believe me if I said no?”

Cindy giggled and inched her body toward me, forcing her skirt halfway up her smooth thighs. “Do you know how many times I’ve fantasized about you?” She bit her lip and wriggling her toes higher, sliding them over my bulb. “It started when I used to sit for the boys.”

I raised an eyebrow and slid my hand higher, moving past her knee and onto the dangerous curves of her caramel-colored inner thigh. “Way back then?”

“I used to imagine you driving me home, pulling off into the woods, and fucking me in the backseat of your car. Am I sick or what?”

So much for our serious conversation. She wasn’t in the mood to talk. They say we all deal with grief differently. Maybe Cindy needed to have a good hard pounding to help her reset. “It’s never too late to live out a fantasy. We can play smoking hot babysitter and sexually frustrated dad any time you’d like.”

She licked her lips. “I’d like that very much, but right now I just need you to fuck me.”

My pulse quickened, and my breathing deepened. I slid my hand higher up her thigh until my fingers brushed against her lace panties.

Cindy set down her wineglass and inched closer until her hips touched my thighs. Her skirt rode high enough to reveal her black panties and a thin thatch of dark hair beneath the translucent material.

I leaned in and kissed her. Her lips felt warm and moist, and she parted her mouth slightly, drawing me into a second, deeper kiss. Our tongues brushed together as our lips parted. Cindy tasted sweet and minty with a hint of cabernet.

I slid my hands around her hips and guided her fully onto my lap.

Cindy straddled me, never breaking our kiss. She planted her knees one on each side of my hips with her pussy centered over my rock-hard cock.

I tugged at the bottom of her skirt, pulling it up and over her shapely hips.

She opened her mouth wide, moaning softly as our tongues performed a slow dance.

Cindy ground her hips against my engorged cock and ran her hands over my shoulders and to the top button of my shirt. One by one, she undid each button while pulling my shirt tails free of my dress pants.

I found the zipper at the back of her dress and pulled it down, exposing her bare back and the straps of a black lace bra.

Cindy pulled my shirt over my shoulders revealing my smooth muscled chest. She ran her hands down my pecs and continued past my washboard abs until she reached my belt buckle. “You don’t know how many times I’ve ached to touch you.”

I kissed my way down her neck and along her shoulder before gazing on her spectacular chest. “Let’s make up for lost time.”

Her natural tits jiggled inside the bra’s tight confines. Her swollen cleavage practically burst from the front, and I could see her fat pink nipples poke through the sheer fabric.

Cindy loosened my belt and unzipped my pants before prying my cock free of my boxer briefs. It sprang loose, bobbing and swaying while Cindy peeled off her dress and tossed it to the floor.

She gazed at my cock like a starving man at an all-you-can-eat buffet. “No wonder you keep them all so happy.” Cindy perched on my lap, wearing nothing but her lace bra and panties. She wrapped her hand around my glistening shaft and let her fingers wander up my rod before curling around my tip.

“But can I make you happy?” My mouth watered as I drank in the steep curves of her ocean-deep cleavage. I cupped her ass cheeks, one in each hand, and squeezed before sliding my hand north and unclasping her bra.

Cindy bit her lower lip and gazed at me, eyes teasing. “You already make me happy.” She slipped her bra off and her tits barely moved with only a slight jiggle as I gazed on them in all their glory.

Her summer tan had faded, blurring the line between the golden complexion of her upper chest and the smooth white creaminess of her forbidden flesh. Her pastel-pink nipples were flat and smooth and her nipples small and hard.

I cupped them in my hands, and my cock twitched, hardening inside Cindy’s hand. I kneaded each breast, teasing her nipples to peak hardness. “They’re fucking perfect.”

Cindy slowly stroked my cock, forcing a bubble of precum from my tip. “And they’re all yours if you want them.”

Those words only heightened my arousal, and my cock throbbed and twitched in her hand. I leaned forward and slipped her nipple in my mouth, rolling her sweet pink bud over my tongue before gently sucking it between my teeth.

Cindy arched her back and pressed her chest forward while she let out a soft moan. She continued to slide her nimble fingers up and down my shaft, and my clear precum leaked onto her fingers and acted as a lubricant for each stroke.

I popped her nipple from my mouth and pulled her face even with mine.

Our lips met and parted, and we explored each other’s mouths while Cindy continued to pump my cock while I squeezed greedy fistfuls of her perfectly sculpted breasts.

She moaned in my mouth and drove her tongue deeper, sucking my tongue over her lips and into her mouth.

Her tits felt soft and warm as I hefted their natural weight in both hands. I cupped her under-boobs and pushed them up and then together. I tweaked her nipples between my fingers and felt sharp goose bumps flare across her areolas. I couldn’t believe I was playing with the legendary tits of my kid’s former babysitter. I had always dreamed what they looked like, but I never thought myself lucky enough to freely explore her insane body.

She moaned softly as the sound of sliding tongues and puckered lips filled the silence. Cindy ground her crotch against my shaft, and I felt the heat of her vagina pierce her lace panties.

She broke the kiss off and pulled away, her eyes driven with lust. Tits jiggling, Cindy stood on the sofa, towering over me like a raven-haired goddess. She slid her panties down her legs and kicked them off.

A fine thatch of soft pubic hair covered her mons. It was well groomed, and her pussy glistened with wetness. Other than a thin slip of pink, I couldn’t see her labia as it was mostly inverted inside her pussy. Her pussy looked like it was carved from marble. I’d never seen one so perfect. “Holy shit. Was your pussy gifted from Aphrodite?”

Completely naked, Cindy Shaw lowered herself to my steel-hard saber. “You’re about to find out.” Squatting over my lap, she grabbed my shaft and dragged my tip down her perfect slit until I felt the slight give of her hole.

She gazed at me, her blue eyes sparkling. “I may be a shade out of practice.”

I slid my hands along her thighs and rested them on the curves of her thick hips.

Cindy lowered herself, sinking halfway down my cock. She gasped and bit her lip, stifling a moan.

Her pussy flexed then squeezed my shaft, and I moaned while her walls raked my shaft’s soft skin. Her pussy felt tight enough to crack walnuts and rivaled Lily’s for extreme tightness. It was a pleasant surprise, and I couldn’t believe I had my cock buried in the babysitter.

She paused, inhaling sharply. “You’re so fucking huge… oooohhhhhuuunnngg.” She closed her eyes and rested her hands on my pecs.

Her pussy pulsed in time with her heartbeat, and my cock twitched while I struggled against the urge to slide it home. Instead, I rubbed her ass and watched her tits sway while she inched her way down my pipe. After she took it all in, she paused and sank lower yet, until she rested her ass on my bare thighs.

With her body weight on my lap, Cindy stretched out her legs and wrapped them loosely around my waist. “Stevie, I’m going to cum.” She arched her back, and her body shook with soft tremors. With her mouth open, she moaned softly, shaking with ecstasy.

Stevie? All the girls had their pet names for me, I assumed Cindy had picked hers. With my hands planted on her ass cheeks, I sat up and kissed her breasts while I let her ride out her orgasm.

She raked her fingers through my hair and brought my face even with hers. She kissed me softly, still impaled on my cock. “I’m super sensitive. It’s easy for me to cum, and your cock gets me off.”

She ground on my cock, swirling it inside her canal while we continued to make out. Cindy wrapped her arms around my shoulders and arched her back, pressing her tits against my chest.

“It’s like you’re built for sex,” I said.

She broke off the kiss and licked behind my ear. “I’ll be the best little fucking machine in your harem,” she whispered into my ear.

I couldn’t stifle my groan and I pulled her hips lower, driving my cock in to the hilt. “You will make me cum talking like that.”

“Don’t pull out.” She licked up to my ear, and I felt her warm breath curl down my neck. “I want to feel your cum deep inside me.”

I wasn’t going to kill the mood asking about birth control. If she wanted a baby, then I had zero problem knocking her up.

Cindy fucked me faster, swaying her hips in a circular motion while my cock plumbed her depths. For a woman who hadn’t fucked in six years, she sure knew what she was doing. I felt the first inkling of an orgasm on the horizon and needed a slight breather or I would bust a nut before I had a chance to really get going.

Cindy leaned back, placing her hands on my knees to prop herself up. Her tits swayed in time with our fucking, and I gazed down, watching my cock slide in and out of her God pussy.

Her flat tummy contracted every time she edged her hips forward. Like her tits, Cindy’s golden skin faded into a creamy under-section normally hidden by her bikini bottom. Her belly button was a perfect inny, and I lost myself in the smooth motion of her abdominal muscles contracting every time her hips pivoted forward on my cock.

She edged forward and backward, swallowing my cock whole with each micro-thrust. Her tits swayed with the action and her hips completed the movement slapping gently against my thighs with each stroke.

I felt my cock bottom out inside her and her vaginal walls contract and ripple over my thick shaft.

She moaned softly while we fucked and over time, her breathing steadily intensified. “Stevie… yeah… unngghh… yeah.” Goose bumps flared across Cindy’s chest, shoulders, and arms. Her nipples stiffened while her tits jiggled with the momentum of her pause in fucking. She parted her mouth while she clamped down on my cock and groaned, her body erupting with orgasm number two.

True to her word, her pussy spasmed and her juices flowed, warming my cock and dribbling down my balls.

“I’ve never cum so hard,” she said breathlessly. “God, I swear I can feel you in my womb.”

I sat up and hoisted Cindy off the ground, keeping my cock entrenched in her pussy.

She gasped and wrapped her legs tight around my waist, forcing me even deeper inside.

I lowered her back first onto the couch and raised her hips so only her shoulders touched the cushions. Her tits hovered on her chest, falling slightly outward with their natural jiggle.

I slid my cock in and out in long slow strokes, watching it glisten with the work of her first two orgasms.

Cindy locked her legs around my waist and pulled her hips up to meet my downward motion.

I plowed into her with reckless abandon, slamming my cock in and out while Cindy’s grunts and moans filled the room.

Under our relentless onslaught, the couch squeaked and rhythmically thudded against the end table.

Cindy reached up and locked her arms around my neck, hanging from me like a jungle gym. She pulled me into a kiss and our tongues met the moment Cindy’s third orgasm washed over her. “Ohhhhhh….” She dug her heels into my hips and did her best to swallow my tongue.

With a long moan and a soul-crushing grunt, I flooded her womb with my seed, sending pulses of thick molten spunk deep inside my petite goddess.

“I can feel it,” she said, pulling me into her. “Fill me up, Stevie. Don’t stop.” Her words came out throaty and breathless.

My cock pulsed with a never-ending assault of sperm on poor Cindy’s near-virgin pussy. I grunted into her ear while I felt her soft tits slide over my chest.

Cindy raked her fingers through my hair and whispered. “That’s it, baby. Let it all go.”

After releasing my last load of cum inside the final Shaw woman, I propped myself up and gazed down at Cindy with my cock still buried inside her. “That was insane.”

She pulled me into a kiss while she entwined her legs in mine. “Five orgasms,” she said. “It’s a new personal record.”

“I counted three.” I wriggled my cock inside her, unwilling to pull out just yet.

“I had one before you even got my clothes off,” she said. “And the fifth on the heels of the fourth.”

“You climaxed twice?” I continued to kiss her while she ground her hips as if willing me back into action.

“When I felt your cum inside me, it got me off… hard. I almost passed out.”

I edged my hips forward and sank my cock back into her depths, feeling myself harden under her grinding slow fuck. “Round two?”

She nodded. “You better buckle up, cowboy, because I will ride you all night long.”

True to her word, we fucked three more times that night. I carried her from the family room to the kitchen where I finished her on the island. Then we fucked in the shower and then the last time on her bedroom floor.

We didn’t use her bed that night but fell asleep naked in one of the guest rooms. I wasn’t about to bang Dan’s wife in his own bed, no matter what he said.

The next morning, Cindy was as bright and chipper as I’d seen her in a long time. She cooked me breakfast, and I told her to pack a bag.

“Where are we going?” She asked.

I bit into a strip of bacon and smiled. “We’re going to Denver, baby.”
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When Cindy and I arrived back at home, the girls were in the kitchen making waffles and jamming out to pop music. Baby Rose sat in her highchair with Mandy feeding her what looked like banana mash. Bridget manned the waffle iron, and Brooke was busy stirring the batter. Lily perched on one of the high-back stools, watching everyone else do the heavy lifting while she sipped a cup of coffee.

“We’re back.” I announced to the room.

Cindy was at my side, holding my hand loosely as we stepped into the kitchen.

“Yay, you’re home.” Lily bounced across the kitchen wearing a loose tee-shirt that barely covered a pair of white cotton panties. Her bouncing braless tits led my gaze to settle on her hard nipples poking the soft cotton top. She pulled me into a hug and kissed me. “I missed you and it sucks because I have to leave in two hours, and we don’t get any time together.”

“I’m sorry, Lil,” Cindy said. “It’s my fault for monopolizing him.”

Lily frowned. “I’m not at all mad at you. In fact, we’re all thrilled to have you.”

“Totally,” Brooke said. “We have plenty of room for one more.”

That was a lie, but Brooke would rather die than make Cindy feel unwelcome for even a single second.

Baby Rose cooed, and Mandy laughed. “Rosie and I both agree. We love Cindy. Don’t we?” She kissed Rose on the nose and the baby giggled before giving a big raspberry with her lips.

Everyone laughed, and it felt good. Dan wouldn’t want us to wallow in misery, and my big surprise was just what the doctor ordered.

Lily wouldn’t let go of my neck, and so I perched on a high-backed chair before the kitchen island and slid her onto my lap. “If you’re worried about not seeing me, then today is your lucky day.”

She wriggled her ass onto my cock and smiled at me teasing. “I’ve got two hours, you better believe I’m getting lucky.” Despite Cindy draining me of my last drop of fluids, I grew aroused, and Lily must have felt it because she edged higher on my lap, working my shaft between her lips. “Let’s go upstairs real fast.”

“God, Lily. You’re such a horn dog,” Brooke said.

Bridget laughed. “The girl’s got a libido hot enough to power a city.”

I briefly considered her proposal but, time was of the essence. I kissed her on the forehead. “We’re….” I kissed her on the right cheek. “Going…”. I kissed her on the left cheek. “With…” Finally, I kissed her on the lips. “You.” I tapped her nose and looked around the room. “Pack your bags ladies, we’re going with Lily on a road trip.”
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Aplane trip and a car rental later, the seven of us packed into an over-sized SUV and headed into the Rocky Mountains.

I drove right past the exit for Lily’s college.

Lily, who was riding shotgun next to me, spoke up. “Daddy, you missed the exit.”

I glanced at her, and her smirk and mischievous eyes told me she was clearly amused. “Does that ever get old?”

“Nope.” She edged closer and kissed me on my cheek. “But seriously, you actually missed the exit.”

“I’m well aware of the exit number, my love.” I said. “I’ve only taken the damn thing a million times.”

“Well then, where are we going?”

In the backseat, the conversations paused, and everyone paused and waited for me to speak.

“There’s something I need to show you.” I glanced in the rear-view. “All of you.”

Ten minutes later I pulled off the highway and spent five minutes traveling a two-lane highway before we pulled into a winding, freshly paved driveway.

Mature pine trees decorated the landscape, and the majestic, snow-capped mountains dominated the horizon.

The driveway ended in an enormous house that looked more like a ski-lodge than someone’s residence.

“Baby, where are we?” Brooke hovered over my shoulder and glanced at the house.

“Someone who makes bank,” Lily said.

“It’s gorgeous.” Mandy worked the straps on the car seat and pulled Rosie into her lap. “Don’t tell me you rented this place for the week.”

“It’s amazing.” Bridget rolled down her window and breathed in the fresh air. “I didn’t know air could smell so clean.”

“We are staying here this week,” I said. “In fact, it’s just us.”

“You’re staying for my meet? Yay.” Lily clapped excitedly.

“Seriously, Stevie?” Cindy asked. “Does it have a jacuzzi?”

I nodded. “And a steam room and a pool and a media room.”

“No shit?” Lily stomped her feet and squealed. “Forget taking me to school. I’m staying here.”

“I kind of thought you might.” I pulled the SUV into the massive paved-stone archway outside the front door.

The girls scrambled out while I helped Mandy with Rosie. I kissed my daughter’s forehead, and she cooed while I hit a button on my key chain.

The front door beeped, and Brooke turned toward me, frowning? They gave you a remote lock?

I shrugged. “It’s got all the bells and whistles.”

I handed Rosie back to Mandy before I opened the front door and let the girls in.

The entryway opened onto the great room, which itself was mostly a massive window overlooking the snow-capped Rockies and a serene lake.

Lily and Bridget bounded across the entryway and cheered in front of the massive window. Cindy and Mandy walked across the room slower but with no less enthusiasm.

Only Brooke frowned and took my hand.

“What’s wrong?”

“This place must have cost you a fortune, and you’re already living on savings.” She took my other hand and turned to face me. “You don’t have to blow all your money to prove how much you love us. We know.” She perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips.

“Baby, there’s something you need to know.”

From a far-flung corner of the house, Lily screamed excitedly. She appeared a second later holding a framed picture of her and I from Christmas last year. “How is our picture here?” She darted into another room and came out holding a picture of Brooke and I’s wedding picture. “What the hell?”

“Steve, what’s going on?” Brooke looked genuinely worried.

I cupped my hands around my mouth and yelled. “Everybody return to the great room… pronto.”

Bridget and Lily came down the stairs, the pictures apparently returned to their proper location.

I motioned for everyone to follow and opened a door onto a massive deck that overlooked the lake.

There was another deck below and a bridge that led to a boathouse on the water.

I leaned against the railing. With the mountains at my back, I turned to face my five beauties. “The truth is, we are staying here this week, and the week after. You see, this place is ours, and by that, I mean all six of us.”

The girls stared at me, too stunned to speak.

“I don’t understand. How can we afford this place?” Brooke asked.

“About twenty years ago, I came into a significant inheritance. I invested the money and didn’t touch it. For years I’ve let it grow and had a couple of wildly lucky breaks along the way. I spent a significant portion of that money on this property and this house specifically for all of us. That said, we still have many millions of dollars left in the bank that will continue to grow. This place is paid off — free and clear. It’s big enough to raise five families.” One by one, I met each woman’s eyes. When I met Cindy’s, I paused. “Dan helped too. I bought land from an old college friend of ours who sold it for a song. Well, maybe not a song, but it was a sweet deal.”

Tears rolled down Cindy’s cheeks. “So, Dan was in on it?”

“Dan was so far in on it he even surprised me,” I said. “He contacted the architect and expanded the house on his dime. Even I didn’t know until he told me last week.”

“That explains his request,” Cindy said.

“What request?” Brooke asked.

“He told me to sprinkle his ashes on the clearest Rocky Mountain lake I could find.”

We spent the day exploring the house and the property while poor Lily went to practice. The house was big enough to get lost in, and the girls fell in love with it at once.

We made dinner together and had it ready when Lily arrived home from practice. Afterward, I peeled Brooke away from the others. We took a bottle of wine out onto the deck and watched the sun fade over the mountain.

“I can’t believe you pulled this off,” she said. “How did you manage it?”

“How many times did I visit Lily?”

“A hundred.” She giggled and pulled me into a hug. “Thank you.” She brought her lips around to mine and kissed me. “Any more surprises I need to know about?” She laughed and when I didn’t laugh with her, she grew concerned. “What’s wrong?”

I took her hands and kissed her ring finger where her wedding band gleamed under the late afternoon sun. “I want to ask you something and if you tell me no, then it’s done, and we’ll never speak of it again.”

“Uh, oh.” She said. “I knew this was all too good to be true.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “I want to ask all of them to marry me. Are you okay with that?”

Her shoulders relaxed, and she sat back in her chair. “For a second, you had me scared.” She sipped her wine. “Baby, I wouldn’t be here if I had a problem with any of this. You aren’t the kind of man who can love only one woman. We all know that. You have my blessing. Does that help?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

Brooke swallowed the last of her wine and stood. “Didn’t I see a jacuzzi tub in our bedroom?” Her green eyes twinkled, and she disappeared into the house.

Twenty minutes later we sat naked in the warm bath water with the bubbles percolating and the steam rising.

I reclined on one end of the tub when Brooke slithered toward me, her big creamy boobs glistening with wetness. She sat on my lap, wrapping her legs around my body. We kissed, and I felt her pussy glide across my hard shaft.

“Are we christening the bath?”

She nibbled on my lip and nodded. “And then the bed and then…” she shrugged. “You get to choose.”

My cock stirred, and I ran my hands down her thighs and squeezed her ass. “Come her baby.”

We kissed softly at first, and then her lips parted, and our tongues lightly touched. Brooke’s nipples grazed my chest and my cock twitched against her pussy.

“Somebody’s ready to play,” she said.

I pulled her onto my lap and entered her in one swift motion. Her pussy clamped down on my cock and I basked in the warm, tight cocoon of her pussy.

She draped her hands over my shoulders and gazed into my eyes while we started to slow fuck. “Baby, guess what?”

I moaned and kissed along her neck, sliding my cock in and out of her warm wet hole. “What?”

She brought my face even with hers, and when I saw her eyes, I knew she was about to get serious.

I gazed into her eyes and frowned. “What?”

“I went off the pill,” she said. “And I’m ovulating.”

My cock twitched inside her, and it hardened to legendary status. I raised an eyebrow. “Does this mean… you’re ready?”

She nodded. “But only if you are.”

I kissed her softly while we moved together. It started slow and quickly escalated. Before long, waves of water threatened to spill over the top as I pounded my ginger wife hard and fast.

Brooke leaned forward, smashing her tits into my chest while she clutched my shoulders and brought her mouth close to my ear. “Coming… hard.” Her words came out breathless and tickled my ear while her slippery tits sloshed across my chest.

I felt her ass shudder under my hands, and I grunted, firing a cannon shot of cum deep into her unprotected womb.

“Yes….” She hissed and licked my ear while she ground her hips and milked my cock.

I unloaded a torrent of cum inside my beautiful bride spray painting her womb in baby making magic.

Afterward, we kissed with my cock still buried inside. “Stay like this. I don’t want any to leak out,” she said.

“Maybe you’re pregnant,” I said.

“We’re testing out the bed next.” She kissed me again. “Settle in for extra sessions this week.”

“We have sex fifteen times a week as it is,” I said.

She giggled. “I want to double that, at least, while I’m ovulating. Better drink plenty of fluids, baby. I will need you at the top of your game.”
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Two weeks later, we officially moved into our new home. After we unpacked, I didn’t want to waste any more time making each woman know where we stood.

I found Mandy sitting in an alcove in her bedroom reading a book. The view overlooked the lake below and with the autumn leaves in transition the scenery was spectacular.

“Great view,” I said.

Mandy smiled and gazed out the window. “I love it. It’s so beautiful. I mean, I loved the beach, but this is a whole different level.”

“I was talking about you.”

Her smile widened, and she set down her book. “You’re such a cornball.”

I shrugged. “Got a minute?”

She stood and crossed the room, wrapping her arms around my shoulders before softly kissing me. “I’ve got all day. What’s up?”

I took her hand and gently squeezed. “There’s someplace I want to show you.”

We puttered across the lake with the late afternoon sun rays streaming through the big Aspen and Cottonwoods lining the bank. The leaves were in transition and there was a slight nip in the afternoon air. With no wind, the lake’s surface was glassy calm, and I pulled up the boat inside a cove on the far side of the lake.

I cut the engine and took Mandy’s hand. “Look at the reflection. Isn’t it beautiful?”

Across the lake, a mirror image of the snowcapped mountains projected onto the surface. The leaves, orange, red, and gold also cast their reflection, which made for a photo straight out of National Geographic.

Mandy’s jaw dropped, and she leaned against the railing and peered out across the lake. “This is stunning.”

“You’re stunning.”

Mandy turned toward me and rolled her eyes, but her humor turned to a gasp when her eyes landed on me.

I was down on one knee holding a diamond engagement ring. “Mandy Elizabeth Shaw. Will you marry me?”

Tears welled in her eyes, and she pursed her lips, nodding up and down. “Yes. Yes, I’ll marry you.” She slipped onto my knee and wrapped her arms around my neck before we embraced. “I love you so much.”

“I love you right back.” I kissed her and drew back long enough to slide the ring onto her finger.

It dazzled under the afternoon sky, and Mandy’s face lit up like the surrounding trees. She kissed me again, harder this time, and our lips parted while we made out under the twilight sky.

But the surprises weren’t over yet. I had packed dinner and wine to last us well into the evening, and the boat came equipped with its very own bedroom below deck. With a slightly tipsy and very giggly Mandy in hand, we retreated to the bedroom.

Mandy pushed me back onto the bed and smiled before pulling off her tight black turtleneck and tossing it aside. Her smooth creamy tits bulged from a black satin bra and when she peeled off her jeans, I discovered she had black satin panties to match.

To this day, her resemblance to the famed actress, Jennifer Connelly, left me shell-shocked. Her raven hair tumbled over her shoulders and her hazel eyes sparkled in the cabin’s warm lights.

Mandy crawled onto the bed, straddling me before reaching down and pulling my shirt over my head. “You won’t be needing this.” She bent over and kissed my chest while I unhooked her bra.

When she sat upright, the bra came off and her beautiful young mommy tits bounced before my eyes. “You’re a real sly one, Steve Parker.” She reached for the button on my jeans and unzipped my pants. “You want to put another baby in me?”

My cock already swollen pulsed to full strength, and the tip emerged from the top of my boxer briefs.

We both gazed at it before Mandy laughed. “I’ll take that as a yes.”

Two minutes later, I was moving inside her while her soft moans filled the cabin. Her pussy, warm and wet, swallowed my cock whole, and I forced myself to pause for fear of early ejaculation.

Mandy lay beneath me with her legs parted and her feet rubbing the back of my calves. “I love you.” We kissed before she ground her hips and I edged my cock deeper, burying it to the hilt.

We started fucking, and I grunted slamming my cock home feeling her warm walls slide up and down my shaft with each sweet stroke.

We fucked harder and faster, the mattress squeaking and protesting every time I bottomed out.

Mandy’s soft grunts and moans intensified until she started calling out my name in between each grunt. Her tits floated on her chest, gently slapping together with each push.

When I couldn’t hold it anymore, I gazed into her beautiful golden-flecked hazel eyes and moaned.

Mandy’s face contorted with pleasure and her hips rose to meet my thrust as she shouted out my name and I unloaded a torrent of cum inside her womb.

She dug her fingers into my back and pulled herself up, grinding her hips and milking my cock of every drop.

My head spun as a fountain of cum erupted inside my sinfully hot fiancé, and I grunted with each spasm until our spent bodies went still.

Afterward, we spooned together naked. I placed my hand on Mandy’s womb and she slid her hand over mine.

She squeezed it gently and sighed contentedly. “Sweet dreams.”
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Three mornings later, Cindy Shaw sat atop me, grinding my cock in the reverse cowgirl position. Every time she bounced off my pelvis, her ass cheeks jiggled, and I watched my glistening cock slide in and out of her insanely tight pussy. Her hole stretched around my shaft and the skin at her opening stretched and pulled over my sensitive skin with each pass.

I never lasted long inside Cindy. The woman knew how to fuck better than anyone, and she used her pussy in ways I didn’t even know existed. She rolled her pussy muscles up and down my shaft and I groaned, sliding my hands up her hips and circling her tiny waist. She did it on purpose because she knew it would make me cum fast and hard. “That’s cheating.”

“Don’t pull out,” she told me her words short and breathless.

It was Cindy’s turn to ovulate, and we already had sex three times in the past twenty-four hours. She had made clear; she wanted a baby sooner rather than later, and I was beginning to wonder if even this house might be too small for all these kids.

I sat upright and slid my hands up to her tits, kneading them in my palms while my orgasm came hot and fast. “Baby, here it comes.” I grunted and my cock spasmed while I unloaded an ocean of sperm into my cute busty petite.

Cindy made me cum and cum hard. Only a certain blonde dynamo made me cum hardest of all, but Cindy was a photo finish for second place.

“God, that’s a lot of cum,” she said, still milking my cock.

I continued pumping her with liquid heat, imagining it flowing down Cindy’s canal, into her cervix, through her uterus before ultimately meeting the golden prize inside her fallopian tubes.

My legs turned to rubber and my toes curled as Cindy continued to grind me even after the orgasm.

“Good to the last drop?” I cupped her ass cheeks and Cindy slid off my cock, pressing her hand to her pussy to lock in the sperm.

She collapsed on the bed beside me, and I crawled on top of her, kissing her softly on the lips. “Give me ten minutes and we can go again.”

She giggled and ground her pussy against my already hardening cock. “Why so long?”

Cindy and I had grown extremely close in a very short span of time. She had opened up to me about her feelings for me that stretched back years. She had loved Dan more as a father than a spouse but couldn’t bring herself to hurt him. She had confided in me her secrets, including that she was a virgin the first time we had sex. She was not a sexually promiscuous woman and had been a virgin when she married Dan.

It never worked out on a physical level for the couple, and she thinks that may have contributed to them becoming better friends than lovers. Eventually, they didn’t even sleep in the same bed. She would masturbate herself to sleep thinking about me almost every night.

The first time I got with Brooke, Cindy was actually jealous, and that’s when things really broke down between her and Dan. Eventually, they came to an understanding and after Dan got sick, she put any thoughts of leaving him on hold.

Her love of cooking had led Dan down the path to obesity, and when the cancer came back, she learned to cook healthy foods. Now she cooked those healthy foods for our entire family, and she often made me a special treat for dessert that normally involved having sex with her in some fantastical way.

Cindy pulled me into a deep kiss, and I felt her tits bulge against my chest. “Can you help me with something? It’s important.”

“More important than letting me inside that tight little pussy of yours?”

She didn’t laugh, and I rolled off her before propping myself up on my elbow and gazing into her eyes. “What’s this about?”

“It’s about closure,” she said. “I want to move forward with you, and I made one last promise to Dan. I want you to go with me.”

I kissed her nose and smiled. “Okay then. Let’s go.”

Cindy and I dressed and before we left our room, she snagged a silver vase from a box in her closet.

“Are those….”

“Dan’s ashes,” she said. “Come on.”

We left the house and followed a path around to the back that led to a small rocky beach on the lake.

With the urn in hand, Cindy climbed out onto a flat, broad rock within distance of the shoreline. She reached back to me with her arm extended. “Come with me.”

I hopped onto the rock beside her and slipped my hand around her waist.

“He said he wanted me to spread his ashes in a clear, Rocky Mountain lake.”

“A piece of him will be right here while our kids grow up.”

She opened the urn and lightly sprinkled Dan’s ashes across the water’s glassy surface.

The ashes floated for a moment before gently sinking and disappearing below the surface. Dan Shaw found his ultimate rest.

“Rest easy, brother,” I said.

Cindy sat quietly on the rock while she watched Dan’s ashes recede into the murk. After five minutes of silence, she stood and replaced the lid. “I’m ready. “

We hopped off the rock and, hand in hand, walked up the trail and started back to the house.

“Wait a minute,” I said.

Cindy turned toward me and gazed up at me expectantly.

“You’re sure about moving forward with us? It’s not too soon?”

“No, baby. I’m certain. My feelings for you go back years. It’s not new to me. I love you, Stevie.”

I dropped to my knee and brought out the ring box I had stashed in my pocket. “I love you too.”

Cindy dropped the urn and froze.

I took her hands and gazed into her eyes. “Cindy Marie Shaw. Will you be my wife?”

Cindy lunged at me, nearly knocking me off my feet. She peppered my face with kisses, and I pulled her into a hug, holding her ass for support.

“Yes. I’ll marry you.”
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“This is it,” Bridget said as she pulled herself up and over the lip of a granite boulder.

I gazed up at her firm, bountiful ass encased in her super-tight climbing shorts. “Right behind you.”

With the sun sinking toward the western horizon, we had made the summit at the perfect time. Our climb hadn’t been technically difficult except for the last fifteen minutes.

Bridget had been after me to climb the slope since we moved to the Rocky’s, but neither of us were up to the challenge of scaling a sheer rock wall. After some research, I found a trail head within a thirty-minute drive of the house that we could hike. It had taken us the better part of the day to reach the peak, and I had planned ahead by packing a small tent and a few extra surprises for Bridget once we reached the top.

I pulled myself over the lip and squinted as the sun blazed across the valley below.

Bridget stood atop a broad, flat boulder that ended at the cliff’s edge. I could only make out her silhouette and shaded my eyes while I stood.

For late October, the day was unusually warm, but the wind coming over the cliff carried the promise of a chilly night ahead.

But for now, I plopped down my backpack and joined Bridget a few feet from the edge and peered over.

Far below, I saw the lake, our boathouse, and of course the mansion. We didn’t have any neighbors as I owned not only the lake, but thirty acres surrounding the house. Beyond our house, the valley stretched toward the highway and a vast forest covered the space in between.

“It’s so beautiful,” Bridget said.

I took her hand in mine and gazed at her.

Bridget wore a tight sports bra with enough cleavage to make things interesting. She hadn’t bothered with makeup, and she didn’t need it. Like her body, Bridget’s beauty, both inside and out, was all-natural and pure. Strands of her brown hair had slipped free from the ponytail holding her silky hair in place, and the breeze plastered a few loose strands across her lips and nose. She squinted toward the horizon, which caused her nose to crinkle adorably.

On a ten-point scale, I gave Bridget a solid eleven. That score was as much for her kindness and empathy as it was for her extraordinary physical beauty. With a body that went on for miles and a personality to match, she was the kind of girl you brought home to dear old mom. If I didn’t sew her up soon, somebody else would.

She returned my gaze and smiled. “The sunset is over there, silly.” She pointed west and squeezed my hand.

“Do you enjoy living here?” I asked.

She frowned. “What? Where is this coming from? Of course, I do. I love this place and I love you too.”

“I know you love me, and I love you, but you’re a free spirit. I don’t want to tie you down if —

She perched on her toes and kissed me. “Shut up, Mr. P.”

I slid my hands around her waist and returned her kiss before she sank back down to her feet.

She wrapped her arms around my waist and squeezed while she laid her head against my chest. “I’ll let you know if I ever feel trapped. For the record, I don’t.”

“You know, I’m all in for traveling the world,” I said.

She pulled back just enough to gaze up at me. “You’re serious?”

“I’m a man of leisure. I can’t have my beautiful girlfriend globetrotting without a powerful man to protect her virtue, can I?” I meant the comment tongue-in-cheek, and Bridget laughed, the humor not lost on her.

“You’ll always protect me.” She sighed and stared toward the horizon.

It wasn’t a question, but a statement. Bridget was happy with our life and with me. As the sun slowly sank beyond the peak across the valley, I couldn’t find a better moment.

With Bridget lost in the sunset, I stealthily pulled a ring box from my pocket. When I stepped away from her, she glanced toward me confused.

When I dropped to my knee and opened the box she gasped.

Bridget’s friend Lisa designed the ring. I made sure she noted what styles Bridget liked best so she could make a ring just for her. The ring gleamed under the pure Colorado sunshine, and I could see in her eyes that she knew exactly where it came from.

Bridget’s eyes watered and her chin quivered as her gaze moved from the ring to my face.

“My sweet Bridget. Will you marry me?”

Overcome with emotion, all she could do was nod before she fell into my arms and quietly sobbed. “I was hoping. I mean, Brooke and I talked. I wasn’t sure if it would happen for me too.”

I kissed her cheek and tasted the salt from her tears. “I can’t very well live my life without you smack dab in the middle of it, can I?”

She shook her head and unwrapped herself long enough to glance down at the ring. “You remembered everything I liked best.”

I slipped the ring on her finger. It was a perfect fit. “Lisa made it at the same time she made Brooke’s.”

She laughed and held the ring up to the sunshine. “You’re so sneaky.”

I sat down on the boulder and Bridget sat between my legs, leaning back against me as we watched the sun sink over the horizon. A few minutes later the breeze shifted to a light wind and Bridget and I made camp.

The tent wasn’t exactly the Taj Mahal, but it was big enough to be cozy. It came with a portable heater and had room for a small table. When I brought out the bottle of wine Bridget’s eyes widened. “You are full of tricks, aren’t you, Mr. P?”

Next, I pulled out two plastic wine glasses and an assortment of meat, cheese, and crackers. “Nothing fancy, but I thought you would appreciate it.”

She smiled and glanced at the two-carat rock on her finger for the hundredth time. “I very much appreciate it.”

We ate by the light of the lantern while the wind outside whipped our tent. By the time we polished off the bottle of wine, we were both feeling more than a little amorous.

“I only brought one sleeping bag. I hope that’s not a problem for you.” I smiled and patted the plush two-person sleeping bag.

She stood and peeled off her sports bra, kicking off a legendary titty drop that nearly made my heart stop. Her tits had barely found center before she hooked her thumbs inside her yoga pants and peeled them off. “I heard the best way to stay warm is to share body heat. Come on, Mr. P. Get naked.”

The titty drop had awakened the slumbering giant, and I peeled off my shirt before ditching my climbing shorts.

Bridget had already climbed into the sleeping bag and smiled up at me, her gaze locked on my half-hard cock. She pushed the bag down, revealing her perfect tits. “You should probably lay on top of me so I can warm up quickly.”

I slid into the bag and dragged myself to her. “I wouldn’t want the lady to get frostbite.”

She giggled and ran her fingers across my cheeks before pulling me into a kiss. Our tongues darted around each other’s mouths, exploring while the soft smacking of our lips and tongue filled the silence.

“Mr. P?” She spoke into my mouth before breaking off the kiss. “I’m soaking wet, and my pussy is on fire. I need that fat cock buried inside me right this second.”

Bridget rarely talked dirty, but when she did, I could barely breathe. My head swooned and my cock hardened to peek rigidity. I unzipped the sleeping back to reveal her full naked body stretched out before me like a sun-touched goddess.

She parted her legs and gazed into my eyes before slipping her fingers into her pussy. Bridget moaned and withdrew her fingers. When she held them up, her juices glistened on her fingertips. “See?”

My heart hammered in my throat as I knelt before the statuesque beauty’s parted legs. The short soft hair on her mons drove me crazy, and I took my cock in hand, sliding it across the soft folds of her labia.

“Are you trying to get pregnant too?”

She frowned. “I’m on the pill, Mr. P, so you can cum in me all you want.”

I gave the man upstairs a silent thanks before I slid my cock into my beautiful finance’s perfect pussy.

Twenty minutes later we had switched positions twice and ended up with Bridget riding me cowgirl. Her big tits bounced, and her chest glistened with the sweat of our fucking. Her pussy writhed around my cock and at this angle I could penetrate her to maximum depth.

Bridget didn’t hold back, and her grunts and loud moans reverberated erotically inside the tent. She had a habit of crying out yes while we fucked, and I wasn’t about to discourage that behavior.

For five minutes she had edged me, and I couldn’t hold much longer. Any normal man wouldn’t last thirty seconds in a creature as voluptuous as Bridget King, but I wasn’t an ordinary man — not anymore. My balls constricted, and I felt my orgasm waiting in the wings. I could get off any second I chose and held out for her.

Bridget tossed her head back, her hair flying wildly over her face and shoulders. Her tits bounced and her body went rigid while she edged her hips and ground my cock deep inside her pussy. She gasped and dug her fingers into my chest. “God, baby. I’m coming so fucking hard.” She wailed and her pussy spasmed, unleashing my inner Kraken.

I opened the floodgates, and my balls exploded. I released a geyser into her pussy and pressed up with my hips, lifting her off the sleeping bag with my cock impaling her. Spasms of my thick baby-making batter flooded her insides, and she collapsed forward, her nipples dragging across my chest.

“Ohhhhh… flood my pussy, baby. It’s all yours forever. Does that make you want to come harder?” She whispered into my ear.

It worked. A second orgasm as powerful as the first launched from orbit and landed inside her with a nuclear detonation. My head spun, and I ran my hands down her back before settling them on her ass cheeks.

Bridget continued to pump my cock, milking every drop. She licked my ear, and her warm breath caused my toes to curl. “You sure like to fuck me, Mr. P.” She giggled, and I felt her pussy spasm around my shaft.

Warm cum oozed from her hole and I felt it slide down my shaft to my balls. “I’ll fuck in every major port across the world. How does that sound?”

She gyrated her hips and continued to probe inside me year. “Mmmmm… I’d like that very much. We can make it our life’s mission. You pound my pussy and I cum hard for you.”

“You just came up with our family mission statement.”

She laughed hard and fell forward onto my chest. We didn’t get much sleep that night as Bridget’s sexual appetite couldn’t be sated until she rolled over with exhaustion.

The sun was well up when we broke camp and headed back down the trail. When we reached the car, Bridget pulled me into a tight hug. “You’ve made me the happiest girl in the world. I love you, Steve.”

“I love you too, Miss King.”
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Miami played host to this year’s collegiate gymnastics national championship. Lily had been outwardly confident, but I knew her well enough to know she was nervous. She had practically bounced around the house, unable to contain all her energy. It was a telltale sign that she needed an outlet.

But she had been so busy training that we spent very little time together, and I knew she was more than ready to close out the season on a high. We spent Christmas in the Rockies with the family, but Lily decided that she only wanted me to travel with her to Miami. That was my second hint that she was a ball of nerves.

She had taken my engagements to the other girls in stride, never asking me about us, and I wasn’t sure what to make of that. She still had a year of college left and I didn’t want to wreck it for her, but then again, she had made it more than clear her intention to be mine for life. Lily came off blonder than she really was. She wasn’t flighty, and she didn’t make rash decisions. We had been together for a year and our love had only deepened.

That was all going through my head as I watched her compete in her last, and hardest, event — the beam.

A freshman from Georgia had made a hard run at her throughout the final and Lily needed every bit of her highest score to eek out a victory. It didn’t help that the paparazzi stalked her and everybody and their sister hounded her for autographs. Of course, a lot of that was of her own making. She had cultivated her online persona and built up a huge following. She was every bit a national celebrity and was scheduled to appear early in January on several late-night talk shows.

I had done my best to fade into the woodwork, but she rarely let that happen. She was proud to call me her boyfriend, and I had appeared on more than one of her live fan feeds. I stayed off social media, but reading through Lily’s comments, they met me with everything from jealous rage to apathy. Most people made fun of my age, but I didn’t care — she was all mine, and win or lose, I meant to prompt a change in her social media relationship status in a few short hours.

I leaned forward on the edge of my seat with my phone trained on Lily for her final run across the beam. “Come on, baby. You’ve got this,” I whispered to myself.

Lily did three quick back handsprings across the beam, flipped high into the air and twisted her body in what looked like an impossible move. I held my breath and gasped, my hand shaking so badly I thought I might drop the camera.

When she stuck her landing, the packed stadium roared. Cameras flashed and high-pitched whistles cried out above the din.

Lily smiled from ear to ear, waved to the crowd, and glanced right at me and clapped her hands. “I did it.”

I couldn’t hear her, but I could read her lips. She sprinted off the mat and her teams swallowed her up.

I let out a long breath and collapsed back into my chair before remembering to stop the recording.

Beside me, a woman in her sixties and her husband turned to me, smiling.

“Congratulations,” the woman said. “Are you her dad?”

I thought of Lily’s reply. She would have said I was her daddy. “I’m definitely not her dad. I’m her boyfriend.”

The old woman’s face fell before she recovered enough to end the conversation graciously. “Congratulations, anyway.”

After awards, interviews, and team celebrations, I met Lily outside the competitor’s tunnel and when she saw me, she rushed through a sea of flashing cameras and autographs seekers, her blue eyes sparkling.

When she fell into my arms, I pulled her in tight and she whispered in my ear, “I’m so fucking glad that’s over.”

She wore her blonde hair back into a tight ponytail. She was decked out in university gear, which included a tee-shirt, shorts, and her gym bag. She wore a pair of loose flip flops and a homemade ankle bracelet that looked made of string. Her competitor’s badge hung from a lanyard around her neck, and she looked like she had on makeup even though I knew she didn’t. She was naturally gorgeous with a smoking hot body to match.

The longer I held her, the more her body relaxed. I was the king of her relaxation technique, but security at this year’s competition had tightened to where neither I nor her crazy stalkers could get anywhere near her. And she had picked up more online stalkers in the past months.

I glanced over her shoulder at a behemoth of a man with his arms folded over his chest, giving me the stink eye. “You were incredible.” I kissed her cheeks and set her down before Lily turned to a line of pre-teen girls holding out their programs to the huge full-page spread of Lily inside the front cover.

I melted into the background while Lily signed autographs and did two brief interviews.

She took my hand, and I led her to the car while a dozen paparazzi snapped pictures of us.

We reached the car and shut the doors. When I started the engine, the fucking paparazzi hadn’t moved. “Jesus, am I going to have to hire a bodyguard?”

She shook her head. “The university assigned me Hulk Hogan this morning. Did you see him? He was the big bald dude with arms bigger than my waist.”

I glanced in my rear-view mirror but only saw the paparazzi. “Yeah, I saw him. But shouldn’t he be guarding you right now? Who’s to say I’m not a crazy stalker here to kidnap you.”

She giggled and inched closer. “You’re the only one I let guard my body.”

“Seriously, where is he? There are crazies out there who would do their dirtiest.”

“There are different security guys who follow me around, but only during the competitions. Out here in the wicked world, I need my daddy to protect me.” She giggled and crawled her way onto my lap before straddling me face on. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and batted her big blue eyes. “Can we fuck here, or should we wait until we get to the hotel?”

“Unless you want to make a sex video, we should wait. We still have an audience.”

Paparazzi cameras flashed all around the car and I desperately wanted to run them over.

“We should make a sex video, but the windows are tinted,” Lily said. “Too bad they can’t see anything.” She kissed along my neck and licked my ear while she ran her fingers through my short brown hair. “I was practically dripping in the locker room thinking about you.”

“You might need to keep your pants on a little longer. You have people back home who want to talk to you.”

She sighed. “What’s a girl got to do to get laid around here?”

Lily unpeeled herself from my lap and dialed up Brooke’s phone. For the next twenty minutes, I drove back to our hotel while she chatted up Mandy, Brooke, Cindy, and Bridget who had watched her compete via the online stream. Privately, the ladies hadn’t pushed harder to come with us to Miami because they knew our trip had a dual purpose and wanted Lily and I to have our alone time.

Inside our hotel room, Lily stripped off her shirt and shorts before pulling me onto the bed. “Daddy, will you please fuck me?”

“We have dinner reservations in an hour,” I said. “After that, I got us VIP tickets to an exclusive dance club.”

She sighed. “It’ll take me at least thirty minutes to get ready.”

“I bought you a dress,” I said. “It’s hanging in the closet. Bridget and Brooke helped me pick it out.”

She hopped up from the bed and scampered to the closet in her G-string and white lacy bra. “Is it super slutty? Please tell me it’s super slutty.”

It was a backless black dress that hung low in the front. I couldn’t wait to see it on her.

She pulled it out of the closet and held up to her body. “Yay. It’s super slutty.” She bounced up and down, taking her natural C-cups with her. “Thank you, daddy.”

“I can’t wait to see how slutty you look,” I said.

“If you’re a good boy, you can fuck me in that dress later tonight.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me off the bed. “Now come on let’s get naked and shower. But we can’t play too much if we want to make dinner.”

I didn’t play too much, but I got her off with my hand in the shower which would tide her over until we could properly fuck.

I waited patiently in the room while Lily got ready. I kept checking my watch and was worried we might miss our ride. When she stepped out of the bathroom, time stopped.

In that dress, she was a sleek Lamborghini — high speeds and dangerous curves, but her handling was next level hot. The satin conformed to her hips, and the hemline ended just below her pussy. The dress hung low in the front revealing plenty of Lily’s deep natural cleavage and the way her tits jiggled informed me she hadn’t bothered with a bra. She had applied her makeup just slutty enough to be blowjob-hot, but not to stripper levels. Her electric blonde hair, voluminous and glossy, cascaded over her shoulders in sleek shimmering curls. She practically eye-fucked me with her bright, smoldering, blue eyes, and her lips, plump and doll-like, left my mouth cottony and dry.

“Holy shit,” I said.

Lily giggled and spun in a tight circle.

As she whirled, I drank in the perfection of her high, tight ass squeezed inside the slutty black dress.

“You like?”

I nodded dumbly and licked the dryness from my lips. “Fuck the dinner.”

She giggled and crossed the room before stopping in front of me. “Maybe we could fuck at dinner?” She worked my tie and smoothed my shirt. “You look very handsome.”

I leaned down and lightly kissed her lips before taking her hand in mine. “You ready?”

We left the hotel room and headed for the elevator. When I hit the up button, Lily frowned. “We’re going up?”

“Yup.” I glanced down at her and grinned.

She tightened her grip on my hand. “What’s going on? Dinner on the roof?”

I smirked. “Something like that.”

The elevator doors opened before us.

“I love surprises,” she was practically bouncing with energy after we stepped in.

“I know. Why do you think I arranged all this?” I hit the button to the top floor.

She wrapped her arms around my waist. “I love you, daddy. I’ll be a big girl tonight. Just you wait and see. You’ll get the bestest blow job ever.”

My heart fluttered, and I felt her braless tits melt into my chest. My cock stirred, and I slid my hands down her bare back before resting them on her tight ass. “Christ, you’ll be the end of me.”

Too soon, the elevator chimed, and Lily turned around as the door opened.

A man in a suit smiled at us and gestured across the roof. “Mr. Parker, we’re ready for you.”

A helicopter sat in the middle of the rooftop, its blades slowly churning.

Lily’s mouth fell open a moment before she stomped her feet and squealed excitedly. “You booked us a fucking helicopter?”

I took her hand and led her across the landing pad.

Lily took my hand in both of hers and stayed close to my side.

A pilot stood by the open helicopter door and helped Lily inside.

I stayed back a moment and confirmed the flight directions before I climbed into the helicopter beside her.

We put on headsets, and I made sure Lily had the seat by the window while I squeezed in tight beside her.

“Where are we going?” She asked.

I heard her through the headset and grinned. “You don’t think I’ll spoil the fun by telling you, do you? Just enjoy the ride.”

She intertwined her fingers in mine and peered out the window while the helicopter lifted off.

I couldn’t help but gaze down at the deep cleavage sprouting from her dress as her arms forced her tits together.

To our right, the ocean stretched out into the blackness with the occasional oil rig blipping with light.

To our left, the Miami strip glittered with lights and buzzed with activity.

We followed the shoreline for a few minutes until we veered out to sea, flying over the beach and out into the darkness.

Lily glanced over her shoulder at me and frowned. “We’re eating seafood?”

“Enjoy the ride, gorgeous.” I leaned forward and kissed her lips.

She turned back to the window and watched as the shoreline slipped away.

In the distance, lights from a mega-yacht lit up the darkness and I peered over Lily’s shoulder as the helicopter dipped toward the landing pad.

Lily turned toward me, her face lit up and her eyes animated. “Steve Parker, what are you doing?”

“We’re celebrating your second national championship. Can’t I go all out for my baby?”

She kissed me again, harder this time, and I felt her tongue dart across my lips. But she was too excited to let the kiss linger very long. She turned back to the window and watched the helicopter touch down on the pad.

A minute later, the door flew open and a Latino man wearing a tuxedo appeared before us.

The man helped Lily out of the helicopter first, and I hopped out next. He gestured for us to follow him down a short flight of stairs and we complied with Lily clinging onto my hand as if her life depended on it.

The helicopter lifted off and the sounds of the ocean took over.

The man smiled and opened his arms. “Welcome to Escape. My name is Miguel, and I will take care of you for the night. If there is anything at all that you require, please ask. If you’ll follow me, your dinner awaits.”

We followed Miguel along a narrow corridor and up a short flight of stairs before we emerged on a private deck with a table set for two and servers standing nearby.

Miguel stopped before the table and turned to face us. “Is everything to your liking, Mr. Parker?”

Lily’s eyes widened as the sea breeze wafted over us and soft music played in the background.

A white linen tablecloth, white china, and sterling silver utensils decorated the table. A single pink and white Stargazer Lily sat in a crystal vase beside a flickering candle.

Miguel pulled out Lily’s chair and bowed. “Miss.”

Lily sat, and I took the seat across from her. A moment later, one of the servers appeared with a bottle of champagne and two crystal glasses.

The candlelight and the warm deck lighting cast a warm glow on Lily’s beautiful face. The sea breeze rustled her hair, and I couldn’t remember her ever looking so beautiful.

The server filled our glasses and disappeared, leaving us alone.

I raised my glass to her. “To my sweet Lily, may tonight live up to your incredible day.”

She clinked my glass and smiled. “I’d say we’re off to a good start.”

The moment had arrived. My heart thundered in my chest and my hands grew cold and sweaty. For some reason, I was more nervous asking for Lily’s hand than any of my other women. Was I afraid she might say no? She was the youngest of my great loves, and maybe she wasn’t ready. Lily was the kind of woman you didn’t chain down, and maybe an engagement might be too much too soon. But I loved her so much, I couldn’t stop myself.

We sipped our champagne, and Lily gazed across the table at me, frowning. “Are you feeling sea sick?”

My stomach spun so hard I think I might puke. What if she said no? God, I couldn’t live without her. “Not seasick. Nervous.”

She sat back in her chair, and her face softened. “About what?”

With the full moon shining overhead and the soft sounds of the ship cutting through the waves, I pulled the box from my pocket, stood and circled the table before dropping to one knee.

Lily’s jaw dropped, and she gasped. She pulled her chair out just enough to face me, and I noticed her hands trembling on her lap. Her chin quivered and her eyes welled with tears.

“Lily, when I’m with you, the world stops.” My eyes filled with tears, and I paused before the moment overwhelmed me. “When you walk into a room, you’re all I see. I love you with every bit of my heart and if you say yes, my life will be complete.”

Lily’s eyes glittered with moisture, and she gazed into my eyes, a slight smile turning up her lips.

My heart hammered so fast I felt it in my head. I turned the box around and opened it for her to see. The diamond glistened in the warm light. The ring had a two-carat center, with another carat surrounding it. “My sweet Lily, will you be my wife and marry me?”

She laughed and dabbed at her eyes before shouting. “Yes, I will marry you. Yes. Yes. Yes.”

I stood and scooped her into my arms, spinning her in a tight circle while we embraced.

“I thought you didn’t want to marry me,” she said into my shoulder. “I was so worried.”

She was worried? I laughed and set her down before I kissed her softly on the lips. “It took some time to arrange all this. Besides, I wanted to wait until after nationals.”

“I hoped that’s what tonight was really about, but then you said it was to celebrate my win, and I was thinking I don’t care about that, just ask me to —

I cut her off with a kiss, and when we stopped, she was quiet.

“I worried you would say no,” I said.

She giggled and slapped me playfully on the chest. “Why would you think that?”

She could pick any man on earth to marry her, and they would, no questions asked. Hell, she was a minor celebrity, and I wondered many times if she might get bored with me. Bu then again, maybe I wasn’t giving her enough credit. “Because I’m an idiot.”

I took her hand and slipped the ring on her finger. As far as rocks go, it was a big one, but it suited her hand perfectly. “The diamond belonged to my grandmother.”

She held it up, and it sparkled. “I love it.” Lily pulled out her phone and snapped a picture. “Time to shake some trees.” She tapped a few buttons on her phone and the picture went to her social media accounts.

“Mr. Parker, congratulations to you and your beautiful fiancé,” Miguel said from behind us.

Lily and I turned to find him standing a few feet away.

“Should we start with the first course?” Miguel asked.

Lily and I chatted easily over dinner. I couldn’t believe we were engaged, and I was beyond thrilled. After dinner and dessert, we walked the deck, hand-in-hand.

“So does the helicopter come pick us up?” She asked.

“Are you in a hurry?” We stopped by the railing and peered out to sea.

“You keep putting me off,” she said. “I’m getting kind of horny if I’m being a hundred percent.”

“The night’s not over yet,” I said. “Unless you want it to be.”

She raised an eyebrow. “What’s next?”

“This boat is a floating nightclub. It’s quite exclusive.”

“Are you serious?”

“It leaves port at sunset and doesn’t arrive back until morning.”

“Baby, I love you, but I’m not up for dancing all night.”

I laughed and shook my head. “Which is why I booked us the suite at the top of the ship.”

“Yay.” She threw her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a kiss. “I like alone time with my daddy.”

We had a short make-out session there on the railing before I suggested we at least check out the dance floor before retreating to our suite.

The club lived up to the hype with part of it inside and cocktail tables stretched out across the lower deck. There was a huge bar inside, and the place was packed. Techno music thumped on the speakers and Lily dragged me out onto the dance floor where I tried my best not to make a fool of myself.

An hour later, we sipped our drinks at a table by the railing.

Lily stepped between my legs and wrapped her arms around my neck. She kissed me and opened her mouth to mine before she pulled my tongue over her succulent lips.

My cock hardened, and I slid my hand up the front of her dress, cupping her boob in my hand.

Lily moaned in my mouth and nibbled on my lower lip as she pulled away. “If I don’t have your cock inside me in the next five minutes, I will fucking scream.”

Without another word I stood and adjusted my steel-hard pecker so it wasn’t pitching an obvious tent and led Lily out of the club and upstairs.

Miguel led us to our suite, which offered a three-sixty view of the ocean and had its own private hot tub and deck.

I led Lily past the king-sized bed and the bottle of champagne on ice to the deck where we took in the view under a cloudless star-drenched sky.

Lily pulled me over to a plush deck chair before pushing me down on my back.

I collapsed backward, but the chair cushioned my fall.

In the next moment, Lily straddled me and worked her fingers on my belt. “I will fuck you in the hot tub and in that big comfortable bed, but right now, I want to fuck you under the stars.”

My cock lurched in my pants as Lily cleared my belt and worked my zipper like the chief of a world class pit crew.

She shirked her dress off each shoulder, and it dropped to her waist, revealing her flawless breasts. Her nipples already engorged with lust stood proud and erect on her perfect upturned tits.

Before I could pull her nipple into my mouth, she pulled her dress over her head and tossed it aside. Lily’s smooth pussy glistened in the starlight and her eyes were half-parted with desire.

“No panties?”

She shook her head. “I didn’t wear them in case you fucked me during dinner.”

Holy shit. “You really would’ve fucked me during dinner?”

She nodded and pulled my pants down, underwear included. “If you hadn’t romanced me, I would’ve had your cock stuffed so far up my pussy it would’ve made your head spin.”

My rod sprang out of my boxer briefs and stood tower-straight, basking in the moonlit night.

Lily licked her lips and eyed my cock like a velociraptor. “My future hubby has a big hard dick.” She straddled me and hovered over my cock, grabbing my head and lining it up with her hole.

I felt the warmth from her lips through my engorged tip and goose bumps sprang up across my arms and legs. Lust possessed her, and I wasn’t about to stop her.

“We can go slow on our next round,” she said. “Right now, I just want to ride that big dick of yours. Okay?” She sank down on my cock and groaned, closing her eyes and parting her lips. “Fuck, that feels amazing.”

I felt every inch of her tight canal wrap around my cock while I drove my hips upward and slammed into her.

Lily’s tits jiggled, and she grunted. “Yes, daddy. Fuck your baby girl.”

My cock impossibly hardened inside her and I reached up and grabbed those tits that had been teasing me all night long. I tweaked her nipples and kneaded her creamy flesh while I continued to pound her harder and harder.

“Fuck… yes… it’s so big inside me,” she said between moans. Lily ground her hips forward and backward, maximizing my penetration with each thrust.

She bounced on top of me. Our skin slapped together, and her tits rolled in loose circles while I grabbed her hips and forced her deeper onto my cock.

“Yes,” she hissed and fell forward, dragging her tits across my chest before kissing me hard, our mouths open and tongues flying.

She shuddered under me and her hips spasmed while I felt her pussy contract around my cock. “God, daddy, I’m coming all over your big fat cock.”

That was all I could take. An orgasm erupted from my balls with volcanic pressure, and I spewed torrents of molten cum inside Lily’s ultra-tight pussy. I moaned and ground my hips as I lost control and flooded her womb with seed.

“I can feel you move inside me. Maybe you’ll get me pregnant with so much cum,” she whispered into my ear while she kissed me softly, grinding her hips and milking my cock.

“I’m testing the limits of your birth control, that’s for sure.”

She giggled. “I’m not taking any birth control. But don’t worry, I’m not ovulating.”

“Spray and pray? Are you kidding me?”

She kissed me. “I want to be a young hot mom,” she said.

“You have one more year of college. We have plenty of time for kids.”

“If I have your baby inside me, I wouldn’t mind,” she said. “I’m just letting you know.” She hugged me tight with my cock still buried inside her pussy.

“I’ll pull out,” I said.

“You do and I’ll kill you. You don’t want to have kids with me?”

“Lil, you’re only twenty-one. You’ve got another run next year for a third straight championship.”

“I have nothing left to prove in that sport,” she said. “My future is with you and the rest of our family.”

“Okay. But there’s still school to finish.” I ran my hands down her back.

“Getting pregnant won’t stop me from learning.” She propped herself up on her elbows and stared at me. “Isn’t this what you want?”

“Yes. More than anything, but I don’t want you to skip ahead. You should enjoy what’s left of college.”

“Steve, I train six hours a day and then I study. I barely see anyone except for the girls on my team. Everyday all I can think about is getting home to see you.”

I kissed her nose and nodded. “Okay. We don’t have to figure it all out tonight. Let’s just enjoy each other.”

“Can we fuck in the hot tub next?”
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The following spring, I married my five brides on the hillside overlooking our lake. We had a big blowout party and what turned into a massive orgy on our honeymoon night.

The following year, Lily completed her degree, but pulled back on the gymnastics. She spent a lot more time at home and shortly after her graduation I knocked her up with the gender still TBD. She wanted it to be a surprise because, well, she was Lily.

Cindy gave birth to twins, a boy and a girl, a month after our wedding.

True to my word, Bridget and I traveled the world testing out the mattresses in every port. She was my lone holdout on the baby making front, which was fine by me.

Mandy had a baby boy we named Tyler. She had turned into quite the stunning young MILF.

Brooke had our first, a baby girl we named Emma on the same day as Mandy. Six weeks later she was pregnant again. She told me she had wanted Irish twins ever since she could remember.

Our lives were big and messy and full. But we had love by the truckload, and that was fine by me.


Also by Rex Sterling
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They’re Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09CGVVN7V

When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…

For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.

For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.

But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.

Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.

This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.

18+ Only!
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MILF Maker: Complete Box Set

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09XTBC4K1

A breezy Rocky Mountain summer, a college stud home for vacation, and a trio of young sister-in-law with babies on the brain…

Jack Lawrence can’t wait to go home for the summer and visit his brothers. But before he leaves college for summer break, Jack’s best friend begs him to ask out his gorgeous French teacher, Gabrielle Monet.

When Gabrielle surprises Jack by asking him out, sparks fly, and Mademoiselle Monet teaches Jack the most important lesson of his life.

Now Jack’s off to visit his three brothers who live in Colorado staring with his brother, Max. When Jack’s busty blonde sister-in-law, Jenny, tells Jack that Max can’t make babies, Jack steps in and offers his services to make Max and Jenny’s dreams come true.

After a night out on the town, Jenny discovers that Jack has a hot girlfriend the same age as her. The revelation has Jenny seeing red, and the green-eyed monster sinks its claws into the stunning blonde pixie.

Now it’s up to Jack to unwind his smoking hot sister-in-law to find out what’s got her so worked up. Between Jenny’s jealousy and her dream of becoming a mommy, Jack has his work cut out for him. Can he appease his fantasy sister-in-law while hanging on to his stunning French goddess?

MILF Maker contains the series entire three volume set including Man of the House, Bumpy Ride, and Birthday Boy. This full box set tells the complete story that follows inexperienced college student, Jack Lawrence, on his journey to turn his three beautiful sisters-in-laws into the MILFs of his dreams.

18+ Only!
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Stand-In Daddy Five-Book Box Set

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B091355Q6M

One man’s family is another man’s harem…

Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.

Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.

Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.

But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?

It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?

This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.

18+ Only!
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