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      I thought I’d found the one. Emily was everything I wanted in a girlfriend. Sweet, smart, pretty but not addicted to attention. She had everything going for her.

      That’s why it came as a shock when she broke it off.

      A year older than me, I’d met her my first year at the junior college in town. Transferring in from out of state, she was the most beautiful creature I’d ever seen, and out of my league, but we both worked in the office at school, and I won her over with my charm.

      A year of dating had seen our relationship progress to heavy-petting and little else, and though I tried to hide it, I always wished there could be more. Emily was devout and wanted to wait for marriage, which I was fine with, until she dropped the bomb in my lap.

      “I’m graduating this year and the church is sending me on Mission to the Sudan,” she frowned in apology while pushing a box of tissues closer to me. “It will be for two years, and it wouldn’t be right to make you wait. I think its best if we end this before it goes too far.”

      My response hadn’t been pretty, but I’d kept the worst of it inside and we parted on amicable terms. The first thing I did when I walked out of her place was delete her number from my phone and block her on social media, knowing if I didn’t cut off contact, I might reach out in a low moment and that was the last thing my pride could take.

      I didn’t go straight home but drove around town for over an hour, listening to music on full blast. When my tank neared empty, I pulled into a gas station near the house and filled it up. While the pump was flowing, I ran in to grab a snack and slipped a bottle of whiskey in with a back of chips and roll of chocolates.

      The emaciated woman behind the counter didn’t even look up from her phone as she rang the items through, and I slipped them into a black bag before legging it back to my car. Alcohol is rare enough to come by in these parts but if you’re nineteen, it’s almost impossible, so I thanked my lucky stars.

      Planning on a night of drowning my sorrows, I hooked it back to the house. I could have parked out by the river, or up in the foothills, but the thought of sleeping it off in the car, or worse, driving home drunk, didn’t sound appealing. Pulling into the driveway, I saw the light on upstairs that said my stepmom was still up and reading.

      Things had been awkward at home ever since the divorce. My dad ran off with his secretary and eloped in Vegas, leaving my stepmom to pick up the pieces of her life. He asked me if I wanted to move in with them in their condo, but I decided to stay here to finish out high school.

      At first my stepmom had resented me, seeing my father in my face whenever she looked at me, but I did everything in my power to help her through those trying years. My older sister Blaire was useless, being a rebellious teenager and her mom was the last person she wanted to be friendly with, so that left me.

      Grabbing my bag of snacks and alcohol, I rolled the garbage cans into the side yard and made sure the garage was locked up. Then I headed in and stashed the bottle in the freezer after pouring myself a large glass.

      I was sitting at the kitchen table staring into the amber liquid of my second glass when the stairs gave a creak. Looking up, I found my stepmom sweeping into the kitchen and tried to school my eyes away from her curves, but with the alcohol’s effects they lingered longer than I intended.

      “Eyes up here, mister,” she flashed me an impish smile as she filled a glass with water from the fridge. She’d glanced back and caught me staring at her round behind, but from the pleased look, she wasn’t upset by it.

      “Sorry,” I mumbled, letting my gaze fall back down to the glass of whiskey.

      “James, is something wrong?” She drew close to the table and rested a hand on my shoulder, causing me to flinch at the contact. “Honey… tell me about it.”

      She sank into the chair beside mine and, with a frown of distaste, pushed the whiskey away from me. When I reached out and pulled it back, she didn’t try to stop me, but gave a sigh and waited for me to speak.

      “Emily broke up with me,” I said it simply, without emotion or inflection, and she let out a sad sound and reached over to pull me into a hug.

      The embrace pushed back my loneliness for a few moments, but then I became aware of her massive breasts, and I pulled back out of her grasp. Mom frowned up at me and patted my hand.

      “Tell me what happened.” her gentle words pulled the story out of me, and the whiskey made it easy to be truthful.

      I only meant to tell her what had happened that night, but the more I talked, the more poured out of me. I told her about how we met at work, how I’d thought she was out of my league, but after a week of flirting she’d agreed to go out with me.

      We shared the same interests in shows and games, with her being even more of a nerd than me when it came to RPG games. I’d thought everything was perfect, that we’d get married eventually and settle down with kids and a house.

      “Did she give you any warning that she was leaving?” Mom asked with a commiserating frown.

      “She never mentioned it before today,” I shrugged.

      “Oh sweetie, I’m so sorry.” She enfolded me in another hug, and I accepted it gratefully.

      The embrace lingered for longer than necessary, but I wasn’t complaining. When mom pulled back, there were spots of color in her cheeks and but a frown marring her thick lips.

      “I’m going to dinner tomorrow with some girlfriends. Why don’t you come along? Take your mind off things.” She flashed that cherubic smile of hers and winked. “My treat. What do you say?”

      “Ok,” I nodded.

      Going out was the last thing I wanted to do, but I couldn’t deny that smile anything. Mom was excited about the spa and distracted me from my thoughts by pulling out the brochure and reading through it while I finished my whiskey.

      “And next week we’re going to some steam baths that are supposed to be out of this world. They’re modeled on Japanese onsen, I believe. And the massages are amazing. They have genuine women from Sweden!”

      “Instead of fake women?” I couldn’t keep the comment to myself, and mom swatted my arm.

      “Don’t be cute, you’re going to love it.” Her lips quirked into a sly grin as she looked up at me through her long, dark lashes. “Just don’t love my friend Julie too much. She can be a handful.”

      “Julie?”

      “My college roommate, one of them. She’s in town for the week, and Cheryl will be hanging with us.”

      “Are they staying here?”

      Mom snorted in derision and rose to put her glass away. “You know your sister would never stand for that. She’d be unbearable the whole time.”

      I watched her go and wanted to argue the last point, but my mom and sister had been the closest thing to enemies since she hit fifteen. Now at twenty-two, Blaire was maturing, and I suspect she regrets her behavior, but they’ve become so cold to one another I don’t think anything would thaw the break.

      After cleaning up in the kitchen, I stumbled back to my bedroom and passed out into a blissfully dark slumber. I woke with my pillow wet, drool on my lips, and a head that felt like it was stuffed with cotton.
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      Memories of the day before rushed in and I groaned, rolling into my blankets. Emily was the worst of it, but flashes of my conversation with my mom had my face flaming. I wasn’t much of a drinker and the whiskey had gone to my head. I’d told her everything about our relationship, including my frustration with our lack of a sex life. And unless I was misremembering, I’d confessed a lot more than I should have.

      Mom left early for work, so it was easy avoiding her, but avoiding my sister was harder. When I climbed out of the shower, Blaire was waiting to go in.

      “Mom told me what happened with Emily. I’m sorry, James,” she frowned.

      “There’s more fish in the sea, right?”

      “Yea, and you won’t have any problem finding someone.” She shook her head and threw her towel on the sink as I passed her out the door. “I never liked Emily much. She always struck me as a cock tease. Didn’t treat you like a good girlfriend should.”

      “She was fine,” I said, not sure why I wanted to stick up for her but half making the argument.

      Blaire gave a snort of derision.

      “You’re starting tight end for a division one football team, James.” She shook her head, “Now you’ll finally be able to enjoy college. Date some coeds, make a few mistakes. I know I did, and I don’t regret any of them.”

      “Not really my style,” I said, and she nodded.

      “I didn’t think so, but a girl can dream, can’t she?” Blaire gave me a wink as she swung the door shut, but when I turned to walk back to my room I registered that the door didn’t click shut.

      Turning back to pull it closed, I caught Blaire’s reflection in the steamy mirror and my mouth went dry as she tugged her shirt and sports bra over her head. I shouldn’t have been staring at my topless stepsister, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

      Short and curvy, Blaire is a twin to my stepmom in body and I couldn’t help the reminder of my nighttime fantasies as I took in her massive breasts. Topped in pale, puffy nipples, they barely moved when she bent to pull down her yoga pants. For an instant her long blonde hair covered her nakedness, then she stood, and I saw she was shaven smooth.

      “A picture would last longer.”

      My eyes met Blaire’s in the mirror and my cheeks flamed with heat, but she wasn’t glaring. Spluttering an apology, I hastened back down the hall and threw myself into my room, trying to forget the teasing smile I saw. Forgetting my stepsister’s gorgeous figure was going to be harder, but I refused to let myself dwell on it, even when my stiffness stretched my shorts out and I was forced to tuck it up into my waistband.

      I would have run out of the house and skipped breakfast if I could have afforded to, but with a double-day of practices ahead of me I needed every calorie I could get. I was scrambling a half dozen eggs when Blaire bounced down the stairs in her workout clothes.

      “I’m heading to the gym with Sarah,” she said as she swept past me and pulled a jug of ice-cold water from the fridge. “Do you want us to pick you up a burrito when we’re done?”

      “I won’t be back from practice until noon,” I said, staring at the cooking eggs and avoiding meeting her gaze.

      Blaire refused to let me though and sidled up close, her large firm ass pressed against the counter.

      “We can wait for you,” she said, poking my shoulder with a long nail. “Sarah’s parents are boosters you know. Their whole family is obsessed with the Wildcats.”

      “So?”

      Blaire rolled her eyes and gave an exasperated sigh. “I know that you’d rather ignore the interpersonal stuff, but this is important, James. People like the Hillfigers can make or break your career… Any career. A freshman starting on varsity’s a big deal, and if this is what you want to do, her parents can help get you in contact with agents, front offices, you name it.”

      I pulled the eggs off the fire and pushed them into a waiting plate and gave a sigh as I pushed the pan into the sink. This had been a running argument between Blaire and me ever since I tried out for the school’s team. With the craziness at home, I missed my junior and senior years in high school, but staying in shape was something of a religion for me and it turns out I have a valuable skill set. Trained as a lineman when I was younger, I could block and tackle with the best and catching came easy once I realized I got to hit people after the ball was in my hands.

      “Look, I appreciate it,” I tried to assure her, “But I haven’t played in a real game yet. I might suck. I can’t plan on this being my career.”

      “You don’t suck,” Blaire smiled. “And you know it. You’re going to steamroll everyone and win the bowl game. Don’t let yourself think otherwise.” She pointed a finger at me, face serious, then flashed an impish smile before turning to go.

      “Twelve o’clock, don’t be late and don’t shower after practice,” grabbing the doorjamb, she turned back and gave me a wink. “Dirt and sweat never makes a man less attractive.”

      I could only roll my eyes at Blaire’s outrageousness as I sat down to eat my breakfast. Ever since the divorce, she’d loved to push buttons any way she could, so I choked it up to that and pushed her from my mind. After finishing, I cleaned up and headed to practice.

      One blessing about being trapped in practice all day is it doesn’t give a man a lot of time to think. It’s hard to feel sorry for yourself because of a heart break when sweat is pouring off your nose and you’re struggling not to puke from exertion. With our summer conditioning in full swing, that’s exactly how I spent most of my morning.

      When practice ended, a bunch of the guys planned to head to the nearby pizza place and try to sneak a few beers, but I begged off and headed home. The thought of running wind sprints up a mountainside while drunk and puking didn’t sound appealing to me, but I wished them well.

      “Where you off too, in such a hurry?” One of my friends on the team asked when I grabbed my stuff out of my locker and went to leave without showering.

      “I’ve got lunch and two pretty girls waiting for me.” I flashed him a grin and he shook his head.

      “Man, some guys get all the luck.”

      I was grateful he didn’t press me for more details. Blaire had been famous at school before she graduated, and the guys still told stories about the outfits she wore to games. She and her core group of friends blew up on social at one of the games and after that they were celebrities at school and if they found out she was my stepsister, I’d never get a peaceful moment.

      “Good work this morning, 22,” coach called after me when I walked by his office. “We’re doing wrap-up drills this afternoon. Be ready to hit people.”

      “Always, coach,” I grinned back, finding my steps lighter as I left.
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      The ache of my heartbreak had been dragging on me all during the morning workouts, and I couldn’t wait to hit something. Violence has never been something I enjoy, but there is something freeing about pads, a ball, and competition that lets me tap into a primal side I otherwise wouldn’t.

      I climbed into my trusty old Camry and drove home. The steel gray car had seen more than four hundred thousand miles, and still ran like a champ. It wouldn’t go faster than seventy-five and rattled when you pushed it that fast. But for a thousand dollars and an agreement to cut the old woman’s yard for a year, it was mine and that meant a lot to a kid who lived off the largess of others.

      As a real estate agent, my mom’s job is a good one but tends to fluctuate with the markets. My father was the breadwinner and without that income, things were tight for a few years, and I was an added burden. She never saw it that way, but I couldn’t help feeling it, and made a promise to myself that if I could ever pay her back, I would.

      When I saw the black-on-black Mercedes AMG outside our suburban tract house, I knew my sister’s friend, Sarah had arrived. Parking the Camry behind it, I couldn’t help laughing at the odd sight. As different as the two cars were, both represented the heights of engineering in their own way, although you’d never guess it to look at my rust bucket.

      “Wanna take it for a spin?”

      A bright voice called from the kitchen window. Turning, I found Sarah inside the kitchen window. She held up a set of keys and I took one last, lingering look at the AMG before shaking my head and turning back to the house.

      “Too much car for me, I’m afraid,” I called back.

      Sarah has been best friends with Blaire since high school. At first, I thought my sister only liked her because her family was the wealthiest in town, but she wasn’t quite that mercenary. Sarah had proven to be a great friend, staying with her through the tense years.

      Tall and slender Sarah wasn’t the greatest beauty, with her over-large nose and small, dark eyes, but she was a fashion maven and dressed so beautifully people mistook her for a model and with her dark eyebrows, straight blonde hair, and with the attitude of a girl whose entire life has been catered, it was an easy assumption to make.

      “How was practice?” Blaire called from the dining room as I pushed my way inside.

      “Straight forward,” I shrugged, dropping my bag in the hall. “This afternoon will be the hard one. Coach is taking us to Heart-attack Hill. Someone’s going to need an ambulance before he calls it off.”

      “Sounds awful.” Sarah shook her head. She was pouring herself a glass of champagne when I entered the kitchen, and I had to force myself not to do a double take when I saw her outfit. I didn’t manage to hide my reaction entirely, and she flashed a bright smile and did a little pirouette, causing her light skirt to swirl away from her hips. “You like it? I got it in Milan last year. B thinks it’s outrageous but I loooove how it makes my legs look… What do you think?”

      She said it in a conspiratorial whisper but didn’t bother lowering her tone and Blaire poked her head into the kitchen with a frown.

      “Who are you whispering to? My brother?”

      “I’m just looking for a man’s opinion. Calm your tits, sister,” Sarah barked a laugh at my step sister’s indignant snort and turned to me. Reaching up she twisted a lock of straight blonde hair around her finger.

      Sarah has always been there, but I’d never fully noticed her. Often loud and oblivious to the awkwardness her wealth creates, she’s the opposite of Emily in every way and her beauty wasn’t something I’d let myself pay attention to while we were dating. Something about the way she stood now, hand on cocked hips, long tanned legs stretching down from a small linen skirt and bare midriff exposed to the matching top, wouldn’t let me look past just how sexy she was.

      “You look good,” I nodded, earning myself a second sniff from my sister and a grin of delight from Sarah.

      “Thank you,” she flashed Blaire a haughty look and, hooking her arm in mine, tried to steer me out of the kitchen.

      “I need to get my post workout powder,” I said, pointing to the cabinet as I tried to extricate my arm from Sarah’s only, she wasn’t paying attention to me anymore but staring with wide eyes as she ran her hands up and down my sweatshirt clad arm.

      “Jesus christ, Jace… You’re as hard as a statue!”

      Blushing, I prized myself free of her and filled my bottle with workout powder. I could feel her and my sister’s eyes on my back and when I turned around, they were both staring at me with speculative frowns.

      “You’re always in sweats or loose workout clothes,” Blaire said with a crooked frown. I shrugged, but before I could respond, she continued. “Emily was the jealous type, wasn’t she?”

      The question took me off guard and the reminder cut like a knife when Emily’s pretty face flashed through my mind, so I found myself responding before I could think to edit myself.

      “Very much so,” I flinched and opened my mouth to walk it back, but Blaire waved it away and turned back into the dining room.

      “What a waste,” I heard her mutter under her breath while Sarah’s dark eyes were looking for me over from head to toe like I was a piece of meat.

      “Jealousy’s just another form of insecurity,” she said, small white teeth pressing into her bottom lip as her eyes traced the waistline of my gray sweats. “You don’t want a girl who gets jealous. You want one who gets turned on.”

      “Sarah,” my sister called in warning from the dining room as I felt my cheeks flame red. “Leave my little brother alone. Your burrito’s waiting, James, and can you bring the bottle in here?”

      Sarah gave me a wink and, passing me, grabbed the half empty bottle of champagne and when she passed by me again, whispered. This time, in a voice my sister couldn’t overhear.

      “Blaire still thinks you’re an innocent waif, but I think you’re a red-blooded American man… Well, which is it?”

      I swallowed the dryness in my throat and tried to think of a response, but nothing passed my lips. Sarah’s eyes took on a mischievous cast, and she stepped so close I could smell her faint perfume.

      “There are a lot of girls who’ve been waiting for you to be single, James… But I don’t want to be your girlfriend…. Do you understand? You can have anything…” her dark eyes took on a heat I’d never seen in them before, and my heart began beating. “All you have to do is take it.”

      The chair in the dining room creaked and Sarah jerked away from me, flashing a last, impish smile as I was left breathless and trying to ignore the images dancing around my head of the tall, slender girl.

      Blaire wore a little frown when I sat at the table, but was soon all business as she laid out the food. Rosita’s is our favorite taqueria in town, and my mouth was salivating as I stared at the log of meat, beans, cheese, and sauce. While I dug in my sister and her friend peppered me with questions about the team and our schedule.

      “My parents think this is the year you guys go all the way,” Sarah offered. “Most of the starters are seniors, right?”

      “Most,” I said.

      “James is a starter too,” Blaire said with a wide grin, and Sarah blinked in surprise.

      “Seriously? That’s insane! When’s your first game? We have to be there.”

      “We have a scrummage this weekend but next Saturday the season starts,” I shrugged. “We’ll see if I keep my position until then.”

      “You will,” Blaire reassured me, resting a hand on my forearm, and giving it a firm squeeze. “We’re going to hang by the pool today. When do you have to go back?”

      “In two hours,” I sighed, checking my watch. “I’d join you, but pads over a sunburn doesn’t sound fun.”

      “I have a special lotion,” Sarah pipped up. “Let me rub it on and I promise you won’t get burned.”

      I didn’t believe the girl, but she and my sister insisted, so I found myself in swim trunks after lunch. At heart, I’ve always been a shy person and try to avoid any undue attention. That’s the reason I’ve taken to wearing loose sweatshirts for the past couple of years, even in the baking heat. That’s why my cheeks were especially hot when I stepped into the backyard and heard two low whistles.

      “Jesus, James,” Blaire sat up on her lounge chair, pulling her sunglasses down with a finger as she stared me up and down, causing my blush to further heat as I tried to cover myself with my towel.

      “Oh, no, you don’t.” Sarah snatched the fabric from my fingers and grinned when I threw her a glare. “Don’t stare at me like that, I’m not the one hiding Thor’s physique… And goddamn is it ever…” she flashed my sister a grin, “Now I know why boys stare at your tits.”

      “Shut up,” my sister swatted her friend, but I didn’t fail to notice her eyes lingering on my shoulders and arms as she lay back on her chair.

      “Come on,” Sarah popped up off her lounge chair, patting the cushion as she pulled an expensive-looking bottle out of her bag. “Lay down.”

      “I’m ok,” I said, moving over to an empty lounger.
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      Sarah insisted, shooing me into the chair where I lay down on her towel. Blaire rolled her eyes at her friend and rolled onto her back, turning her head away from us. I was just getting comfortable when a squirt of cold lotion hit my back and I hissed at the surprising chill.

      “Don’t be a baby,” Sarah laughed, and slapped my back where the lotion was before she began working it into my muscles. “Blaire said your girlfriend broke up with you?”

      I lifted my head and shot my sister a sour frown. She was still facing away, but I saw her shoulders tense up and mumbled an affirmative.

      “Wasn’t she part of the promise group? Those sorority sisters who agree to save themselves for marriage?”

      “She was one of the senior sisters,” I muttered, my shoulders growing tense despite the girl’s fingers that worked the muscles with surprising skill.

      “That’s insane,” Sarah continued. “Who even does that these days? You’re better off without someone who doesn’t know how to have fun.”

      “You think he should date someone like Amy?” Blaire asked with a frown, her lightly curled blonde hair falling about her face when she turned back to face her friend. “She’s fucked every guy on the hockey team.”

      “Maybe not Amy,” Sarah said, then leaned forward so close I could feel her warmth on my back as she whispered in my ear. “We’ll find someone who can appreciate all these delicious muscles.”

      “Sarah,” Blaire’s voice took on a warning tone again, which only caused her friend to cackle.

      They were quiet after that, and I was content to let the older girl work her magic. It shouldn’t have taken more than a minute or two, but for some reason, the lotion needed a full twenty before she felt confident it was worked in. Every second of it was heavenly on the aching muscles of my back and thighs, where Sarah seemed to take the most time.

      Her fingertips kept straying to my inner thighs and brushing higher and higher until Blaire craned her head to see what her friend was up to. I kept my own head down and forced myself not to shift. But if she’d been looking underneath, the massive lump would have been obvious.

      Once her fingertips had brushed my shaft, the wicked young woman announced she was done and that I could return the chair to her. Standing with hand clasped and a look of pure innocence on her face, her dark eyes remained locked on my waist as I turned over and darted into the pool. No matter how fast I was, I could still feel her gaze drinking in the bulge she’d given me, and I wanted to die from mortification.

      It took a good ten laps around the pool before the cold water and distracting thoughts relaxed me enough to climb free. Sarah wasn’t staring anymore, but she wore a self-satisfied smirk that had me shifting in my chair as I let the sun dry me off.

      My thoughts inevitably shifted to Emily and the warmth I’d been feeling faded into cold emptiness as I thought back on our relationship. Emily hadn’t been as devout before we’d met, but the group of friends she’d made at school contributed to her new attitude. Their peer pressure had pushed her into making the vow and being a woman of strong character, she’d stuck with it, even when most of her friends tripped up with their boyfriends or at parties.

      I felt like an ass whenever I brought it up, and her friends were always quick to label me the meat-head football player who only wanted to get laid. In the end I kept my concerns to myself and all that left me with after the break-up was a pile of resentments that festered inside.

      Blaire and Sarah were cooked after an hour and hopped into the pool to cool down. I tried to ignore my sister as she stood on the diving board and leapt in, but her graceful arc only highlighted the smooth curves of her body, and I found my shorts getting tighter as they splashed around.

      “Come on in, the water’s lovely,” Sarah called, waving from the concrete edge.

      “I’m good,” I said, sitting up to hide the tent in my shorts. “I think I’m going to head in and shower off for practice.”

      “Mom’s going out with her friends tonight, so don’t expect me home early,” Blaire waved as she pulled herself onto an inflatable and twisted around onto her back. As she did, her tiny black bikini stretched itself around her massive breasts and round ass, drawing a groan of protest from me as I fled inside.

      Sarah called something after me but I ignored it and went in search of a cold shower to take my thoughts away from the gutter. I don’t know if my break-up broke a damn inside, but I couldn’t remember having this hard of a time dealing with my raging hormones. I was about to hop under the freezing water of the upstairs bathroom when I spied the fixation of my lusts outside the window, floating around on a raft.

      Her bottoms had been tugged low to avoid tan lines, and the same with her bikini top, and my bottom lip trembled as I took in the expanse of tanned flesh. I knew I’d feel guilty after, but my hand slid into my shorts and gripped my stiffness as I stared, mind filling with images of what I’d do with her perfect little body.

      “Knock, knock, do you need any-.”

      “What are you doing?!”

      Mortification flooded me as I spun my back to the door, hands covering myself as I threw a shocked glare over my shoulder. Sarah was unperturbed by it though and smiling impishly darted into the bathroom and closed the door firmly behind herself, fingers finding and flicking the lock behind her ass as those dark eyes stared at me hungrily.

      “You shouldn’t be in here,” I breathed, unable to look and see if Blaire had heard my strange cry when she first walked in.

      Sarah just shook her head like I’d said something dumb, wide-set mouth quirking into a sly grin as she leveraged herself off the door.

      “What are you-.”

      She cut me off with a single finger laid over my lips; the touch sending shivers down my spine.

      “You’re like an innocent lamb… and Seline’s going to lead you to the slaughter.”

      When I frowned in confusion, Sarah let out a light laugh and shook her head. “You haven’t met my mother yet, but you will and she’s going to loooove you. It’s been twenty years since there was a possible Heisman winner on the team and she’s going to make sure you never want to transfer,” the finger lightly laid against my lips trailed down my chin as her eyes did the same and I watched my sister’s friend’s lips stretch into that hungry grin again.
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      I can’t say for certain what came over me. Perhaps it was frustration with Emily and our breakup, or a desire to push it from my mind. It could have been the girl before me and her teasing ways that pushed me over the edge. Either way, when I snatched her close and pressed my lips to hers, hands gripping her tiny ass and slender hip, I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself.

      With an effort of will, I pulled my lips from her and drew in a ragged breath, an apology for my brutish ways hovering on my lips, but Sarah didn’t let me. Like a wild ridge cat, her hands clawed at me, pulling me back in as her pink tongue sought mine. With a body as slender as any, and tight from Pilates, I was eager to explore it with my hands, but Sarah had her own ideas.

      Walking me backwards until my calves hit the edge of the tub, she sank to her knees before me. I was too stunned by the events of the last minute to say anything as I watched my sister’s beautiful friend tug my swim trunks down. When my cock flopped free, she swore softly and muttered under her breath.

      “I knew I wasn’t dreaming… gorgeous,” my cheeks heated but Sarah didn’t glance up at me as she leaned forward and pressed her face against its stiffness.

      “Jesus,” I breathed, eyes widening as I watched her pressed her hands along my length and drag it down her soft cheek, lips peppering the shaft with kisses.

      “You were wasted on that bottle blonde,” Sarah purred, dark eyes alight as she ran her fingers gently up and down the length of me, eyes drinking in every detail. “I bet she was scared of this beast… that’s why she locked her knees shut.”

      “I don’t…. oh god,” I could only moan after that as Sarah wrapped her lips around the head and sucked me into her mouth.

      I wasn’t ready for the intense pleasure of her fiery mouth, of the teasing tongue that danced around the sensitive head of my cock. Glancing to the side, I stiffened when out the window my eyes alighted upon my stepsister, sunglasses pulled down and eyes locked on my face through the window. When our eyes met, a smirk tugged at the corners of her lips and she twirled the sunglasses before laying her head back down. I was about to pull my eyes away and focus on the intense sensations at my waist when Blaire hooked a thumb into the waistband of her bottoms and rolled to the side, giving me a breathtaking view of her pale hips, ass and breasts pressed together.

      “You’re so hard…” Sarah breathed, drawing my gaze down to where she was running her fingers and tongue along my length. “I want to fuck you but the second I saw this I had to feel it… Had to worship it with my mouth… Jesus, James, you’re so fucking gorgeous.”

      It was a strange sensation to believe the young woman. From the way she stared up at my muscles and ran her hands over my abs, it was almost a religious experience for her, and I would have enjoyed it as long as possible, but the pleasure coming from her was too much. I’m no expert on blowjobs, having only received the one in my life, but I’ve seen many in porn and Sarah was oddly inexpert.

      From her outgoing attitude and over the top clothing choices, I’d always assumed she was a slut with a lot of experience, but I didn’t get that impression as I voiced a warning for my impending orgasm.

      “I’m… I’m going to,” Sarah gave a start of panic and glanced down at her bikini covered breasts then at her hand and finally, when my dick was throbbing in her hand and the tip almost painful with sensation, she locked her lips on the head and sucked.

      Her working mouth wasn’t fast enough to catch the full force of it and cum dribbled out of her lips and down her chin. I was gasping and shaking in place, body flooded with sensations and knees weak as I sank onto the edge of the tub and watched Sarah sway in place, seeing her in a whole new light. She’d always been pretty, if in a rich and remote way, but I’d just shared something with her I never had with anyone else.

      “That was… thank you,” I breathed, flinching at the weakness of it. “Holy shit.”

      “Holy shit is right,” Sarah whispered as she stared at her fingers still glistening with my cum, traces of it still clinging to her lips. Her slender chest rose and fell, small nipples hard against her bikini top. “Is Blaire still watching?”

      “I don’t know,” I shook my head, then the question registered, and I sat upright, “Is she what?!”

      Sarah smirked and stood, stretching as she pulled her long straight hair into something resembling order, “She sent me in here to help you get over your ex.” She was pretending at coolness, I saw, but she watched me closely to see how I reacted.

      The frown crept onto my lips, but Sarah reached between my legs and cupped my semi-hard package, a smile sharpening as I hardened in her grip despite myself.

      “It was a favor for the woman I love… but I could grow used to worshipping this beast… anytime you want it sucked, stroked… and if you’re really lucky, maybe even fucked. Call me,” with a final wink and a caress of her gentle fingers along my length, the slender girl waltzed from the bathroom like it was her own palace.

      Two minutes later I was still sitting on the edge of the tub, mind slowly working over the facts, when my sister’s voice rose in a single sharp laugh, breaking the spell holding me. Not sure whether to be upset or grateful, I showered and hurried out of the house before I could run into Blaire. It was only later, as I drove home from a brutal practice, that Sarah’s words registered in my slow head and things began falling into place.

      When I got home, Blaire’s car was gone, and I was relieved not to have the chance to talk with her. My mom was getting ready to go out and popped her head into my room when I collapsed on my bed, sore and tired from a long practice.

      “We’re meeting Cheryl and Julie at Downtown Joe’s in an hour. You should start getting ready.”

      “I think I’m going to stay in tonight,” I said, throwing an arm over my eyes to block out the hall light.

      “James, we talked about this,” she sank onto the bed and rested a hand on my arm. “You’re only going to feel worse if you mop about the house. Trust me, I did enough of that for years when your father left.”

      I frowned up at her, but couldn’t hold the expression when she graced me with her gorgeous smile.

      “Come on, get up. Cheryl will never forgive me if you aren’t there tonight,” mom gave me a wink and rose, smoothing her skirt out as she did and frowning at my pile of gear. “I’m going to take this to the wash. It’s starting to smell foul. Did you speak with your sister today?”

      “Uhh yea,” I said, sitting up and feeling awkward as images of my afternoon with Blaire and her friend flashed through my head.

      “She wanted tickets to your game next week, but I said she had to ask you for them. I’m not dealing with her if I can avoid it.” she frowned at my expression and shook her head and swept from the room. “Make sure to wear the Armani suit we got you this summer!”
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      Heading out was the last thing I wanted to do, especially with my mom’s divorced friends. Cheryl was a charming woman, but I didn’t have the patience for her lingering stares tonight, and I didn’t know Julie, except what my mom had mentioned. Another wealthy divorcee with expensive tastes and a habit of traveling the world was my guess.

      Still, going out and being social would take my thoughts out of the depressive spiral they got into when I lay in bed alone, so I showered and pulled on my suit, noting the shoulders were starting to get tight. I found my mom dressed and ready downstairs with a glass of pinot in hand. She looked stunning in a blue dress with a plunging neckline and slit up one side that showed a breathtaking angle on her tanned legs.

      “Don’t you look handsome!” she beamed when I left the stairs, rising to adjust my coat and collar before nodding again in approval. “The girls are going to eat you up.”

      “Thanks,” I blushed, forcing my eyes to meet hers.

      Mom smirked and then sighed, “Drat!” before bending down to adjust her heel. She reached out and grabbed my arm for balance, pulling it against her side and giving me a delightful view down her neckline. I swallowed hard when I realized she wasn’t wearing a bra, and her massive breasts were swinging free, and I could just see the outline of her large areola against the fabric. Then she stood and flashed me a dimpled grin.

      “All ready!”

      Hooking her arm in mine, she led me outside to the waiting UBER telling me all about her friend’s obsession with the team.

      “Julie was a cheerleader and hasn’t forgotten her roots,” mom laughed. “She’s been going to games since before you were born. Her mom was a major booster before her and they’ve had box seats for a generation. She was telling about Alvarado, twenty years ago, who took them to the championship, and you remind me of him…”

      I stared out the window while she went on, only listening with half an ear. My thoughts strayed to Emily, and then to Sarah and my wild encounter that afternoon. Shifting in my seat, I still wasn’t sure how to feel about it and turning it over again and again in my mind didn’t seem to be getting me anywhere.

      “Is something on your mind, James? You’re very thoughtful tonight. Is it Emily?”

      “It’s not her,” I gave a mirthless chuckle and shook my head, not wanting to explain, but she let the silence linger and I found myself filling it. “Something happened to me today and… I don’t know how I should feel about it.”

      “What was it?” When I shook my head, mom made a sound of annoyance in the back of her throat. “You know you can tell me anything, James. We’ve always been close.” I glanced at the driver and mom made another exasperated sigh and scooched so close she was pressed up against me.

      “She can’t overhear us.” I could smell the wine of her breath mingled with the scent of her herbal and floral shampoo. “Now, what is it? Did Blaire… do something?”

      Something in her tone made me look up, and she searched my face, reading what was written upon it.

      “She did,” mom shook her head and swore softly. “And she promised she wouldn’t.”

      “Blaire didn’t do anything,” I quickly interjected, then added. “Not directly… I don’t know, mom. Just forget it.”

      “I won’t,” she breathed, her hand gripping mine, fingers caressing the flesh as she implored me to continue. “I can’t help you unless you open up to me, baby. Tell me what’s got you troubled.”

      “It started when I came home for lunch,” I began and, to my horror, the entire story spilled out of me.

      I kept the most salacious details to myself, but I found myself admitting more than I wanted to. Including how much I’d loved the pleasure Sarah gave me, and how hot the entire thing had been. That was coupled with my guilt about the encounter and how quickly it had happened after my breakup and finally I finished with what Sarah had said and my suspicions about the nature of their relationship.

      “I can’t say it would surprise me,” Mom said with a pursed lip frown. “That girl has always been obsessed with Blaire to an unhealthy degree, but you can’t let their relationship dictate how you act.”

      “What?”

      “You did nothing wrong,” mom patted my hand and nodded, “You feel guilty because you experienced pleasure but there was no sin in the act. You’re a red-blooded young man. It would be unreasonable to ask you to behave otherwise. I’m glad Sarah… helped you out if you needed it.”

      I was shocked by her attitude, but sitting a few feet away from our driver didn’t seem like the place to discuss it. My stepmom has always been a conservative woman, but she’s relaxed about odd things and sex had always been one of them. I have to confess I’ve been more awkward around the topic than she was, and often fled the room when she pressed me for details about Emily and me.

      It didn’t take long for us to arrive at the restaurant. My mom’s friends hadn’t arrived yet, but we grabbed a table on the patio and mom ordered a couple of appetizers. The hostess flashed my mom a grin and promised to put her and her ‘boy toy’ where we would have some privacy. She didn’t correct the girl and only reinforced the idea when she slipped her arm in mine and paraded me around the restaurant.

      “Now, isn’t this better than lying around and watching Netflix or playing some video game with that girl?” She flashed a smile to someone across the restaurant and waved, pulling herself closer to my side. “That’s Heather, the tennis pro at the club, and beside her is her sister. Never trusted that snake.”

      She kept up a running commentary on the luminaries who were out and about in our small town. I was surprised how deep her knowledge went, but the surprise faded when I remembered all the meetings and dinners she’d been going to the past couple of years for work.

      “Who’s the handsome young man, Jessica?” A handsome older woman with the most breathtaking expanse of upthrust bosom I’d ever seen stopped just beside our table. Greater even than my stepmom’s, there was no way those perfectly round and firm things weren’t fake, especially when coupled with the woman’s age.

      “This is my… friend, James,” her cheeks heated, but she pulled me even closer against her side. “He’s a new starter for the Wildcats.”

      “I see your work with the boosters is finally paying off.” the woman’s eyes traced me up and down like a piece of meat and I shifted uncomfortably under her stare, though she didn’t seem to notice or care. “If you ever want to be treated like a prince, you’ll find my mansion at the top of the hill.”

      Flashing me a wink, the woman swept past, causing me to jump a foot in the air when she reached up and pinched my ass cheek, hard. My cheeks turned scarlet, but it was mom who stared after the woman with an indignant frown.

      “That woman,” she growled, before shaking her head and wiping the frown from her face. “Forget her.”

      “Who was that?”

      “Trouble, that’s who that was,” she shook her head and let the hostess finally steer us towards our table. “Julie’s here! You’re going to love her, James.”

      The woman waiting at our table took my breath away with her pale beauty. Hair straight and black hung about a heart-shaped face, with a small, thick lipped mouth that broke into a bright smile when she saw my mom. Rising and coming to hug her, my mouth went dry when I took in the woman’s incredible body.

      Tall for a woman, though several inches beneath my own height, she was formed like a centerfold model, with the type of curvy body that makes every man, and most women, look. Which is exactly what happened when she stood to hug my mom. I was still standing and staring, my jaw hanging open like a fish out of water, when the gorgeous creature turned to me and said in a thick southern accent.

      “We’ll aren’t you a solid hunk of man,” reaching out, she poked a finger into my shoulder with surprising strength and grunted in approval at the density of my muscles. “Hmph, he might just have it, Jessica.”

      “He does,” mom grinned up at me, then patted the table. “Let’s dig in. I know James is starving and Cheryl won’t want us to wait for her.”

      “If I know Cheryl, she’s already started,” Julie drawled and waved to the server to bring her a drink.

      “How do you know each other?” I asked, and the raven-haired beauty raised an eyebrow at my mom.

      “You haven’t told him?”

      Mom gave a nervous laugh and took a deep sip of her wine, avoiding my eyes as she did. “Cheryl’s been dying too, but how do I admit something like that?”

      “There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” Julie waved away the concern and flashed a smile of thanks to the server dropping off her drink. “Thank you, child.”

      The server blushed, not sure what to do with the stunning woman’s attention on her, and nearly ducked a curtsey before darting off.

      “Do you have to tease them?” mom laughed gently when she and her friend watched the server go. “You haven’t changed at all.”

      “Oh, I’ve changed,” Julie drawled, eyes hardening as they looked out into the distance. “Ever since the divorce… But forget about that,” my mom looked with concern at her friend, and I noticed the pale spot on her finger where a ring was recently removed. She forced a smile and turned to me, “We were talking about your mother and the time she was a playma-.”

      “We don’t need to go into details,” my mom cut the other woman off quickly, earning a mocking laugh from Julie.

      “What’s this?” I asked, sitting forward and suddenly very interested.

      “What’s what?!”
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      We all looked up to find our fourth had arrived. Cheryl is a tiny ball of energy and silicone. Shorter than my stepmom and slender as a rail, her only natural curves are her rounded tush. The others she bought for herself and never failed to flaunt them, much to the chagrin of my aching blue balls, whenever I spent much time with the woman.

      “Speak of the devil,” my mom laughed.

      Julie popped out of her chair and hugged Cheryl after an emotional meeting.

      “It’s been years since we’ve seen each other,” Cheryl explained as she sank into her chair opposite of me.

      “Where do you know each other from?”

      The three shared secretive smiles, but it was my stepmom who finally answered.

      “We were roommates in college.”

      “Is that what we’re calling it, Jess?” Cheryl raised her eyebrow at my stepmom, who buried her face in her wineglass, eyes cutting over to see how I was taking everything.

      “It was L.A. in the mid-nineties,” Julie explained. “Times were different back then. Three young women living alone in a studio apartment was normal. And when the photographers came to ‘document’ it,” she used air quotes with a wink to her friend. “It was just a crazy afternoon. It wasn’t supposed to be a whole thing.”

      “Wait,” I said, “Back up and explain… what photographers?”

      My stepmom let out a short sigh and waved for Cheryl to go ahead. The busty little woman had been bouncing on her chair in anticipation and launched into the story.

      I knew my mom went to USC, but little else. It was a shock to learn these three shared a dorm, and later a studio apartment, and from the hinted looks thrown between them, apparently much more. As the alcohol flowed, those hints became more obvious, and I found myself trying to memorize everything for later fantasies.

      “It was our junior year they put us in the magazine,” Cheryl flashed me a wink.

      “Magazine?”

      “You’re looking at three Playmates,” Julie drawled, hooking an arm behind her chair as she stuffed a bit of fried calamari and aioli in her mouth as she turned to the other two.

      I blinked in confusion for a moment, the word not registering until I met my mom’s eyes. Only for a second, before she looked down in shame. Then it clicked and I swore softly.

      “You’re not serious,” I breathed, earning myself a snort of laughter from the raven-haired beauty.

      “You’re ashamed, aren’t you?” mom shook her head, reaching for her purse in a gesture I knew that said she was pulling the plug and about to flee, but I reached out and grabbed her wrist.

      “I’m not ashamed,” I shook my head, “Startled, but never ashamed.”

      “See, Jess,” Cheryl said. “I told he would understand.” Then she flashed me an impish smile and leaned forward, doing delightful things to her round breasts and low-cut top. “Do you want to see them?”

      “Cheryl!” Mom’s head snapped up, but her frown of disapproval faltered when Julie let out a throaty purr.

      “Mhmm, I want to see them. You still have copies?”

      “I got the negatives.” Cheryl winked. “Wasn’t cheap, but they had… all the other stuff too.”

      “What other stuff?” I asked, but my mom waved it away with a frown.

      “Forget it,” she said, but there was no way I could and once she took one look at the expression on my face, she saw the truth of it and gave a deep sigh. “Oh god, I can’t believe I’m agreeing to this.”

      Julie and Cheryl flashed triumphant smiles, and I felt something small and warm slide along my calf, almost causing me to jump.

      “Let’s finish dinner first,” Cheryl purred, eyes sparkling as that foot slid up and down my inner leg. “Then we can retire to my place for a… viewing.”

      “You make is sound so dirty,” Julie laughed with a waggle of her eyebrows.

      “If I remember correctly, you’re the queen of making things dirty, Julie,” my stepmom laughed, and I was pleased to see how easily she relaxed around her friends.

      The three picked up their friendship right where it left off, giving each other hard times about their failed marriages and spreading waistlines, while commiserating about the trials of getting older. I was peppered with questions about school and football.

      It turned out Julie wasn’t just a beauty. The woman knew her stuff when it came to football, having spent more time building fantasy teams and analyzing stats than most men I knew. Her love came from a childhood spent traveling the country with her father, who was a pro scout.

      Once I found that out, it was me who peppered the woman with questions, wanting to know everything I could about how scouts worked and what they were looking for. It wasn’t easy to forget her stunning looks, but the more I heard things like down-field completion rates, and spreading the offense to shred the defense, it became easier and easier.

      My conversation with Julie was interrupted by Cheryl several times as she sounded me out about my breakup. In truth, I was feeling much better about it with the women to cheer and distract me, but the reminder brought back the ache in my heart. But the ache didn’t linger, because that foot kept teasing me back to reality and the woman’s pale blue eyes danced with merriment the whole time.
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      Mom saw the shift and wrapped up the meal soon after. She and her friends had kept themselves to two drinks, much to my relief, and weren’t close to sloppy as we left the restaurant. Making our way through Downtown Joe’s, I couldn’t help walking a little taller with Cheryl on one arm and the gorgeous Julie on the other.

      I was the envy of every man, and most of the women gave us lingering stares as well. The pair were laughing as we waited for the UBER outside.

      “Did you see the hostess’s glare?” Cheryl said to her friend, while my stepmom popped into the restroom while we waited. “She looked like she wanted to cut you.”

      “Envy’s always an ugly emotion, but it sure does give me a warm feeling to see it on a woman’s face…” Julie flashed me a wink with one long, dark eyelash, fingers caressing my cheek and sending shivers down my spine. “Especially a tiny blonde girl like that… Tell me, James, is that your type? Tiny and… blonde?”

      The woman slipped up against my side, one hand on the small of my back as she turned us to face the hostess stand. The girl was greeting a couple and wasn’t paying attention, but I averted my gaze almost immediately and shook my head.

      “She’s cute, but not my type.”

      “He prefers the bimbo cheerleaders,” Cheryl grinned, doing a little bounce on her heels to mimic swinging pompoms. “Don’t make a face. I saw you staring at them when we went to the game last year.”

      “Is that your thing?” Julie purred, her hip pressing into mine as her smile deepened. “Short skirts and bouncing bodies? Because we can arrange that…”

      “Oh, there you are!” I turned in relief to find my mom hurrying out of the restaurant and pointing to a car pulling up. “And our cars here too, perfect timing. Where are we going now, back to Cheryl’s place?”

      The hairs rose on the back of my neck as Julie flashed me a hungry, predatory smile and steered me towards the backseat.

      “That sounds perfect,” the woman purred in her drawn-out accent.

      Events had a momentum all their own, and I felt swept up in the moment, as we piled into the car. It was a long drive up into the foothills, where Cheryl’s palatial house was, but the time flew by as the ladies regaled us and our driver with more tales of their illicit past.

      With the barriers removed, I heard more and more outrageous tales of the three streaking across campus and flashing their professors. The funniest was a female studies professor with a massive crush on my stepmom, apparently. The older woman had been outrageous in her attempts to date my mom, culminating in the two friends admitting to the woman what they were.

      “She didn’t know what to think after that,” my mom laughed. “And she failed me from the class.”

      “Thin-haired bitch,” Cheryl gripped, earning herself a cackle of amusement from her friends, and a wild-eyed stare from the driver sitting beside her. “What? She was practically balding… As if Jessica, the hottest girl on campus, would spread her legs for that old crone.”

      “You three were… I mean… umm,” the driver, a swarthy man with greasy black hair stared from Cheryl beside him to the pair seated on either side of me and swallowed hard.

      “We aren’t lesbians, if that’s what you’re asking.” Cheryl winked at the man and turned back to grab Julie’s hand. “But we hooked up with each other more than any guys in college.”

      “Cheryl,” my mom warmed in a soft voice, cheeks reddening as she tried to not meet my eyes.

      “It’s nothing they haven’t heard before, Jess.” Julie patted my wrist and flashed me a dimpled smile. “And nothing the boy here won’t see once we find those pictures.”

      “Oh god,” my mom groaned, then laughed as we pulled into Cheryl’s driveway. “I need another drink if it’s going to be one of those nights.”

      “You promised, Jess!” Cheryl called, as she tumbled out of the passenger seat with a laugh.

      “Promised what?” I asked my stepmom as I helped her from the car and waved farewell to the driver, who was staring after the three with a pained expression as he drove off.

      “Don’t listen to her,” my stepmom said, patting my on the chest as she leaned against my side. “Just promise me you won’t let things get too crazy tonight. Those two have a way of making me do things…”

      “Stop complaining,” Cheryl grinned, hooking her arm in my mom’s and dragging her inside. “If memory serves me, you’re always the one who loses her clothes first whenever there’s a pool around. So don’t blame everything on us.”

      “We’re going to make sure you forget that silly little girl,” Julie purred in my ear as she joined me in the entrance.

      The older woman pulled me into the kitchen, where I helped her whip up a batch of margaritas. She flashed me a wink as she poured the tequila, careful not to over pour the pitcher, then we joined my mom and her friend in the living room.

      “Anyone know how to operate a projector?” Cheryl asked, but I’d never seen the thing before.

      It took an hour to pull the boxes out of her closet and dig through them to find the slides. As they did, other stuff was pulled out including a group photo of the three with another set of girls outside a sorority house, and another with the three dressed for a rock concert, complete with 90s high waisted jeans and neon scrunchies in their hair.

      “The fashions have come back around,” my stepmom commented. “Blaire wears the same clothes.”

      “How’s Blaire doing?” Cheryl asked, her eyes brightening. “She’s killing with her follower count online.”

      “Are you following her?” My stepmom asked with a frown, “I suppose she’d doing well. She’s a bit lost, though. Not like my, James,” she smiled fondly at me, and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, remembering my strange encounter with my sister and her friend earlier. Mom’s cheeks flushed and she must have been thinking the same thing because she changed the topic immediately.

      Eventually they had the circular device pulled out, set up on the dining room table, and pointed at the far wall where we dragged a couch around. There were dozens of slides, but they wouldn’t let me peek at them, forcing me to take the seat in the middle between Cheryl and Julie.

      “I’ll sit over here where I can make sure nothing untoward goes on,” my stepmom gave her friends significant looks as she sat across from us with a clear view between us, but her friends only cackled and Cheryl even threw a slender leg over mine.

      “Ignore her, James.” The small brunette said while fiddling with the remote. “And tell us what you think about… these cheerleaders.”
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      The machine gave a mechanical clack and rotated one frame over, and an image appeared on the white wall. My mouth went dry, and I suddenly didn’t know what to do with my hands as I stared at three young women in tiny cheerleader skirts, the bottoms of their pale asses showing beneath the hem, while the stared back at the camera over naked backs.

      “Cat got your tongue, big boy?” Julie purred in my ear as her warm fingers slid along either side of one of my hands and laced between the fingers.

      Cheryl was taking my other hand and drawing it into her lap, but I barely noticed as she clicked the frame again, and the second image appeared. This time, all three girls were facing the camera, but no longer topless. Soft white sweaters with USC stitched in read on the front covered their shirtless torsos, the material tented around their firm nipples and all three were lifting their skirts to reveal pure white panties covering their young sexes.

      “Jesus,” I breathed, my eyes drinking in the younger versions of all three until I realized it might be rude to stare so openly and tore my gaze away.

      “That’s a flattering reaction,” Cheryl beamed, her long lashes fluttering and though she was years older than in the image blasted onto the wall, the years and several surgeons had been kind to her. “Just don’t go making any comparisons between them and us,” she winked. “Those silly girls knew nothing about men.”

      My mom barked a laugh and rose to get another drink as Julie reached over me and stole the remote from her blonde friend.

      “What did you put in next?” Julie clicked the remote, and the slide switched over to one of Cheryl laid out in nothing but a tight set of g-string panties.

      “Now we’re getting somewhere,” Julie laughed as Cheryl made an indignant sound at the back of her throat.

      “Get that off the wall. I was flat as a board back then.” she flicked her hand in annoyance at Julie, who shook her head and stared in appreciation.

      “I disagree, Cher. You’ve always been sexy, but I loved your itty bitty titties,” Cheryl made a disgusted sound in her throat and lunged for the remote again, and ended up missing, her hand landing across my lap where I was already beginning to chub up with the sexy images projected on the wall, not to mention the two ladies pressed against me on the couch.

      The younger version of Cheryl was cupping one small breast, fingers pulling on the nipple as the other hand reached down to roll her hips out, one thumb on the crook of hip and thigh. It was an alluring pose, made all the sexier by her expression. Those full, pouty lips and heavy-lidded eyes would make any man weak in the knees, but having the woman herself run her hands across my growing bulge only added to the moment’s thrill.

      A throat cleared behind me and I sat up straight, looking up to find my mom smirking down at me. Gripping my hair, she pulled my head back and leaned down to whisper in my ear.

      “If you think that’s something, just wait,” and with a wink that caused the hairs to stand on the back of my neck, she slipped back into her seat.

      Cheryl’s grin turned sour, but she didn’t slip off me when her raven-haired friend clicked the remote. The next image was Julie herself, laid out in a similar position as Chery, topless and wearing the same tiny thong only in pink. It was one thing to see the woman who’d been teasing and flirting with me for a couple of years, but something else to see the gorgeous woman I’d met only hours before laid out for me to ogle.

      I could feel their eyes on me as I stared at the wall, unable to drag mine away from the sexy coed. Just as I was about to tear them away and offer a lame comment or compliment, Julie hit the button again and with a loud clack-clack, the project flashed to the third model, and I felt more than heard the groan escape my throat.

      “They always had that reaction to Jessica,” Cheryl said, flashing a smile over at her friend.

      I glanced over at Julie and saw a twin of what must have been my own expression seconds before. The woman stared at my nearly naked stepmom with a single-minded desire that hovered on worship. As I watched, the gorgeous woman’s fingers dug into her pants and her knees shifted so they faced my stepmom.

      Cheryl gave a light laugh and snatched the remote back and clicked the button three times in rapid succession. The machine whirred and began clicking through all the images, pausing for a couple seconds on each before the next flashed onto the wall.

      “Jesus Christ,” I breathed when two images later one appeared of Cheryl and my mom locked in an intimate embrace, their tongues entwined.

      “If this is too much, James,” I heard my mom’s voice but faint and far off, and Julie left my side as Cheryl’s fingers plucked at the buttons of my shirt.

      Something in her tone was warning, but not fearful, and I found myself running into the chaos of the unknown as I reached out and took what was laid before me. Like a man freezing to death, wary of the first heat he finds, my arms trembled as I pulled Cheryl close and stared into her pale blue eyes.

      For a long moment we lay there, our breaths mingling and body trembling on the edge of explosion. My eyes searched hers for something, and I saw it when my dick throbbed against her hip. That flare of desire was raw and unadulterated. It was what I’d longed to see in my ex’s, in anyone’s. It was the validation of being seen, and more than that, of being wanted. And she wasn’t the only one who wanted something.

      In the quest to be a good man, I’d locked my desires up in the back of my mind, only pulling them out in the dark of night, but now I let them have reign over me. The woman was like a tiny toy in my hands, giving herself over to me and the moment.

      “Take me,” she breathed, lips pressing to my neck as my hands caressed her ass and waist. “Please… oh god, baby, I’ve wanted… for so long… use me, Jason… Oh god, yes!”

      I was a starving man given food for the first time, and I couldn’t stop or slow myself as I consumed it. The woman’s plump lips met mine in a fiery kiss, her hands caressing my skin beneath my shirt as my own rose from her round little ass to her narrow waist and finally to cup her large, firm breasts.

      Throwing a leg over my lap, Cheryl slipped atop me, her hands tugging my shirt off over my head as small mewling sounds of pleasure escaped her throat. My own hands were busy trying to tear free the zipper of her dress, which I managed to do with a gasp as I took in the sheer black bra covering her breasts and pushing them up.

      “Do you like them?” The woman purred, smiling in pleasure when I nodded, not trusting myself to speak as she reached up and popped the clasp holding the cups together.

      A small groan escaped me again when the garment fell away and, laughing, the woman pulled my face between the smooth curves of flesh. A moan drew my gaze over Cheryl’s shoulder, and I froze at the wicked sight unfolding across the room.

      My stepmom had one leg thrown over the arm of her cushioned chair and was leaning forward, making out with a kneeling Julie, who pushed my mom’s skirt up. As I was watching, there was the sound of ripping fabric. Then the raven-haired beauty was flinging a pair of lacy pink panties aside as she dropped her head between my mom’s thighs.

      Heavy-lidded eyes met mine as she bit her bottom lip, clearly nervous about how I would respond to the sight of her old friend kissing her way between her thighs. Whatever she saw in my face must have reassured her because her nervousness faded, and a deep purr escaped her throat.

      “What are you… hmph,” Cheryl grinned when she saw where my attention was riveted and, taking my jaw in firm fingers, pulled my face back to her. “Is that what you want baby, you want this giant, gorgeous cock sucked by a pro?”

      Her hand slipped under my belt, and I had to wonder when the minx had loosened it. The feel of her cool fingers sliding down my aching length destroyed the last of my clearheaded thinking and I tore at her skirt, hearing stitches pop as the fabric parted before my fingers.

      “Yes!” Cheryl hissed, her body undulating against me as I pulled the last of her clothing off, my lips and fingers exploring every inch of her tight flesh.
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      The woman was a toy in my hands and seemed to get off on being used and manhandled. When I pulled her breasts against my face and feasted on her small, hard nipples as she tugged my cock free of my slacks, I felt her hips shaking with need. But the woman held herself in place for me to enjoy her.

      Breaking away from her smooth skin, I stared up into pale blue eyes alive with desire. Blocking out the wet, moaning sounds from across the living room, I watched the beautiful older woman closely as she pressed the thick head of my cock against her sex. I was shocked at her wetness and could only groan in pleasure as tight lips gripped me and in one fell swoop, she took me to the root within her hungry pussy.

      “Oh god,” I moaned, the pleasure shocking me back into the moment.

      Cheryl didn’t seem capable of words. Her head fell back, eyes rolling into her skull as her body shook and convulsed atop me. It took a few seconds for me to realize the woman was having a massive orgasm, and I nearly came when I did. The sight was almost as hot as her gripping sex.

      With a gasp, she fell forward, collapsing against my chest and biting her bottom lip.

      “You’re stretching me… soooo gooood,” she purred, then it was my turn to groan as she lifted her slender hips and let them fall back down, rocking her tightness along my length.

      “Jesus,” I groaned, hands cupping her firm little as I guided the woman atop me.

      Cheryl’s hands roamed my chest and shoulders, eyes locked on my face, watching my pleasure unfold there. When she fell back down my length, it was her turn to lose control and I grinned as her eyes rolled back again, lips twisting in almost a grimace as a red flush spread down her neck.

      “Oh god, baby,” she whispered, “I’m cumming… again!”

      Nails dug into my back, then her lips were on mine, tongue driving into my mouth as her slender hips bounced atop my lap. Feet planted on the floor, I drove up into her with what leverage I could find. Finally, taking a firm grip on her ass, I flipped Cheryl over, loving the yelp of delight she gave as her legs curled around my hips.

      A sound to our side drew my attention, and the sight I saw nearly made me cum right there. My stepmom lay back, her long legs spread while her friend’s hand worked in her skirt. One massive breast was pulled free of her top, the puffy, silvery nipple taunt as Julie’s tongue ran around it.

      Firm fingers pulled me back, and I was lost in Cheryl’s hungry kisses, although I didn’t miss the older woman stealing peeks over at her friends, nor the way her pussy gripped me even tighter and flooded with wetness each time. With her tiny, pornstar-like body beneath me, and my throbbing cock driving in and out of her shivering pussy, I felt my own orgasm rapidly approaching and was unable to stave it off.

      “I’m… gonna…” I panted a warning, moving to pull out of her, but the minx locked her ankles behind my back, nails digging into my skin as she husked out.

      “Let me feel it… fill meeeee!”

      She wasn’t finished before the motion of my hips faltered and the world exploded in pleasure. The sensation was so intense I froze in place, dick throbbing as it flooded the gasping woman’s hungry womb. Cheryl’s eyes were wide, lips curled in a beatific grin as she shivered against me.

      I slumped to the side, coated in a thin layer of sweat and shocked as reality rushed in. My head turned to find my mom and her friend reclined on the chair opposite us. Their clothing mostly returned to its proper position, but I could see evidence of their exertions in the flush of cheeks and dislodged buttons.

      “That was…” I began hunting for a word that would describe how crazy it had been, but Cheryl stole the moment, shifting her hips and groaning as my thickness slipped from her.

      “Just the beginning,” she purred, and I stared in awe as she kissed her way down my chest and stomach, taking her time as her fingers slipped around the base of my half-hard cock.

      I stared in shock over at my mom and her friend, but they’d already seen my bare ass and cock slamming into the minx. The shadows kept me from reading my mom’s eyes, but I thought I saw the same shock there that I felt, and the same excitement. On Julie’s gorgeous face, the excitement was obvious, and I found myself staring at the woman while her friend kissed and licked her way down my muscled chest.

      “Would it be alright if I…” Julie whispered the question, but I caught her words and my mom’s nod of approval as the raven-haired beauty slipped off the padded chair.

      “We’re going to clean your cock, big boy,” Cheryl purred in my ear as she watched her friend crawl over to us.

      Massive breasts swayed in Julie’s loose top, and the woman’s grin sharpened when she saw where my eyes were locked. I felt like a king or an emperor as Cheryl kissed her way down my body and tugged my legs off the edge of the couch. When her lips pressed against the shaft of my cock, I gasped in pleasure and the woman grinned, running her tongue along the sensitive underside as she made way for her friend.

      “Ever had two women sucking your cock at once?” Julie purred in her southern drawl, sending shivers up my spine as the gorgeous woman’s thick hair slid along my thigh and her shoulder pushed in beside Cheryl.

      “No,” I croaked, and glanced up when I heard a light chuckle from across the room.

      “He had his first today, from one of Blaire’s little friends.” My mom’s seductive voice had the hairs standing up on the back of my neck as I watched her slip a hand within the waistband of her skirt. Her eyes flickered from my face to her two friends, who had turned to one another and pressed a passionate kiss.

      The sapphic display was incredibly hot, but they didn’t give me long to enjoy it, as both turned their cheeks against one another and stared at the length of cock rising before them. Cheryl gripped the base with delicate fingers and angled the beast down to their salivating mouths, and I watched in awe as they pressed wet lips to the head of my cock.

      “Holy fuck,” I groaned.

      The women’s eyes flared in pleasure at my sounds of delight and, watching one another, they made their way down my length, kissing and licking the entire way until their lips met on the underside. Cheryl purred happily, her vibrating lips sending waves of pleasure from my balls and up my spine, while her gorgeous friend ran her tongue back up the underside, watching me carefully.

      While Julie sucked the head as deep as she could, throat stretching and finally choking when I was only halfway down, her tiny friend suckled my balls and ran her tongue all over the sensitive flesh. I was in a torturous heaven as they switched places, lips meeting in the middle and tongues teasing one another around the head.

      The sight was almost as incredible as what was happening on the other side of the room. My mom’s hands had both disappeared beneath her clothes, one caressing her massive breasts as she watched her friends work me over. Our eyes would occasionally meet and the hooded desire I saw in them almost sent me over the edge twice, but each time Julie was there to calm me down.

      “Not yet baby… I need this beast in me… You’re so fucking hard, James… Have you ever felt anything like it?” She purred to Cheryl who chortled and pulled her friend close.

      “Wait until it stretches you… God… I could get addicted to him.”

      The raven-haired beauty looked over her shoulder at me and gave her large, perfect ass a solid slap as she pushed Cheryl down to the carpets. As her hips flexed before me, I didn’t need any more incentive and leapt from the couch.
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      I was happy to be out of the seat and moving, and even more delighted to have Julie’s incredible body bent over before me. The woman arched back into me as I pushed down her skirt, her hand pulling my face around until our lips met. I felt something hot and tight encase the head of my cock and, glancing down, saw Cheryl had crawled beneath us and taken my dick into her open mouth.

      Julie glanced down at her friend and grinned, pulling me forward until my dick stretched Cheryl’s throat, distending the flesh. While the tiny woman gagged lightly on me, Julie reached down and caressed the soft flesh of her throat, my own hands peeling her loose blouse off, as I took in the stunning expanse of her large bosom.

      Cheryl’s breasts were sculpted perfection, high, round and proud, but god perfected Julie’s. Heavy, and with surprising firmness, they sloped down over her slender chest and spread wide, swaying as her hips rocked against mine. Capped in small dark nipples, the woman shivered and whimpered when I brushed them with light fingers and almost came when I cupped and pressed them against her chest.

      Her skirt was torn away, and I couldn’t wait a second longer. Dragging my dick out of Cheryl’s hungry mouth, I pushed the head up into Julie’s pussy. The woman was tighter than her friend and it took several gentle thrusts to work myself into her, but soon we were fucking with a steady rhythm.

      Cheryl had been a toy in my arms, but Julie met me thrust for thrust. The woman took her pleasure from me as much as I took mine from her and wouldn’t release my lips from her kiss as she stretched herself back against me. My hand was filled with her perfect breasts, while the other slid between her thighs and to either side of my thrusting cock.

      Gentle fingers guided mine to a tight nubbin of flesh, coaching me on how to circle it gently, and I saw the effects immediately. Julie’s voice rose in a sharp cry of pleasure and her body convulsed against me, pussy gripping my dick like a vise as she came hard.

      “Too much,” she panted, pushing me back as she swung around and sucked her cum off the head of my cock.

      Soon I was on my back as Cheryl slipped atop me. While Julie recovered, the tiny MILF rode my dick to another orgasm, her back arched and breasts standing out and proud as she came. My dick was throbbing as she fell atop me, her pussy replaced with her friends as they clung to one another above me.

      I was in the center of a fantasy and had no desire for it to end, but was too far gone. Soon after Julie began sliding along my length, I felt my balls tighten and another orgasm rise up in me. When I husked out a warning, the gorgeous woman grinned, slamming her hips down into me as she rode her own orgasm out. Her eyes flew wide open when I came, and a silent scream escaped her mouth.

      Then we collapsed into a sweaty pile of limbs, staring at one another in disbelieving awe of what had just happened. I glanced up and caught my mom slipping from the room and wanted to chase after her and make sure she was ok after everything, but the press of limbs wouldn’t release me and soon Cheryl’s hot lips on my neck had me distracted.

      “Oh god I needed that,” the raven-haired beauty purred, stretching like a cat along my side. Massive breasts swaying on her slender chest as she rolled against me.

      “Not as much as I did,” I breathed, grinning when she turned back and stole a quick kiss.

      “Good,” Julie purred.

      “You’re so beautiful,” Cheryl breathed as she kissed her way up my side, her words echoing my own thoughts as I stared at Julie’s incredible body.

      The raven-haired woman winked, seeing the thoughts in my expression, and sat up, cupping one breast and pulling the nipple to her lips, where she kissed it gently. While her tiny friend kissed around my abs and fondled my cock stiff once more, Julie pulled my hand between her slender thighs.

      While I explored the woman’s sex and body, watching the pleasure twist her gorgeous features whenever I discovered something, Cheryl crawled between my legs. The tiny minx gave mewling sounds of pleasure as she worshipped my cock into stiffness once more, and I was all too happy to let her.

      We gave ourselves over to debaucherous pleasure, and the tension that had rested on my shoulders for years melted away. I knew there would be fallout from the wild night, but I couldn’t let myself think about that, not with the pair of beauties eager to indulge with me.

      I took both once more. Cheryl bent over with her face between her friend’s thighs and Julie with her long legs wrapped around my hips. We collapsed in a sweaty pile of limbs sometime around midnight, and I sank into a dreamless sleep with their happy purrs to ease my path.

      

      To Be Continued…
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