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      The sky was still dark out when I woke, sweaty and stuck between two women who’d both rolled against me in their sleep. Prying myself free of them, I slipped into the restroom to relieve myself.

      When I passed the mirror, I caught sight of myself and gave a double take. My hair was in wild disarray and red lipstick was smeared on my neck and cheek. After flushing, I washed my face and stole a dab of toothpaste from Heather. When I returned to the bedroom, I caught sight of my ex’s childhood door down the hall and shook my head in disbelief.

      A lot had happened since Emily broke up with me. Not least of which was my night with her busty mother. The woman was laying naked on the bed, having rolled onto her side, massive breasts spilling down and her plump rear poking towards the edge of the bed.

      The sight gave me an idea, and I stepped up behind her plump rear. My cock was already stiff, and I pushed into her with deliberate slowness, savoring the feel of her wrapping around me. Heather let out a sound in her sleep, half whimper and half moan, her ass pushing against me when I bottomed out.

      I pulled back and pushed forward, still taking my time and drawing out the pleasure. The older woman’s dreams must have been wild because she bit her pillow and her fingers dug into the fitted sheet covering the mattress. The bed was squeaking and my mom, being a light sleeper, picked her head up and looked around in the darkness.

      When she spotted me behind her new friend, I saw a flash of white as she grinned. Then the bed was shaking more as she crawled over to watch, thighs spreading as her hand slipped between them.

      “Nnngh,” Heather moaned louder, her hands fluttering on the bed as she woke with a start, “Oh jesus… my dreams…. Mmhmmmm baby I’m… cumming!”

      Not ten seconds after the woman woke, her body was shaking beneath me, pussy gripping my cock as she came hard. Shocked at the powerful orgasm, I let her pushed me back out of her too sensitive sex.

      “That’s the best way to wake up,” she purred, rolling into my stepmom, who was staring at my cum slick and throbbing cock.

      “I’m jealous,” mom husked, then she shifted her hips, rolling onto Heather as she presented her ass to me. I grinned, climbing onto the bed to take what was on offer, the springs squealing under my knees.

      While Heather recovered from her orgasm, my mom kissed across her massive breasts and up her pale neck, causing the older woman to shiver. When I pulled her hips back to me, their lips met in a sexy kiss, the pale moonlight illuminating their tongues sliding against one another.

      I took my time, slowing my strokes when I felt my orgasm approaching. My stepmom came twice, the second time hard and right after the first, and Heather’s thighs rolled up beside hers, the other woman’s pussy pushing beneath my mom’s. Then I was inside her, the women locked in a passionate make-out session as I alternated between their pussies.

      It was awkward holding myself up on them, but I barely noticed between the wicked reality of fucking both at the same time and watching my stepmom make out with my ex-girlfriend’s mom right down the hall from where my ex grew up.

      Eventually, the pair could take no more and I was sweating, my body trembling with the effort. Their eager hands pulled my hips up, their breasts pushed together as they stroked and licked my dick until I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a bellow of pleasure, I coated their upturned faces in thick lines of cum.

      The women were shocked at how much covered them and turning to stare at one another, beamed, massaging it into each other’s skin as they made out again. I collapsed beside the pair and thought about getting up to shower. It was still dark out, but late enough that I could hit the gym for a couple hours. The exhaustion and sore muscles from my game caught up with me and I passed out beside the kissing MILFs.

      I woke to the smell of bacon and coffee and after throwing on my pants, let them draw me out of bed out to the kitchen. There I found my stepmom chatting easily with Heather over a cup of coffee. They looked over with smiles when I stepped into the kitchen, rubbing my head.

      “Look who finally decided to join us,” my mom grinned.

      “There are cups in the cabinet there if you want coffee… There’re also clean towels in the bathroom if you want to shower.”

      “I suggest you shower first,” mom said, rising and passing me to refill her cup. “You smell like a brothel.”

      “How would you know what a brothel smell like?” I asked, grabbing a cup and pouring myself a small cup of hot coffee and smelling it with a hum of appreciation.

      “You know something about my misspent youth but not all of it, mister,” mom smiled back.

      “What does he know that I don’t, Jessica?”

      Mom blushed, but I didn’t hesitate to answer.

      “She and her college roommates were Playmates.” I grinned harder when her blush deepened. “You should see the pictures. They’re wild.”

      “There are pictures?” Heather smiled at my mom to show she was joking, but when I climbed the stairs a minute later to take her up on her offer of a shower, I heard her pressing my mom about it.

      “I was too shy and my parents would have killed me, but the thought of posing for one of those magazines always gave me the tingles,” Heather said.

      “My friend Julie was behind it all. You’ll love her.”

      “Will they be at the dinner you’re throwing next week?”

      “Both will…”
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      Their voices faded as I closed the door, but I found myself wondering what my night with all four sexy MILFs might be like. Would I be able to last all night? Or would they drain me dry like a pack of vampires?

      I showered quickly and threw on my clothes from the night before. When I was ready, we left, my mom and Heather sharing a long hug before departing with promises to text soon. It was awkward in the car when we drove away until my mom reached over and gripped my hand.

      “I hope you’re ok with what happened last night.”

      “Are you kidding?” I said, “It was a dream come true.”

      “Heather and I were just saying that while you were showering,” she smiled, thumb rubbing the back of my hand. “Don’t forget you have that meeting coming up. The one with Sarah’s mom. What’s her name again?”

      “Tessa,” I said, staring out the window and picturing the woman from the night before as she’d stood before our whole team.

      “That’s right,” mom said, turning to eye me with a speculative smile. “She’s an impressive woman.”

      “Hmm,” I made a sound and hoped she took it however she wanted.

      “I wonder if she’d find it as exciting as I would to know she’s sleeping with a man who fucked her daughter,” my head jerked around, and I stared at my mom in opened mouthed shock, but she simply shrugged and flashed an impish smile. “What? We all have our fetishes… Speaking of which, Blaire’s been in love with you since you were thirteen, the poor girl.”

      “She’s… what?”

      Mom gave a light laugh and turned off the highway miles before our exit and onto an isolated country road that led up to the state park.

      “Do you remember when you were thirteen? That first week after… he left?” I nodded, having few good memories from that time. “Blaire had just started high school in a new town and was terrified her budding popularity would disappear. She wouldn’t admit it but she took the loss of another father figure hard, and felt deep down that it was our fault somehow,” my mom shook her head and pulled off the wooded road, turning onto a dirt access road, she ignored my questioning frown and let the Range Rovers all-wheel drive carry us over the uneven terrain.

      “You saw her fear and came to her when her friends were over one night and apologized for your father.”

      “I remember that night,” I snorted, a sour smile working on to my lips. “Blaire yelled at me for ten minutes, then told me never to come into her room again.”

      “She regretted the outburst,” mom pulled into a large open dirt patch on the side of the access road. “Came to me after her friends left, crying, sorry for what she’d done. It wasn’t that night that changed things, but the next morning, when you woke early and made breakfast for us.” She shook her head, a fond smile growing on her lips. “You were so adorable and earnest as you tried to care for us… To make us feel better when you were hurting just as bad. She told me that morning you were the man she was going to marry.”

      She looked over at me and I tried to find words, but they wouldn’t come and she patted the back of my hand.

      “Come on, I have something to show you.”

      Stepping out of the car, she picked her way through the scrub and underbrush and pointed to an overgrown road that curved upward.

      “What is this?” I asked, following her up the road.

      “Do you remember when we almost bought that big house in the country club a couple of years ago?” I nodded, and as we stepped around a turn in the road, she waved her hand around a large, leveled area of dirt. The shelf stood above the trees, offering us a breathtaking view of the surrounding mountains and valley.

      “Oh, wow…” the sight was amazing, but it wasn’t adding up until I spotted a pile of lumber and two cement mixers sitting under the tree cover on the edge of the flattened area. “They’re building here?”

      “We’re building here,” mom beamed, waving her hands around again. “The land showed up on the market two years ago and I snatched it up, blowing the down payment on that larger place. The plans have finally been approved and work begins Monday… I wanted it to be a surprise.”

      “It’s incredible,” I breathed, taking in the view one more time before turning and pulling her into my arms.

      “You really like it?”

      “I love it,” I said, pulling back and staring into her eyes. “But it’s too much for you to do alone. If I get this ad campaign, let me help with the cost.”

      “I couldn’t ask you to do that,” she breathed.

      “I insist,” I said, pushing a thick lock of hair away from her cheek, my stare firm.

      “How did I get so blessed to have you in my life?” her fingers curled around the back of my neck and her hot lips were on me, fiery tongue sliding along mine.
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      With a wicked grin, she broke off the kiss and, turning, scampered back down the curving driveway, pulling me with her. When we got back to the car, she pulled the back door open and pushed me inside, climbing in after me, fingers tugging at my belt as she did.

      “This was my fantasy,” she whispered, voice low and husky as she tugged the pants down my legs. “When I would pick you up from practice… your gorgeous body covered in sweat… muscles throbbing… I would dream about you crooking a finger and asking for what you really wanted.”

      “I dreamed of the same thing,” I breathed, fingers sliding into her thick hair as she planted kisses up the side of my throbbing shaft. “Oh god mom… that feels so good.”

      “Mhmm,” she moaned out when I said the taboo name, eyes alighting with desire as she sucked me into her mouth, hands wrapping around my shaft and stroking up and down in time with her bobbing head.

      “Suck me,” I hissed, watching her cheeks hollow and eyelids fluttered as she took my direction with pleasure. “God, I want you.”

      “Mhhh!”

      Her eyes focused on me and crinkled at the corners as she grinned around my dick, then pulled off it with a popping sound and bit her bottom lip.

      “How do you want mommy, baby?”

      “Bent over,” I growled, tugging her blouse up and over her breasts and letting the massive globes of flesh swing free.

      Her hands flew to her waist and, with a jerk, tugged her skirt down to her knees, then whipped around. Pressing her torso between the front seats, I was presented with her large, pale ass. The roof of the Range Rover is blessedly high but not high enough for my large frame and I was crammed in atop her, but could care less than my dick slid into her fiery depths.

      “Yesssss James… fuck me… fuck, mommy, baby… Fuuuuuuck!”

      Her thighs were slick with her juices, and I didn’t bother easing myself into her. A single thrust and I was inside her to the root. Gripping her firm hips, I took her hard and fast, all the hungry need of years of fantasies rushing through me. My hands roamed her body, working between the seats to cup one heavy breast, fingers sinking into the firm flesh as I gripped it tight.

      In the tight press of the backseat, her lips found mine. Her hand pulling my face to hers, breath escaping in hisses of pleasure. I felt her pussy grip me again, a second orgasm shivering through her body, but my own was rapidly approaching. Her moans grew into yelps and them shrieks as her body shook, pussy gripping me tighter and tighter until her whole body sagged beneath me and a rush of wetness coated my dick.

      The heavenly feeling was the straw that broke the camel’s back, and I came with a shudder, cock spasming inside her pussy. Mom’s gasp brought me back around and I fell back onto the seat, pulling her down into my lap. She curled against me, hand pulling my face to her for a soft kiss.

      “That was perfect,” I said.

      “I should have exhausted you before your big meeting,” her smile grew lascivious. “I know what you’re going to have to do to close it.”

      “I’m not-.” She cut me off with a finger across my lips.

      “Don’t dissemble with me, James. The woman’s a predator.” Her smile grew fierce as she let her fingers trace down my lips and along my jawline. “But she’ll find she’s met her match in my son.”

      I shook my head at her and she let out a throaty laugh, more relaxed than I’d seen her in years. She wasn’t self-conscious as she climbed off me and pulled on her clothes, enjoying my eyes on her body and even bending low to give me a delightful view of her breasts hanging and swinging before she pulled her top back over them.

      “I suppose I shouldn’t have worried,” she said with a smirk and a glance at my crotch as she slipped into the driver’s seat.

      Blushing, I adjusted myself and pulled my clothes on. I was ready for things to be awkward again on the drive, but it was the exact opposite. We spoke easily, with no dissembling about things. She asked about the game, and I told her my frustrations with not getting any plays in the first half.

      “They’ll see how great you are. Don’t worry,” she said with a reassuring nod.

      Mom isn’t a student of the game, but she’s always been supportive. When she asked what my feeling were for Sarah, I told her the honest truth.

      “I like her a lot. She’s a lot more thoughtful than I ever gave her credit for, but I think I’m just a notch on her belt.”

      “Might be,” she nodded, pulling back onto the highway, “People are more complicated than we imagine. I know Sarah was hurt by a boyfriend last year and took a long time to get over it. She might be wary of emotions still.”

      “What about you and Julie?” I asked with a cocked eyebrow, enjoying the flush that came over her cheeks.

      “She’s just a friend,” she said, then when I continued to stare at her she gave an exasperated sigh. “But I’ve always hoped she could be more than that. My life is better when she’s in it, it’s as simple as that.”

      “You should tell her that.”

      “I couldn’t,” she shook her head. “She has a life across the country, a career, friends… I couldn’t ask her to give all that up… and for what?”

      “To help you build your dream home in the mountains,” I said. “Think about it.”

      She was thoughtful for a moment before changing the subject to my upcoming team meeting, but I caught her staring off thoughtfully whenever the conversation dulled and could guess who she was thinking about.

      When we got home, I took another shower and pulled on workout clothes. Mom let me take her car to my practice, making me promise to share every detail of the meeting with her afterwards. It’s always a treat to drive the range rover, but I missed the relaxing comfort of knowing my Camry was indestructible, even if it took a quarter mile to reach sixty.

      The coaches were in a good mood at practice and, after a team meeting, cut us early. They warned that Monday things would get serious and there would be plenty of late night film sessions for the starters. A list was tacked to the outside of coach’s office with a list of every position and a name with mine listed at tight end.

      The pressure of being a starter would only sharpen me and drive my aggression on the field even higher. There was some relief in knowing I’d secured the position for now, but I was hungry to prove myself and hungrier to write my name across the banner as the best player to ever come from this school.
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      I had a few hours before my meeting with Tessa, so I joined a few of the guys at a local burger joint. In direct contradiction to our coaches’ warning to each healthy, we loaded a table with fries and cokes and jawed for a couple hours about girls, our classes, and the coming season.

      The crowd grew as more players, friends, and girls showed up, and I found myself surrounded by a small group. Word had gotten out about my break-up and a few girls came over to tell me how sorry they were. Their words were kind, and I didn’t miss the way their eyes and hands lingered on my muscular arms as they offered a warm shoulder to cry on if I needed it.

      “The freshman’s going to steal all our girls,” grumbled a senior at the opposite end of the table when the latest girl drifted away with a winsome smile and little wave.

      “Or we can use him to make sure our parties are sausage fests again like last year,” said his friend beside him, causing the lineman who’d complained to frown in consideration.

      “Hey, rook!” he called over to me, waving his meaty paw to get my attention. “You’re meeting with Tessa Hillfiger, aren’t you?”

      “I am,” I said, dipping a fry in ketchup and eating it calmly but sensing the large man’s animosity.

      “I think a few of us seniors should join you,” he grinned and elbowed his friend. “That woman’s a fine piece of ass. Too much for a little freshman like you, kid.”

      His friend’s smile slipped when he saw my expression, and the linebacker pulled away from the beefy lineman and dropped his gaze.

      “Jealousies an ugly emotion fat boy,” my heart was thumping as the threat of violence filled the air, but my hands were rock steady on the tabletop as I stared the senior down. “And if you think I’m hooking you up with my friends, then you’ll want to speak to me with more respect.”

      “Respect?!” He shoved away from the table, rising over the stone bench, and moving around the table.

      There was a clamor from the group, and a chant of ‘Fight! Fight!’ broke out, but other members of the team rose to pull the larger boy back. Our quarterback and captain rose from his place at another table and frowned at the pair of us.

      “If you got shit to handle, do it in the locker room.”

      There was a cheer from the crowd and the linebacker shouted that he’d meet me there as he waved for his friends to pile into his car with him. Four players did, while I climbed into mine alone and followed them, heart thudding in my chest. A procession of cars followed us, causing a scene as we pulled into the school.

      The school cops drove by to check out what was going on, but when they saw the jerseys and cheerleaders waving, they drove off with a smile. My nerves were rattling as I climbed out of the Range Rover and followed the stream of kids into the concrete tunnel leading to the locker rooms.

      There was a bubble of space around me, and even my friends on the team kept their distance. I thought they must be second guessing our associations until I saw my face reflected in a glass trophy case. Brow furrowed and pale blue eyes slitted, my face was a thunderhead. I looked angrier than I felt until I poked at the emotions within.

      “Look at his stupid face, trying to think his way out of a fight,” my opponent laughed where he’d turned around in the hall.

      Kids were lining its walls and piled up behind him and pushing in behind me, their eagerness threatening to push me into a place of excitement. It had been years since I’d been in a fight, but I was on the wrestling team for two years and knew how helpful it was to keep a clear head. I didn’t want to give the bigger guy another advantage, and blocked out his words.

      “We gonna do this? Or we gonna talk?”

      There were Ooohh’s and Aaahh’s at that, but the lineman sneered, “Jokes are all you have, pretty boy. With your stupid face-.”

      He lurched mid-sentence, throwing a fist up at my face. I wasn’t ready for the strike and took it directly on the cheek and jowls. He hadn’t put his weight behind the hit, and the fist bounced off my face, causing me to sneer at the ineffective attack.

      “Sucker punch and it’s still weak,” I growled, my own right driving forward, hips swiveling, and the heel of my back foot turning up.

      I wasn’t trying to hit the guy; I was trying to tear his head off his shoulders.

      My head was thinking clearly, but the same burning fuel that filled my limbs with strength on the field raged through me now as I felt my knuckles hit his jaw. Silence followed the solid thud of contact as he fell in a boneless heep at my feet.

      A feral grin twisted my lips and turned to his friend who stepped forward, my left ready to punch a hole through his guts in an underhand blow, but he raised his hands in warning.

      “I don’t wanna fight!”

      I drew in a ragged breath and stepped back, getting myself under control. Instead of relief at the fight ending so quickly, all I felt was frustration and a restless energy that had me pacing back and forth as guys slapped me on the back, then retreated quickly from my stare.

      “Fuck, you laid him out cold,” our quarterback stepped up to slap an arm around my shoulders, steering me back towards the parking lot. “Don’t worry. I’ve known him since 7th grade. Fucker always had to pick a fight with the biggest kid around.” he cast a look back over his shoulder and shook his head. “Never seen him laid out cold like that. He’ll will respect you even more now.”

      “He respected me before?” I raised an eyebrow, and he laughed back.

      “You handled your assignments in the game perfectly,” he nodded. “Made me and the rest of the line look good. You keep that up when there are scouts around and they’ll fucking love you for it.”

      “Hmm,” I grunted, seeing how things worked.

      I would get my touches, but the love had to be shared. Make them look good, and they’ll do the same for me. It wasn’t perfect, but it was a start towards us becoming a solid team.

      “Think about it,” he nodded and threw a look back at the crowd gathered around the guy I’d knocked out who was pulling himself up and blinking around groggily, trying to figure out what had happened. “And don’t worry about him. Only dudes he’s ever gotten along with are the ones who kicked his ass. You’ve got a friend for life now.”

      I wasn’t so sure about that, but didn’t want to stick around to find out. I’d gotten lucky with my first punch and now that the shakiness and adrenaline were fading, wanted to be as far from another fight as possible. A small crowd followed me out to the Range Rover, but none of them approached me except for a perky cheerleader who ran up as I was getting ready to pull out.

      “We’re having a cookout tomorrow afternoon, you should come,” she smiled impishly, twisting her heel in a coquettish manner that did wonders for her pert little rear.

      “Sunday’s I spend with my family,” I replied. “I’ll probably be stuck with my sister around the pool.”

      “Your sister’s Blaire right?” She brightened, “Invite her, too. The girls in Kappa Gamma would all love to see her.”

      “I’ll let her know,” I nodded, waving and driving off.

      The girl was cute, but in a mousey, girl-next-door kind of way. I didn’t know her well, but it was flattering that she’d be so forward and it would be good to get out of the house and get to know the team better. I was mulling the idea over as I followed my phone’s GPS up into the hills.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 5

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I’d known Sarah was wealthy. Anyone who saw her car or clothes could tell that straight off, but until I pulled down the tree lined driveway and saw the massive, columned house at its end, I didn’t realize quite hot rich her family was.

      Situated on bluffs overlooking the valley our town is in, its soaring roofs were hidden from below by massive trees. They cut off the view until the car pulled around the circular turnout and I got a peek around the side of the house and hit the brakes to stare. Through the wrought iron side gate was a breathtaking vista. Green grasses reached out to a sharp cliff, and blue skies with the valley’s forested slopes in the distance.

      The large porch and double doors had nothing around them except for hedges, so I drove around until I saw a large garage and carport. The Mercedes was there, along with a Rolls Royce that looked several decades old, and a fiery red Lamborghini with fuzzy pink dice hanging from the mirrors and a matching pink cover for the steering wheel.

      I shook my head at the collection, spying an old mustang in the back of the garage, along with a pair of Ducati coating in a layer of dust. Seeing the tires of the bike’s half deflated from sitting so long, I felt a pang in my guts at the waste. It felt almost sinful.

      When I circled the hedges between the free-standing garage and the mansion, I almost ran into Sarah, who was hurrying across the grass.

      “There you are!” she said, lips compressing into a stiff line as she shook her head and took my hand. “You’re late.”

      “I got hung up with… practice,” the last came out sounding lame when she threw me a pointed look, staring at the swelling mark on my cheek.

      “Practice?” The tone in her voice made me wince. “And what are you wearing? Gym shorts and a t-shirt?”

      “You and Blaire said not to change!” I protested, and she harrumphed.

      “I suppose we did.” She nodded, stopping halfway to the house and looking side to side before quickly pulled me along an almost hidden path.

      “Where are we going?”

      “My father’s study.”

      I fell silent after that, knowing her dad had passed away years before. She’d been close to the man, and had taken it hard, harder than her mother from rumors. We stopped at a slender doorway that was almost hidden and, motioning for me to wait outside, she slipped in. As she did, I heard a woman’s voice thundering from deeper within the mansion. I couldn’t make out what was being said, but her anger was obvious.

      Sarah ducked out of the room with a bundle in her hands a minute later and stuffed them into my hands.

      “Change into that.”

      “Was that your mom yelling in there?” I asked.

      She nodded, her lips compressing into a pained expression before she explained.

      “Something with one of her investments. She’s on the board of an energy company but they moved last night, while she was at the game to have her removed from the board.” the blonde shook her head. “I don’t understand all of it, but the good ole’ boys’ club is trying to push her out.”

      “That doesn’t seem fair,” I said, unfolding the clothes and looking them over. “Is this silk?”

      “Wool,” Sarah waved for me to hurry. “A special kind from Italy. Blaire’s in there taking the full brunt of my mom right now, and I feel guilty. Can we hurry?”

      I changed quickly and let her help with the tie, making sure the knot I made was square and centered. The suit felt silky, despite what she called the material, with the undershirt stretching tight around my chest and shoulders. The slacks were too short, but the rest fit surprisingly well, and I let her push my hair into some semblance of order before we stepped through the massive double doors.

      “These men are ridiculous! They think I won’t pursue litigation? They think I haven’t retained a cadre of pit bull lawyers eager ready to strip mine their coffers?!”

      The foyer opened up to a large sitting room. The far side of which was a single sheet of glass that looked out over a deck, grass, and an infinity pool. The breathtaking view surrounded by trees. My stepsister sat in the middle of the sitting room, paperwork and her laptop sitting on the small table before her while the older woman paced.

      Tessa saw her daughter marching into the room and waved her off, “I don’t have time for your games this morning, Sarah. I’m on the verge of… turning the tables on them,” she’d caught sight of me behind the young woman and her voice caught, eyes widening as she took me in from head to toe, a hand raising to cover her lips.

      “Bless my stars,” the woman breathed, stepping past her daughter without a word.

      I stopped on the landing to the room and stood there awkwardly while Tessa circled me, her eyes taking me in from head to toe. Blaire caught my eyes, and I saw approval cross her features, followed by something that quickened my heart. She reached out and pulled Sarah down beside her on the couch, whispering something in her friend’s ear that caused the tiny blonde to flash a grin.

      “You dressed him in your father’s favorite suit,” I couldn’t tell if there was accusation lacing Tessa’s tone or if it was something else, but she didn’t give her daughter a chance to respond before continuing. “But failed to replace his tennis shoes.”

      Tessa shook her head as she came back around in front of me, a glint of something eager in her eyes, masked when she turned back to her daughter and frowned in disapproval.

      “I would have if they fit,” Sarah grumbled.

      “Hmm,” Tessa grunted, folding her arms beneath breasts that defied gravity in her loose top. I felt like a specimen on display and my nerves shifted into annoyance, but when I opened my mouth to speak the older woman spoke over me, the light in her eye growing. “You were exceptional last night, young man, but what makes you think you’re worthy of my time and… attentions?”

      “I never claimed to be-,” my annoyance flared into anger, tone growing hard, but Blaire popped up off the couch and spoke over me before I could ruin everything.

      “James isn’t only a generational talent,” Tessa’s eyes remained locked on me, gaze hard as my sister spoke. “He’s also an honor roll student who volunteers at our church. He’s clean cut, never had trouble with the law, and let’s face it… he’s every woman’s type once his shirt comes off.”

      “Hmph,” Tessa tapped one perfectly sculpted lip with a long red nail and frowned. “It’s a small campaign and pays almost nothing unless it’s picked up in major markets. Are you fine getting nothing for your efforts, daughter?”

      “I’m fine investing my time in something that will pay dividends down the road,” Sarah said, and she was about to continue, but Blaire waved a hand behind her back and the smaller blonde fell quiet.

      Tessa nodded, a smile curling the corners of her lips as her eyes once more traveled the length of me, coming to rest upon my face as she licked her lips.

      “For a first investment, Sarah… I must say I’m impressed.” Her phone started buzzing, and the smile faded as she glared at the screen. “But, I don’t have time for this now, I’ve got to-.”

      “Ignore the board,” Blaire said, her confident tone causing Tessa to turn. “You said the company has value, right?” Tessa frowned at her daughter, but nodded and waved impatiently for her to continue. “Let the board machinate, go to your lenders and secure the capital for a buyout. Then force the bastards to sell to you.”

      “Hostile takeover?” Tessa didn’t hate the idea and seemed to warm to it by the second, her frown shifting into a wicked grin as she nodded.

      “How would you force them to sell to you?” Sarah asked.

      “Fiduciary duties,” Blaire grinned wolfishly at Tessa. “If you can secure the funds, their gambit will fail.”

      I had no idea what the women were talking about, but all three were nodding now. Tessa canceled the call, and watching my sister with interest, dialed another number.

      “Fritz, I need to call in that favor… You can put my tech stocks up as collateral, but I want favorable terms from your bank… uhuh… No, keep this quiet until I’m ready to move. I don’t want the board getting any hint of what’s coming… Excellent, see that it’s done.”
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      My sister’s eyes were a little wild around the edges as her scheme came to fruition in minutes and I saw her swallow hard. I might not understand the machinations taking place, but I knew my sister and could see her wondering if she’d overplayed her hand.

      “We’ll see if your instincts are as good as her fashion sense,” Tessa said with a wink for Blaire, before turning to her daughter. “You’re serious about this enterprise? This isn’t one of your flights of fancy again, like dressage, or volleyball, where you’re going to drop it once it gets hard, are you?”

      “This is what I want, mother,” Sarah rose, tossing her straight blonde hair back over her shoulders as she faced off with the older woman. “It’s what I’m meant to do, and James is the perfect product to launch with.”

      “Hmm,” Tessa mused, tapping her thick lip again with her nail before turning to regard me again. “I can’t argue with that… But I have my own plans for you, James. Can you serve two mistresses at once?”

      I glanced over at Blaire and grunted a laugh. “I’ve been doing that my whole life, but I want to know what these plans are before I agree to work with you.”

      The woman threw her head back and laughed, a deep throated sound that sent a shiver down my spine and another when she locked those pale blue eyes on mine.

      “I like a man with a spine… and finding it in one so young… Mhmm,” she made a sound like savoring a delicious bite and turned back to the girls with a dismissive wave. “Leave us, girls. Your proposal is accepted as long as certain,” she flicked a smokey gaze over at me, “Items check out.”

      Sarah and Blaire shared tight smiles and grabbed their stuff. As they passed me, Sarah gripped my hand and whispered a brief, ‘good luck,’ before slipping past, but Blaire slipped her arms around my neck and hugged me.

      “Kisses and confidence are her weakness.” her teeth nipped my neck, causing me to jump as she whispered. “Have fun, little brother.”

      I didn’t turn to watch the pair leave, instead letting my gaze follow Tessa as she walked over to a bar along one wall and began mixing herself a drink.

      “You have a beautiful home,” I said, walking into the plush room and appreciating the view down into the valley.

      “Do you think so?” She asked with a frown, looking around at the room’s high ceilings and tiled walls. “It certainly commands respect, but I’ve always felt it was a cold space. Empty of the warmth a family should expect.”

      “You can’t expect anything out of life except what you bring to it,” I said, frowning out the window. “It takes work to maintain a family, the same as any other relationships. If a house doesn’t feel like a home,” I turned to see the woman staring at me, lips pressed into a firm line. “Then it’s the fault of those who live there. Not the walls and roof.”

      A flash of anger crossed her features, gone just as quickly as it appeared, and she nodded thoughtfully.

      “Wise words for one so young.” I heard the clink of glass draw near and saw her reflection sharpen in the window as she approached. “You asked about my plans for you… If you continue to play like you did, I’ll find you a training camp for the summer and have scouts at your games as early as next year. How does that sound?”

      “Not good enough,” I said, turning and forcing the woman to halt inches from me, her drink almost spilling on her loose blouse. “There’s one more thing I require if we’re going to work together.”

      “Oh,” she arched an eyebrow, drink hand swinging wide as she rested the fingers of her other on her blouse, fluttering the garment so that the round bulge of her breasts flashed through the neckline. “And what else do you… require?”

      There was an edge to her tone and a dangerous light in her eyes and I changed tack. I’d been about to demand she treat her daughter and my sister with more respect, but I could see that wouldn’t work with this woman. The only respect she gave would have to be earned, especially by her daughter.

      Taking a small step forward, I towered over the woman, her too firm breasts pressing into my chest as she was forced to crane her neck to look up at me. Too proud to retreat, the dangerous light in her eyes grew, her mouth hardening as a reprimand formed on her lips but I silenced her with one thick, calloused finger across those perfectly sculpted lips.

      “I want you. I want every inch of you to be mine. One day a month. From dusk until dawn. You. Are. Mine.”

      Tessa blinked, her anger evaporating and amusement covering her features before they hardened once more and she jerked her lips away from my finger. Only my hand moved faster than she could, grasping her about the back of her neck and taking a firm grip dipped my head down to hers.

      “Hmm! Mhmmmhmmmm,” her sound of protest softened almost instantly and melted into a moan of pleasure as our lips pressed together.

      Soft and supple, her lips grew hungrier on mine, but I kept the hand in place on the back of her neck. Breaking away from her, my chest rising and falling almost as rapidly as hers, we stared into one another’s eyes.

      “You don’t know how long I’ve waited for you,” she breathed, a girlish giggle escaping her mouth as she collapsed against my chest, shaking with emotion. “God, bless me. I feared I never would.”

      I wasn’t sure how to respond to the sudden emotion, but she flashed a grin up at me and, snatching my hand, pulled me towards a narrow staircase. Without a word, her heels clicking on the wooden steps, she took me up two flights and into a wide hallway. At the end of which was a large set of double doors that opened into a massive bedroom.

      Turning back to flash me a grin, the woman released my hand and walked backwards, her hands trailing up the sides of her body. Holding up a hand, she motioned me to wait on the room’s threshold, then darted over to a walk-in closet. I heard boxes tumble and heard fabric swish and thought she was changing only for her to emerge a moment later, holding something black in her hands.

      “If you’re serious about your request,” she breathed, fingers trembling around the steel circlet. “Then I have one of my own… This collar signifies what you’re asking for. If you place it on my neck… Then I will be yours until you remove it.”

      “And if I never do?” I asked, stepping forward and plucking the blackened steel from her fingers.

      Tessa’s breath caught and her fingers trembled when they clutched at her loose blouse. But she met my eyes with a firm stare and nodded.

      “Then I will remain your eager slave.”

      I searched the collar and found a hidden clasp. Popping it free, I let my eyes roam from the sexy MILF’s toes to the top of her head. The resemblances to her daughter were there, but masked beneath a couple hundred thousand dollars in plastic surgery. Instead of detracting from her beauty, or making her look cartoonish, the work perfected the aging beauty.

      Tessa hadn’t gotten work done in a quixotic quest to maintain her youth. Just the opposite. The woman leaned into her cougar appearance. Her massive breasts were the most obvious, but the soft hips I felt pressing against me wasn’t the body of a woman who spent every day in the gym. She was soft in all the right places.

      “Kneel,” I said, barely recognizing the steely firmness in my voice.
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      Tessa didn’t hesitate, falling to the carpeted floor before me without backing up, her face pressing against my crotch before she looked up. Those impossibly long lashes fluttered and for an instant I saw the heart-breakingly beautiful girl she’d once been as her lips stretched into a grin. The collar slipped around her neck, sending a shiver through Tessa, her pupils swelling as her teeth pressed into her bottom lip.

      “Do you promise to commit yourself to me, barring only your daughter and those relationships that are closest to you?”

      “I agree,” she said, voice firm and eyes burning.

      “Do you promise to make me the priority in your life, and bend your mind, body, and will to making me… satisfied?”

      “I agree.” the words rushed out of her and she gripped my legs, and I felt the hard spots of her nipples where her firm breasts pressed into my legs.

      “I agree to care for you, Tessa Hillfiger. To use your body, mind, and soul to our mutual pleasure, but never to break them.”

      I had no idea where the words came from or even if they were right for the situation, but the older woman looked pleased. More than pleased as the collar clicked into place. Another shiver passed through her body and her chest swelled as she drew in a deep breath and held it before releasing it slowly. I could guess at what she was feeling as the weight of responsibility for what I’d just done settled on my shoulders.

      It's one thing to fantasize about a thing and another to have it laid out before you; kneeling and eager for your command. The possibilities crowded around my brain and for a pregnant moment; I stood there, locked in place. Then I let myself relax as I took in the elegant features and delightful curves of the woman kneeling before me.

      “Undress me, slave,” I ordered, enjoying how Tessa bounced to her feet with an eager grin.

      “Yes, master!”

      I was ready for her to rip my clothes off, but the elegant woman took her time, carefully pulling my shirt off over my head and folding it neatly before returning to run light fingers over my shoulders, arms, chest, and stomach before she reached the waistband of my gym shorts. The touch left trails of electric tingles and her warm breath on my skin had me tenting my shorts.

      As my shorts fell and the stiff cock flopped into the air, Tessa gave a little gasp. Her eyes traced the length of my thick stiffness and the tip of her tongue ran along her lips, and she bit her bottom lip in anticipation of what was to come. Before her trembling fingers could reach out and grasp me, I held up a finger.

      “Now it’s my turn to unwrap my prize,” eyes drinking in her incredible body, I signaled for her to rise.

      For a nineteen-year-old boy, having a gorgeous woman’s body as your plaything is a dream come true, and I wasn’t going to squander a moment of it. Popping the buttons of her loose blouse free, I pulled the garment wide open and grinned when her lacy white bra came into view. Thin and barely holding her breasts aloft, the material did little more than cover the pale globes of flesh.

      “Your perfect,” I breathed as the blouse fell away and I ran my hands down the smooth skin of her sides and up to pop the front clasp of her bra.

      “Thank you, master,” Tessa whispered, her back straightening and breasts thrusting forward as a gleam of pride entered her eyes.

      “Hmmm,” I groaned when my hands filled with her firm tits, but I didn’t pop the clasp on her bra.

      Instead, I reached down and, with a jerk, tore her pants down off her hips. The woman swayed in place; the fabric bunched around her knees. Her panties had come down with the pants and the confidence from a moment before was gone as she was left exposed and without her usual poise.

      “Nghh!”

      I was surprised at the sound of pleasure ripped from Tessa’s throat until I smelled the musky aroma of her fill the bedroom. Running gentle fingers down her cheek, I forced her to stare into my eyes as I ran the fingers of my other hand up her inner thighs. When I felt her wetness coating them, shame and a fiery pleasure entered her eyes, followed by another whimper of pleasure.

      “If you think your pussy’s getting fucked first, you’re sorely mistaken, slave.” Her eyes flared and she gave a sharp nod, gaze dropping to my cock that ached. It was so hard as she licked her lips.

      “Let me taste you, master… Put me on my knees and use me!”

      The last she hissed, her hips undulating as if she were fucking something invisible and her fingers reached for me. I couldn’t deny the intense pleasure as her gentle fingers slid down my length, and wanted to give into it, but it was more important that I remind the woman who was in charge.

      The hand caressing her cheek grasped her by the back of the neck, jerking her away from me. Tessa’s eyes flared once more and her mouth opened into an ‘O’ of pleasure as her body relaxed into submission.

      “You’re going to learn to serve properly, slave.”

      “Yes, master, I’m sorry master,” the pleasure warred with her efforts, and I heard a squeal of pleasure escape her throat when I flipped her around and threw her onto the bed, legs hanging off.

      “Count them off, woman.”

      “Yes, ma… *SMACK*… One! Hnggh,” Tessa groaned when my hand landed on one firm cheek.

      Plucking off her heels, I pulled her clothes the rest of the way off before laying another palm print on the satiny smooth flesh. Alabaster white and pert as a teenagers, her ass was heavenly. The shaven sex I saw between her legs every time they kicked was making it difficult to hold back.

      Five spanks and Tessa was shivering by the time I finished. She wasn’t prepared for me to reach up and jerk the lacy bra down to her midriff. It caused her arms, which were laying down at her sides, to become trapped there and when she struggled to pull them free, the wrists only became more entangled when I tied a knot in the fabric.

      I’d probably ruined the bra, but Tessa was well and truly trussed when I flipped her around and onto her back. She was a doll in my arms, and I let my hands wander her smooth skin as I lay her back down, head hanging off the mattress.

      “Jesus, you’re gorgeous,” the words were ripped out of me as I took her in.

      With her arms down at her sides, and the fabric pushing them up from below, her breasts looked absolutely perfect as they stood up from her narrow chest, pressed tightly together. The nipples were a mouthwatering shade of pink, and her slender thighs scissored, knees crossing as her pussy dripped onto the mattress.
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      Tessa’s mouth was wide open, tongue reaching for my cock in anticipation of what was to come. Grinning, I grasped my cock around the base and ran the throbbing head around her lips. The MILF’s tongue reached out, caressing my cock before I pushed into her mouth.

      Fucking her face with small thrusts, I worked my dick into her mouth, hands holding her head in place. Less than a third of my length was in her when Tessa gave a jerk on the bed, lunging towards me and inhaling another third in an instant. Shocked by the gripping heat of her throat, I thrust and heard Tessa’s choking moan of pleasure as her throat stretched around me.

      “Nghh!” she moaned when I pulled back and out, mouth coated in slick saliva and tongue reaching once more for my cock.

      Without pause, I drove back in, head falling back as the heavenly tightness encircled my dick. In and out, I fucked the woman’s face, taking the opportunity to let my hands explore her body. Massaging and gripping her perfect tits, I pulled on the nipples, loving how her hips thrust in pleasure when I twisted them hard.

      The pleasure of her tight throat was so intense I had to pull out and let myself cool down. Pushing forward, I slid my dick between the firm globes of flesh as Tessa ran her tongue over my balls. Pressing her tits together, I fucked them with deliberate slowness, letting my orgasm subside before pushing back into her throat.

      The minx swallowed as I stretched her neck, causing my pleasure to spike as the tightness milked my cock. Grunting in pleasure, I gave up the idea of holding back on my first orgasm and gripping her head, began sawing my dick in and out of her throat.

      “Gluk…. Gluk… gluk,” the sounds were obscene, but nothing compared to the frothy saliva coating her lips.

      It only took a minute or two for my toes to curl as the pleasure rushed through me. Grunting, I flooded Tessa’s mouth with cum, watching the MILF swallow it all down hungrily. Her tongue reached out to gather up every last drop and pull it back into her mouth where she savored the taste of me.

      My fingers popped the clasp on her bra, freeing her arms as I climbed onto the bed. The woman was upon me like a money, hands seeking every muscle while her lips trailed kisses up my torso until they met mine. We collapsed onto the mattress, hands exploring one another’s bodies as we made out.

      The older woman was surprisingly awkward when our lips met in those first passionate kisses. I hadn’t noticed it earlier but her lips and tongue were unpracticed with the effort, but it only took a couple minutes for her old skills to come back. Grinding her wetness on my thigh, Tessa whimpered into the kiss, her need obvious, but I wasn’t ready for that step yet.

      With a firm hand on her chest, I pushed the woman down, and kissed my way down her slender neck and over each firm breast. Smaller than my stepmom’s but sculpted to be every man’s fantasy, I could have played with her tits for hours, but from the sound of her whimpers she would go crazy long before then.

      Her stomach was firm but not overly muscled, and my first taste of her pussy was mild and almost sweet. Tessa had gone to a professional because every hair was waxed from her neck down and I found the smooth, slippery flesh heavenly as I dipped my tongue within. Flicking up and down her clit, I ran a finger inside her, finding and brushing the rough patch just on the other side and above her clit.

      The moment I found her g-spot, the older woman stiffened, nails gripping the sheets as a whimper of pleasure escaped her mouth.

      “There… oh, god,” she picked her head up and stared down at me, eyes softening as they traced the lines of my face. “You beautiful boy… oh, master… I’m going to… no!”

      Her plaintive cry cut off when I laid a gentle slap upon one of her breasts and raised an eyebrow. The MILF pressed her lips together, teeth clamping down to keep from protesting, but her need was evident as I rose to my knees between her thighs. Taking my cock, I ran the tip over her lips, in the same way I had her other lips, and Tessa gave a full body shiver, her eyes locking onto mine.

      I fell forward onto one hand, the other guiding myself into her. Tessa was so wet I entered her without effort and watched her expression melt, eyes growing unfocused and jaw hanging slack. When I felt the head of my cock stretch her pussy, her eyes rolled back into her head and a look of pure ecstasy swept her features.

      Nails digging into my back, the woman clung to me, pussy shivering around my cock as incoherent sounds escaped her mouth. Her body undulated beneath me as I pulled out and drove back in, our hips moving as one. Nails dug into my back, racking lines down the muscles as she pulled me deeper with every thrust.

      The bed creaked beneath us. Its thick wooden supports making a racket as I pounded the woman into the soft mattress. Desperate to see and feel more of her, I flipped her around beneath me, pulling her torso against my chest as I dug my cock back into her pussy. Like animals, we fucked, bodies slapping back against one another as my hand cupped her round breast and the other gripped tightly to her hip.

      Tessa’s kiss weakened, and I felt her body stiffen as another orgasm swept through her, but I ignored her mewling words and kept fucking her tightness with ever faster strokes, feeling my own orgasm approaching, unable to stop. Her orgasm rose in pitch, her mouth opening in a silent scream, eyes rolling back in her skull as my cock jerked within her.

      I collapsed onto the mattress beside her, chest heaving and sweat dripping down my brow. Tessa stretched like a cat beside me, lean body elongating as she pushed sweat matted hair out of her face. The woman wore a beatific grin as she looked up at me, and I felt a sense of déjà vu until I realized where I recognized the expression.

      It had been the same as her daughter’s after our first time.

      That wicked thought brought a smile to my lips. When Tessa saw it, she blushed and writhed against my side.

      “You make me feel like a schoolgirl when you look at me with those eyes…” her fingers ran down my thigh as she licked her lips before continuing in a breathy whisper, “That was incredible, master.”

      “We aren’t done yet, woman,” I flicked my eyes down to my cock, which lay across my stomach and thigh. “Clean me… I have one more hole to christen.”

      “Oh, god,” Tessa moaned, shuddering as she kissed her way down my chest and stomach before a whimper of delight escaped her throat as ran her tongue along the shaft of my cock.

      Her attempts to compose herself failed miserably, and I watched with amusement as a woman nearly twice my age giggled like a girl as she licked and sucked my cock clean. Her joy at submitting rose further when I climbed off the bed and had her crawl like a dog beside me into the bathroom.

      Bent over in the shower, ass covered in thick lube and thighs coated in her own wetness, Tessa Hillfiger, a woman of poise, wealth, and privilege, grunted like a beast as I fucked her ass. The silky hole relaxed around my girth, the woman almost falling when the first of her orgasms swept through her body, but I wouldn’t let her.

      Hips pushed back at me and firm breasts shaking with every thrust, I gripped her hips and indulged in the pleasure. Letting my mind float free, I felt my stresses begin to melt away and then I was flooding her ass with hot streams of cum. The lack of warning sent Tessa over the edge and her knees gave out, sending her to the floor of the shower.

      “Fuck… fuck… fuck!” glazed over eyes slowly came into focus and she turned her head, finding my dick hovering within reach of her hungry mouth and earning a hiss from me as she sucked the too sensitive head.

      Her eyes locked onto mine, and I read the message in them. This was where she’d wanted to be. To be devolved into a place where inhibitions and the law of civilization were gone.

      Taking a fistful of her hair, I pushed her against the cold tile. Her eyes flared, crinkling at the corners in a grin, as she scooted back to accommodate me. Fiddling with the dials, I set the water flowing and steam soon filled the glass sided shower while I soaped up a rag. All the while, I slowly fucked the gorgeous woman’s face.
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      It was hard to tell who loved it more, me, or the woman who came on her fingers three times before I was stiff again. I pulled her up with me and took my time soaping up her body and mine before we rinsed off. Toweling dry, we tumbled back into the bed, where the woman rode me to another powerful orgasm.

      The sun set while we cavorted in her bed. Our games of master and slave faded as we got to know one another better, returning when the heat returned to our touches. Tessa is a brilliant and strong woman, who isn’t shy about sharing her opinions. She grilled me about what I felt for her daughter and winkled more out of me than I intended.

      “I assumed the two of you were just having fun… but I didn’t imagine your sister was involved as well.” She took a deep sip of the wineglass she’d brought back after we ate a light meal of bread, cheese, and cured meats from her fridge. “Blaire’s gorgeous, and reminds me of myself at her age.”

      “I wish I hadn’t said anything,” I groaned, resting my forearm across my eyes.

      The MILF laughed and rolled against me; the wine sloshing around her glass as she rested the arm on my chest.

      “Is it wrong that it turns me on?” She husked into my ear, the cool bottom of the wine glass resting on my chest. “The thought of your sexy sister writhing underneath you, while Sarah waits… legs spread and body aching to feel your weight atop her.”

      Her words had me stiffening, and she grinned when she noticed. Finishing off the contents of the glass and tossing it aside to roll on the carpet the gorgeous older woman snaked down the bed, her fingers gliding along my stiffness as she pressed kisses to my stomach and hip, her breath sending tingles along the nerves as she spoke.

      “I want to watch… oh, god please let me see it… Tie me up, gag me and stuff me in a closet, but let me see when you take her.”

      “Blaire?” I asked and Tessa shook her head, spots of color blooming in her cheeks as she bit her bottom lip.

      I felt the hungry grin grow on my lips as a low rumble of approval rose in the back of my throat.

      “And if I cover your face with a mask,” I said, running a finger across her perfectly sculpted lips. “Everything except for my slaves’ fuck-hole… Hands and feet trussed, you can kneel and watch… Maybe I’ll even let you suck my cock clean in between.”

      “Nghhmmmphh… gluk… gluk,” the wicked words sent Tessa over the edge and she moaned, turning her head to wrap her lips around my cock, cheeks hollowing as she sucked for all she was worth.

      The woman implored me to continue as she worshipped my cock, and as I described scenarios with my slave that were so taboo, she should have cursed me, it only drove her more crazy. In minutes she was bent over before me, ass slapping back into my hips as I took her with wild thrusts. Collapsing to the mattress, we continued to fuck on our sides, my hands caressing the woman’s body as she gazed into the distance, seeing the wicked scene I painted.

      When Tessa came that final time, my dick buried deep in her pussy as I fucked her prone, her eyes rolled back, and she let out a sigh. Body relaxing beneath me, the woman passed out with a sublime smile on her lips and I collapsed beside her, spent and exhausted.

      

      The next morning I learned how it is for the rich. Waking late, Tessa led me into the kitchen where a large breakfast had been prepared and laid out for us by her cook. While we dined, a blushing housekeeper cleaned up our mess from the night before and then a masseuse arrived with a table to give us massages.

      The woman’s hands were skillful, and she worked the last of my aches from our game from my muscles. When she slapped my butt and had me roll over, Tessa was there to offer her assistance.

      With nothing but a tiny towel covering the tent at my waist, the women coated my muscles in oil, their eyes meeting one another’s every few seconds. When Tessa flicked the towel aside and the masseuse gave a sigh of appreciation, I knew I was in for another exciting morning.

      The woman tried to maintain her professionalism, but once her hands joined Tessa’s in stroking my cock and she spread her thighs for me to slip mine between them, she abandoned the effort. They stroked me stiff, and then took turns being railed over the massage table.

      It was noon before I left the mansion. The masseuse’s sedan was still parked outside the carport. The woman twisted in Tessa’s sheets the last I’d seen her. Hair in disarray and a beatific grin on her lips as she nodded off. Tessa walked me out, letting me remove the collar from her neck before she stole a last kiss from me.

      “Have Blaire send me your class and practice schedule tonight,” she said when she released me. “I’ll have the photoshoot arranged for this week when you’re free.”

      I nodded and turned to go, but she reached out and grabbed my wrist, halting me and stepped close, her voice dropping close to a whisper.

      “Thank you for last night, and today… I can’t express how much I needed this in my life. Whatever happens, I’m grateful you were my master, even if tonight is all we have.”

      “Your photographers,” I said, causing her to blink and frown as I changed the subject. “Would one be willing to shoot something more… risqué?”

      Her frown melted away, and she bounced on her toes, a wicked grin breaking out on her lips as she nodded. “Do you have something in mind for the girls?”

      “No,” I licked my lips and let my eyes trail down and take in the breasts stretching her white t-shirt. “I told you my mom and her friends were playmates back in the day… I want to recreate the scene… You know, the one.” Tessa nodded, chest heaving and spots of color appearing in her cheeks as she read the look in my eyes. When a tremulous smile grew on her lips, I nodded. “And you’re going to be joining them.”

      “If anyone found out,” her fingers gripped my arm back, and she chewed on her bottom lip nervously for a moment, but I already knew her decision. I’d seen her pupils dilate and nipples harden when I mentioned it and suspected there was a strong streak of an exhibitionist in her. No woman spent that much time on their appearance and didn’t enjoy having beautiful photos taken of her.

      “I know the perfect photographer.” She bit her bottom lip, an excited grin curling the corners of her lips. “But it has to be here, and I own the negatives. They never leave this house.”

      “You’re the boss,” I winked down and the older woman gave a light laugh and swatted my chest.

      “And until you put that collar back on me, you better not forget it,” tossing her thick mane over one shoulder she spun on a heel and stalked back into the house, making sure I got a delightful view of her hypnotically swaying hips and other-worldly figure before closing the doors behind her.

      Then it was my turn to laugh at the woman’s outrageous exit. As I climbed into the car and drove home, I knew she would fit in perfectly with my mom’s friends. The house was empty when I got in, and I threw on running shoes and shorts and went for a short jog to unwind before showering and passing out.
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      I woke that Monday morning feeling refreshed and alive. I found my mom in the kitchen putting together her lunch to take to work and was surprised when she pulled me into a hug and gave me a lingering kiss, her tongue slipping into my mouth. When she broke off the kiss, I looked around nervously and mom shook her head.

      “She’s still sleeping,” she winked, “I take it your meeting went well? You were gone for an entire day.”

      I felt heat enter my cheeks when I broke off from the hug and went to grab a cup of coffee, feeling my mom’s knowing grin bore into my back.

      “It did,” I tried to keep my voice light, but my cheeks heated further when she caught my eyes and I saw her knowing grin. “She wants to… work with me.”

      “I’m sure she does,” she snorted a laugh and, grabbing an apple, tossed it to me. “I think I should meet with her… make sure you’re well represented.” Nodding to the apple, she said, “Cereal this early will only drag you down. If you’re going to eat something, have the apple.”

      I nodded in thanks and leaned against the counter, watching her mix greens and toppings into a container for a salad. It was impossible not to compare her to the woman I’d spent the previous day cavorting with. While Tessa was thinner, and her enhanced figure was firm and tight, the soft curves and sway of my stepmom was exactly my type. I found myself setting the apple down as I walked forward and running a hand down the soft curve of her hip.

      Mom jumped and looked up at me, eyes widening as she bit her bottom lip. Her head titled back, and we were kissing, my other hand rising to cup one massive breast. Fingers sinking into her thick bra and the flesh beneath, I ground my morning wood into her ass. Mom groaned softly into my lips, ass pressing back against my stiffness, and she dropped everything she was doing and turned in my arms.

      “Don’t get too carried away.”

      Blaire’s voice sent cold water down my spine, and I felt my mom stiffened before jerking out of my arms. Her face was scarlet, the expression mortified, but when I turned, my sister was ignoring us as she went to the fridge to refill her water bottle.

      “You’re coming on a run with Sarah and me,” Blaire threw me a wink over her shoulder as water poured into the bottle. “Don’t go wasting those legs too early,” she winked.

      Mom and I shared a look before I hurried after Blaire. Before I could stop her in the hallways, she spun on me, finger pressing into my chest and eyes intense.

      “You and I will speak later,” I swallowed hard and nodded, then the crazy girl flashed a smile and flicked her hand down at the tent in my shorts. “She can help you get rid of it… but no fucking, got it?”

      My brow creased in a frown, a million questions crowding my thoughts, but Blaire flashed that grin again and spun in such a way that caused her long shirt to lift, revealing her hips and perfect ass, clad in a slender string and lacy fabric that did nothing to help my stiffness recede.

      “Fifteen minutes, mom! Then I’m stealing him!”

      I shook my head and almost jumped when I turned to find my stepmom standing in the kitchen doorway. Watching her daughter retreat, she said nothing, but steely fingers gripped my wrist and pulled me back into the kitchen.

      Without a word, she pressed me down into a chair at the table and knelt before me. My mom was dressed for work, in an elegant wool sweater and tight jeans, and I let my eyes linger on her curves as she pulled my cock free. Watching my face, she ran her tongue around the head and sucked me into her mouth.

      The kitchen soon filled with the sounds of her sucking mouth and my light moans. I ran my fingers through her hair and would have bent her over the table and fucked her if not for my sister’s strange order. My mom didn’t seem to want it either. She seemed perfectly content with her lips puffed out around my dick, tongue sweeping along the sensitive underside as she sucked away.

      It didn’t take long for my balls to tighten. My stepmom’s eyes grew intense, locking onto my face as the pleasure swept over me. My legs kicked, and I pulled her head farther down my cock as my muscles tightened before she pulled back to suck the last drops from my softening cock.

      “Enjoy your run,” she said, licking my cock clean and placing it back in my shorts before patting my thighs lightly. “That’s the perfect way to start a day.”

      “I agree,” I smiled back, my energy returning slowly in the wake of that powerful release.

      Mom placed a kiss on my forehead before grabbing her bag and heading out for an early show, and I dragged myself up and pulled on my running clothes and shoes. Blaire and I’d rarely worked out together, and when we had, it was more within each other’s vicinity than together.

      I was stretching in the foyer when she came bounding downstairs in a tight pair of workout shorts that barely covered the bottoms of her ass cheeks and a top that was little more than a sports bra. Her golden blonde hair was tied back in twin pigtails that had been wrapped into buns. The effect made her look years younger and reminded me of our first meeting years before.

      My life had been chaos for years. Moved from one place to another, with my dad’s girlfriends and their kids passing in an out. Then he announced he was marrying and shoved his shy son into a room with a gorgeous teen girl and said she was my sister. She’d been wearing the same pigtail buns that day, and one look had claimed my heart.

      “Ready?” she asked, one eyebrow cocked and eyes dancing with amusement.

      Before I could ask one of the dozen questions crowding my thoughts, Sarah knocked on the front door. Blaire flashed me a wink and pulled open the door.

      “Did he tell you?!” the tiny girl asked, bouncing on her toes in excitement. “We’ve got our first deal!”

      “Of course we do,” Blair said with confidence. “But now we need to plan our next moves. Not just for James, but for the company.”

      “What did you say to my mom?” Sarah asked me as we started out jog. “She was nice to me last night and again this morning. I almost thought she’d been replaced by an alien.”

      “I put her in her place,” I winked down at her, earning a bark of laughter from the blonde and a chuckle from my sister.
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      Our pace was quick, but the girls kept up a running dialogue the entire time. Halfway through the run I was blowing hard, but they ran light and easy beside me. I was surprised at how serious they were getting. My sister and her friend had a list of names, female athletes they thought they could poach from other agencies, and some that had no representation.

      They knew tennis, golf, and even had ideas about how to market female runners and cyclists. I listened in and offered ideas where I could, but was impressed with how deeply the girls had thought this through. Blaire had a head for business, while Sarah had a flare for the marketing side of the business. By the time we finished our five-mile run, the girls had two more names they wanted to reach out to.

      “I’ll get started on the presentations,” Sarah said, wiping the sweat from her brow as we walked the last hundred meters to the house. “Can you find their contact info and reach out to them or their parents?”

      “Will do,” Blaire nodded. “It’ll give me a chance to use the letterhead I had designed.”

      “What are you calling your agency?” I asked.

      “Alpha,” Sarah grinned up at me. “We’re naming it after our first client.” I raised my eyebrow at Blaire, but she didn’t meet my eyes, and I noticed spots of color in her cheeks.

      “Let’s make sure your lawyer friend finished with the incorporation paperwork,” Blaire said, ignoring her friend’s grin.

      “Will do,” Sarah said, her tone a match for Blaire’s from earlier. She flashed her friend a mocking smile when we drew abreast of her car and pulled me into a hug. “Make your move, dude, or else she’ll be unbearable.”

      Sarah flashed me an impish grin and a wave before darting around her car. My sister frowned after her friend, but I knew she didn’t overhear what she’d whispered in my ear. When I turned to follow Blaire inside, a storm of butterflies blossomed in my guts and I made fists to still the trembling in my fingers.

      I found her in the kitchen drinking a bottle of water and tried to pin her in place with a stare, but she ignored my pointed look and, grabbing her phone, went to climb the stairs to her room. I couldn’t let her retreat from me again and grabbed her wrist, holding her in place.

      “Blaire, we need to talk.” she rolled her eyes at me and crossed her arms beneath her large bust, waiting for me to continue. “Earlier with mom… the other day with Tessa and Sarah before that… Explain this to me.”

      “Explain, what?” She asked, growing awkward as she twisted her hips and glanced towards the stairs and a way to escape. “You had your heart broken, and I… helped you get over it.”

      “And the rest of it? This… whatever it is going on between us?”

      Blaire grew even more uncomfortable and half turned away from me. Taking a long sip from her water bottle, she glanced up at me and seeing the seriousness in my expression, she gave an exasperated sigh.

      “What do you want from me, James? Do you want me to admit I’ve got a crush on my little brother… That it’s so powerful I tried cursing your ex with Sarah one night?” She gave a light laugh at my expression and continued in a softer tone. “That I’m some kind of freak who gets off on seeing you with my friends… or even with… her.”

      Her gaze traveled up towards my stepmom’s room and I saw shame cross Blaire’s features a second before she tried to pull away from me and flee upstairs. I gripped her wrist even tighter and stepped close, pushing a golden lock of sweaty hair away from her cheeks and tilting her face up towards me.

      “Say that again?”

      “What, that I’m a freak?” Blaire bit her bottom lips, eyes searching mine as I shook my head, then they softened when she read my expression. “That… I love you?”

      “I love you, too,” I breathed. “Since the first moment I laid eyes on you… I’ve known you would always have a piece of my heart.”

      “I’m not like other girls,” she breathed, face tightening as her expression grew pained. “I’m not… in touch with my emotions. I won’t be the career mom, or the wife who’s always there for her man. There’s too much I want to do.”

      I nodded, understanding her fears. Blaire wanted it all, but knew she wasn’t the type of woman who could have it. She was too driven, and that wasn’t going to change. What she saw as flaws, I saw as her greatest strengths and loved her more for admitting them to me.

      Looking into her bright eyes, I saw a woman more beautiful than any other, inside and out. My hand slipped onto her hip, and her breath caught when I stepped even closer, pulling her against me. As if she’d been made for me, Blaire’s body conformed itself against mine, and when our lips met, time stopped.

      The butterflies in my stomach were gone and a warmth spread from my chest. When I heard a faint whimper escape my sister’s throat, a fire ignited in my belly and I pulled her even tighter against me. Blaire’s fingers slipped around the back of my neck and her tongue slid between my lips, caressing mine.

      “Not here,” she gasped, breaking off the kiss and flashing me a grin when I groaned in protest.

      Taking my hand, she pulled me upstairs. We didn’t make it halfway up before we were kissing again, Blaire having turned in my arm to steal a quick one, only for her to pull me down a moment later. Her lips were soft and eager, her hands even more so as they worked their way beneath my shirt.

      When Blaire’s trembling fingers worked their way up my abs and chest, her thighs gripped my hips and a groan escaped her throat. Breaking off the kiss once more, she gripped the side of my face, forcing me to stare into her eyes.

      “I want my first time to be in bed, with candles and the curtains drawn… please.”

      I couldn’t deny her anything, especially with that imploring tone. Picking my sister up, I mustered all of my will and climbed the stairs while ignore her hands and lips which resumed gliding across my skin.

      Her hot breath on my neck broke through my will for a few moments and I found myself pressed against her doorjamb, one hand within her tight shorts, fingers gripping the naked flesh of her ass, the other hand trying to tear her top off. Dragging myself back to some semblance of rationality, I ignored the skin coming into sight and pushed Blaire towards her bed.

      “I’ll grab candles,” I turned to the hall closet, but she grabbed me, dragging me towards the bed.

      “Candles are silly,” her words escaping between kisses and my shirt being dragged over my head, “I just need you… God, James, I’ve wanted this…”

      “Me too,” I breathed, a chuckle escaping my throat. “You have no idea how many times I’ve fantasized about it.”

      “Oh, really?” Blaire asked, pulling away from enough for me to have a full view of her body, but unwilling to break contact as her fingers trailed down my abs to the waistline of my shorts. “And now that you have the chance, little brother, what are you doing to do about it?”

      She thrust her hips against my crotch as she pulled me back down to her bed with her, but I resisted and, with a strong hand placed on her chest, pushed her back down to the bed. It was her turn to let out a disappointed moan when she landed alone and bounced on the mattress, but I held up a finger and winked.

      “I’m going to make your dreams come true.”
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      Blaire blinked up at me, eyes unfocused, and tight shorts twisted around her hips. The sight of her was almost too tempting to abandon, but I steeled myself and hurried from the bedroom. It only took a couple seconds to grab a few candles from my mom’s stash and I had them lit and set into holders to keep the house from burning down.

      I placed the candles around Blaire’s bed, biting my bottom lip to keep from groaning in desire when she kicked off the comforter and sheets and twisted on the mattress. Her body was stunning, and my fingers were trembling when I pulled the curtains closed. The room fell into darkness, except for the wavering golden light that lit Blaire’s perfect figure.

      “Jesus, you’re gorgeous,” I breathed, the mattress squealing as I placed a knee on it.

      Blaire opened her mouth to reply, but I silenced her with a kiss, loving the growl of desire that escaped her throat. Our hands wandered across flesh, slipping beneath shirts and shorts as we peeled each other’s clothing off. When my fingers dug into the flesh of her round ass, Blaire groaned again and bit my bottom lip as she pressed her body against mine.

      “I can’t wait,” she breathed, and I knew exactly what she meant.

      In my fantasies I spent an hour teasing and pleasuring my gorgeous older sister before finally taking her, but with her in my arms, and the blood pounding in my veins, there was no thought of foreplay. I needed her as badly as she needed me, but Blaire rested a hand against my abdomen when I slipped between her thighs.

      “Gentle,” she whispered, and I realized why a moment later, when her virginal tightness enfolded my throbbing head.

      I tensed when the realization hit me, but Blaire wouldn’t let me halt in my thrust. Hands pulling on my lower back and behind, her heels dug into the backs of my legs as she pulled me into her. She stiffened when I felt a hint of resistance, then she melted against my arms, snaking up to grip my back tightly.

      “Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh god-” my sister’s repeated refrain cut off when the last inch of my stiffness filled her.

      Nails digging into my back, Blaire let out a silent cry as she shuddered. I was dimly aware of the orgasm rocking her body and the shock overtaking her face, because the pleasure radiating out from where we were joined made it difficult to focus on anything else. Pulling back, our lips brushed, tongues sliding against one another’s as we gasped in pleasure.

      The desire and need were too powerful for both of us. Blaire was shivering beneath me, fingers raking lined down my back as her expression grew almost pained. Our perfect rhythm faltered, a growl escaping my throat as Blaire whimpered again. I gave a final thrust, burying myself within her, and flooded her womb.

      My sister’s mouth opened in a quiet gasp when she felt the cum fill her, and her eyes rolled back, the whites showing as she sagged to the mattress beneath me. I collapsed beside her, shocked at the intensity of the emotions throbbing between us.

      I’d been able to keep my cool with the other women, but with Blaire something else had taken hold of me and all I could do when its grip left was gasp in deep lungfuls of air. Sighing, Blaire turned against me and ran her fingers down my thighs and up my stomach in languid circles.

      “God, I love touching you,” she said, her thick lips curling into a hungry grin when my cock gave a lurch against her hand.

      “Mhmm, I love your hands on me,” I said, turning to her.

      Blaire pressed a hand to my chest and pushed me back down on the mattress and, biting her bottom lip, rolled onto her knees. My eyes dropped to take in her perfect breasts as they swayed beneath her, but my sister didn’t notice me ogling her. She was too busy staring, my cock stiffening in her fingers.

      I gave a little moan when her lips pressed to the sensitive head and Blaire grinned up at me. Watching my face, she planted soft kisses all around the head and down the underside before running her tongue up my length. Blaire took her time, not letting me rush her as she sought every sensitive spot on my dick with lips, tongue, and fingers.

      My back arched when her thick red lips finally slipped over the head and I had to force myself not to thrust into that wet warmth. Blaire’s eyes never left my face as she took more and more of me into her mouth. When I felt the tight ring of her throat grip, then pass around the head, a guttural groan left me and my head fell back onto the mattress.

      Blaire didn’t stop until her lips reached the base of my cock and the room was filled with the gentle sound of her gagging. She held herself there for a second, throat working my dick, before pulling back up with a look if triumph in her face. My fingers slipped into her hair and she moaned in approval when I guided her back down onto me.

      “Fuck,” I groaned, my toes curling as she sucked me slowly, keeping me hovering on the edge of orgasm.

      Finally, it was too much, and I pulled Blaire up my body, loving the yelp of delight she let out when my throbbing cock pushed into her. Gripping her hips, I pulled her down onto my lap in one hard thrust.

      “Yes!” Blaire’s voice rang out, filling the house with her screams.

      I sat up, large hands gripping her tiny waist. Blaire locked her legs behind my back, riding my lap as I pulled her against me. My arms circled her, and we clung to one another before falling backwards onto the bed. Every thrust sent a jolt through Blaire, her large breasts shaking around my face as I gripped her ass. Nails dug into my scalp and I felt her pussy grip me, shivering endlessly once the orgasm began in her. In moments, my sister was a rag-doll atop me, her screams of pleasure rising in pitch and volume as another orgasm rushed out of me.

      We collapsed on the bed and cuddled after that. Kissing and staring into each other’s eyes and marveling at where we’d found ourselves. We didn’t speak, nor did our hands stop their wandering, and soon we were at it again.

      “I want to feel you… back there,” Blaire’s cheeks turned a faint shade of red and I blinked in surprise to see my sister embarrassed. Then I glanced down at her round ass as she swung it up, face pressed into the mattress as she undulated her hips.

      “Come with me,” I growled, unable to keep the grin from my face as I pulled her out of the bed and towards the door.

      Blaire jerked out of my arms and hurried back to blow out the candles before scurrying back to slip an arm around my waist. She flashed me an impish smile before we darted across the hall and into the bathroom. When we saw the golden light shining from underneath our mom’s door, both of us burst out in giggles, fighting to silence ourselves as we pulled the bathroom door shut.

      “Mom’s in there worrying that I’m not taking care of her precious boy properly,” Blaire chortled.

      “That’s not true.” I shook my head as I turned on the shower.

      “Yes, it is,” Blaire’s tone was matter of fact but her eyes danced with mischief as she stepped close and slipped her hand beneath my hanging bits and dragged the nails lightly over the sensitive flesh before gripping it at the base and jerking slowly. “She’s also scared you’ll never want her again after having me.”

      I frowned at Blaire because her whispered words had the ring of genuine belief. Before I could say anything, she laid a finger across my lips, eyes growing intense.

      “Promise me that won’t happen. I don’t care about the others. As long as you’re safe. But she’s been happy, finally. And you can’t take that away from her. I won’t allow it.”

      I wanted to tell her a thousand things in that moment, but they crowded around my head, and I gave up, pulling her into a kiss.

      “If you insist,” I whispered into her lips and Blaire laughed, pushing me backwards into the shower.

      The hot waters cascaded over us, washing away evidence of our earlier exertions. I pulled down her bottle of expensive conditioner and Blaire frowned at me until I dropped a dollop onto a finger and brought it around her waist. When the cold lubricant touched her tiny hole, she stiffened against me before letting out a deep sigh.

      There wouldn’t be furious lovemaking, I knew, once I felt the constricting grip of her ass, but Blaire was insistent. With lots of making out, and working my way up, eventually I slipped the head into her ass. Blaire stiffened when she felt the contact, but her firm cheeks pushed back against me, and I felt the tight ring of her ass slide down my cock.
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      “Oh god,” I moaned, as the silky grip of her ass transported me to heaven.

      Blaire’s whimpers quickly turned into growls of pleasure as more and more of my dick slipped into her ass. When the last inch entered her, she let out a low sigh and held me there for a moment while she relaxed around me. Turning her head, she pulled me into a kiss, her hips gyrating against me.

      “Yessss!” she hissed when I pulled back and pushed into her. Loving the wet slap our bodies made under the steaming shower waters.

      I took my time fucking my sister with deliberate strokes as I pressed her against the cold tiles. My hands couldn’t stop their wandering over her sexy body and especially her large breasts, which caused her to cry out in pleasure whenever I twisted or pulled on a nipple.

      After our time in her bedroom, I was able to take my time and savor every minute in the shower. At Blaire’s insistence, I increased my pace, shocked when she came hard on my cock. The feeling of her tight ass gripping me even harder sent me over the edge and I flooded her ass as she came down from her peak of pleasure, sending her into another on.

      “That was… unexpected,” she said, legs wobbly as she turned into my arms.

      We made out and wasted gallons of water as we washed one another off. Mom’s light was still on when we exited the bathroom and Blaire winked at me before dragging me into her own room.

      “Don’t worry, big boy, you’ll get her again tomorrow. I’m not done with you, though.”

      We spent all day and night in her room. An hour before the sun went down, our mom came to knock gently on the door of Blaire’s room and ask if we wanted food.

      “I’m starving,” Blaire said. “Could you order us a pizza from Georgino’s, mom?”

      “And chicken wings,” I added. My cheeks were already red, but they turned scarlet when Blaire popped out of bed and skipped over to the door. Before I could even think of covering myself, she pulled the door open.

      “Could you get a large salad too? With raspberry vinaigrette dressing.”

      “Umm… ahh…” our mom’s eyes were round, and she was at a loss for words, looking between her naked daughter and me, our hair in wild disarray.

      “Cat got your tongue?” Blaire asked, unashamed at her nudity. “Or did you want to ask if you can join us?” Our mother stared at her and a laugh burst from my sister’s chest. “Don’t worry, mom, you’ll get him all to yourself again tomorrow morning… Anything else?”

      Mom’s mouth worked silently for a second, then she shook her head.

      “Food will be here… in an hour… You kids, enjoy yourselves.”

      I felt a spike of anxiety until I saw her expression as her eyes swept over me before she fled. Blaire flashed me a wink as she swung the door shut and pointed at my throbbing cock.

      “I knew that’d get you going… pervy little brother,” she bit her bottom lip, thighs slipping to either side of mine as she pressed me into her wetness. “God, I want to watch you fuck her… and her gorgeous friends,” she hissed the last in my ear after falling forward onto my chest, breasts squeezed between us.

      It didn’t take long, with my sister’s wicked words egging me on, to fill her hungry pussy with another load of cum. Blaire didn’t stop after that. Continuing to prob and prod me for details about my night with all three. She was intrigued by Julie the most, having only seen pictures of mom’s most beautiful friend.

      “Maybe we need to arrange a viewing party for after your next game,” she winked at me, fingers gliding along my length. “Mom, Cheryl, and Julie…” Her grin turned wicked. “You had a good time with her, right? Mhmm, I bet I could get that woman to do some truly wicked things… The tight-laced ones are always the wildest.”

      “Jesus,” I breathed, cock throbbing in her gentle grip as she teased me towards another great orgasm.

      We passed out in each other’s arms, with the sheets bunched around our feet and smiles on our faces. I woke in the middle of the night to find Blaire shivering in her sleep and pulled the comforter about us before nodding back off.

      The bed creaked, and I cracked an eye to find my sister rising. She bend down and kissed me lightly on the lips before pulling the blanket back over my back.

      “Go back to sleep. It’s still early,” I watched her slip out of the room with her towel and nodded off, only to be woken by the bed shaking a few minutes later.

      “You couldn’t stay away, huh?” I asked, feeling warm hands roll my hips over and drag my morning wood out from under the blanket.

      Only it wasn’t Blaire I found kneeling beside the bed, but my stepmom. Her cheeks had a hint of pink in them, but the desire in her eyes was unmistakable and without a word she engulfed the head of my cock with her warm, wet mouth.

      I fell back to the mattress, moaning in pleasure as she sucked away at my stiffness. Crawling onto the bed between my legs, she mewled in delight as her tongue snaked down and ran over my balls. A shadow loomed in the doorway, resolving into my sister who watched with avid interest, one hand disappearing within her terry-cloth robe as she bit her bottom lip.

      The experience was intense and made even more so when my mom’s fingers slipped between her thighs and her gaze drifted over to her daughter, their wrists working in tandem to one another. The three of us came as one, my pearlescent seed coating my mom’s lips and chin as she shivered between my legs.

      She staggered to her feet and paused at the door to share a kiss with Blaire. The pair whispered something to one another, their burning gazes raking my naked form, before my mom lurched off to her room, a sublime smile on her face.

      When I rose from bed, my legs were shaky and I found it harder than usual to complete my morning jog. The deep ache in my muscles was almost as pleasant as the memories I held when I went to class. The events of that morning would become a ritual of sorts during the rest of the week. With me and Blaire stumbling off to her room to make love every night, and my mom sneaking into her bed once my sister slipped out to take a shower in the morning.

      When Friday came, Blaire warned me about tiring my legs before the game and I found myself alone before I went out for a short jog. My sister and mom didn’t cease their teasing, walking around that morning in tiny, tight-fitting clothing that drove me crazy.

      “Don’t worry, big boy,” Blaire purred when she noticed the pained look on my face as my eyes followed our mom’s bouncing breasts as she cleaned the kitchen. “Play your heart out tonight and you’ll get the reward you want.”

      Mom shot her daughter a frown and blushed when Blaire gave her a significant look.

      “Your sister has arranged a… get together tonight,” mom said, her cheeks coloring and a secretive grin sprouting on her face. “That’s all I can say.”

      When I glanced over at Blaire, she wore a matching grin and refused to answer my questions. I left for school with an ache in my balls and a fire burning in my stomach. There was a large group of students waiting in the parking lot to cheer on the players as they parked, and the largest pack swarmed my Camry.
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      It was strange having people call out to me like they knew me when I’d never met them before in my life. I saw quickly that the warnings Blaire and Sarah had given me about hanger-on’s were real.

      Guys came up to me on the walk to the class offering to score me drugs, girls, anything I wanted it I’d only show up to their party that night. And one greasy guy hinted there could be millions in it if I was willing to work with him. I wasn’t sure, but I thought he was hinting at a gambling scheme, and I escaped his proximity the second it dawned on me. The last thing I needed was a scandal like that hanging over my head, or even hints of it.

      Class was a refuge until my professor slipped the answer key to next week’s quiz into the packet of papers she was handing out. I wasn’t the only player to get the answers, but I was the only one to find the woman’s phone number hastily scrawled on the back along with a drawn heart and winky face. A few of the guys kept the answers, memorizing them, but I let mine crumple after memorizing the number.

      I could use the help in statistics, but I didn’t want to earn the grade that way. It wasn’t like that in all our classes, but most of the professors understood the starters and best players could use all the help. Training took up so much time I left little room for anything else and if you were one of the unfortunate kids on a scholarship, who needed to work to pay for expenses; study, on top of football, was impossible.

      Luck was on my side there. I didn’t need to work, but that meant I barely had enough time to study. Pushing those worries out of my head, I hiked across campus to our team meeting, bouncing on my toes in anticipation of the action to come.

      Coach gave a speech, calling on all his feeble oratory skills to drag the emotions forth in us. The team was pumped but lacked the frothing fire I knew we needed. When everyone piled in close, putting their hands in the middle, I raised my voice over the coaches, drowning the man out with my deeper bass.

      “Victory!” Heads turned as my voice thundered in the locker room. Even the coach staff lining the wall gave a start. “We accept NOTHING else! Boots to necks and we NEVER LET UP!”

      It wasn’t so much my words as the maniacal fire they saw burning in my eyes when I turned to stare at every man. Their voices rose with mine as we marched down the tunnel, the walls and seats above us rattling with our repeated chants of: “Victory! Victory! Victory!”

      We looked like roman legions marching from the tunnel. The team moved as one, eager for the game to start as we stretched. Our entrance had shocked the crowds and our student section and boosters went wild. From my place running pre-game drills, I spied Tessa Hillfiger in the center of the booster section.

      It was impossible not to notice the tall, gorgeous blonde. Her hair was twice as large as any other woman’s and even from the field, I could see the diamonds and platinum sparkling at her neck, wrist, and ears. She wore the same vintage Wildcat’s shirt as before, but the midriff has been pulled up and tied just below her perfectly sculpted breasts.

      The thing I noticed that made me blush was what was painted on Tessa’s stomach. Similar to most of the kids in the student section, she’d taken finger paints in the school’s colors to herself. My jersey’s number and last name were stenciled neatly across her smooth midriff, along with pinks hearts and red kisses.

      I heard snickers and got looks of envy from a few guys on the team, but most gave me nods of respect. Tessa wasn’t the only woman painted up, and after I’d warmed up my hands and ankles, I took a closer look at the group in the booster section and felt the blush fade as a grin stretched my lips.

      My mom waved excitedly when our eyes met, and reaching out an arm, pulled Blaire close. My sister’s pained expression at being jerked to the side faded when she saw me taking them all in and she joined my mom in waving, though with more dignity and half an eye for the elegant woman standing beside her.

      Tessa might have been the most obvious woman in the crowd, with her big blonde hair and all that naked, tanned skin, but Julie was, without a doubt, the most beautiful. Even after all that had happened during the wild two weeks since my break-up, the sight of her silky dark hair, ruby red lips, and stunning figure made my mouth dry up.

      “Close your mouth, ten,” coach growled at me softly as he marched by, shoving a bottle of water in my hand. “Focus on putting points on the board. Then who knows? You might even get a smile from the angel.”

      “She’s wearing my jersey, coach.”

      “What are you… son of a bitch,” he swore softly when he glanced back up and saw I was right, swearing again when Julie blew me a kiss and waved both hands above her head excitedly before turning pulling Cheryl on her left and my mom on her right.

      “Let’s kick some ass,” I grinned, slapping the man on the back before jogging out to join our quarterback at the coin toss.

      We lost the toss, and our defense ran onto the field while I joined the offense on the sideline. It’s always harder having to wait to start the game, but I was looking forward to starting the second half with the ball. Our defense stopped the other team at their forty and the field goal was no good.

      The first play our quarterback called was a route up the middle for me, and I felt the guys around me wince, knowing what was coming my way. I just grinned in savage delight and nodded, my blood pumping as I lined up on the ball.

      The defense could sense what was coming and their captain, a bright fellow with shoulders nearly as wide as mine, pointed straight to me and tried rearranging his guys. Our quarterback saw it though and snapped the ball before they had a chance.

      Three quick steps saw me past the line and a thrust with my chest bounced my defender off me at the moment I cut towards the post. The defense was in shambles, but they couldn’t have intercepted the ball, anyway. Our QB threw it high, and I stretched, hands closing around the ball a second before a shoulder hit my hip. The world spun end over end, but I clung to the ball as I landed hard. The crowd was roaring when I popped to my feet and I slapped the defensive captain’s ass when after tossing the ball to the ref.

      “Nice hit. Let’s see if you can catch me next time.”

      “Fucker,” the guy growled, scowling when I laughed and pointed to the field marker.

      “Fucker with a first down.”

      The next play had me angling out, and I put on a burst of speed when I broke past my defender. Their captain knew what was coming, but my longer legs took me ahead of him and the ball sailed into my outstretched hands. The roar when I broke away was thunderous and my voice joined theirs as I crossed the end zone.

      My team piled atop me while the coaches shouted that we still had an extra point to kick. The stadium was a madhouse, except for the opponent’s section, which only grew quieter as the game progressed. Our defense stopped them again, and I got two more catches on our march to a second touchdown.
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      True to my earlier words, we never lifted out boot from their necks. Coach didn’t take out the starters until late and let us run the score up through the fourth quarter. I got three touchdowns, and several key blocks on our other scoring drives. When the team piled into the locker room, singing a victory song, coach handed me the game ball.

      “I’ll never forget what you did tonight,” he shook his head. “Lit a fire beneath their asses. You do that every week and we’ll go undefeated.”

      “That’s the plan, coach,” I winked, taking the ball and letting the offensive line drag me back to where a case of beers was being opened.

      Coach turned a blind eye to our victory celebration until the school’s president and several boosters wanted to give their congratulations. A shout from him and all evidence of our drinking disappeared. The crumpling and landing in trash cans a moment before the group came stumbling into the locker room.

      “Great… hic… game, boys!”

      The president of the school staggered, a half empty bottle of champagne in his hand. The other men in suits were equally drunk, but my eyes locked onto the tall blonde in their center. I wasn’t the only player staring at Tessa Hillfiger, in her tiny shirt and skintight jeans, but I was the only one she stepped forward and folded in a hug.

      “We’ve arranged something special for you tonight,” she purred in my ear. “Your mom and I have been getting to know one another.”

      “Don’t keep the young man… hic… to yourself, Tessa!” The president called, reaching out to grab my shoulder and drag me towards the other drunken boosters. His attempted proved futile, as my bulk didn’t move from the stunning MILF and he staggered, nearly toppling, before I reached out to steady him.

      “Whoosidaisies!” He laughed, “Come, there are some men… hic… you need to meet. They can help your career…”

      He continued to talk, but the words didn’t register as I held Tessa’s gaze. The MILF’s knowing look was gone, replaced with a submissive fire that would have seen her drop to her knees right there to suck me off. I could see her desire to do just that hovering behind her eyes, but she would have to wait.

      I shook hands with men in their 50s, 60s and 70s. Business leaders, lawyers and even a federal judge who’d attended the university. They were wise men who wanted to be of service, but their offers were designed to keep them within my orbit and make me feel beholden. I didn’t sense the benevolent care of my sister, nor the single-minded devotion to promoting me that Sarah had.

      It would be foolish not to follow up with the offers, but one and all I felt they paled in comparison to what Sarah and Blaire were offering me with their boutique agency. I might not have a chance to audition for a Ford Motor Company ad, like one fellow offered, but that didn’t feel real, anyway. He might have been telling the truth, but a no-name college player wouldn’t get it over a professional, I guessed.

      When the group of moth-ball smelling old men finally let me go the locker room was mostly emptied out. Guys couldn’t wait to get to all the parties and sorority mixers that were going on in celebration of their victory.

      “We’re heading to Gamma Alpha Pi, you should come,” Williams, our running back said when I threw my duffle bag filled with sweaty gear over one shoulder. “Most of the cheerleaders will be there, and I know they’ll be happy to see you.”

      “Dude, you gotta come!” Said Sullivan, who was sitting in front of the locker beside Williams. “The sisters got a foam machine and they’ll all be in their underwear. Even Willow’s sisters… twins, dude!”

      “I’m good,” I laughed. “There’s a little get together at a friend’s-.”

      “All-star’s gonna hook Ms. Hillfiger. You think he’s got time for you losers?” Sullivan and Williams grinned at our quarterback as he tossed them both cold beers and hooked an arm around my shoulder. “Come on, I’ll get you out of here before they rush you into their fraternity.”

      “We were only going to offer,” Sullivan harrumphed, causing Williams and our quarterback to laugh.

      “Forget them,” he said, steering me towards the exit. “I saw the group of women piling into Ms. Hillfigers limo and if I’m guessing right, you’re going to need this.”

      He pushed a cold six-pack into my hands, and I frowned down at it, not in the mood for beer. It wasn’t that, but a set of six energy drinks with a slender tube of lube shoved between them. When he saw the blush on my face, his head fell back as he barked a laugh and slapped me on the back.

      “National championship is the goal. Remember that!” He called after me, and I waved distractedly, having seen the long, slender leg reach out of the back of a limo, followed by another set.

      Emerging was my stepmom and sister, dressed in matching outfits of low-rise jeans and tight-fitting white shirts. I heard out QB swear softly behind me and one of the coach’s headings to his car tripped when he noticed the pair. Their beauty paled beside their beaming, white smiles as I drew close. One arm around the small of each other’s backs, they stood with hips cocked at the same angle and their legs turned in the same direction.

      I felt my cheeks flush when they both folded me in a hug, but I didn’t have time to savor the embrace before strong hands tugged on the waistband of my sweats. Jerked into the limo, I found a bevy of laughing women pulling me into a seat and shoving a flute of champagne into my hands.

      “To the man of the hour!” Tessa announced, waving her glass high.

      My mom and sister slipped in behind me and the stadium’s lights winked out as they pulled the door closed behind them. The limo was off before I had a chance to sit up and take a sip, but before I could topple Cheryl placed a firm hand on my chest. The woman’s pale eyes were afire with excitement as she plucked at my shirt and twisted against my side.

      “You were incredible out there… Watching you dominate those other men… It drove all of us wild.”

      “None of that, now,” Tessa warned Cheryl with a wink when she saw the slender little woman’s hand had worked its way beneath my shirt. “You’ll get a chance to congratulate our young hero soon, but first Jessica brought us a treat.”

      “What did you bring?” asked Heather from deeper in the limo. I hadn’t even noticed my ex’s mom in the press of beautiful women and when my gaze swept over her plunging neckline and massive breasts pushed up and out, she blushed prettily.
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      “Just a few photos from when we were younger,” my mom said, her eyes finding me and crinkling on the corners as a shy smile found its way onto her lips as she indicated Cheryl and Julie, who sat beside Tessa.

      “They’re more than simple photos,” Blaire grinned from where she sat pouring champagne into a glass. “It’s an entire Playboy photoshoot. And the girls got freaky during it,” she cackled, meeting my mom’s flushed face and grinning harder.

      “And they’re going to recreate it for, James,” Sarah added. The slender blonde avoided looking at her mom, who was locked in a battle of wills with the gorgeous Julie beside her. “Isn’t that right, mom.”

      “Ngghh,” Tessa grunted, her expression distracted when she turned away from the raven-haired beauty. “Sarah mentioned how important an event it was for you ladies, and I thought you could share it with James.”

      “He’s seen those old photos,” Julie purred, drawing every eye to her as she hooked an arm in Tessa’s and whispered in her ears loud enough for everyone in the limo to hear. “Why don’t we give the boy something new to watch… I think you and your daughter should be included… Blaire and Heather, too. Tell me… you ever been with a woman, Tessa?”

      I held my breath, fearing how the older woman would respond to Julie, but Tessa’s thick lips curled into a predatory smile and a throaty chuckle escaped her. She glanced over to her daughter, who was entangled with Blaire and, after a considering look, turned back to Julie with a grin.

      “I think tonight’s going to be very interesting.” she shared a smile with Julie and clinked glasses with the gorgeous raven-haired woman.

      While Cheryl’s hand slipped back beneath my shirt, I watched Tessa and Julie’s heads tilt closer and closer until their lips met in a passionate kiss. The raven-haired beauty reached up and cupped one of Tessa’s perfect breasts, pinching the nipple through her thin t-shirt and earning herself a moan from the leggy blonde.

      “Doesn’t look like we’re going to make it to Tessa’s,” Cheryl purred in my ear, her fingers slipping beneath my waistband as her other hand snaked into my hair and turned my head.

      When my eyes alighted upon Heather’s lips kissing my mom’s neck, and the MILF’s hand sliding between her thighs, a moan of pleasure escaped me. Then another when Cheryl turned my head again, and I took in my sister and her best friend. Blaire and Sarah were half naked, their tops having come free as they caressed one another, their lips and tongue locked together.

      “I’ve been dreaming of this,” Cheryl husked out as she pushed my sweats down my thighs and gripped my stiffness when it swung into the open air.

      I gasped when her fiery tongue ran up the underside, then shivered when six sets of eyes swung to watch the woman work. While I sat on the leather seat, toes curling as Cheryl’s hungry mouth worked up and down my length, my eyes swept the women before me, reading the promise in each of their eyes.

      “Tonight your dreams come true… every one of them,” Tessa’s husky voice unlocked the last of our inhibitions, and it wasn’t until the limo pulled to a stop outside her mansion that we managed to get control of ourselves.

      When we piled out, Cheryl’s lips were wet and red, her chin stained with the first of my loads. My mom and Sarah took turns kissing and licking the last of it off her neck and chin as we stumbled into the house. My arms filled with Blaire and Julie, who were sharing heated stares that had me stiffening once more.

      Tessa slipped off with Heather, shooting me a last lingering look before heading upstairs. The last I saw of the pair, the elegant blonde had taken a firm grip on back of the thicker woman’s neck and was whispering intently into her ear. Heather shivered and nodded in agreement, one hand reaching for her neck tentatively before she glanced back and met my eyes. When she did, the tentative expression firmed and with determined resolution she nodded, and I saw Tessa smile in triumph before ushering the woman up to her room.

      I wasn’t sure what the woman was up to and didn’t have time to speculate as Julie and Blaire pulled me into the study. A fire roared in the large fireplace, casting flickering golden light around the room. The couches and chairs had been rearranged, with pillows and blankets decorating the thick carpet.

      There was a whir from behind me and I turned to find my mom and Sarah turning on a projector. When I turned back, the wall was filled with the image of my mom, Julie, and Cheryl as teenagers, laying naked in bed together.

      “That’s going to give us all some ideas,” Blaire purred, sharing a hungry smile with Julie, whose hands had slipped around my sister’s hips.

      “It better,” the raven-haired beauty grinned, before her thick lips met my sisters.

      Watching the pair kiss was hot, but it was even hotter when they pushed me into one of the couches and slipped onto my lap. While they fumbled clothes off with one hand, the other was locked around the back of each other’s necks. My own hands slipped around their firm asses, fingers popping buttons and bra clasps free.

      Between the gorgeous women making out on my lap, I spied my mom pushing Sarah down onto the cushions. The tiny blonde was already half naked, but her skirts and panties went flying and I watched her mouth widen into an ‘O’ of pleasure as my mom’s kissed their way between her thighs.

      Julie and Blaire were topless above me, their fingers gliding along equally smooth flesh as they caressed. Their kisses broke off in twin gasps of pleasure when my fingers found their clits, then they turned as one and cheeks pressed together grinned down at me.

      “Well, little brother… How do you want us first?”

      “Want to fuck our mouths,” Julie said, running a finger around my sister’s puffy lips. “Or… something else?”

      She reached back and gave Blaire’s ass a firm slap, making my sister bit her bottom lip to keep from crying out. My eyes slipped past the pair and took in my mom and Sarah’s sapphic embrace before I returned it to the women above me. Their heads turned, and they shared a smile when they saw what their friends were up to. Flashing me a wink, Julie pushed Blaire down onto the couch beside me, one hand tearing down her panties while the other grabbed my hair.

      My face was pushed between their naked pussies, and I ran my tongue up one set of lips and across the other. Julie hooked her thighs under Blaire’s and crawled onto the couch as their pair made out. Above their heads, images flashed on the wall of my mom at the same age as Blaire was now, in a similar embrace with a youthful version of the same woman.

      The sight was incredible, but nothing compared to when I crawled behind them and slipped my dick between their pressed pussies. Pushing down on the MILF’s firm ass, their wet lips gripped my cock, and I felt the firm nubbin of their clits slid along my length. The feeling was amazing on top of the sight of my sister and my mom’s gorgeous friend making out.

      Hands pulled on my ass and another set slipped around my hips and gripped the base of my dick. I turned to find Sarah behind me and my mom slipping against my other side. They pushed the head of my cock into Julie’s tight pussy and the woman moaned when I shoved into the hilt with one thrust, back arching and long, dark hair whipping back.

      My mom bent down and kissed her friend, grinning into the kiss before gasping out herself when a hand slipped between her thighs. The feel of Julie was heaven, and I groaned in protest when Sarah pushed my dick out and down, then sighed as my sister’s sex gripped me tight. My mom’s lips met mine before she turned and kissed Sarah, and I lost it.

      “Cumming,” I growled, and was met with a cry of ecstasy as Blaire reached her peak along with me. Julie was suckling on her breast, ass up and hips shivering as my mom’s fingers got her off for the second time.
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      The five of us collapsed onto the couch in a pile of sweaty limbs and I took in the sea of naked flesh around me with a grin. My smile faltered when the study’s double doors flew wide and crashed against the walls with a mighty bang. It returned when I saw what strode in through the opening.

      My ex’s mom, Heather, stood beside Tessa Hillfiger in matching outfits. Black satin corsets covered their torso’s, edged in white lace, and ribbed with something firm that pushed their bodies into all the right shapes. Heather’s massive breasts looked even larger in the corset, and her hips flared out beneath. Tessa looked like sex itself, poured into the outfit and capped in a quaff of blonde hair. They’d even done their makeup and hair in the same style and except for the steel circlet around Tessa’s neck, could have been sisters.

      “I’ve brought you a second slave, master,” Tessa purred, sinking to her knees just inside the study and holding a matching circle of steel aloft.

      Heather’s breasts jiggled as she scurried forward to join Tessa, and spots of color appeared in her cheeks, but she didn’t hesitate when falling to her knees beside the other woman.

      “If using my body can make up for the pain my daughter caused you,” she said, chest heaving as her voice grew increasingly breathy. “Then it’s yours… master… use me as you wish.”

      “Cleverly done,” my stepmom whispered beside me. “Coupling her fantasy of being used with the opportunity to be collared.”

      “Make her earn it, little brother,” Blaire whispered from my other side, her breath sending shivered down my spine as it tickled my neck. “Make them both earn it.”

      I rose from the pile of limbs, and someone slapped me on the ass, hard. When I glanced back to see who’d done it, both of them wore twin expressions. My mom and sister both cocked eyebrows at the same instant, as if asking, who’re you going to blame? When I turned back with a growl of frustration, I heard my sister chortle at the same time my mom’s tinkling laughter burst forth.

      “You want to serve me?” I growled, the ground shaking as I marched up to the kneeling women, my dark stare locked onto Heather’s suddenly unsure face.

      “I… I do,” she said, nodding and glancing over to Tessa, who didn’t offer her any help with her blank expression and hands clasped behind her back.

      “I’m not gonna be satisfied with one night,” I said, stepping closer, my half hard dick pushing against her cheek, smearing the pale skin. “I’ll want you any time of the day or night, and you better be ready for anything.”

      “Yesss,” Heather’s eyes were imploring and instead of nodding, she shifted her face around and her lips found the head of my dick. Staring deep into mine, she sucked, drawing inch after inch into her warm, hot mouth.

      Tessa bounced beside the MILF, making me notice her puffy lips and perky tits. Reaching out, I pulled her close and Heather shifted to the side, making room for the other woman. They’d only met a couple hours before and didn’t know anything about the other except their names, but were working as one to suck me off within seconds of being pressed together.

      Forced to step back or cover their faces in cum, I grinned when both of their tongues reached out, jaws working to try and reach my stiff member. Snagging the steel circlet out of her hands, I let the clasp close about Heather’s neck and grunted in approval.

      “It looks good on you.” running a thumb beneath their chins I turned the women’s faces towards one another and watched my ex’s mom swallow hard. “Now… I want to watch both of you cum… on each other’s tongues.”

      Tessa grinned and Heather shivered as they fell into one another’s arms. I watched the gorgeous blonde kissing her way down the shyer woman’s neck, only for Heather to roll Tessa beneath her. Glancing back to make sure I was watching, Heather gathered the other woman’s lace covered breasts and pressed her face between them.

      An arm snaked around my waist, the hand stoking my stiffness as I watched Heather kiss her way between Tessa’s thighs. The blonde swung around so they were 69’ing and I grinned when Heather’s wide ass pushed back towards me.

      “Fuck her ass, baby,” Blaire purred, “make her earn that collar.”

      “Mhmm,” the second voice was from my stepmom, who’s pushed in beside Blaire. They shared a smile as their fingers laced around the base of my cock, their hands on my ass, pushing me forward.

      With them guiding me, I felt the tight opening stretch around my cock and Heather threw her head back in shock as I invaded her ass. Tessa reached down and pushed the other woman’s head back down, her moan of pleasure cutting off with a hiss of frustration that faded as Heather’s tongue went back to work on her.

      Turning, I kissed Blaire first, then my mom, loving their grins of pleasure as I took the other woman’s ass. Their hands strayed from my ass to the rest of my body, and their lips never stayed still until Cheryl and Julie pulled them off me. I watched the four fall into a sapphic pile as Sarah slipped into the vacancy at my side.

      The tiny blonde had other ideas, and slipping her hand between my hips and Heather’s plump rear, she gripped my dick. Grunting, I pulled out, loving the groan of displeasure that left the older woman but forgetting her when Sarah angled my dick down to her mother’s mouth.

      Tessa’s eyes went wide when she looked up and took in me and Sarah, but her eyelids fluttered and a moan of submissive pleasure escaped her as her tongue reached up, mouth opening to accept my dick hungrily.

      “Suck him clean, you whore,” Sarah growled, her eyes lighting up as my cock stretched her mother’s mouth wide. “Suck itttt… fuuuuck that’s hot.”

      Sarah shook against my side as my hand slipped between her thighs and found her slick pussy. Rubbing her clit as I fucked her mother’s mouth gently was hot, but watching Tessa’s face contort in orgasm on the Heather’s tongue, in the same way her daughter’s face contorted when she came on my fingers almost sent me over the edge. Marshaling my will power I pushed back into Heather’s ass and fucked the woman with long, hard strokes and held on as she came like a banshee, shivering and sobbing as my dick and Tessa’s tongue sent her over the edge.

      We all ended up in the hot tub naked, sharing two bottles of champagne around the group. The women got along surprisingly well, taking turns to sit at my side and either touch my muscles or stoke me off with the one on my other side. The wildest was when Sarah and Tessa ended up on either side of me and, winking at one another, pushed up to the tub’s edge and slipped between my thighs.

      While the rest watched on and encouraged the pair, they spent twenty minutes slowly worshipping me. The more they got into it, the less they seemed to notice when their tongues and lips touched, or that their naked bodies were smushed together. As their lips slid on either side of me, their tongues dancing along the underside, and eyes locked on each other’s faces, I grunted in pleasure and voiced a warning.

      Mother and daughter whipped around, mouths opening wide as their skillful fingers stroked me off as one. Watching lines of pearlescent cum shoot across their faces was hot, but when they turned to one another and began kissing and licking it off each other’s skin, I almost came again.

      Unwilling to be outdone, my mom and sister whispered a promise in my ears as we were stumbling out of the hot tub and into Tessa’s palatial bedroom. Their promise had me stiff again, but I would have to wait until we were home to take them up on it. Cheryl took advantage of my last hard-on for the night, riding it in the middle of the bed, head thrown back and nails digging into my chest as she screamed out her third orgasm and took my last deep in her womb.

      I slept like the dead and woke to sunlight warming my skin as it broke over the eastern horizon. Stirring, I found the women had already risen. Blaire and Sarah grumbled when I climbed from the bed and pulled the blankets above their heads and rolled together to go back to sleep. Walking through the mansion, I almost got lost on my way to find coffee and heard their voices before I found them.

      “I only had one made, but if you want one, I can have the jeweler make more.” I heard Tessa say, followed by the clink of a coffee cup on a counter.

      “It’s beautiful,” Cheryl sighed. “If he ever wanted to collar me, I’d let him.”

      “Me too,” Julie said. “Last night was the wildest night I’ve ever had and I want more.”

      “Mhmm,” I couldn’t be certain, but I thought that was my mom.

      When I turned a corner and found the kitchen opened up before me, I found the women all sitting around a small kitchen table drinking cups of coffee. They wore matching white robes, Tessa’s obviously, and the sheer material stretching across their naked bodies aching.

      “Speak of the devil and he appears,” Julie purred. The raven-haired beauty flicked her wrist at Heather. “A good slave would got take care of the boy’s morning wood.”

      My ex’s mom slipped beneath the table with a nod from me, and Tessa served me a cup. Then we all sat and had an oddly relaxed conversation about the coming season while the wet sounds of Heather’s sucking filled the room. I graced her hungry mouth with my first load and took the others out to the pool, where I filled each with another before we all passed out beneath the sun, naked, sated, and perfectly at peace.
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      Not every game was a steam roll like our first of the season, but we finished with a perfect record and went to the National Championships. We lost by three in the final game, but it was only my freshman year and I promised to come back and dominate the next, which we did.

      Sarah and Blaire’s little start-up launched with a huge hit when my tiny ad went viral. TikTok’ers picked it up, and a meme formed around girls thirsting after my shirtless figure. The girls used the success to sign a string of high-profile talent in women’s tennis, golf, track and field, and other smaller sports.

      They booked me on larger and larger campaigns, but I kept my focus on ball and school. Unfortunately, I never excelled in class, but my grades were always high enough to play and I found I had a knack for public speaking and debate. Blaire had the idea to book me on sports radio, where I was able to get reps in for a future TV deal, she said. I didn’t care about that, but enjoyed talking about sports with the old guys for a few hours every day, and even built up a following that would show up at our games.

      Tessa remained a fixture in my life. Helping with decisions of all sorts. The woman had lived a full life and knew more than her appearance would suggest about the business side of football. With her help, I got into a pro training camp a year early and accrued skills others my age didn’t have.

      The most wonderful part of my life was and will always be Blaire and my mom, who’ve been there every step of the way. Since our wild night at Tessa’s, they’ve become closer than ever. My mom and sister are best friends who share everything, and the greatest moments of my life have been with them, but those stories are too spicy for these pages.

      None of this would have been possible if I hadn’t been willing to reach out and take what was offered to me. Since I’ve taken that lesson to heart, the riches have flowed and my life had become everything I hoped it would be.
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