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Another blazing summer day in Phoenix, Arizona, where I lived with my mom in a quiet neighborhood full of nice houses and neat lawns.

It was the weekend, which meant I planned to do absolutely nothing productive. I figured I would relax by the pool for a while before meeting up with some friends later. When I arrived, my older sister already lay stretched out by the water with a few of her friends.

“Hey, moron,” was the first thing she said to me.

I hardly responded. I was too busy watching Michelle's stunning cheerleader friends, all stretched out in bikinis, showing off their tight, toned bodies. By now, I should have been used to it. Before she left for college nearby, my sister and her friends basically lived at the pool, and they were all just as attractive as she was. Somehow, pretty girls always seem to hang out together. I honestly can't remember any of her friends who weren't gorgeous.

I shot my sister an annoyed look. “You’re home again? Shouldn’t you be training or something?”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s Saturday, idiot.”

She was eating a slice of cake, and I couldn't help myself. “You might want to train on Saturdays, too. If you keep eating like that, you’ll need to lose a few pounds soon. That belly doesn’t lie.”

She shot me a look that made it clear I’d gone too far.

She threw a bottle of sunscreen at my head, but I ducked just in time.

“Hey!” I snapped.

“You’re so stupid,” she said. “I’m telling Mom you called me fat.”

Her friends started laughing. I joined in and winked at one of them, a short, beautiful brunette who smiled right back at me.

That was basically how things always went between my sister and me.

Michelle is my twenty-one-year-old sister, and she’s definitely drop-dead gorgeous. She’s five feet eight, about one hundred thirty-five pounds, with long blonde hair that falls all the way down her back. Her body is lean, athletic, and sculpted in a way that turns heads instantly, and not just male ones.

Looks definitely run in our family. My mom, Laura, is one of the most attractive forty-two-year-olds you’ll ever meet. She’s blonde too, but keeps her hair at shoulder length. She’s as tall as my sister, maybe a bit heavier, but it just makes her look even better. There’s no way she’d ever tell anyone her weight.

If you’ve seen Landman, my mom could easily pass for Ali Larter’s character, both in looks and personality, especially in how she acts with her daughter. My sister is basically the real-life version of the show’s blonde daughter, played by Michelle Randolph. They even have the same name. Sometimes I think the writers just copied my family.

Growing up, my friends loved coming over, mostly because my sister was one of the hottest girls in town. They never said that to my face, of course, unless they wanted problems.

Honestly, though, my friends were even more interested in my mom. In the summer, she’d spend hours sunbathing by the pool in bikinis that showed off her athletic figure. More than once, I heard them say she made girls our age look bad. Hearing people call your mom a MILF is never comfortable.

Michelle is two years older than I am, and we were never particularly close. But one thing was always true: she always had my back.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t like having our house full of the most attractive girls in town, thanks to her cheerleader friends. Seeing them by the pool, working out in tight clothes, or just hanging out in bikinis was definitely a perk of having a sister like mine.

Since my bedroom window looked out over the pool, I was always distracted by the view.

My mom and sister are both really into fitness and keeping their bodies in shape. They work out all the time. Michelle is a college cheerleader, so she’s super fit, but somehow, my mom is in even better shape. 

I’m Ethan. I’m nineteen, six feet tall, and weigh about one seventy-five. I played football in high school and stayed in shape after. Sports and healthy living were just part of our family—it was who we were.

My parents split up when I was in middle school. Soon after, my dad married a woman named Jessica. There were always rumors that Dad and Jessica had been involved before the divorce, but I never asked, and he never said anything. It didn’t really matter to me, but I’m sure my mom felt very differently about it.

Jessica was the same age as Mom and had two kids from a previous marriage, Cassidy and Collin. No matter how hard my dad tried, we never really became one big happy family. My mom still loved him, and to her, Jessica was just the woman who took her husband from her. More than once, I thought they might actually fight. Jessica was small, maybe five feet four and about one twenty. I always figured my mom would win easily if it ever came to that.

I tried to get along with Collin, but it never worked. He was a skinny, smart-mouthed kid who was always looking for a fight. He couldn’t have been taller than five-six or five-seven. We were the same age, but never got along. Luckily, he went to a different school, so I didn’t have to see him much.

Michelle and Cassidy couldn’t stand each other. Maybe it was the whole blonde versus brunette thing, or maybe they both wanted Dad’s attention and saw each other as rivals. Or maybe it was because they both liked the same guy once, and my sister got him.

Cassidy was a year younger than Michelle and, like her brother, pretty small. She was about five feet three and probably weighed around one fifteen. She made up for her size with a big attitude. Like her mom, she was a brunette. Jessica kept her hair short, but Cassidy’s hair was much longer. I always had a crush on her and thought she was really cute. Honestly, I spent more than a few lonely nights thinking about her.

Unfortunately, my sister’s boyfriend, Spencer, liked her too. One night, he made a choice that changed everything. My sister didn’t find out until much later, during one of those awkward family dinners my dad always wanted to have. When the truth came out, Michelle and Cassidy started fighting right away. There was scratching, hair pulling, and a lot of anger before my dad, Collin, and I managed to break it up.

I’ll admit, part of me wanted to let them keep fighting. Watching them go at it would have been wild. But I knew how it would end—my sister would have destroyed Cassidy. She was just too small and fragile. I couldn’t stand the thought of her getting hurt.

Michelle broke up with Spencer that night, and she didn’t hesitate or look back.

Or at least, that’s what I thought.

After a long, lazy day by the pool, spent hanging out with my sister’s friends, who, unlike Michelle, actually enjoyed having me around, my sister, my mom, and I ended up talking that night. What began as a casual conversation quickly turned serious.

Michelle told us she had run into Spencer that morning. It was not the first time he had come crawling back, full of apologies and regret. My sister had made him pay for what he did with Cassidy, dragging him through weeks of guilt and humiliation until he was a wreck, swearing he would do anything to earn another chance. When she finally sat down and really talked to him, a few ugly details came out.

Apparently, Cassidy had been circling him for a long time, pushing and tempting until one night, drunk and weak, he let his impulses win. According to Spencer, the little brunette had no interest in him at all beyond hurting Michelle. She slept with him purely out of spite. Worse than that, she had admitted that her mother encouraged it, saying that taking Spencer from Michelle would be easy if she were as dull in bed as my mom, Laura.

That one hit hard.

I felt my mother stiffen beside me. She was a woman who worked relentlessly to keep herself fit, confident, and desirable. To her, physical strength and sexual confidence went hand in hand. The idea that Jessica had implied she lost my father because she somehow failed as a woman was beyond insulting. That was not just petty. That was provocation.

Michelle told us she planned to give Spencer another chance. But whatever calm she had managed
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